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  Chapter 1

  
  




“This is the last time,” I said, breathless, for maybe the fourth time this month. Fifth, if I was being honest. Which I wasn’t.

Abby snorted, her cheek pressed against my shoulder, the curve of her body tangled up in mine like she had no intention of going anywhere. “Yeah, okay.”

She didn’t even try to pretend she believed me. Not when her hand was still idly sliding up and down my thigh, fingers tracing over skin like she was trying to memorize it. Again.

We’d both agreed it was a one-time thing. A “just for fun” moment that spiraled out of control the second she kissed me that night after too many glasses of wine and I let curiosity get the best of me.

And then it happened again. And again. And again.

I let my eyes drift closed for a second, trying not to think too hard about how natural this felt. The sex, sure. That part was incredible. But it was everything after that was getting me in trouble.

The lazy way her fingers played with mine. The way she laughed at my bad jokes while still half naked. The way she looked at me when she thought I wasn’t looking back.

I had known Abby for years. She was my best friend. She knew all my secrets, my bad habits, my worst dates. She once held my hair while I threw up in a bar bathroom and threatened to fight the guy who ghosted me afterward. She knew every inch of me, emotionally and now physically.

It was getting harder to tell where best friend ended and something else began.

I turned my head to look at her. She was already watching me, sleepy-eyed, lips curved in that soft little smirk that used to mean nothing and now made my stomach flip.

“We really suck at the whole ‘just for fun’ thing,” I said.

“Speak for yourself. I’m having a great time.”

I nudged her with my hip. “You know what I mean.”

She didn’t answer right away. Her gaze dropped to my mouth, then slid back up again. “If it’s really that big a problem, we could stop.”

My chest tightened. “Do you want to stop?”

Abby shrugged and pressed a kiss to my shoulder. “Not even a little.”

That should have made things clearer. It didn’t.

I didn’t know what we were doing. But I knew the last time wasn’t going to be the last time. Not tonight. Not with her still in my bed, looking at me like that.

Whatever this was, we were already in too deep to pretend it didn’t mean anything.

And the scariest part? I didn’t want to pretend anymore.

Abby shifted beside me, suddenly reaching for the remote like she hadn’t just short-circuited my entire brain.

“I think I need something stupid and funny to reset my nervous system,” she said, clicking through the streaming apps. “You down for a rewatch of Chaotic People Doing Bad Things?”

I laughed. “That’s not what it’s called.”

“It should be.”

She settled back into the pillows, pulling the blanket over both of us without asking, like it was the most normal thing in the world. And it was. That was the thing. This was normal. Her shoulder against mine, her hair still damp from a shower we’d taken together twenty minutes ago, her skin warm and smelling like the grapefruit soap she always stole from my bathroom.

God, I loved the way she smelled. I always had. Jasmine and cedar and something else I couldn’t name, something that made my heart stutter and my chest ache if I thought about it too long.

I looked at her out of the corner of my eye, trying not to make it obvious. Her lips were still a little swollen. Her collarbone peeked out from where the blanket had slipped. My body remembered every inch of hers, but this wasn’t about the sex. Not in this second.

I didn’t know when it changed, but it had. Somewhere between the first kiss and now, something inside me tipped.

I wasn’t just sleeping with my best friend.

I was starting to fall for her.

And that terrified the shit out of me.

I turned my gaze back to the screen, pretending to laugh at something one of the characters said. Abby reached for more popcorn and didn’t notice a thing.

I wished I could be more like her. Chill. Unbothered. Good at pretending nothing had changed.

Instead, I was sitting here wrapped in a blanket that smelled like her, heart thudding like I’d just run six miles, and she was fully immersed in bad TV and salty popcorn like she didn’t just spend the last hour making me cum with her mouth.

By the time the credits rolled, I hadn’t retained a single scene.

Abby stretched and yawned like a cat, arms up, shirt riding up her stomach just enough to make me want to drag her right back to bed.

She reached for her phone and glanced at the time. “I should probably head out. I’ve got work in the morning, and if I sleep here again I’m going to forget what my own bed feels like.”

My stomach dropped in that annoying way it always did when she left. Not because I needed her to stay. Just because I wanted her to want to.

