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Experimenting



I got to Riley’s apartment later than I meant to, already buzzing in that unpleasant way that came from too much caffeine and not enough sleep. I stood there for a second with my backpack digging into my shoulder, trying to remember why I’d agreed to an all-nighter when my brain already felt like it was wrapped in cotton.

Riley opened the door before I knocked, like she’d been listening for my footsteps. Her hair was pulled up in a loose, messy bun that never stayed put for long, and she was wearing one of her faded college sweatshirts, the soft gray kind that had clearly been washed a thousand times. It hung on her in that careless way she always managed, comfortable without looking sloppy.

“You look wrecked,” she said, grinning as she stepped aside to let me in.

“Gee, thanks,” I muttered. “Nice to see you too.”

She laughed, low and familiar, and I felt some of the tension in my shoulders ease as I walked in. Riley’s apartment looked exactly how I’d expected it to: dim lamp light instead of the overheads, textbooks stacked in uneven piles across the coffee table, loose papers everywhere. Highlighters, pens without caps, an empty mug ringed with dried coffee stains. It felt lived-in, chaotic in a college-girl way.

“I made room,” she said, nudging a stack of flashcards aside with her foot. “Kind of.”

I dropped my bag by the couch and kicked my shoes off, already sinking into the familiar rhythm of being here. We’d done this a dozen times over the last two years, camped out together during midterms and finals, complaining and quizzing each other until our voices went hoarse. There was comfort in it. In her. I found myself wanting to spend time with her above anyone else.

I sat cross-legged on the rug, spreading my notes out in front of me. Riley flopped down across from me, her laptop balanced on her knees. The lamp cast a warm glow over her face, softening her features and throwing shadows across the room. She tucked one leg underneath herself, the movement casual.

“This is going to be a long night.”

I glanced at her. “We’ll survive.”

She smiled. “We always do.”

We fell into easy conversation after that, trading complaints about professors and finals, joking about how we were both running on fumes. Riley mimicked one of our lecturers, pitching her voice into an exaggerated monotone that made me snort despite myself. It felt good to laugh while I was so tired.

As the night stretched on, I became aware of little things I usually didn’t think twice about. It must have been the exhaustion. I suddenly noticed the way Riley talked with her hands when she got into a topic, fingers moving as if she were shaping the words in the air. The way her voice dropped when she was concentrating, softer, almost thoughtful. I told myself it was nothing. Just familiarity. Just noticing because we’d been friends for so long.

At some point, she shifted closer to the table, leaning forward to grab a pen. Her sweatshirt slipped slightly, the fabric sliding down her shoulder until a strip of bare skin showed at her collarbone. Pale, warm in the lamplight. She didn’t notice, or if she did, she didn’t care.

I noticed. And then immediately told myself not to. I was straight, and this was getting weird.

I looked back down at my notes, my jaw tightening for no good reason. We’d seen each other in worse states than this. Hungover. Crying. Wearing pajamas that barely qualified as clothes. This didn’t mean anything. It couldn’t.

Riley glanced up at me, eyebrows raised. “You good?”

“Yeah,” I said quickly. “Just tired.”

She nodded, apparently satisfied, and went back to her screen. The sweatshirt stayed exactly where it was, still slipping off her shoulder, and I found myself hyper-aware of it. Of her. The room felt too small, and I needed sleep. Or to focus, at least. On anything but her skin.

We studied in silence for a while, broken only by the scratch of pens and the occasional sigh. I could feel the tension of the semester pressing down on me, that mix of exhaustion and urgency that made everything feel sharper. Every sound seemed louder. Every movement more noticeable.

Riley shifted again, stretching her arms above her head with a soft groan. The sweatshirt rode up slightly at her waist, exposing a sliver of skin there too. I swallowed and forced myself to look away, heat creeping up my neck.

Get a grip, I told myself. This is your friend.

She dropped her arms and glanced at me, catching my expression before I could smooth it out. Something unreadable flickered across her face, gone almost as soon as I noticed it. She smiled, small and knowing in a way that made my stomach twist.

“I’m making more coffee,” she said, pushing herself up. “You want some?”

“Sure,” I replied, grateful for the distraction. Even though more coffee was the last thing I needed.

She padded into the kitchen, and I listened to the familiar sounds of her moving around, cabinets opening and closing. I stared at my notes without really seeing them, my thoughts circling uncomfortably. There was nothing happening. Nothing had happened. I hadn’t done anything wrong.

When she came back, she handed me a mug, our fingers brushing briefly as I took it from her. It was accidental, barely a touch, but it sent a jolt through me that I couldn’t explain. I wrapped both hands around the mug, more for something to do than for warmth.

Riley settled back onto the floor, closer than before, though there was still plenty of space. She leaned over to glance at my notes, her shoulder brushing my arm lightly.

“Your handwriting is getting worse,” she said.

“That’s what stress does to a person,” I replied, trying to sound normal.

She laughed again, and I let myself relax, at least on the surface. This was fine. This was us. Two straight girls pulling an all-nighter, nothing more.

Still, as the hours crept past and the room grew quieter, I couldn’t shake the awareness humming under my skin. Riley’s presence felt heavier somehow, charged in a way I didn’t have words for yet. I noticed everything and acted on nothing, sitting there with my thoughts and telling myself, over and over, that it didn’t mean a thing.

“For this one,” she said, nudging her knee toward mine as she pointed at a page in her notebook, “don’t memorize the whole chart. Just the core examples.”

I leaned in to look, pretending I needed a better view. Our knees brushed lightly, skin to denim, just a second of contact before I shifted away. Not quickly—just enough to signal it hadn’t meant anything.

Riley didn’t notice. Or maybe she did and didn’t care.

Her voice was even, focused, a little raspier than usual from lack of sleep. She smelled like coconut lotion and the faint bitterness of too many cups of coffee. It wasn’t anything new. We’d studied like this before. We’d shared couches, blankets, even hangovers. And yet something felt different this time.

I nodded along with what she was saying, not really listening. My eyes flicked to the way her hair kept slipping out of its bun, little strands curling against her neck. She tucked one behind her ear without thinking, and I caught myself watching her mouth when she spoke. I looked away before she noticed.

“Are you getting this?” she asked.

I blinked. “Yeah. I just… I was thinking about how I completely blanked on this in class.”

She didn’t push. Just smiled and went back to her notes. She’d always been like that—calm, confident. It used to put me at ease. Now it just made me feel off balance.

