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“Really? Never?” Abby’s voice cut through the quiet hum of the night, her tone half-incredulous, half-amused.

I groaned, rolling onto my side to bury my face in her pillow. “Never,” I mumbled, wishing I could sink into the mattress and disappear.

The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of her bedside lamp casting a warm halo around us. We were tangled up in her bed, both in old t-shirts and underwear, the same sleepover attire we’d been rocking since middle school. But this wasn’t middle school, and the conversation had taken a turn I wasn’t entirely prepared for.

Abby sat up on one elbow, staring at me like I’d just told her I’d never seen a movie or used the internet. “Wait, hold on. You lost your virginity to Ricky in college, didn’t you? Was that… a lie?”

I groaned again, louder this time, and peeked at her from behind my arm. “No, that’s true. But he never—” I hesitated, my cheeks heating as I searched for the right words. “He never did that.”

Abby’s lips parted in surprise, and then, just like that, her face lit up with a grin so wide it could’ve powered the room. “Are you serious?”

“Yes,” I hissed, pressing the pillow against my face to muffle my embarrassment.

Her laughter bubbled up immediately—bright, carefree, and just a little too loud. She flopped back onto the bed, her curls spilling across the sheets, and gave me an exaggerated look of mock pity. “Oh, Kate. Sweet, innocent Kate. I don’t even know where to start with you.”

I sat up, glaring at her, though the heat in my face probably killed the effect. “It’s not a big deal.”

“It’s a huge deal!” she shot back, propping herself up again. “How have you gone this long without— I mean, wow. Ricky really dropped the ball.”

“Can we not talk about this?” I groaned, flopping back down onto the bed.

Abby ignored me entirely, leaning over until her face was just inches from mine. “Wait, does this mean you’ve never… like, ever?”

Her voice had taken on that teasing lilt she always used when she knew she had the upper hand, and I could already tell I wasn’t going to live this down.

“No, okay? Never,” I admitted, glaring up at her. “Are you happy now?”

She pressed her lips together, clearly trying not to laugh. “I’m not happy,” she said, her voice trembling with suppressed laughter. “I’m just… shocked. I mean, what were you even doing with Ricky if not that?”

“Plenty of other things!” I shot back, crossing my arms over my chest defensively. “I just… I don’t know. He never offered, and I wasn’t about to ask.”

Abby gave me a look, her brow quirking up in disbelief. “Wow. You really are the most tragically polite person alive.”

“Thanks,” I muttered, rolling my eyes.

She laughed again, softer this time, and poked me gently in the side. “Okay, I’m sorry. I’m not judging you. I swear.”

“Could’ve fooled me,” I grumbled, though I couldn’t help but smile a little.

Abby’s teasing grin softened into something more playful, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “You know,” she said, her voice dropping just slightly, “if you ever wanted to… you know, try it, I could totally—”

“Abby!” I cut her off, my face burning hotter than ever.

“What?” she asked, shrugging like it was the most innocent suggestion in the world. “I’m just saying! Friends help friends.”

I turned my head to glare at her, half-horrified and half-laughing. “Friends don’t help each other with that, Abby.”

She raised an eyebrow, her grin widening. “Sure they do. I ate Cassie Long’s pussy when her parents went out of town in senior year.”

I shot up onto my elbows, staring at her in disbelief. “What?! You did what with Cassie Long?!”

Abby leaned back on her elbows, looking entirely too smug as she stretched her legs out like she didn’t just drop a bombshell. “Oh, come on. You didn’t know?”

“Clearly, I didn’t!” I practically yelled, trying to process this brand-new information about my so-called best friend. “You and Cassie? Cassie Long? Miss Perfect Cheer Captain Cassie Long?”

Abby shrugged again, completely unbothered. “She was curious, I was curious—it was mutually beneficial. You should try it sometime.”

I blinked at her, my mouth opening and closing as I tried to form words. “I can’t believe you never told me! I thought we told each other everything!”

“Please,” Abby said, rolling her eyes. “I didn’t tell you because I figured you’d freak out exactly like this. You’re so easy to fluster, it’s adorable.”

“I am not flustered,” I lied, my voice higher-pitched than I intended.

She smirked, leaning in just a little closer. “Oh, you’re definitely flustered. Look at you—your cheeks are, like, tomato red.”

“Shut up,” I muttered, grabbing a pillow and whacking her with it.

She laughed, catching the pillow easily and tossing it aside. “Hey, no need to get violent just because you’re feeling left out. You know, if you’d asked, I totally would’ve done it for you too.”

I groaned, throwing myself back onto the bed. “You’re insufferable.”

“And yet, here you are,” she said, lying down beside me and resting her chin in her hand, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “So… you wanna hear the details?”

“No!” I exclaimed, covering my face with my hands.

Abby just laughed, the sound warm and carefree, and I couldn’t help but peek at her through my fingers. No matter how ridiculous she could be, there was something about that laugh that made it impossible to stay mad at her for long.

“Fine,” she said, nudging my arm. “But seriously, you’re missing out. I mean it.”

I groaned, dragging a hand down my face, though a grin tugged at my lips despite myself. “You’re ridiculous.”

Abby chuckled, shaking her head. “Honestly, though, Ricky? He probably would’ve been terrible at it. You dodged a bullet there.”

I laughed, the tension easing a bit. “You think so?”

“Oh, definitely,” she said, rolling onto her side to face me. “Remember how he couldn’t even pick a restaurant without a 30-minute debate? Imagine him trying to figure out something more… intricate.”

I snorted, covering my mouth with my hand. “Stop, you’re terrible.”

She grinned, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Hey, I’m just saying. The guy had all the finesse of a brick.”

I rolled my eyes, but the playful energy between us was impossible to resist. “I don’t know why I put up with you.”

“Because I’m the fun one,” she said, poking my side again. “Admit it. You’d be bored without me.”

“Yeah, bored and blissfully unaware of all your weird escapades,” I countered, laughing as I tried to swat her hand away.

“Oh, please, like you haven’t thought about it,” she teased, her voice dipping into that mischievous tone that always made my stomach flip just a little.

“Thought about what exactly?” I asked, though I could already tell this conversation wasn’t going to end well for me.

“About trying it. About what you’re missing,” she said, her grin widening as she leaned in closer, her elbow brushing against mine. “And don’t even try to lie, because I’ll know.”

I shook my head, laughing nervously. “I can’t believe we’re even having this conversation.”

“Well, why not?” she said, her voice softening slightly but still playful. “It’s not like it’s a big deal. Friends help friends all the time. I’m just saying, if you ever wanted to… you know, try it, I’m right here.”