I walked her to the front door and then, words came out before I even knew I was saying them.

“I was thinking… uhm… do you want to maybe go on a date sometime?”

She froze mid-reach for her hoodie. “What?”

I sat up straighter. My pulse jumped into my ears. “I mean. Like. Do you want to go on a date. With me.”

She laughed. Not in a mean way, more like I’d just told a really confusing joke. “Kate. We go on dates all the time. You literally made me sit through a three-hour opera about vampires last month and I paid for dinner.”

“No,” I said, heart pounding. “Not a friend date. Like… a real one.”

That shut her up.

Abby stared at me, blinking. Her lips parted like she had something to say, but nothing came out. We just sat there in the quiet, the flicker of the TV playing soft blue light across her face, until I couldn’t breathe from the weight of it.

I almost took it back. Almost laughed it off like I always did. But then she tilted her head just slightly, like she was seeing me differently. Like she was letting something slip through.

“Okay,” she said.

My eyes widened. “Yeah?”

A slow smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. “Yeah. Okay. Let’s go on a real date.”

She pulled her hoodie over her head, tugged on her shoes, and didn’t say anything else.

We stood there for a second, neither of us making a move.

“Night,” she said softly.

“Night.”

She left.

I closed the door behind her and leaned against it, my hands gripping the doorknob like it was the only thing holding me upright.

What the hell had I just done?

Excitement buzzed through my chest, sharp and bright. It was immediately followed by a rush of panic.

This was Abby. My best friend. The person who knew all my weird quirks and bad decisions. The person I trusted more than anyone else.

And I’d just asked her on a date.

Not a fake one. Not a casual, let’s-make-out-and-ignore-it-later kind of thing.

A real date.

What the hell were we doing?

And why did it feel so good to finally ask for it out loud?
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Getting ready felt ridiculous. Ridiculous because Abby had literally held my hair back while I cried on a bathroom floor in pajama pants and a stained hoodie. She had seen me hungover, sick, bloated, blotchy, breaking out, breaking down. There was nothing glamorous or mysterious between us. We were past that. We’d earned the right to be real.

And yet, I still stood in front of the mirror for forty-five minutes agonizing over which shade of lipstick made me look like I hadn’t tried too hard, even though I definitely had.

I settled on the red dress. Short. Tight. Dangerous in heels. I had worn it once before and gotten three phone numbers in one night. That version of me had confidence. Or at least cleavage. I needed both.

Walking to the restaurant, my stomach fluttered like I was heading into a job interview where the person deciding my fate also happened to know what I sounded like when I came.

Abby had picked the place. Some fancy, overpriced spot walking distance from my apartment that served things like “deconstructed scallops” and cocktails in bird-shaped glassware. Definitely not our usual vibe. But maybe that was the point.

I spotted her before she saw me. She stood just outside the entrance, checking her phone, one hand tucked into the pocket of her tailored black suit. Yeah. A suit. A whole fucking suit. Fitted jacket, slim trousers, heels, the works. Her dark hair was pulled into a sleek bun, showing off her cheekbones and that tiny silver stud in her ear I’d always liked but never mentioned.

She looked… sharp. Effortlessly sharp. Like a queer dream who could steal your girl, kiss you stupid, and then explain how to do your taxes.

I stopped walking for a second just to take her in. My Abby. My hoodie-wearing, popcorn-devouring, sweatpants-on-the-couch Abby. Except tonight she wasn’t that version. Tonight she looked like she was ready to ruin me in public and not apologize for it.

Her eyes lifted and locked on mine.

The smile she gave me was soft. Real. She pocketed her phone and stepped forward.

“Damn,” she said, low and full of appreciation. “You wore the red dress.”

“You wore a whole suit,” I countered, even though my brain was still catching up.

She offered me her arm, like some suave suitor straight out of a movie. “Shall we?”

I laughed as I hooked my arm through hers, but my heart was pounding in my chest. She smelled like cologne and something warm, maybe sandalwood, maybe sin. My fingers grazed the inside of her wrist and felt the tiniest tremble.

We walked toward the doors, and for the first time in all the years I’d known her, I didn’t feel like her best friend.

I felt like her woman.