We kept working, the distance between us shrinking by accident. Riley angled her body toward mine, legs folding underneath her, so her knee rested against my thigh. The pressure was soft, constant, and completely ignorable—if I wanted to pretend it didn’t affect me.

Then she reached across me to grab a pen, and her hand brushed my arm. Her fingers lingered for a second longer than necessary, warm and smooth where they touched bare skin. I froze.

She didn’t react. Just uncapped the pen with her teeth and kept explaining something about reference points. I nodded again, though I didn’t hear a word. My skin tingled where she’d touched me. A slow, buzzing awareness that didn’t have any business being there.

Stop it, I told myself. You’re just tired. You’re reading into everything.

And maybe I was. I hadn’t been sleeping well. I’d been stressed for weeks. Finals had my nerves wrecked. And Riley—Riley was just being Riley. Friendly, familiar, maybe a little touchy, but that was her baseline. I’d never thought twice about it before.

But now I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

She leaned closer again, her shoulder grazing mine this time. I caught the rise and fall of her breath, steady and unconcerned, like nothing about this moment was strange. Like she hadn’t just pressed her body against mine and then gone right back to studying.

I shifted, pretending to reach for my water bottle, and created an inch of space between us. It helped, but only barely. The air still felt thick. Her presence was loud in a way that made it hard to concentrate.

She started talking again, walking me through a diagram, and this time she rested her hand on my forearm while she traced something on the page. I didn’t pull away. I didn’t move at all. Just sat there, heartbeat quickening, trying not to react.

It wasn’t anything. Not really. Friends touched each other. We’d done it a hundred times—sharing blankets, squeezing hands during bad dates, leaning on each other after too many drinks. But this wasn’t like that. Or maybe it was, and I was the one who’d changed.

I looked at her, really looked at her, and for a moment she glanced up from the page. Her eyes met mine. Soft. Searching. She didn’t smile. Didn’t say anything. Just held my gaze for a second longer than felt normal, then looked away like it hadn’t happened.

I turned back to my notes, pretending my cheeks weren’t warm. Pretending nothing about her touch had settled deep in my skin, or that the quiet between us hadn’t started to feel like something else entirely.

We kept studying, but I wasn’t sure I was learning anything.
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By four a.m., I was pretty sure my brain had liquefied. I rubbed my eyes and leaned back on my hands, blinking hard at the ceiling. Everything was blurry—the notes, the diagrams, Riley’s handwriting. I couldn’t even remember what subject we were on. My limbs felt heavy, like my body was running on momentum instead of willpower.

“We need a break,” Riley said, tossing her highlighter onto the floor between us.

“I thought this was the break,” I muttered, letting myself sink flat onto the rug. My back cracked in protest.

Riley grabbed a pillow from the couch and dropped it by my head before flopping down beside me, close but not touching. Her hair was completely undone now, loose waves spilling down her back. Her sweatshirt had slid off one shoulder again, and I didn’t bother pretending not to notice this time.

We lay there in a hazy kind of silence. I let myself close my eyes, just for a second.

Then Riley’s voice broke the quiet.

“Do you think most girls try it? Experimenting? You know, with girls. Just once?”

My eyes opened slowly. I turned my head to look at her. She was lying on her side, propped up on one elbow, studying me with the kind of casual focus that didn’t match the question at all.

“What?” I asked, trying to laugh. “Where did that come from?”

She shrugged, like it was nothing. “I don’t know. Just popped into my head.”

I forced a laugh, unsure if I was supposed to answer. “I mean... I haven’t. I never considered it.” Before tonight.

Riley arched a brow. “Oh wow, really? I kinda thought it was, like, a rite of passage or something. For college girls.”

I sat up a little, suddenly too aware of everything—how warm I felt, how close she was, how her eyes weren’t looking away. I tucked my hair behind my ear, needing something to do with my hands.

“I think that’s just what guys like to believe,” I said, half-joking. “You know. Two girls hooking up just for their benefit.”

“Sure,” she said, but the way she was watching me didn’t feel like she was talking about guys at all.

I tried to smile, but it didn’t quite reach my eyes. “Why? Have you ever experimented?”

She didn’t answer right away. Just kept looking at me like she was waiting for something—like I was supposed to give her permission to say what she wanted.

“Maybe,” she said finally, her voice lower now. “It wasn’t a big deal.”

Her smirk was subtle but deliberate. Measured. Not teasing, exactly—more like she was testing me. Her gaze held mine, and the weight of it was heavier than anything physical she could’ve done. I felt it everywhere. In my chest. In my stomach. Lower.

I laughed again, but it came out too fast, too thin. “Okay... ‘maybe’?”

Riley shrugged, still watching me. “It was a long time ago. Freshman year. Just once. Kind of impulsive.”

I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to say. My mouth had gone dry, and the warmth in my chest was quickly turning into something tangled—nervous, curious, something I didn’t want to name.

“Was it weird?” I asked, before I could stop myself.

She tilted her head slightly. “No. It wasn’t weird. It was... easy. Natural, actually.”

Her words sat between us like a dare. She didn’t reach for me. Didn’t move closer. But I felt closer to her anyway, like the space had compressed in on itself. My skin prickled even though the room wasn’t cold.

I looked away, pretending to reach for my water bottle. I took a sip I didn’t need, then set it back down too hard.

“I don’t know,” I said, trying to sound casual. “I guess I’ve just never really thought about it.”

“Never?” she asked, and the way she said it made it sound like she didn’t believe me.

I hesitated. “Not seriously.”

Riley smiled again, slow and unreadable. “Well. Maybe you just haven’t had the right opportunity.”

That made my heart thud hard in my chest. I opened my mouth to reply, but nothing came out. I didn’t know how to joke my way around that one. Not when I wasn’t sure it was a joke.

She rolled onto her back, stretching her arms above her head with a soft groan. Her shirt shifted again, and I caught another glimpse of bare skin. This time, I looked too long.

“I’m just saying,” she added, voice drifting, eyes on the ceiling now. “Sometimes it’s not about labels or whatever. Sometimes it’s just about having a little fun.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. My thoughts were too loud and too messy, all stacked on top of each other.

We didn’t talk for a while after that.

Riley had rolled back onto her stomach and started flipping through flashcards like nothing had happened, like she hadn’t just opened a door I wasn’t sure I was ready to look through, let alone walk through. I picked up my notes again and pretended to read them, my eyes scanning the same sentence over and over without absorbing a word.