I felt my cheeks flush again, and I couldn’t tell if it was from embarrassment or something else entirely. “You’re insane.”

“Maybe,” she said, grinning, “but I’m also serious. It’s not like it’d be weird or anything. We’ve been best friends forever. Who better to trust than me?”

I glanced at her, trying to gauge whether she was actually serious or just messing with me. The playful glint in her eyes was still there, but there was something softer underneath it—something that made me hesitate.

“You’re really serious?” I asked, my voice quieter now.

Abby shrugged, her smile turning almost casual. “Why not? It doesn’t have to be a big thing. Just two friends, you know, experimenting. No pressure, no expectations.”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. “You make it sound so… simple.”

“That’s because it is simple,” she said, nudging me again, her fingers brushing against my arm. “You’re overthinking it, like you always do. It’s just me, Kate. No big deal.”

We were quiet for a moment, the air between us shifting slightly. Abby was still smiling, but there was something softer about it now, like she was giving me space to decide.

The room felt a little smaller, a little warmer, as we lay there side by side. Her knee bumped against mine, and I didn’t pull away. She was close enough now that I could feel the heat of her skin, the faint scent of her shampoo lingering in the air.

“Come on,” she said softly, her grin turning into something more intimate, more inviting. “What’s the worst that could happen?”

I looked at her, my heart pounding for reasons I didn’t want to analyze too closely. Abby was still Abby—my best friend, my partner-in-crime, the one person who could make me laugh no matter what. But right now, with her lying so close, her eyes locked on mine, she felt like something more.

“Okay,” I heard myself say before I could think too hard about it. “But only because you won’t shut up about it.”

Her grin widened, and she shifted even closer, her voice low and playful. “That’s the spirit.”

She reached out, her fingers brushing against my arm, light and tentative. “Just relax, Kate. I promise, it’s no big deal.”

Before I could respond, Abby leaned in, her face close enough that I could see the tiny freckles scattered across her nose, the faint curve of her lips. My breath caught as she closed the gap, her mouth brushing against mine—soft, warm, and unhurried.

I froze, my mind racing in a hundred directions. This was Abby. My best friend. Abby who teased me mercilessly, who knew all my secrets, who could make me laugh until I cried. And yet, as her lips lingered against mine, there was no denying the sudden rush of heat pooling in my chest.

I didn’t pull away. Slowly, tentatively, I kissed her back.

Her lips were softer than I expected, gentler than any kiss I’d ever had before. It wasn’t like kissing a guy—there was no rough stubble scratching my skin, no fumbling rush to deepen it. Abby kissed me like she had all the time in the world, like she was savoring it. Her hand came up to lightly cup my cheek, her thumb grazing my jaw in a way that sent a shiver down my spine.

I couldn’t help but notice the subtle sweetness of her—the faint taste of wine still on her lips, the hint of vanilla from the lotion she always wore. It was different, entirely unexpected, but somehow… intoxicating.

When we finally pulled back, her face hovered close to mine, her breath warm against my lips. Her eyes searched mine, their usual playful sparkle replaced with something softer, something deeper—something I couldn’t quite name but couldn’t ignore.

I tried to laugh, to break the tension. “Well… that was unexpected,” I said, my voice coming out shakier than I’d hoped.

Abby didn’t laugh. Her gaze stayed locked on me, her lips curling into the faintest of smiles. But it wasn’t her usual teasing grin. There was something else there now—something more intense, more deliberate.

“Unexpected?” she murmured, her voice low and steady, carrying a weight that sent a shiver down my spine. “Maybe. But was it bad?”

I swallowed hard, unable to look away from her. “No,” I admitted softly.

Her smile widened, and before I could process what was happening, she leaned in again. This time, the kiss wasn’t tentative or testing—it was confident, deliberate, and undeniably charged. Her lips moved against mine with a purpose that made my heart race.

My hands hovered awkwardly at my sides for a moment, unsure of what to do. But when Abby’s arms wrapped around me, pulling me closer, I couldn’t help but respond. Slowly, I slid my arms around her, the movement clumsy and hesitant, but the feel of her body pressed against mine was enough to make my head spin.

She sighed softly into the kiss, the sound sending a wave of heat through me. Her hands moved up my back, her touch firm but tender, and it was all I could do not to melt into her completely. My awkwardness faded as I let myself follow her lead, pulling her closer until there was barely any space between us.

When we finally broke apart, gasping for air, she rested her forehead against mine, her breath coming in soft, warm bursts. Her eyes searched mine again, and this time, I understood the look in them. It wasn’t just playful or mischievous—it was desire, plain and simple.

“You okay?” she whispered, her voice low and almost tentative despite the boldness of what had just happened.

I nodded, my arms still wrapped around her, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure she could hear it. “Yeah,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “I’m okay.”

Abby smiled, her hands brushing up and down my back. “Good. Because I’ve wanted to do that for a long time.”

Her words hit me like a bolt of lightning, leaving me speechless and even more breathless than before. And yet, as she leaned in to kiss me again, I knew without a doubt that I didn’t want her to stop.

Abby’s hands traveled slowly down my back, tracing the ridges of my spine through the thin fabric of my t-shirt. When her fingers slipped under the hem of my shirt, grazing the bare skin of my lower back, I gasped softly against her mouth.

Tentatively, I let my hands settle on her waist, feeling the warmth of her through the worn cotton of her shirt. She was soft in all the places boys weren’t—her waist curving gently beneath my fingers, her body yielding against mine. I could feel the subtle dip of her waist, the slight flare of her hips, and something about the feminine shape of her sent a rush of heat through me.

“You can touch me,” she murmured, her voice a gentle invitation. “However you want.”

My fingers trembled slightly as I tightened my grip on her waist, drawing her closer. Inside, I was reeling. This wasn’t me—I’d always been Kate the reliable, Kate the predictable. I’d dated boys because that’s what girls did.

I’d always considered myself straight—not in any particularly passionate way, just in the default manner of someone who’d never questioned it. Dating guys had been fine, if underwhelming. Sex had been… adequate. Something I did because it seemed expected, because it was what people did when they were in relationships. But it had never set me on fire, never made me ache with need the way books and movies promised it would.

Yet here, with Abby’s lips trailing down my neck, her hands slipping under the hem of my t-shirt to trace patterns on my bare skin, I felt something unfurling inside me—something wild and wanting that I’d never encountered before. Each touch sparked against my skin like electricity, each kiss leaving me dizzy and desperate for more.

The room felt impossibly warm now, the air between us charged with electricity. Abby’s fingers traced higher beneath my shirt, drawing lazy patterns across my ribs, each touch leaving goosebumps in its wake. I could feel my heart hammering against my chest as her hands hesitated just below the curve of my breasts.