And it was thrilling.

And terrifying.

And I wanted more.

The hostess led us to a tiny table near the window, all candlelight and mood lighting and quiet jazz in the background, like the place was built for people falling in love on purpose.

Abby pulled out my chair and I immediately forgot how legs worked.

We sat across from each other and stared at the menus like they were written in ancient Greek.

“So…” I said, folding mine even though I hadn’t read a word. “This is weird, right?”

Abby looked up, her lips twitching. “Unbearably.”

“Cool. Just making sure it’s not in my head.”

She leaned forward slightly, resting her elbows on the table, her chin propped in one hand. “But also kind of nice?”

I grinned. “Yeah. Definitely nice. You look hot, by the way.”

“Hot?” She raised an eyebrow. “That’s it? After all this effort? I wore heels, Kate. Actual, adult heels.”

“Okay, sorry. You look…” I gave her an exaggerated once-over. “Dangerous. Sharp. Lesbian James Bond with slightly better cheekbones.”

She smirked. “That’s more like it.”

The waiter came to take our drink order and we both ordered cocktails we couldn’t pronounce, then promptly ignored our menus again.

“So tell me,” she said, swirling the water in her glass, “Is it weird that I’m nervous even though I already know how you kiss when you’re half asleep?”

I nearly choked on my water.

“Jesus, Abby.”

“What?” She laughed, unapologetic. “You looked like you needed loosening up. Don’t make me start listing things we’ve done to each other, because I promise I will make it weird.”

“Oh, it’s already weird. It’s weird in like, seven different ways.”

“And yet,” she said, tilting her head, “you still asked me out.”

I looked at her. Really looked. The candlelight made her eyes glow warmer. She was smiling, but there was something underneath it. Something quieter. Curious. Like she was still waiting for me to explain myself.

“Because I didn’t want to keep pretending this was nothing,” I said softly. “And I didn’t want you to go out with someone else before I figured out if it could be something.”

Her smirk faded. Just for a second. Then she reached across the table and brushed her fingers over mine. Just once. But it was enough to make my pulse trip.

“Well,” she said, voice dropping just a little, “you have my full attention.”

We ate slowly, talked about nothing, teased each other like always, but everything had an edge now. The way her foot brushed mine under the table and didn’t move. The way I caught her staring at my lips mid-sentence. The way she bit hers every time I made her laugh.

It felt familiar and unfamiliar all at once. Like someone had taken our friendship and turned the temperature way, way up.

When dessert came, she slid her spoon into mine without asking.

“You didn’t order your own,” I pointed out.

“I didn’t need to.” She took a bite of my mousse and moaned dramatically. “Mmm. Yep. That’s the one.”

I stared at her. “Was that necessary?”

Her eyes sparkled. “Extremely.”

And just like that, the awkwardness melted.

It was still Abby. Still my best friend. But something was shifting in the air between us, and for the first time, I wasn’t afraid of it.

I was starving for more.
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Dinner ended too quickly, like a dream you don’t want to wake from. We strolled back to my apartment, the night air cool but my skin heated from every touch Abby had made. Her fingers brushed mine casually, but I felt electricity crackle beneath the surface.

At my door, she stopped and looked at me like she was seeing me for the first time. That familiar mischievous smile softened, her eyes searching, vulnerable in a way I hadn’t seen before.

“Thanks for a wonderful time,” she said quietly. “I don’t expect a kiss on the first date. I know you’re a lady and all.”

I bit my lip, trying to keep my nerves in check. “And what kind of lady am I?”

Her smile deepened. “A very charming one.”

Without thinking, I stepped closer and pressed my lips to hers. It was different from all the other times. This kiss wasn’t just about heat or teasing. There was something real behind it, something I felt stirring in her, too. The way her hands held me gently, the slow, steady rhythm she set. It was a question and an answer all at once.

When I pulled back just enough to look at her, I saw it in her eyes, something like hope mixed with surprise. A promise neither of us had dared to say out loud.

“Do you want to come in?” I whispered, heart hammering.

She nodded, and I led her inside, closing the door behind us. The moment the lock clicked, the kiss resumed. Softer, deeper, more romantic. Her hands slid down to my waist as if she wanted to memorize every curve. I let my fingers thread through her hair, pulling her closer, tasting her like I’d been waiting for this forever.