The air felt different. Thicker. Every movement—the rustle of her notebook, the soft shift of her body on the rug, the drag of her socked foot against the carpet—felt amplified.

I couldn’t focus.

My chest was tight in a way that had nothing to do with anxiety about exams. Riley had asked a question, and even though we’d let it slide into silence, it hadn’t gone away. It was still there, humming beneath everything, curling under my skin. And the worst part was, I didn’t know if she’d meant it as a joke or not. I didn’t know what I wanted the answer to be.

She got up to refill her mug, stretching her arms above her head again. Her sweatshirt lifted slightly, revealing a sliver of her lower back and the curve of one hipbone before she shuffled off into the kitchen. I stared at the empty space she left behind, trying to slow my breathing.

She came back with her mug and a spoon in her other hand—peanut butter, I guessed, from the way she was licking it without much concern. Her mouth closed around the spoon and lingered there, her tongue catching the edge before she pulled it free. It was slow. Unhurried. Thoughtless.

Or maybe it wasn’t.

I looked away, heat crawling up my neck. My stomach tightened, and I hated how quickly my body responded. She hadn’t even touched me. Not really.

“You want some?” she asked, pointing the spoon at me. I shook my head and she shrugged in response.

Riley sat back down beside me, closer this time. Her thigh pressed against mine, the contact soft but unmistakably there. It didn’t feel like an accident. Her knee shifted slightly, nudging into the side of mine as she adjusted her position on the rug, and then stayed there.

She didn’t say anything about it. Neither did I.

I told myself to move. It would’ve been easy. Just shift an inch to the left, lean toward my backpack, fake a stretch, anything. But I didn’t. I just stayed still, my skin prickling where it met hers.

She flipped another flashcard. “What’s the answer to this one?” she asked, tapping her nail against the back of it.

I glanced down, trying to pretend like I could read through the fog in my brain. “Uh... option B.”

She smiled, a little distracted. “Yeah, I thought so too.”

She dipped the spoon back into the jar, then pulled it out again, scraping the edge slowly. Her fingers were curled delicately around the handle, her nails short and clean, the kind of hands that always looked elegant even when she wasn’t trying.

She brought it to her mouth again and sucked the peanut butter off with a quiet hum, like she was genuinely enjoying it. Her eyes never left the flashcard, but mine couldn’t leave her lips.

I swallowed hard and looked down at my notes. My thighs were still touching hers. My palms felt damp.

Stop it, I told myself. You’re making this something it’s not.

But it was something. I felt it in the way she shifted her weight toward me instead of away. In the way her laugh had faded, replaced with something quieter, heavier. In the way she licked the spoon like she was doing it for an audience she didn’t want to acknowledge.

Or maybe she did.

She handed me a card and asked another question, her voice casual, steady. I answered automatically, still pretending I could concentrate. The side of her knee pressed a little harder against mine.

I didn’t flinch.

I was hyper-aware of every place we touched. Her knee. Her thigh. The outer curve of her arm against mine when she leaned closer to point something out in my notes. I could smell sweetness of peanut butter on her breath, mingling with the faint scent of her lotion. Coconut again. Familiar and suddenly intimate.

I kept studying with her leg against mine, with her breath close to my cheek, with her fingers brushing mine when we passed the flashcards back and forth. Each small contact burned in its own way, but I let it happen. Maybe I even wanted it to happen.

I told myself it was just the hour. Just the stress. Just proximity.

But when her hand grazed my wrist again, slow and easy, I didn’t move. I held still and let it settle there.

And I didn’t look up. Because I didn’t want her to see my face.

The floor was starting to hurt my back, but I didn’t want to say anything. My notes had become a blur of words I couldn’t process. I kept underlining the same sentence without reading it.

Eventually, I shifted, stretching my legs out in front of me and groaning softly. “I need a different position. I think I’m going numb.”

Riley smiled, her head tilted toward me. “Wanna move to the couch?”

I hesitated for half a second too long, then nodded. “Yeah. Probably smarter.”

We climbed up together, and even though the couch was small, there was enough room for her to sit on the other side. She didn’t. Instead, she dropped down right next to me, close enough that our hips touched, then tucked one leg beneath her and angled toward me.

I told myself it was just convenience. The cushions were old and saggy—maybe this was the only comfortable spot. But the contact was warm and steady, and the part of me that had been buzzing all night started to hum louder.

Neither of us said much. The quiet between us wasn’t uncomfortable exactly, but it felt different now—tense with something that hadn’t been there before.

Riley leaned back against the arm of the couch, her elbow resting casually behind me. Her sweatshirt had ridden up, exposing a soft curve of skin above her waistband. Just an inch or two. Barely anything. But I couldn’t look away.

Her stomach rose and fell slowly with her breathing. Her skin looked soft, pale against the darker fabric of the couch. I swallowed and turned back to my notes, pretending I hadn’t noticed. But I had. I kept noticing everything.

She shifted beside me, her leg brushing mine again, and this time I didn’t pretend it was accidental. I felt her eyes on me before I looked up.

When I did, she was already watching me.

The way she held my gaze was different now—still calm, still Riley—but steadier. She didn’t look away like she usually did when we caught each other’s eye at the same time. There was no smirk this time, no joke waiting to fill the space. Just her, waiting.

Her voice was quiet, but clear. “You know... if you ever were curious about girls, I wouldn’t mind being your guinea pig.”

I stared at her. My heart thudded, sharp and unsteady in my chest. “What?”

Her lips tugged into the faintest smile. “I’m just saying. If you ever wanted to try something without the pressure of it being a whole thing... I’d be okay with that.”

I sat back, putting a little more space between us, though not much. My hands tightened in my lap. “Wouldn’t that be weird?” I asked. My voice was too soft, too breathless. I hated how obvious I sounded.

“It doesn’t have to be,” she said gently. “I mean, do you really have all that much fun with guys?”

My teeth sank into my lower lip. I’d never really enjoyed being with guys, but…wasn’t that typical? They were okay, but no guy had ever made me feel the way Riley did in that moment.

I let out a shaky breath, not looking at her now. I didn’t know what I wanted to do with my hands or my face or any part of my body that felt too hot, too aware. “I don’t know…guys are…” I lingered, eyes on my lap, never really able to finish my thought. “But that doesn’t mean I’ve ever thought about being with girls. Not outside of some fleeting moments here and there.”

“Fleeting moments?” she repeated, amused.