“Kate,” she whispered, her voice softer than I’d ever heard it, “I want to touch you.”

The words hung between us, heavy with meaning. I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. Everything about this moment felt surreal—the dim golden light casting shadows across her face, the faint scent of her perfume mingling with the clean cotton of the sheets, the weight of her body half-pressed against mine.

“Okay,” I whispered back, the word barely audible even in the quiet room.

With exquisite slowness, her hands moved upward, finally cupping my breasts under my shirt. Neither of us ever wore bras at our sleepovers.

The sensation of her soft hands on my sensitive breasts—so different from the rough, impatient groping I’d experienced with guys—sent a flutter through my stomach. Her touch was gentle, exploratory, her thumbs sweeping delicate arcs across my stiff nipples that made my breath stop.

I found myself mirroring her movements, my hands sliding hesitantly up her sides until they reached the soft swell of her breasts. They fit perfectly in my palms, warm and yielding beneath the thin cotton of her shirt. The intimacy of it—of touching another woman this way, of touching *Abby* this way—made my cheeks burn.

“This is weird, isn’t it?” I whispered, a nervous laugh escaping me despite the desire coursing through my veins.

Abby’s eyes met mine, her lips curving into that familiar smile, though there was something vulnerable in it now. “Good weird or bad weird?”

I considered this for a moment, focusing on the pleasant weight of her breasts in my hands, the way her nipples had hardened beneath my touch. “Good weird,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “Definitely good weird.”

She laughed softly, the sound vibrating through her chest and into my palms. “I know what you mean. I’ve thought about this—about touching you like this—but it’s different actually doing it.”

The confession sent a rush of heat through me. “You’ve thought about this? About… us?”

Her cheeks flushed slightly, a rare show of self-consciousness from usually confident Abby. “More than I probably should have.”

Something about her admission emboldened me. I let my thumbs brush experimentally over her nipples, feeling them stiffen further in my hands. Her sharp intake of breath was intoxicating, filling me with a newfound sense of power.

“Like this?” I asked, circling the sensitive peaks with my thumbs.

“Yes,” she breathed, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment. “Just like that.”

“I’ve never—” I started, but the words died in my throat as Abby’s fingers traced delicate circles around my nipples, sending shivers cascading through my body. The sensation was unlike anything I’d felt before—more electric, more intense than when any boy had touched me.

“Never what?” she whispered, her breath warm against my neck.

“Never felt like this,” I admitted, my voice catching as her thumb grazed the sensitive peak. “It’s different.”

Her eyes locked with mine as I circled her nipples with my fingertips. The intimacy of it—of touching another woman’s body, of touching Abby’s body—was overwhelming. I’d seen her change countless times over the years, had glimpsed her breasts in passing as she pulled on shirts or slipped into swimsuits, but this was different. This was deliberate, purposeful. This was desire.

“Is this good?” I asked, suddenly uncertain despite the way she leaned into my touch.

“More than good,” she breathed, her voice husky. “You can—you can be firmer, if you want.”

I increased the pressure slightly, rolling her nipple gently between my thumb and forefinger the way I sometimes liked to touch myself. The effect was immediate—Abby’s back arched, and a soft, breathy moan escaped her lips. 

Her hands mirrored my actions, her fingers tugging gently at my nipples, and I couldn’t stop the moan that bubbled up from deep in my chest. The sound was unmistakably sexual, undeniably wanting, and I felt my cheeks flush hot with embarrassment.

“Sorry,” I whispered, mortified by how wanton I sounded.

Abby laughed softly, the sound warm and reassuring. “Don’t be sorry. I like hearing you.”

As if to prove her point, she twisted my nipple gently between her fingers, and another moan—higher, needier—escaped me. This time, I didn’t apologize, though my face burned hotter.

“You’re so sensitive,” she murmured, her voice tinged with wonder. “I love it.”

I found myself staring at Abby’s face, her lips parted slightly, her eyes half-lidded with desire. Something about the way she looked at me—like I was beautiful, like she wanted me—filled me with a courage I didn’t know I possessed. Slowly, I tugged at the hem of her shirt, my fingers trembling slightly as I began to lift it.

“Can I?” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the pounding of my heart.

She nodded, lifting her arms to help me. “Yes,” she breathed.

With a gentle motion, I pulled the worn cotton up and over her head, revealing the smooth expanse of her torso inch by inch. The fabric rustled softly as it fell to the bed beside us, forgotten. And there she was—Abby, my best friend, half-naked before me, the gentle swell of her breasts rising and falling with each breath she took.

They were smaller than mine, perfectly proportioned to her slender frame, with dusky pink nipples that had hardened into tight peaks in the cool air of the bedroom. A light dusting of freckles I’d never noticed before speckled the tops of her breasts, like constellations against her pale skin. I couldn’t help but stare, mesmerized by the sight of her.

Abby laughed softly, the sound breaking the reverent silence. “You’re looking at me like you’ve never seen boobs before,” she teased, though I could hear the slight vulnerability beneath her casual tone. “It’s not like you haven’t seen mine a million times.”

I shook my head, still unable to tear my gaze away. “Not like this,” I said honestly. “Not… intentionally.”

It was true—I’d glimpsed her body countless times over the years, but I’d never allowed myself to really look, to appreciate the gentle curves and subtle details that made up Abby’s body. I’d never let myself acknowledge the flutter in my stomach when I caught those fleeting glimpses.

“Your turn,” she said softly, her fingers finding the hem of my shirt. “Fair’s fair.”

I hesitated for just a moment, a lifetime of self-consciousness rising to the surface. My breasts were fuller than hers, heavier—something I’d always been slightly embarrassed about. But the way Abby was looking at me, with such open desire, made those insecurities feel distant and unimportant.

I raised my arms, allowing her to pull my shirt up and over my head. The cool air kissed my exposed skin, raising goosebumps across my chest. I resisted the urge to cover myself, to hide from her gaze. Instead, I forced myself to stay still, to let her look at me the way I’d looked at her.

Abby’s eyes darkened as they traveled over my exposed skin, lingering on my breasts in a way that made heat pool low in my stomach. Unlike the boys I’d been with, whose gazes had always felt vaguely predatory, there was something appreciative in the way she looked at me—like she was memorizing every curve, every freckle, every subtle shade of my skin.

“You’re beautiful,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. “God, Kate, you have no idea how beautiful you are.”

Before I could respond, she leaned forward, pressing a soft kiss to the hollow between my collarbones. Her lips were feather-light against my skin, tracing a path down the center of my chest. I felt my breath quicken as she moved lower, her curls tickling my skin, her hands gently cupping my ribcage.