Inside my apartment, everything else faded away. It was just us—two friends finally daring to cross the line into something new.

Abby’s hands were different tonight. Usually they moved with hungry urgency, claiming what they wanted. But now they cradled my face with a reverence that made my breath falter. She guided me backward until my shoulders met the wall, her body following mine like a shadow.

“Kate,” she whispered against my lips, her voice breaking on my name.

The gentleness was new. Overwhelming. Her thumb traced my cheekbone while her other hand found mine, fingers intertwining. She kissed me slowly, deliberately, like she was trying to say something her words couldn’t.

I melted into her, the wall the only thing keeping me upright. Her suit jacket felt smooth beneath my palms as I slid them over her shoulders, feeling the tension in her muscles, the controlled restraint in how she held herself against me.

When she deepened the kiss, I felt something crack open inside me. This wasn’t just desire. This was Abby telling me she cared without saying a word.

“Is this okay?” she asked, pulling back just enough to search my eyes.

I nodded, unable to find my voice. Her forehead rested against mine, our breathing synchronized in the quiet apartment.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” she confessed, her words barely audible. “Not just the physical part. This. You. I was just too scared that things would change between us.”

The admission sent heat coursing through me, igniting something primal beneath the tenderness. I tugged her closer, my fingers slipping beneath her collar to touch warm skin.

“Show me what you want,” I whispered.

Her eyes darkened. The careful restraint wavered as she pressed more firmly against me, one leg slipping between mine, her thigh grazing against my panties and finding a slow, deliberate motion that made me gasp. But even as the heat built between us, her touch remained reverent. Fingers trailing down my neck, across my collarbone, each caress telling me this wasn’t just another night.

I reached for the buttons of her shirt, taking my time with each one. There was no need to rush. We’d done that before. This was about savoring.

“I never thought we’d be here,” I admitted, watching my fingers work their way down her shirt. “Like this, I mean.”

She smiled, catching my hand and bringing it to her lips. “I always hoped we would.”

The confession hung between us, changing everything. I looked at her—really looked—and saw the vulnerability beneath her confidence.

I kissed her again, putting everything I couldn’t say into it. Her shirt fell open beneath my hands, and I traced the soft skin of her stomach, feeling goosebumps rise in the wake of my touch.

“Bedroom?” she asked, her voice husky.

I shook my head. “Not yet. I’m not finished with you here.”

My breath caught as Abby’s lips found the sensitive spot just below my ear. She traced a path down my neck with slow, deliberate kisses that made me shiver. Her thigh pressed more firmly between my legs, creating a rhythm that was both maddening and perfect. The pressure against my panties sent waves of pleasure radiating through me, each movement stoking a fire that threatened to consume us both.

“God, Abby,” I whispered, my head falling back against the wall.

I slid my hands beneath her open shirt, pushing it and her jacket down her shoulders in one fluid motion. They fell to the floor in a heap, forgotten. She stood before me in just her bra and trousers, the black lace of the bra stark against her skin.

I couldn’t help but stare. Her body was a contradiction I wanted to solve with my fingertips. The defined lines of her shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, the soft curves of her breasts against the angular planes of her collarbones. There was something captivating about how she embodied both strength and softness, how she could look so commanding yet vulnerable all at once.

“You’re beautiful,” I breathed, tracing the contours of her shoulders.

Her eyes darkened. “So are you.”

With a confidence that made my knees weak, Abby pressed closer, her hands sliding down my sides, over the curve of my hips. In one swift motion, she reached around and cupped my ass, fingers digging into the flesh as she pulled me hard against her. The sudden pressure of her thigh between my legs made me gasp.

“Is this what you want?” she murmured against my neck, her breath hot on my skin.

I could only nod, words failing me as she established a steady rhythm, grinding her thigh against my panties. The friction against my already-sensitive core was exquisite torture. My head fell back against the wall, a moan escaping my lips that seemed to encourage her further.

“I love that sound,” she whispered, squeezing my ass harder, controlling my movements against her thigh. “Make it again for me.”