I gave a nervous laugh. “Like, the kind of thing you push out of your head. Or blame on the mood. Or the hour.”

Her knee brushed mine again, slower this time. She didn’t move away.

“And now?” she asked.

I glanced at her. Her expression was unreadable, open without being invasive. She wasn’t pushing. Just... holding the space.

“I don’t know,” I said again. “I’ve ever looked at a girl that way.” That was a lie, and I was pretty sure we both knew it.

Riley didn’t call me out. She just nodded slowly. “You don’t have to figure it out right now.”

I tucked my hair behind my ear. “I guess I’m curious. But not in, like... a general way.”

Her eyes didn’t move from mine. “What kind of way, then?”

I opened my mouth to answer and closed it again. I wasn’t sure how to say it. Not without saying it. “You,” I said finally, so quietly I wasn’t even sure she’d heard it. “I think I’m curious about you.”

The words hung between us for a moment, heavier than I’d expected.

Riley’s expression softened. “Okay.” Just that. One word. But there was something grounding in it. Something steady.

I suddenly realized that Riley’s arm was draped behind my shoulders, fingers curling loosely over the cushion. I felt the heat of her body, the quiet steadiness of her breathing. My heart was beating so loudly I was sure she could hear it.

I wasn’t looking at her, not directly. My gaze drifted to her bare shoulder again, to the soft slope of her collarbone, to the way her hair fell in loose waves against her neck. My thoughts were a mess—circling in loops, colliding, trying to make sense of how something that had started as a study session now felt like this.

She tilted toward me slightly. Just a shift in weight. Nothing dramatic. But it made everything inside me tense. I felt her watching me again, and this time I couldn’t avoid it. I turned to face her, and when our eyes met, the air between us changed.

Her eyes searched mine. Like she was waiting for me to make the next move, even though we both knew I wouldn’t. My throat was dry. I swallowed hard and tried to say something, anything, but the words didn’t come.

Instead, I leaned in.

Not far. Just an inch or two. Then stopped.

Riley mirrored me, meeting me halfway, her face close enough now that I could see the tiny freckles across the bridge of her nose, the soft pink of her lips. We hesitated there, a breath apart, like we were still giving each other time to back out.

Neither of us did.

When her mouth finally touched mine, it was featherlight. Barely there. A soft, uncertain brush of lips that made my whole body tighten. I didn’t know what I was doing, and I don’t think she did either, despite her saying she’d experimented before.

Her lips parted slightly, and I followed, catching the rhythm without thinking. It was slower than I expected. Sweeter. Not rushed or aggressive, just this soft unfolding of something we’d both been circling all night.

I felt her hand shift behind me, her fingers brushing the back of my neck, tentative but steady. The sensation made my breath hitch, and I raised my own hand without meaning to, hovering for a second before I let it settle lightly against her waist.

Our bodies didn’t move much. We just kept kissing—soft and searching, mouths opening a little more each time, breath mingling, tension growing. There was something surreal about it, something dreamlike. And yet my body was fully awake, every nerve lit up.

I had no idea kissing another girl could feel like this.

Not just the physical part—though that was enough to make my skin burn—but the emotional rush that came with it. The way Riley sighed against my lips. The way her fingers threaded gently through my hair. The way she kissed me like she’d thought about this before. Like she’d wanted it.

My stomach flipped. I kissed her back harder than I meant to. Not rough—just more. More pressure, more feeling. Her hand slid down to my shoulder, holding me there, not tightly, but like she didn’t want the moment to break.

I didn’t want it to break either.

We parted slowly, reluctantly, our faces still close. I kept my eyes closed for a second longer, afraid of what I’d see when I opened them.

When I did, she was still looking at me. Her cheeks were flushed, her mouth slightly parted, her expression soft in a way that made my heart ache.

“I didn’t expect that,” I whispered.

Riley smiled. “I kind of did.”

I let out a shaky breath, unsure whether to laugh or cry. My hand was still on her waist. Hers was still on my neck.

The kiss had changed everything. And it had also made everything simpler.

Because whatever I’d been pretending not to feel—whatever confusion or hesitation I’d been carrying around like armor—wasn’t strong enough to compete with the way her mouth had felt on mine.

We kissed again before either of us said another word. I wasn’t sure who leaned in first this time, but it didn’t matter. The second kiss was warmer, easier somehow, like that first barrier had already been broken and now there was no reason to hold back—at least not in the same way.

Riley’s mouth moved with quiet confidence, but not urgency. She wasn’t rushing anything. She let the kiss stretch out slowly, like she had all the time in the world. Her hand was still resting lightly at the back of my neck, fingers brushing against the edge of my hair. I melted into it before I had time to second-guess.

The kiss broke and lingered, both of us pausing with our faces close, noses almost touching. I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. Then we kissed again—softer this time, lips barely touching before parting and meeting again. It was slow and sensual in a way I hadn’t expected, like we were both learning what this felt like as we went.

I could feel Riley’s fingers slide down, her hand brushing the curve of my shoulder before tracing the line of my spine. Her touch was light, exploratory. When her palm skimmed the hem of my shirt, I tensed slightly—not from fear, but from anticipation. Her hand paused there, fingers slipping just under the fabric, just enough to graze the bare skin at the small of my back. Then she pulled away.

We kissed again.

It was starting to feel addictive, the way her mouth moved against mine. Every time we parted, I thought we were done. And then she’d tilt her head or press her lips to mine again, and I’d fall right back into it.

Her hand found its way under my shirt a second time, higher this time. She touched my waist gently, her thumb rubbing slow circles into my skin. It wasn’t aggressive. It didn’t even feel like a move. It just felt like something she’d wanted to do, and I let her.

When her fingers drifted higher, brushing along my ribs, I felt myself arch slightly without meaning to. My breathing had gone shallow. I was sure she could feel it.

I wasn’t sure what I was doing anymore—what this meant or what would happen next—but my body was already answering for me.

I let my hand slide up, gripping the edge of her sweatshirt, not pulling, just holding it. The material was soft, worn from too many washes, and her warmth seeped through it. My fingers curled into the hem, and I gave a small tug, just enough to signal that I wanted it off.

Riley pulled back, her eyes meeting mine. There was a question in her expression, but she didn’t ask it out loud.

I nodded.

She lifted the sweatshirt over her head, slow and fluid, her hair falling loose around her shoulders as she dropped it onto the couch beside us. The movement was casual, but the effect hit me hard.