When her mouth finally reached the swell of my breast, I couldn’t help the soft gasp that escaped me. She looked up, her eyes meeting mine, asking silent permission. I nodded, unable to form words, and watched as she lowered her head again.

The first touch of her lips against my nipple sent a jolt of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain shooting through me. I arched involuntarily, my hands flying to her shoulders, not pushing her away but anchoring myself to her. Her mouth was warm and wet, her tongue tracing delicate circles around the sensitive peak before she took it between her lips and sucked gently.

“Abby,” I breathed, her name a prayer and a plea all at once.

She hummed against my skin, the vibration sending another wave of pleasure through me. Her hands were everywhere—stroking my sides, cupping my other breast, tracing patterns across my stomach. Each touch left trails of fire in its wake, building a pressure inside me that threatened to consume me entirely.

Without warning, Abby shifted, her movements fluid and graceful. Before I could process what was happening, she had positioned herself between my legs, her knees nudging my thighs apart to make room for her. The sudden change in position left me breathless, looking up at her as she loomed over me, her hair falling around her face like a curtain.

The weight of her body between my legs, the gentle pressure against me—even through the thin cotton of our underwear—was almost overwhelming.

Slowly, deliberately, she lowered her head and captured my lips in a kiss that was deeper, more urgent than before. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, and I welcomed it, meeting her with an eagerness that surprised even me. My hands found their way to her back, tracing the delicate ridge of her spine, feeling the subtle shift of muscles beneath her smooth skin.

And then, with exquisite slowness, Abby rolled her hips against mine.

The friction sent a jolt of pleasure so intense it made me gasp against her mouth. The thin cotton of my underwear – already damp with arousal – did little to dull the sensation of her pressing against me. I could feel the heat of her through the fabric, the softness of her body so different from anything I’d experienced before.

“Oh,” I breathed, the sound somewhere between surprise and pleasure.

Abby smiled against my lips, a smile I could feel rather than see. “Good?” she murmured, rolling her hips again in a slow, deliberate motion.

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice catching as another wave of pleasure washed over me. “God, yes.”

Encouraged by my response, she established a rhythm – slow, purposeful movements that built upon each other like waves approaching shore. Each roll of her hips sent sparks of sensation radiating outward from my center, building a pressure that made me dizzy with need. The cotton of our panties created a delicious friction as they rubbed together, the fabric growing damper with each passing moment.

I found myself responding instinctively, my hips rising to meet hers, seeking more contact, more pressure, more of everything she was giving me. My hands slid lower, settling on the small of her back, then lower still, hesitantly cupping the curve of her ass through her underwear. The action pulled her more firmly against me, intensifying the pressure against my most sensitive spot.

Abby broke the kiss with a soft moan, her forehead pressing against mine as our bodies moved together. “Kate,” she breathed, my name a reverent whisper on her lips.

The sound of my name in her voice, thick with desire, sent another rush of heat through me. I was burning up from the inside out.

Abby’s lips traced a path down my neck, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. Her teeth grazed the sensitive spot where my neck met my shoulder, and I couldn’t suppress the shiver that ran through me. She seemed to note my reaction, lingering there to nip and suck at the tender skin until I was squirming beneath her.

“You like that,” she murmured against my skin. It wasn’t a question.

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice barely audible even in the quiet room.

She shifted her weight slightly, supporting herself on one elbow while her other hand began a slow, torturous journey down my body. Her fingers traced the curve of my collarbone, dipped into the hollow of my throat, then continued their descent between my breasts. Each touch was light, almost reverent, as if she were mapping territory she’d long wanted to explore.

When her palm flattened against my stomach, I felt my muscles tense involuntarily. The touch was innocent enough, but we both knew where her hand was headed. My breath hitched as her fingers passed the elastic band of my underwear.

My heart was hammering so hard I was certain she could hear it, could feel it through my skin. This was uncharted territory—not just with Abby, but with anyone. No one had ever touched me with such deliberate tenderness, such careful attention to my reactions.

Slowly, achingly slowly, her hand slid lower, her palm pressing flat against the thin cotton of my underwear. I couldn’t stop the gasp that escaped me at the contact, my hips instinctively pressing up against her hand.

“Oh,” she breathed, her eyes widening slightly. “You’re so wet.”

The words sent a fresh wave of heat through me, embarrassment mingling with arousal. I could feel it myself—the dampness that had soaked through the fabric, evidence of just how much I wanted this, wanted her. It was humiliating and thrilling all at once.

Abby didn’t seem embarrassed in the slightest. If anything, her eyes darkened further, her lips curving into a small, satisfied smile. Her fingers began to move in small, tentative circles, pressing the damp cotton against my clit. Even through the fabric, the sensation was electric.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, my eyes fluttering closed as pleasure radiated outward from her touch.

Her movements grew more confident, more deliberate, as she gauged my reactions. She found a rhythm that had me gasping, her fingers circling and pressing in a way that made my thighs tremble. Through the thin barrier of my underwear, I could feel every nuance of her touch.

I was so lost in the sensation of her touch that I barely registered when her fingers hooked around the edge of my underwear. The subtle shift of fabric was almost imperceptible amid the waves of pleasure already washing over me. But then I felt it—the sudden, shocking intimacy of skin against skin as Abby slid my panties to the side, exposing me to the cool air of the bedroom.

The first brush of her fingertips against my bare flesh sent electricity racing up my spine. Unlike the muted sensation through cotton, this was raw, immediate—her skin against my wet pussy, with nothing between us. I gasped, my back arching involuntarily off the bed, my hands clutching at her shoulders.

Abby didn’t hesitate, didn’t pull back, didn’t ask if this was okay. Something in my reaction—in the way my body arched into her touch, in the breathless sounds escaping my lips—must have told her everything she needed to know. Her fingers moved with newfound confidence, exploring the slick heat between my legs.

“You’re so soft,” she murmured, her voice thick with wonder. “So wet.”

Her touch was careful, exploratory, her fingertips tracing the contours of my vagina with a delicacy that made me tremble. She found my entrance, circling it slowly, gathering the wetness there and spreading it upward in gentle, deliberate strokes. The sensation was so intense, so different from my own tentative explorations.

And then, without warning, without asking, Abby shifted her hand and slid two fingers inside me.

The sudden fullness, the unexpected intrusion, made me gasp sharply. My eyes flew open, meeting hers in shock. There was no hesitation in her gaze, no uncertainty—only a dark, fierce intensity that I’d never seen before. This wasn’t my playful, teasing best friend anymore. This was someone else entirely—someone confident, commanding, who knew exactly what she wanted and how to take it.

“Abby,” I breathed, her name catching in my throat.