I complied without hesitation, letting her guide me, surrendering to the delicious pressure building between my legs. My hands clutched at her bare shoulders, nails digging in slightly as the heat intensified.

There was something intoxicating about giving up control to her like this. About letting Abby, who knew exactly what I needed, take charge. Her confidence was magnetic, the slight smirk playing on her lips telling me how much she enjoyed watching me come undone.

“Look at me,” she commanded softly, and my eyes fluttered open to meet hers.

The raw desire I saw there nearly pushed me over the edge. She held my gaze as she continued her movements, one hand still firmly gripping my ass while the other slid up to cup my breast through my dress.

She dipped her head, pressing open-mouthed kisses along my collarbone while maintaining the maddeningly perfect rhythm with her thigh. I arched against her, chasing the growing tension, my breathing becoming more erratic.

“I need to taste you,” Abby whispered, her voice rough with desire. Her movements stilled suddenly, the delicious pressure between my legs vanishing as she sank to her knees in front of me. My back remained pressed against the wall, legs trembling with anticipation.

Her fingers hooked into the sides of my underwear, tugging them down with agonizing slowness. The cool air against my heated center made me gasp. Abby looked up at me, her eyes dark and hungry as she guided me to step free of the lace that now lay forgotten on my hardwood floor.

“Spread your legs for me,” she commanded softly, her hands already wrapping around my thighs. Before I could fully comply, she lifted one of my legs over her shoulder, opening me completely to her gaze. The position left me vulnerable, exposed, my dress bunched around my waist.

The first touch of her tongue against me was electric. I cried out, one hand flying to her hair, the other bracing against the wall behind me. Abby moaned against my flesh, the vibration sending shockwaves through my body.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my fingers tightening in her hair. “Abby, God—”

She responded by pulling me closer, her arms securing my thighs as she devoured me with passionate precision. Her tongue circled my clit before flattening against it, creating patterns that made coherent thought impossible. Her mouth moved with reverent hunger, as if tasting me was both salvation and damnation.

My hips began to rock against her face of their own accord. The sight of her between my legs—still in her dress pants and heels, her bra the only thing covering her upper body—was almost as intoxicating as the sensation of her tongue sliding through my pussy lips.

“You taste so fucking good,” she breathed against me, her eyes flicking up to meet mine. The connection sent another wave of pleasure coursing through me. This was Abby, my best friend and confidante, bringing me to the edge with nothing but her mouth and the promise in her eyes.

I felt myself climbing higher, the tension coiling tighter with each expert stroke of her tongue. When she slipped two fingers inside me while sucking gently on my clit, I nearly collapsed. Only her strong arm around my thigh kept me upright as she curved her fingers forward, finding that spot that made stars explode behind my eyelids.

“Don’t stop,” I pleaded, my voice barely recognizable. “Please, Abby, don’t—”

She hummed her agreement against me, doubling her efforts. The dual sensation of her fingers pumping inside me while her tongue worked magic against my clit was overwhelming. My thighs began to tremble, my breathing ragged as I hovered on the precipice.

“I’m close,” I gasped, unable to control the volume of my voice as the pressure built to an unbearable peak. “Abby, I’m—”

My words dissolved into a loud, desperate moan as Abby curled her fingers just right, her tongue flattening against my clit with perfect pressure. My hips bucked wildly against her face, seeking more contact, more friction, more of everything she was giving me.

The sound of footsteps in the hallway outside my apartment filtered through my pleasure-hazed mind. Someone was walking by. Mrs. Chen from 4B, judging by the distinctive click of her heels. Heat rushed to my face as I realized how loud I’d been, how thin these pre-war apartment walls were. I bit my lip, trying to stifle the sounds threatening to escape.

Abby noticed my sudden tension. She pulled back just enough to look up at me, her lips glistening, eyes dark with desire. “Someone out there?” she whispered, a wicked smile spreading across her face.

I nodded, mortified but still throbbing with need.

Instead of slowing down, Abby’s eyes flashed with renewed hunger. She pressed her mouth back against me with increased fervor, her fingers moving faster, deeper. The deliberate change in pace made it clear, she wasn’t just continuing despite the possibility of being overheard; she was intensifying her efforts because of it.