Her bra was a simple gray cotton one, nothing sexy, but on her it looked soft and intimate. Her skin was pale in the dim light, smooth, and real in a way that made my chest ache. I hadn’t thought this far ahead. I hadn’t let myself imagine what she’d look like without layers between us. But now I was staring, and I couldn’t stop.

I touched her bare side first, just above her waistband. She was warm under my palm, her muscles twitching slightly beneath the surface. I let my hand slide up slowly, fingers grazing the fabric of her bra, tracing the curve of her ribcage.

When I reached her chest, I hesitated. My fingertips hovered there for a second, waiting. Riley didn’t move. Her breathing was deeper now, but she didn’t pull away.

I let my hand settle over her breast, still separated by the thin cotton of her bra. The shape was soft beneath my fingers. I’d touched girls before—by accident, in changing rooms, sleepovers, drunken hugs—but this was nothing like that. This was deliberate. Intimate.

I moved my thumb gently, circling her nipple through the fabric. I felt it respond, tightening under my touch, and a quiet breath escaped her lips. I looked up, half-expecting her to stop me, but she didn’t. She was watching me the way she always did—steady, patient, letting me take the lead even though we both knew she’d already started it.

I moved my hand again, slower this time, letting my fingers brush back and forth. I wasn’t entirely sure what I was doing, but she made a soft sound—a kind of breathy hum—and that was enough encouragement.

She leaned forward to kiss me again, slower this time, more open. Her hand slipped under my shirt again, rising higher now, fingers mirroring mine as they explored my sides, grazing the underside of my own bra. Her palm was warm against my skin, her touch featherlight.

When our kiss broke this time, I didn’t move away. I just kept my forehead resting against hers, our breathing uneven.

I didn’t realize I was trembling until my hands fumbled at the hem of my shirt. The fabric felt suddenly too heavy, too much between us. Riley noticed immediately. Her eyes dropped to my hands, then lifted back to my face, steady and calm, waiting.

“I can stop,” she said quietly.

I shook my head before she could finish the thought. “No. It’s not that…I’m not nervous.”

My breath felt shallow, like it kept catching halfway in. I pulled the shirt up slowly, my arms crossing awkwardly as I lifted it over my head. The air felt cooler against my skin when I dropped it onto the couch beside us. I was suddenly very aware of myself—of the plain bra I was wearing, of the way my shoulders tensed, of the way my chest rose and fell too quickly.

Riley reached out slowly, giving me time to pull away. When I didn’t, her hands settled gently over my chest, still separated by the thin fabric of my bra. Her palms were warm, steady, and the contact sent a sharp, electric awareness through me that made my knees feel weak.

I inhaled sharply. “Ohhh.”

Her thumbs moved almost imperceptibly, brushing over the curves beneath her hands. It was exploratory, careful, like she was mapping something new. I felt the pressure, the warmth, the intimacy of it, and my body reacted before my brain could catch up.

Her fingers slid outward, tracing the straps of my bra where they cut into my shoulders. She followed the lines slowly, deliberately, down toward my sides, then back again, lingering where the fabric pressed into my skin. Every place she touched felt magnified.

I let my eyes fall shut. It was easier not to overthink that way.

Riley’s fingers slipped to my back, brushing over my shoulder blades, then down to the hook of my bra. She didn’t unfasten it right away. Instead, she traced the edge of it lightly, as if checking one last time. I could feel the soft drag of her fingertip against my skin, the way it made me hold my breath without realizing it.

When she finally unhooked it, the bra loosened instantly, the tension gone. Riley slid it off my shoulders slowly, letting it fall forward before easing it down my arms. I sat there for a second, bare and exposed, my arms hanging awkwardly at my sides.

I wasn’t sure where to look. I wasn’t sure what to do with my hands.

Riley’s gaze flicked up to my face, not my chest, like she was making sure I was still with her. When she looked down again, there was hunger in her eyes—undeniable, raw—but held tight beneath the surface. Like she wanted to devour me but didn’t dare. Not yet. Like she was holding herself back out of respect, or fear of going too far, too fast. But the desire was there, sharp and real, and it made my breath catch in my throat.

Her fingers returned to my skin, lighter now, brushing over the curve of my breasts, the sensitive skin beneath. I sucked in a breath when her thumb grazed my nipple, exposed and already tight. The sensation was sharper than I expected, almost too much.

She watched my reaction closely, adjusting without me having to say anything. Her touch softened, became slower. She circled gently, learning the way my body responded, the way my breath stuttered when she pressed just a little harder.

I reached for her shoulders, steadying myself, my fingers digging into the bare skin there. She was warm and solid under my hands, grounding me in the moment.

Then she leaned in.

Her mouth replaced her fingers, warm and gentle as it closed around my nipple. The sensation was overwhelming in a way I wasn’t prepared for. Her lips were soft, her tongue slow and tentative, like she was asking permission even as she touched me.

A sound tore out of me before I could stop it. A low, breathless moan that startled me as much as it did her.

Riley pulled back just enough to look at me. “Too much?”

I shook my head quickly, cheeks burning. “No. Just… I didn’t expect that.”

She smiled softly, relief flickering across her face, and leaned back in. This time, she was a little more confident. Her mouth moved with intention, alternating between gentle suction and soft flicks of her tongue. Each sensation sent a ripple through me, my body responding in ways I couldn’t control.

I leaned into her, my grip tightening at her shoulders as my knees threatened to give out. My thoughts scattered, replaced by sensation and heat and the steady awareness of her mouth on my skin.

This wasn’t a joke anymore. It wasn’t curiosity or stress or the hour of the night.

It was real. And I was wide open to it.

Riley's hand was still resting lightly on my thigh when I glanced down at her chest, my breath catching at the sight of her bra. It suddenly felt like too much between us, now that I was bare in front of her, my skin already tingling from the places her mouth had touched.

I reached out before I could talk myself out of it, fingers hesitating at the strap. “Can I…?”

She nodded once, eyes holding mine.

My fingers slid to the clasp behind her back. It took me a second to find it—my hands were shaking again—but the hook came undone easily, the soft cotton loosening as she rolled her shoulders forward and let the straps slip down her arms. Her bra fell to the side, landing quietly on the cushion between us.

She was beautiful. Her breasts were small and high, with dusky pink nipples already hardened from the cool air or maybe from what we’d been doing. I wasn’t sure. I didn’t care. I couldn’t stop staring.