She didn’t respond, at least not with words. Instead, she curled her fingers inside me, finding a spot that sent sparks shooting behind my eyes. My back arched off the bed, a sound I barely recognized as my own escaping my lips—half-gasp, half-moan, wholly surrendered.

There was no turning back now. My best friend’s fingers were inside me, moving with a rhythm and purpose. Every stroke, every curl of her fingers, every press of her palm against me was deliberate, calculated to draw reactions from me that I couldn’t control.

And god help me, I was loving it.

The realization washed over me like warm water—I was loving this, loving the feel of her inside me, loving the way she looked at me with such intense focus, as if memorizing every reaction, every subtle shift in my expression. I was loving the weight of her body against mine, the softness of her breasts brushing my skin, the faint vanilla scent of her hair as it fell around us like a curtain.

Her fingers moved with increasing confidence, establishing a rhythm that had me gasping with each stroke. She seemed to know instinctively how to touch me, where to press, when to slow down and when to speed up. It was as if she’d been studying me for years, learning my body’s language long before she ever touched me.

“You feel amazing,” she whispered, her voice low and thick with desire. “So hot, so tight around my fingers.”

Her words sent another jolt of heat through me. I’d never been talked to like this during sex—Ricky had been mostly silent, save for the occasional grunt or groan. But Abby’s voice, husky with want, telling me exactly what she was feeling, what she was doing to me—it was intoxicating.

“Do you like this?” she asked, curling her fingers again to emphasize her question. “Do you like how I fuck you?”

The word “fuck” from Abby’s lips—so raw, so honest—sent a violent shudder through me. It was a word I’d heard her use countless times before, always casually, tossed around like meaningless punctuation. But now, whispered against my skin, her fingers buried deep inside me, it took on an entirely different weight. It became sacred and profane all at once, a declaration and a promise.

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t form words or coherent thoughts. My entire being had narrowed to the exquisite sensation of her fingers inside me, to the pressure building low in my abdomen, to the electricity crackling along every nerve ending. My breath came in ragged gasps, my skin slick with a fine sheen of sweat that made our bodies slide together in the most delicious way.

Abby’s eyes never left my face, studying me with an intensity that should have made me self-conscious but somehow only heightened my arousal. She was cataloging every reaction, every flutter of my eyelids, every parting of my lips. Learning me in a way no one ever had before.

“Kate,” she whispered, her voice gentle but insistent. “Do you like it?”

I couldn’t find my voice, couldn’t remember how to shape my mouth around words. All I could do was nod—a small, desperate motion that felt like surrender. Yes. God, yes. I liked it. I loved it. I never wanted it to stop.

A smile spread across her face—not her usual teasing grin, but something softer, more intimate. Something that made my chest ache with an emotion I couldn’t name. She leaned down, capturing my lips in a kiss that was achingly tender.

And then, without warning, Abby slowly withdrew her fingers from inside me. The sudden emptiness made me whimper, a sound of loss and need that I couldn’t suppress. My eyes flew open, questioning, only to find her gaze locked with mine, her expression transformed by a hunger that made my breath catch.

With deliberate slowness, never breaking eye contact, she brought her glistening fingers to her mouth. The sight alone—my wetness coating her skin, catching the dim lamplight—sent a fresh wave of heat through me. But when she parted her lips and took those fingers into her mouth, sucking them clean with obvious relish, I thought I might combust right there.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, my voice barely audible even in the quiet room.

Abby’s eyes fluttered closed for a moment as she tasted me, a soft moan vibrating in her throat. When she opened them again, the intensity in her gaze had deepened to something primal.

“You taste incredible,” she murmured, her voice low and thick with desire. “Better than I imagined.”

“I think,” she said, her lips curving into a smile that was equal parts tenderness and mischief, “it’s time for the main course.”

Before I could process her words, she was shifting down my body, trailing kisses across my sternum, between my breasts, down the slight curve of my stomach. Each press of her lips was deliberate, worshipful, leaving patches of fire in their wake. I watched, mesmerized, as her curls spilled across my skin, tickling me as she moved lower.

Her fingers hooked into the waistband of my underwear, and she looked up at me, a silent question in her eyes. I nodded, unable to find my voice, and lifted my hips to help her as she slowly, reverently peeled the damp cotton down my thighs.

She settled herself between my legs, her shoulders nudging my thighs further apart. I could feel her breath against my center, could see the way her eyes darkened as she took in the sight of me—exposed, vulnerable, and unmistakably aroused.

Abby’s hands slid beneath my thighs, gently lifting them over her shoulders. The position left me exposed, but I couldn’t find it in myself to care anymore. Not when she was looking at me with such hunger.

She pressed a soft kiss to the inside of my thigh, then another, working her way inward with deliberate slowness. When she reached the crease where my thigh met my center, she lingered, her breath warm against my most intimate place.

“Tell me if I do something you don’t like,” she whispered, her eyes flicking up to meet mine one last time. “Or something you really like.”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. My heart was hammering so hard I was certain she could hear it, could feel it in the pulse point beneath her lips. The anticipation was almost unbearable—a tightness in my chest, a trembling in my thighs that I couldn’t control.

And then, with exquisite gentleness, Abby lowered her head and placed a soft, open-mouthed kiss directly on my pussy.

The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever experienced—warm, wet, impossibly soft. A gasp tore from my throat, my back arching involuntarily off the bed. My hands flew to her hair, not pushing her away but anchoring myself to her, fingers tangling in her soft curls.

She made a small sound of approval against me, the vibration adding another layer to the pleasure already coursing through my veins. Her tongue emerged to trace a delicate path through my lips, exploring me with careful, deliberate strokes. 

“Oh my god,” I whispered, the words barely audible even to my own ears.

Abby hummed again, the sound somewhere between acknowledgment and satisfaction. Her hands tightened slightly on my thighs, holding me open for her exploration. She seemed to be learning me, mapping the landscape of my body with her tongue—discovering which touches made me gasp, which made me tremble, which made my fingers tighten in her hair.

When her tongue found my sensitive clit, circling it with gentle precision, I couldn’t suppress the moan that escaped me. The sound seemed to encourage her, her movements becoming more focused, more deliberate.

Abby’s tongue moved with exquisite patience, each stroke measured as if she were savoring a rare delicacy. She traced lazy figure-eights around my clit, never quite touching where I needed her most, building a slow, sweet tension that had my thighs trembling against her shoulders.

“You taste like heaven,” she murmured against me, her words vibrating through sensitive flesh. “Sweet and salt and something that’s just… you.”

The tenderness in her voice, the reverence in her touch—it was overwhelming. I’d never been worshipped like this, never been the sole focus of someone’s complete attention. Abby was exploring me like she had all the time in the world, like my pleasure was a landscape she intended to memorize completely.