“Abby,” I hissed, trying to keep quiet, “someone might—”

She responded by sucking hard on my clit, curling her fingers in a way that made my protest dissolve into a cry that was definitely loud enough to carry through the door. My embarrassment mingled with arousal as Abby hummed appreciatively against me, clearly turned on by my inability to stay silent.

“Let them hear how good I make you feel,” she murmured against my flesh, her breath hot and teasing. “I want to hear you, Kate. Don’t hold back.”

The commanding tone in her voice broke something loose inside me. When she resumed her ministrations with renewed intensity, I surrendered to the pleasure, no longer trying to muffle my reactions. My moans echoed in the entryway as she drove me higher, her name falling from my lips like a prayer.

The footsteps outside paused briefly before continuing down the hall. The knowledge that someone had definitely heard us sent a forbidden thrill through me that, combined with Abby’s relentless attention, pushed me over the edge. My orgasm hit with shocking intensity, my entire body tensing as waves of pleasure crashed through me. I cried out Abby’s name, not caring who heard, my fingers tangled in her hair as my hips jerked against her face.

She stayed with me through every aftershock, gentling her touch but not stopping completely until I tugged weakly at her hair, too sensitive for more. Only then did she slowly withdraw her fingers and press a soft kiss against my outer lips.

My legs trembled uncontrollably, the stilettos suddenly feeling like I was balancing on toothpicks. The wall no longer provided enough support as pleasure continued to ripple through me in diminishing waves. I slid down, ungraceful but uncaring, until I was eye-level with Abby, her smug expression doing nothing to hide the raw vulnerability in her gaze.

“Come here,” I whispered, reaching for her.

I took her face between my palms, thumbs brushing across her cheekbones, feeling the slight dampness there, evidence of what she’d just done to me. The tenderness that washed over me was almost as overwhelming as the orgasm had been. I kissed her deeply, tasting myself on her lips, pouring everything I couldn’t say into the connection between us.

This wasn’t just sex anymore. It never had been.
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The realization hit me with perfect clarity as our lips moved together. I pulled back just enough to look into her eyes, finding my own emotions reflected there.

Sudden determination flooded through me. I wanted more—all of her—and not against my apartment wall with neighbors potentially listening.

“Up,” I commanded, my voice surprisingly steady as I pushed myself to my feet and tugged her with me. “Bedroom. Now.”

Abby’s eyebrows shot up, clearly surprised by my sudden assertiveness, but her lips curved into that smile that had always made my heart race.

“Yes ma’am,” she murmured, allowing me to pull her down the hallway.

I kicked the door shut behind us and pushed her backward until her knees hit the edge of my bed. She sat with a soft thump, looking up at me with naked desire.

“Take off your pants,” I said, reaching behind myself to unzip my dress. “I want to see all of you.”

Abby complied immediately, standing to unfasten her belt and slide the tailored slacks down her legs. The sight of her in nothing but black lace panties and a matching bra made my mouth go dry. How had I ever convinced myself this was casual?

“Your turn,” she said softly.

I let my dress fall to the floor, standing before her in nothing but my heels. Abby’s sharp intake of breath was all the validation I needed.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered, reaching for me.

I stepped between her legs, placing my hands on her shoulders. “I’m not,” I said quietly. “But when you look at me like that, I feel like I could be.”

Without breaking eye contact, I stepped between her legs and reached behind her. My fingers found the clasp of her bra, unhooking it with surprising dexterity. The straps slid down her shoulders as I pulled it away, revealing her perfect breasts.

I took one nipple into my mouth, circling it with my tongue before sucking gently. Abby’s sharp intake of breath sent a thrill through me. Her hands found my hair, fingers tangling in the strands as I moved to her other breast, lavishing it with the same attention.

“Kate,” she breathed, my name a broken sound on her lips.

I hummed against her skin, enjoying the way her body responded to me, the goosebumps rising along her arms, the way her back arched to press herself more firmly against my mouth. I traced the curve beneath her breast with my tongue, savoring the salt of her skin, the subtle perfume that clung to her.

Her quiet moans fueled my confidence. I slid my hands down her sides, hooking my fingers into the waistband of her panties. She lifted her hips without hesitation, allowing me to pull them down her legs.