Riley didn’t say anything. She gave me time. Time to look, time to breathe, time to decide if I wanted to take the next step. I did.

I leaned in and kissed her again, slower this time, deeper. My hand slid up her side, then over the curve of her breast, my palm fitting against her like I’d always known how to touch her. Her skin was so soft it made me ache.

She sighed into my mouth when my thumb grazed her nipple, and I felt it tighten beneath my touch. I circled it gently, my heart racing, my own body buzzing with something between fear and pure want. I hadn’t touched anyone like this before. Not like this—like I meant it.

I kissed her, trailing my lips down the side of her neck, then along her collarbone. She let me, tilting her head to give me more access. When I reached her chest, I hesitated for a second. Then I leaned in and let my mouth brush over her nipple, just barely. She gasped quietly, fingers sliding into my hair, not pushing, just anchoring.

I licked again, this time slower, more deliberate. The way she responded—hips shifting, breath catching—made something clench deep inside me.

It was real. All of it.

We were both topless, breathing hard, touching and tasting and barely holding it together. I didn’t know what came next, but I knew we weren’t stopping.

Riley pulled back gently, pressing her forehead to mine. Her hand found mine and squeezed.

“Come with me,” she whispered.

I nodded, breathless. “Yeah.”

She stood first, gathering a few of the throw blankets from the arm of the couch and dragging them onto the floor, smoothing them out over the rug like she’d done this before.

I followed her down, heart pounding as I lowered myself onto the makeshift bed. The blankets were warm from the couch, soft under my back. I lay there exposed, arms half-raised, unsure of where to rest them. I could feel everything—my pulse in my throat, the cool air on my chest, the tension building lower.

Riley knelt beside me, one hand braced on the floor. Her hair had come loose, falling around her face in soft waves. She looked down at me like she’d never seen me before. Or maybe she was just letting herself see it now.

“I want to taste you,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

The words landed hard in my chest. I didn’t know I could feel arousal like that—immediate and consuming, sharp and soft at the same time. I felt my hips shift, my thighs clench without meaning to.

“Yes,” I breathed, barely able to say it. “Please.”

Riley kissed me slowly as her body settled between my legs. Her mouth moved from my lips to my jaw, then down my throat, lingering there long enough to make my breathing go uneven. I lay back against the blankets, my hands gripping the edges of them, my body already responding even though she hadn’t touched me where I wanted her yet.

She kissed down the center of my chest, pausing briefly over my breasts like she couldn’t quite resist. Her lips brushed my skin, soft and warm, before she continued lower. I watched her, my head tipped forward just enough to see the way her hair fell around her face as she moved. There was something intensely vulnerable about being able to see her like that, kneeling between my legs, focused entirely on me.

Her hands slid to my hips, fingers curling into the waistband of my leggings. She looked up again, just once, her expression open and questioning without saying a word.

I nodded.

She pulled the leggings down slowly, easing them over my hips, then down my thighs. The air felt cool against my skin as they slid past my knees and off my feet. I was suddenly acutely aware of how exposed I was, lying there in nothing but my panties, my heart pounding hard enough that I felt it in my ears.

Riley leaned back in, kissing my stomach gently. Her lips traced a slow path along my skin, like she was savoring every inch. I sucked in a breath when she kissed the hollow just above my hip, then the other side, her mouth warm and patient.

“God,” I whispered. Everything felt heightened. Every place she touched seemed to echo.

She smiled faintly against my skin and kept going, kissing lower, her mouth moving along the curve of my hips, then down my inner thighs. Her hands followed, sliding over my skin, steady and sure now. The contrast between the softness of her lips and the firmness of her hands made my body tense and relax all at once.

I shifted beneath her, my hips lifting without my permission.

Her fingers slipped to the edge of my panties, brushing the fabric lightly. I was already wet, embarrassingly so, and I knew she could feel it through the thin cotton. The awareness made my face burn, but Riley didn’t react the way I feared she might. She didn’t tease me or comment. She just touched me like it was natural. Like it made sense.

Her fingers traced over me slowly, through the fabric, testing the pressure. The sensation sent a sharp jolt through my body, and I moaned before I could stop myself. My back arched off the blankets, my thighs tightening around her shoulders.

Riley froze for half a second, then relaxed when I didn’t pull away. I could feel her confidence grow, subtle but real, in the way her touch steadied, the way she pressed a little more firmly this time.

Her fingers continued their slow exploration. She moved carefully, adjusting when I shifted or gasped, learning what made me react. I could feel the wetness building, the heat pooling low in my stomach. Every stroke made it harder to stay still.

My hands found her hair, my fingers threading through it, not pulling, just holding on. I needed something solid. Something real.

Riley’s fingers slid to the side, hooking inside my panties. She pulled them aside slowly, not removing them, just shifting the fabric enough to expose me. The air against my bare skin made me shiver.

I held my breath as her fingers hovered there, close enough that I could feel the heat of her hand without the touch. The pause was almost unbearable.

Then she touched me.

Her finger traced slowly along my folds first, unhurried, like she was learning the shape of me by feel alone. The contact made my breath catch sharply in my throat, the sensation already intense before she’d even reached the most sensitive part of me. I felt exposed in a way that was almost dizzying.

“Oh,” I breathed, my voice shaking despite myself.

Riley watched my face closely as she moved, her touch light but deliberate. Her finger brushed my clit just barely, a fleeting pass that made my hips jerk before I could stop myself. She didn’t linger there yet. Instead, she traced back down, then up again, varying the pressure, circling and teasing like she knew exactly what she was doing.

“You’re good at this,” I whispered.

She smiled. “Good. Because I don’t really know what I’m doing.”

Somehow, her response made it even hotter. The idea that we were two girls exploring each other for the first time, testing our limits with each other as if we were both complete virgins to this. Despite her saying she’d experimented before, this felt different. Like more than curiosity. Like maybe I meant more to her. She definitely meant more to me.

When I gasped, she adjusted. When I arched, she followed. It felt like she was listening to my body instead of assuming anything, learning what made me react and what made me unravel. Every small movement felt amplified, my skin buzzing where she touched me.

I moaned again, louder this time, my hips lifting instinctively as I tried to chase the sensation. My thighs tightened around her, my toes curling into the blankets as heat pooled low in my stomach. Every nerve felt like it was on fire, but in a slow, controlled way that made me ache.