Her tongue dipped lower, circling my entrance with teasing strokes before sliding inside me—just barely, just enough to make me gasp and arch off the bed. The sensation was foreign yet achingly familiar, like something I’d been waiting for without knowing it. She repeated the motion, each time venturing slightly deeper, her tongue curling to reach places inside me that sent sparks shooting up my spine.

“God, Abby,” I breathed, my voice catching on her name.

She hummed against me, clearly pleased by my reaction. Her hands shifted, sliding up to rest on my lower belly, her thumbs gently spreading me open to give her better access. The gesture should have embarrassed me—this new level of exposure, of vulnerability—but something about the way she touched me, the care in her movements, made it impossible to feel anything but cherished.

“Does my tongue feel good?” she whispered, her breath cool against my wet skin. “Do you like it?”

I nodded frantically, not trusting my voice. Like seemed too small a word for what I was feeling—the building pressure low in my abdomen, the electric current running along every nerve ending, the way my heart seemed to be trying to escape my chest. I’d never felt so connected to my own body, so aware of every sensation.

Abby’s tongue returned to my center, but this time she didn’t tease. This time she focused her attention exactly where I needed it most, her tongue flat against my most sensitive spot, making small, firm circles that had me gasping. The pressure was perfect—not too gentle to be frustrating, not so firm that it bordered on pain. Just right, as if she instinctively knew what my body craved.

The rhythm of Abby’s tongue became hypnotic, each stroke building upon the last in a steady crescendo that made it impossible to think, to breathe, to do anything but feel. Without conscious thought, my hips began to move, rising to meet her mouth in a dance as old as time itself. The movement was subtle at first—a slight tilt, a gentle pressing upward—but grew more insistent as the pleasure intensified, as if my body had developed a will of its own.

“That’s it,” Abby murmured against me, her voice vibrating through my core. “Show me what you need.”

Her encouragement unleashed something primal within me—a part of myself I’d never fully embraced, never allowed to surface during my fumbling encounters with boys. My inhibitions melted away beneath the heat of her tongue, beneath the tender worship of her mouth. My hips rolled more deliberately now, seeking the perfect pressure, the perfect angle, the perfect connection between her mouth and my pussy.

I became aware of sounds escaping my throat—soft moans and breathless gasps that I barely recognized as my own. They seemed to come from somewhere deep inside me, drawn out by Abby’s relentless, tender attention. My fingers tightened in her hair, not directing her movements but simply holding on, anchoring myself to her as waves of sensation threatened to carry me away.

“Oh god,” I breathed, the words barely audible over the thunder of my heartbeat in my ears. “Oh god, Abby, please…”

I wasn’t even sure what I was begging for—continuation? Completion? Perhaps both. All I knew was that the pressure building inside me was becoming unbearable, a sweet tension that bordered on pain, that demanded release.

Sweat beaded across my skin, gathering in the hollow of my throat, between my breasts, at my temples. The air in the room felt thick, charged with electricity, with the scent of arousal that was unmistakably mine. I could taste salt on my lips, could feel dampness gathering at the roots of my hair. Every inch of my skin felt hypersensitive, alive with sensation in a way I’d never experienced before.

And then I heard it—a low, vibrating moan that wasn’t mine. The sound reverberated against my flesh, sending fresh waves of pleasure rippling outward from where Abby’s mouth was pressed against me. At first, I thought she was moaning in response to my reactions, to the way my body was responding to her touch.

But when another moan followed, deeper and more urgent than the first, curiosity cut through the haze of pleasure. With effort, I propped myself up on my elbows, looking down the length of my body to where Abby’s head was nestled between my thighs.

What I saw stole my breath more completely than any touch had yet managed.

Abby’s eyes were closed, her expression one of complete absorption as she worshipped me with her mouth. Her curls were wild around her face, tangled from my fingers, sticking to the sweat on her forehead and cheeks. But it wasn’t just her face that captivated me—it was the rhythmic movement of her shoulder, the subtle rocking of her body that I hadn’t noticed before.

One of her hands still held my thigh, keeping me open for her exploration. But the other… the other had disappeared beneath her own body. And even through the dim golden light of the bedroom, I could see the unmistakable movement of her arm, the tension in her muscles as she worked her hand between her own legs.

She was touching herself. While she tasted me, while she explored the most intimate part of me with her tongue, she was pleasuring herself. The realization hit me with the force of a physical blow, sending a fresh wave of arousal coursing through me so intense it made me dizzy.

“Abby,” I breathed, my voice barely audible even to my own ears.

She looked up at me then, her eyes dark and heavy-lidded with desire, her lips glistening with my wetness. Our gazes locked, and there was no embarrassment in her expression, no shame—only raw, undisguised hunger. Without breaking eye contact, she deliberately flattened her tongue against my clit and dragged it upward in a slow, firm stroke that made my thighs tremble.

And all the while, her other hand continued its hidden work, her arm moving in a steady rhythm that matched the strokes of her tongue against me. The sight was profoundly erotic—my best friend pleasuring herself while she pleasured me, finding her own release in the act of giving me mine.

“Are you—” I started, the question catching in my throat.

She nodded, her eyes never leaving mine, her tongue never ceasing its exquisite torture. “Mmm-hmm,” she hummed against me, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure up my spine. “Can’t help it. You taste so good. Getting you off is making me so wet.”

I stayed propped on my elbows, transfixed by the tableau before me. The position was uncomfortable, my muscles already trembling with exertion and arousal, but I couldn’t bear to lie back, to miss even a second of this revelation.

The arm that disappeared beneath her body moved with increasing urgency, the rhythm of her hidden fingers matching the quickening strokes of her tongue against my pussy. I could see the tension building in her shoulders, the slight arch of her back as she pressed herself against her own hand. Her eyes had fluttered closed again, her expression one of complete abandonment—lips parted, cheeks flushed, forehead creased in concentration.

“Let me see,” I whispered, the words escaping before I could consider them. “Please, let me see you.”

Abby’s eyes opened, meeting mine with a mixture of surprise and something deeper, more vulnerable. For a moment, I thought she might refuse, might be embarrassed by my request. But then, without breaking the rhythm of her tongue against me, she shifted her weight slightly, angling her body so I could see where her hand disappeared between her legs.

She had pushed her panties aside, not bothering to remove them in her urgency. Her fingers moved in tight, deliberate circles over her vagina, the slick evidence of her arousal glistening in the dim light. The sight was mesmerizing—the deliberate movements of her fingers, the way she knew exactly how to touch herself, the unmistakable wetness that coated her skin. My mind flashed to all the times we’d slept in the same bed, all the sleepovers where she might have touched herself like this after I’d fallen asleep, biting her pillow to stay quiet.