“Lie back,” I murmured, guiding her with gentle pressure against her shoulders.

Abby reclined onto the mattress, her dark hair fanning out across my pillows, her body completely bare before me. The sight of her—vulnerable, wanting, trusting—made my heart constrict. I climbed onto the bed beside her, my hand trailing up her thigh.

“I’ve never wanted anyone the way I want you,” I confessed, my voice barely audible even in the quiet room.

Her eyes softened. “I’ve been yours since that first night, Kate. Maybe even before that.”

The admission hung between us, heavy with meaning. I leaned down to kiss her, pouring everything I felt into it. Desire, yes, but something deeper too. Something that had been growing between us for longer than either of us had been willing to admit.

When I pulled back, Abby’s eyes were shining. She reached up to touch my face, her thumb tracing my lower lip with such tenderness that my breath caught.

I shifted my position, stretching out beside her on the bed. Our faces were inches apart as my hand drifted down her body, fingertips ghosting over her stomach, feeling the muscles tense beneath my touch. When I reached between her thighs, I found her already slick with desire.

“God, you’re so wet,” I whispered, circling her entrance with one finger, gathering her arousal.

Abby’s eyes fluttered closed, her lips parting on a soft exhale. “Only for you.”

I moved my finger upward, barely grazing her clit, watching as her breath stopped. There was something intoxicating about seeing her like this. My confident, sarcastic best friend rendered speechless by my touch. I took my time exploring her, learning the geography of her pleasure with deliberate patience.

“Look at me,” I murmured.

Her eyes opened, dark and hazy with desire. I maintained that eye contact as I slowly slid one finger inside her, curling it slightly. The way her pupils dilated, the flush spreading across her chest, it was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

“More,” she breathed, her hips rising slightly.

I shook my head, smiling. “Not yet.”

I withdrew almost completely before pushing back in, establishing a languid rhythm that had her breathing growing more ragged. When I added a second finger, her lips formed a perfect ‘O’, though no sound emerged. The intimacy of watching her face as pleasure washed through her was overwhelming.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” I told her, my voice thick with emotion. “I could watch you forever.”

Her hand clutched at my shoulder, nails digging in slightly as I curled my fingers forward, finding that spot that made her gasp. Still, I kept my pace unhurried, savoring each reaction, each subtle change in her expression.

“Kate,” she moaned, her back arching slightly. “Please…”

“Please what?” I asked, pressing my thumb lightly against her clit as my fingers continued their slow exploration.

“Faster,” she begged, her hips trying to set a more urgent pace.

I pressed a kiss to her shoulder, her collarbone, the curve of her breast. “Not yet. I want to remember every second of this.”

The sound she made was somewhere between frustration and surrender. Her thighs trembled as I continued my gentle torment, bringing her to the edge before easing back, learning exactly how to play her body like an instrument.

When I finally pressed my thumb more firmly against her clit, circling it in time with the movement of my fingers, her entire body tensed. I watched in awe as pleasure transformed her features. Her eyes squeezing shut, her mouth falling open on a silent cry that gradually became a low, keening moan.

I shift my position to gain more leverage, withdrawing my fingers almost completely before pressing them back into her warmth with deliberate slowness. The way her inner walls clench around me sends heat spiraling through my own body.

“Is this what you need?” I whisper, watching her face intently.

Abby’s eyes lock with mine, half-lidded and desperate. Her hips rise to meet each languid thrust, trying to deepen the contact, to speed the rhythm. I resist, maintaining the torturous pace.

“Kate,” she gasps, fingers twisting in the sheets. “Please, faster.”

I smile, feeling a rush of power as I curl my fingers just enough to brush that spot inside her that makes her whole body jerk. “But you look so beautiful like this,” I murmur, “desperate for me.”

Her back arches off the bed, her body begging for what my words deny. I can feel her pulse quickening around my fingers, see the flush spreading across her chest. Still, I keep my movements measured, savoring each whimper, each frustrated groan.

“I hate you,” she breathes, no conviction behind the words as her hips buck wildly against my hand.

“No, you don’t.” I lean down to capture one nipple between my lips, sucking gently as my fingers continue their unhurried exploration.