Her finger finally lingered at my clit, circling it gently, then pulling away just as the sensation threatened to crest. I whimpered without meaning to, and she smiled softly, clearly noticing.

She slid one finger just inside me then while her thumb circled my clit. The combination made my breath stutter, my body tightening around nothing.

She added a second finger briefly, pressing lightly as she watched my reaction. When I tensed, she eased back again, returning her attention to slow, careful touches that kept me right on the edge without tipping me over.

I lay there trembling, exposed and open, wanting her to go further, even as she held me right there, aching and desperate, exactly where she wanted me.

Riley went further.

Her hands slid to my hips, fingers curling into the waistband of my panties and tugging them down my thighs. The fabric caught briefly at my knees before she eased it off completely, tossing it aside without looking. I was fully exposed now, lying back on the blankets with nowhere left to hide.

The vulnerability of it hit me all at once. My chest tightened. My breath came faster.

She kissed my inner thigh first, slow and lingering, her lips warm against my skin. Then the other side. She didn’t rush straight to where I needed her most. She let the anticipation stretch, let the hunger build until it felt almost unbearable.

Her hands spread my legs gently, thumbs pressing into the softness of my thighs. I felt exposed in a way that made my pulse race, but also safe. Wanted. Desired without hesitation.

When her mouth finally touched me, I gasped.

It was hungry. Her tongue pressed against me, broad and warm, sweeping through my folds like she knew exactly what she wanted. The sensation was overwhelming in the best way, sharp and deep and intoxicating all at once. My hips jerked up instinctively, chasing her mouth before I could stop myself.

“Oh—Riley,” I breathed, my voice breaking.

She groaned softly against me, the sound vibrating through my body. That small noise—raw, hungry—did something to me that made my stomach flip. It told me everything I needed to know. She wanted this. She wanted me.

Her mouth moved with growing confidence, tongue sliding along me, pressing, flicking, circling. She licked me slowly at first, savoring, then faster, more insistently, like she’d finally let herself give in to what she’d been holding back all night. Her hands tightened on my thighs, holding me open as her mouth worked between my legs.

I wasn’t prepared for how intense it felt. I’d imagined things before—fantasized in abstract ways I’d never let myself take seriously—but this was different. This was real. Her mouth was warm and wet and relentless, her tongue finding places that made my breath stutter and my thoughts scatter completely.

My hands flew to her hair, fingers threading through the soft strands. I could feel her smile against my skin when I did, and then she pressed closer, deeper, like my reaction only made her more desperate.

Her tongue circled my clit, slowly at first, then faster when she felt me start to tense beneath her. Every nerve in my body lit up. My thighs trembled, my hips lifting helplessly as pleasure surged through me in waves.

I tried to warn her. Tried to say something coherent. But the words came out as broken sounds instead, breathy and unguarded.

Riley didn’t slow down. She adjusted, responding to every shift of my body, every gasp, every involuntary movement. She knew exactly when to press harder, when to tease, when to pull back just enough to make me ache for more.

The desire coursing through her was unmistakable now. I could feel it in the way her tongue moved with urgency, in the way her mouth stayed close, refusing to let me catch my breath. She wanted my reaction. Wanted to make me come undone.

And she was succeeding.

The pleasure built fast and fierce, coiling tight in my stomach until it felt like too much and not enough all at once. My back arched off the blankets, my fingers tightening in her hair as my body betrayed every attempt at composure.

“I’m—” I started, then lost the rest of the sentence as Riley pressed her tongue exactly where I needed it.

The orgasm hit me hard and sudden, ripping through me with an intensity that stole the air from my lungs. I cried out, the sound raw and unfiltered, my body shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me. My thighs clenched around her shoulders, my hips lifting uncontrollably as I came apart beneath her mouth.

Riley didn’t stop. She stayed with me through it, tongue slowing just enough to keep the sensation from tipping into overstimulation, her hands firm and reassuring as my body trembled and finally began to soften.

When it was over, I collapsed back onto the blankets, chest heaving, heart racing. I felt wrung out and open and strangely emotional, like something inside me had shifted permanently.

Riley kissed my inner thigh again, softer this time, then slowly made her way back up my body. She leaned over me, her face flushed, lips swollen, eyes dark with want.

I laughed weakly, still trying to catch my breath. “I… wow.”

She smiled, brushing her thumb along my hip. “Yeah.”

“I didn’t know it could feel like that.”

Riley leaned down and kissed me gently. “It felt different for me too,” she said quietly. “Just so you know.”

I nodded, swallowing past the lump in my throat. I believed her.

Riley lay beside me, her face still flushed, lips parted as she caught her breath. Her hand was draped across my stomach, warm and steady, grounding me in the aftershocks of what had just happened. My whole body felt different—looser, lighter, like something had been unraveled inside me in the best possible way.

But even in that hazy, blissed-out state, I wasn’t done.

I turned to her, my body still humming, and brushed her hair back from her face. She smiled at me, soft and satisfied, and it made something shift in my chest.

“Lie back,” I whispered.

Riley blinked. “What?”

I leaned in and kissed her, and this time I let myself take the lead. My hand moved to her shoulder, then her side, guiding her gently until she lay flat on the blanket-covered floor. Her legs straightened, arms resting beside her like she didn’t quite believe this was happening.

“I want to,” I said, my voice steadier than I expected. “I want to make you feel what you just made me feel.”

She swallowed, her eyes locked on mine. “Are you sure?”

I nodded. “Yeah. Let me.”

Her breath hitched, and she gave a small, nervous laugh. “Okay.”

I kissed her again, letting my body press gently over hers, my chest against her bare skin, the heat between us growing with every second. My hand found the waistband of her jeans, and I looked up one more time.

She nodded, breathless. “Go ahead.”

I unbuttoned them slowly, sliding the zipper down as my heart pounded in my ears. I hooked my fingers under the waistband of both her jeans and panties and pulled them down together. She lifted her hips without hesitation, and I tugged them past her thighs, down her legs, and off in one smooth motion.

She was completely bare now—laid out beneath me, flushed and vulnerable in a way I hadn’t seen before. My throat tightened, not with nerves this time, but with awe.

She was beautiful. Not just her body, which was lean and warm and soft in all the right places, but the way she was looking at me. Like she trusted me. Like she wanted me to see her like this.

I kissed down her body slowly, retracing some of the path she’d taken with me, but adding my own rhythm to it. Her skin tasted like sweat and heat and something uniquely hers. Her stomach tensed under my mouth, her hips shifting restlessly as I moved lower.