“God, Abby,” I breathed, my voice thick with wonder and desire. “You’re so wet.”

She moaned against me, the vibration sending a fresh wave of pleasure through my core. “For you,” she murmured, the words barely audible but unmistakable. “Because of you.”

“You’ve done this before,” I whispered, the realization hitting me with startling clarity. “Touched yourself while thinking about me.”

Abby’s eyes fluttered open, meeting mine with an honesty that stole my breath. She didn’t deny it, didn’t look away in embarrassment. Instead, she held my gaze as she nodded, her tongue never ceasing its exquisite work between my thighs.

“So many times,” she confessed, her voice vibrating against my sensitive flesh. “In this bed. With you sleeping beside me.”

The admission sent a violent shudder through me—the image of Abby lying inches away in the darkness, her hand working between her legs, biting her lip to stay silent as she fantasized about doing exactly what she was doing now. How many nights had she lain awake, watching me sleep, imagining the taste of me on her tongue? How many mornings had she greeted me with her usual teasing smile, never letting on that she’d brought herself to orgasm thinking about me just hours before?

I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the rhythmic movement of her fingers, from the glistening evidence of her arousal that coated her skin. Her panties were pushed to the side, the pale blue cotton darkened with dampness where it framed her pussy. The sight was profoundly intimate—more so, somehow, than her mouth on me, than her fingers inside me. This was Abby at her most vulnerable, most honest, showing me exactly how she liked to be touched, exactly what brought her pleasure.

From this angle, I could see everything—the delicate pink of her inner lips, flushed and swollen with arousal; the way her entrance clenched and released with each circle of her fingers; the slight tremor in her thighs as she built herself toward release. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed, made all the more powerful by the knowledge that it was my taste on her tongue, my pleasure that had driven her to this point of desperate need.

My own arousal, momentarily forgotten in my fascination with Abby’s self-pleasure, returned with renewed intensity. The pressure building low in my abdomen tightened further, a coiling tension that threatened to snap at any moment. My thighs began to tremble against Abby’s shoulders, my breath coming in short, sharp gasps that I couldn’t control.

I couldn’t hold myself up on my elbows any longer; my arms gave way, and I collapsed back against the pillows, surrendering completely to the sensations washing over me. The ceiling above blurred as my eyes lost focus, but the image of Abby pleasuring herself while tasting me remained burned into my mind.

“Don’t stop,” I gasped, my hands finding their way back to her hair, fingers tangling in her curls. “Please, Abby, don’t stop.”

She made a sound—half-moan, half-growl—against my clit, and her tongue flattened against me with renewed purpose. The warm, wet pressure was exquisite, perfectly calibrated to drive me toward the edge. She wasn’t teasing anymore, wasn’t exploring—she was focused entirely on bringing me release, on pushing me over the precipice she’d so carefully led me to.

My world narrowed to a single point of contact—Abby’s mouth on me, her tongue moving in tight, deliberate circles that sent shockwaves radiating through my entire body. Every nerve ending seemed to fire at once, every muscle tensing in anticipation of what was building inside me. I was dimly aware of sounds escaping my throat—high, desperate whimpers that I barely recognized as my own.

Below, between my legs, I could hear the subtle change in Abby’s breathing—shorter, sharper gasps punctuated by low moans that vibrated against my sensitive flesh. The rhythm of her arm had quickened, her movements more urgent as she chased her own pleasure while giving me mine. There was something profoundly intimate about knowing we were climbing toward that peak together, about the knowledge that my pleasure was feeding hers in a cycle of mutual desire.

“I’m close,” I breathed, the admission torn from somewhere deep inside me. “Abby, I’m so close.”

Her response was immediate—a slight adjustment in the pressure of her tongue, a subtle quickening of her rhythm that somehow knew exactly what I needed. My back arched off the bed, my thighs clamping around her head as the tension inside me built to an almost unbearable level. I was teetering on the edge of something enormous, something that threatened to consume me entirely.

Through the haze of my own pleasure, I was distantly aware of changes in Abby’s movements—the increased urgency of her arm, the way her hips had begun to rock against her own hand, the muffled sounds escaping her throat. She was close too, racing toward her own climax even as she drove me toward mine.

“Oh god,” I gasped, my voice breaking on the words. “Oh god, oh god, oh—”

The words dissolved into a keening cry as the tension inside me finally, gloriously snapped. The orgasm hit me with the force of a tidal wave, obliterating thought, erasing everything but the white-hot pleasure radiating outward from my core. My back arched impossibly high off the bed, my thighs clamping around Abby’s head with a strength I didn’t know I possessed. Stars exploded behind my eyelids, my vision going white at the edges as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed through me.

“Abby!” I screamed, her name torn from my throat as my body convulsed. “Oh god, Abby!”

She didn’t stop, didn’t let up even as I shattered beneath her mouth. Her tongue kept moving, gentler now but still relentless, drawing out my pleasure until I thought I might lose consciousness from the intensity of it. My fingers twisted in her hair, not sure if I was trying to pull her closer or push her away as the sensations bordered on too much, too overwhelming.

Through the haze of my own release, I heard Abby’s breathing change—shorter, sharper, punctuated by high, desperate sounds I’d never heard from her before. I forced my eyes open, looking down just in time to see her whole body go rigid between my thighs. Her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth open in a silent scream against my center as her own orgasm claimed her.

“Yes,” I breathed, watching in awe as she came undone. “Yes, Abby, come for me.”

The words seemed to push her over the edge completely. A raw, primal sound tore from her throat as her hips bucked wildly against her hand. Her face was transformed by pleasure—flushed and vulnerable, stripped of all pretense, all the teasing confidence she usually wore like armor. 

Her body shuddered violently, once, twice, three times, her mouth still pressed against me as if she needed the anchor. I could feel her hot, ragged breath against my sensitive flesh, could see the tension slowly ebbing from her shoulders as the peak of her pleasure began to recede. Her fingers slowed their frantic pace, drawing out the last pulses of her climax with gentle, knowing touches.

For a long moment, neither of us moved. The only sounds in the room were our shared ragged breathing and the distant hum of the air conditioner. I felt boneless, weightless, as if I might float away.

After what felt like an eternity suspended in that perfect moment, Abby finally stirred between my thighs. Her movements were languid, almost dreamlike, as she pressed one final, gentle kiss against my vagina before resting her cheek against my inner thigh. I could feel the rapid flutter of her pulse, the damp heat of her breath against my sensitive skin. Her curls were wild, tangled from my desperate grip, sticking to the light sheen of sweat on her forehead.