By the time I kissed along her inner thigh, her breathing had changed completely.

I could feel her waiting—tense, aroused, trying to stay still as I touched the softest parts of her with lips and tongue and fingers. I let my hands rest on her hips, anchoring her as I pressed a kiss just above her pussy, then finally let my mouth move lower.

She gasped the second my tongue touched her. Not softly—loud, unguarded, her body arching toward me like she’d been holding back for too long.

I smiled against her. She’d been so composed until now.

I let my tongue explore her slowly, tasting her, teasing her, mapping her the way she had me. She was wet, warm, and already trembling. Her thighs tensed beside my shoulders, her hands gripping the blankets beneath her.

“Jamie,” she moaned, voice high and breathy.

That only spurred me on.

I focused on her clit first, circling it gently, then pressing harder when she gasped again. Her hips lifted off the floor, legs trying to close around me, and I held her steady, easing one hand lower to slip between her folds.

I used my fingers the way she had with me—soft and slow at first, learning her. She was soaked. Responsive. Her body practically begged for more. I slid one finger inside her, careful with the pressure at first, then added a second when I felt her stretch around me. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, the sound vibrating through both of us.

She was a mess already—her voice broken, her body trembling, sweat gathering at the base of her throat. She reached for me, one hand tangling in my hair, not pulling me closer, just holding on.

“Oh my God,” she breathed. “Don’t stop. Please.”

I didn’t. I moved my fingers slowly in and out of her while my tongue worked her clit in tight, steady circles. Her body responded so beautifully—arching, tensing, trembling under my mouth.

She was louder than I’d been. Unapologetic. Unfiltered. And it turned me on more than I ever could’ve imagined.

Her thighs began to shake. Her moans turned into cries. She was close—I could feel it in the way she gripped me, the way her muscles fluttered around my fingers, the way her hips rocked helplessly toward every stroke of my tongue.

Then it hit her.

She came hard, with a loud cry that echoed through the room. Her body locked up, then shook violently, her hips stuttering beneath my hands. I didn’t stop. I kept licking her, easing her through it, feeling her pulse against my mouth as her orgasm rolled through her in waves.

Her hand dropped from my hair, falling limply to her side as she collapsed back onto the blankets, breath ragged, face flushed and open in a way I’d never seen before.

I crawled up beside her, heart racing, and brushed the damp hair from her face. Her eyes were half-lidded, her lips parted, her chest still rising and falling like she’d run a mile.

“Holy shit,” she whispered.

I grinned, breathless. “Yeah?”

She laughed—breathy, dazed. “Yeah.”

We didn’t speak for a while after that. Just lay there, tangled in limbs and sweat and everything that had passed between us.

The exhaustion finally claimed us and we fell asleep, naked in each other’s arms.
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The alarm was a soft chime—someone’s default ringtone, probably Riley’s—but even that felt jarring after how deeply we’d slept. I stirred first, disoriented and warm all over, blinking into the morning light spilling through the window. My body ached in that satisfying way, a full-body hum of soreness and softness. I didn’t move right away. I was too comfortable.

Riley was still wrapped around me, her arm heavy across my waist, her thigh slotted between mine. Our legs were tangled beneath the blankets, skin on skin, and the moment I shifted slightly, I became aware of just how naked we still were. Her breasts pressed softly against my back. Her breath was warm against my shoulder.

Then she moved, just a little—just enough for her thigh to slide between mine—and I felt the slow, unmistakable throb of arousal stir all over again.

I wasn’t alone in that feeling. She let out a sleepy sigh, then shifted again, her hand brushing the underside of my breast as she tucked my hair behind my ear. The gesture was so familiar and so tender it almost didn’t feel real.

Then she kissed my shoulder, nuzzling into the crook of my neck. “Hey.”

I turned in her arms, and we faced each other in the rumpled blankets. Her eyes were still heavy-lidded, her lips kiss-swollen, her hair an absolute disaster. She looked beautiful. Real.

Riley brushed her fingers along my cheek and looked at me carefully. “Do you regret last night?”

I shook my head, no hesitation. “Not even a little.”

Her mouth curved into a sleepy smile. “Good. Because I don’t either.”

She leaned in and kissed me—soft at first, slow and lazy, then deeper. Her thigh slid between mine again, and I let my hips rock forward without thinking, the contact sparking need low in my belly. Her hand drifted down my side, then up to cup my breast, thumb brushing lightly over my nipple until it peaked under her touch.

I gasped against her mouth and kissed her harder, my own hands slipping around her waist. Our legs tangled, the slow grind of skin on skin making both of us moan softly. The blankets shifted around us, warm and messy, our bodies falling into that rhythm again like they already knew the way.

She groaned into my mouth, hips rolling lazily against mine, her fingers teasing over my nipple now, gentle and rhythmic. I arched into her, breath catching, already so close to letting it all happen again.

But then she pulled back with a reluctant little groan, pressing her forehead to mine.

“As much as I want to keep going…” she muttered.

“No,” I whispered, kissing her again. “Don’t say it.”

“…we really have to get to class.”

I groaned and let my head fall back on the pillow. “You’ve officially ruined finals week for me.”

She grinned. “Oh? I thought I improved it.”

“Riley,” I said, deadpan, “I’m going to fail my exam. I’m not going to remember anything except way your thighs feel.”

She laughed—really laughed—then leaned in for another kiss, deeper this time. Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper. “How about we have another go later tonight? To celebrate.”

I raised a brow. “Celebrate what? Our mutual academic failure?”

“Celebrate giving each other more orgasms,” she whispered, biting my bottom lip playfully.

That made my stomach flip. I grinned, slipping my hand between us and giving her nipple a slow pinch. She gasped, her body jerking slightly against mine.

“I guess I can wait until then,” I said, my voice husky and teasing. “Barely.”

Eventually, we rolled out of the blankets, limbs sore and reluctant. I found my shirt under the edge of the couch, Riley’s panties inside-out near the coffee table. We got dressed slowly, stealing touches and grins between layers. We both pulled our messy hair into half-hearted buns and gathered our bags in silence, still smiling like idiots.

There was no awkwardness. No pretending.

We left together, stepping out into the soft light of early morning like something had shifted permanently. Something had.

And as we walked side by side across campus, I realized this wasn’t a fling. This wasn’t a mistake or a one-night lapse.

It was the beginning of something new between us.

And I’d never felt happier.
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