Time seemed to move differently now, stretched and syrupy in the aftermath. The dim golden glow of the bedside lamp cast long shadows across Abby’s features, highlighting the flush that still colored her cheeks, the slight tremble in her lips as she caught her breath. Her eyes remained closed, dark lashes fanned against her skin, as if she needed a moment to return to herself after being so completely lost in pleasure.

I watched her, mesmerized by this new version of my best friend. How strange and wonderful to see someone you’ve known forever transformed before your eyes—familiar and yet utterly new. The Abby I knew was always in motion, always laughing, always ready with a quick retort. This Abby was still, vulnerable, stripped of her usual armor of confidence and humor.

Eventually, her eyes fluttered open, meeting mine with an expression I couldn’t quite decipher. For perhaps the first time in our friendship, Abby looked uncertain, almost shy. Her usual brash confidence had melted away, leaving behind something softer, more tentative. She bit her lower lip, a gesture I’d seen a thousand times before but that now carried an entirely different weight.

“Hi,” she whispered, her voice slightly hoarse.

The simple greeting, so mundane after what we’d just shared, startled a laugh from me. “Hi yourself.”

Abby’s lips curved into a small, self-conscious smile. She disentangled herself from between my legs with uncharacteristic awkwardness, her movements lacking their usual fluid grace. I felt suddenly exposed as the cool air of the bedroom rushed in to replace the warmth of her body, and I tugged the corner of the comforter over my lower half in a belated gesture of modesty.

With obvious hesitation, Abby crawled up the length of the bed toward me. Her hair was a riot of curls, more disheveled than I’d ever seen it, and there was a faint mark on her cheek from where it had pressed against my thigh. The sight filled me with an unexpected tenderness, a protective affection that squeezed my chest.

She settled beside me on the bed, leaving a careful few inches between our bodies—a space that had never existed before in all our years of sharing this bed, of tangling together in sleep without a second thought. Now, that small gap seemed to speak volumes, to ask questions neither of us knew how to voice.

“So,” she said, tucking a wayward curl behind her ear. “That happened.”

The absurd understatement hung in the air between us, so ridiculously inadequate for what we’d just experienced that I couldn’t help myself. A bubble of laughter rose in my throat, escaping as a snort that quickly dissolved into full-blown giggles. The tension that had been building in my chest released in waves of helpless laughter.

“Yeah, it did,” I managed between gasps, tears gathering at the corners of my eyes as the laughter took over completely.

Abby stared at me for a moment, her eyes wide with surprise, before her face cracked into that familiar grin I’d known my whole life. And then she was laughing too—not her usual controlled chuckle but a deep, uninhibited belly laugh that shook the bed beneath us. She collapsed beside me, her body trembling with mirth, her hand finding mine on the rumpled sheets between us.

Our fingers laced together instinctively, the gesture so familiar and yet now charged with new meaning. The simple touch of her palm against mine sent little sparks racing up my arm, a gentle echo of the pleasure still humming through my veins.

“What’s so funny?” she gasped, wiping tears from her eyes with her free hand.

I shook my head, struggling to catch my breath. “Just… ‘that happened’? Like we just watched a weird movie or got caught in the rain.” Another wave of giggles overtook me. “Not like you just gave me the most mind-blowing orgasm of my life while getting yourself off between my legs.”

Abby snorted, her cheeks flushing a deeper pink. “Well, when you put it that way, it does sound a bit more significant than ‘that happened.’”

“Just a bit,” I agreed, squeezing her hand.

Our laughter slowly subsided, leaving us in a comfortable silence filled with the sound of our breathing gradually returning to normal. The golden light of the bedside lamp cast everything in a dreamy glow, softening the edges of the room, of our bodies, of the moment itself. Outside, a car passed on the street below, its headlights briefly illuminating the ceiling in sweeping arcs before disappearing again.

I turned on my side to face Abby, and she mirrored my position, our hands still linked between us. The space that had separated us moments before seemed suddenly absurd, unnecessary. With a gentle tug on her hand, I pulled her closer, until our bodies were once again touching—knees brushing, breath mingling, the familiar proximity we’d shared countless times before now infused with new significance.

“Come here,” I whispered, releasing her hand to slip my arm around her waist.

Abby moved willingly into my embrace, her body molding against mine with the easy familiarity of long friendship, yet with a new awareness that made every point of contact feel deliberate and precious. Her head found its way to the hollow beneath my chin, her hair tickling my throat, her breath warm against my collarbone. One arm draped across my waist, fingers splayed against the small of my back in a gentle caress that sent shivers along my spine.

As our breathing synced, a cozy warmth settled between us, wrapping us in an easy, familiar comfort. Abby let out a little sigh, her fingers giving a sleepy wiggle against my back before going still. I smiled into her hair, my own eyelids growing heavy as the weight of what we’d done melted away. She nestled in closer, her steady breaths tickling my skin, and I let sleep take me too, wrapped up in the easiest, most natural place I could be—right here with her.







  
    
      [image: photo of the author]
    

  

  





    About the Author
  


  
    Sign up for my newsletter below for free stories and extras. Get my full-length story “Lesbian Lust at the Bachelorette Party” for free now using the link below!




Can’t get enough of BFFs turned lovers, Kate and Abby? Turn to the next page for a FREE BONUS SCENE from this story.




If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a 5-star rating. <3


  


  

  
    
      
        Subscribe to my newsletter:
      


      
        

        
          https://storyoriginapp.com/giveaways/69f7c930-d470-11ef-b803-0bc1ed7762b9
        
      

    

  





  
    Also by Janessa Quinn
  


  
    
  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: Free Bonus Scene: Two Girls, One Strap]
          

        

        
        

    

  
    







          Free Bonus Scene: Two Girls, One Strap
        

        

        
          
            
              https://storyoriginapp.com/giveaways/5b582898-0396-11f0-8c81-2b2b6c3b90d9
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            For years, Sarah has been the target of Kyla’s relentless bullying. Now, at the same college, the tension between them simmers hotter than ever. When Sarah finally tells off her tormentor using a provocative photo, the lines between hate and desire blur in ways neither of them expected. What starts as a battle of wills ignites into something far more dangerous and irresistible. In this sizzling tale of revenge and passion, secrets are exposed, and the ultimate power struggle takes a turn neither woman saw coming.
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            Dive into a summer of forbidden desire with Sydney, a lifeguard whose days by the pool spark an intense, erotic awakening. As the sun heats up the water, so does Sydney’s attraction to a captivating woman she can’t ignore. This sizzling tale explores Sydney’s steamy journey as she embraces her deepest cravings and delves into a world of sensuality and pleasure.
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