Her hands find my hair, tugging almost painfully as she tries to guide me, control me, speed me up. I resist, pulling back to watch her face contort with pleasure and frustration.

“I need—” she starts, the words dissolving into a moan as I press my thumb against her clit.

“I know exactly what you need,” I whisper, keeping my strokes deep but slow. “And I’ll give it to you. Eventually.”

Abby’s eyes flash with something between defiance and surrender. Her hips work frantically against my hand, seeking a rhythm I refuse to match. There’s something intoxicating about this—watching my always-in-control best friend coming undone beneath me, because of me.

“Please,” she finally whispers, the word breaking in her throat. “Kate, you’re driving me insane.”

The vulnerability in her voice hits me somewhere deep. I press my forehead against hers, maintaining eye contact as I finally increase the pace, just slightly.

“Like this?” I ask, my voice husky with my own desire.

She nods frantically, her breathing ragged. “Yes, God, yes.”

I can feel her tightening around my fingers, her body trembling on the edge. I curl my fingers more deliberately now, finding that perfect spot with each thrust while my thumb circles her clit with increasing pressure.

“Yes,” Abby hisses, suddenly bucking her hips with renewed urgency. “Right there.”

The control I thought I had slips away as she writhes against my hand, chasing her pleasure with single-minded determination. Her movements become more frantic, more desperate, her breathing shallow and quick.

Without warning, she grabs my wrist and pushes me onto my back. In one fluid motion, she straddles my hand, her thighs bracketing mine as she positions herself above my fingers.

“My turn,” she says, voice ragged with need.

She sinks down, taking my fingers deeper than before, a low moan escaping her lips. The sight of her above me—head thrown back, breasts rising and falling with each labored breath—steals the air from my lungs. She begins to move, setting her own pace now, using my hand exactly how she wants it.

“God, you feel so good,” I whisper, mesmerized by the way she rides my fingers, how her body undulates with each downward thrust.

Abby’s eyes lock with mine, dark and intense. Her hands find my shoulders, nails digging in as she grinds against my palm. There’s something primal in her movements now, all pretense gone as she chases her release.

I curl my wrist slightly, aligning my hand perfectly with her movements, and slowly press a third finger against her entrance. Abby’s eyes widen as she feels the additional pressure.

“Think you can take another?” I ask, my voice low and teasing.

She nods frantically, slowing her movements just enough to adjust. As my third finger slides inside her, stretching her further, a primal growl erupts from deep in her throat. The sound sends electricity racing through me.

“Fuck,” she gasps, her hips working faster now, taking all three fingers deeper with each downward thrust.

“That’s it,” I encourage, watching her face transform with pleasure. “Show me how much you want it.”

Abby’s rhythm grows more frantic, her body shuddering as she rides my hand with renewed intensity. Her thighs tremble with exertion, the muscles in her stomach tightening with each movement.

“You look so fucking hot right now,” I whisper, my free hand sliding up to cup one bouncing breast. “Taking everything I give you, desperate for more.”

A whimper escapes her lips. Vulnerable, needy, nothing like the confident woman who’d walked into my apartment tonight. She grinds down harder, chasing her pleasure with single-minded focus.

“Is this what you wanted all along?” I ask, curling my fingers inside her. “To fuck yourself on my hand while I watch?”

Her only response is another desperate whimper as her movements become erratic. I can feel her tightening around my fingers, her inner walls pulsing as she approaches the edge.

“Cum for me,” I command, pressing my thumb firmly against her clit. “Let me feel you cum on my fingers.”

Abby’s entire body goes rigid, her back arching impossibly as the orgasm crashes through her. She cries out my name, the sound raw and broken, her hips still working against my hand as she rides out the waves of pleasure.

I keep my fingers moving, gentling my touch but not stopping completely, drawing out her climax until she collapses against me, trembling and breathless.

For a long moment, we lie tangled together, her face pressed against my neck, her breath hot against my skin. I can feel her heart racing, gradually slowing as she comes back to herself.

When she finally lifts her head to look at me, her eyes are soft, vulnerable in a way I’ve rarely seen.

“That was…” she starts, then shakes her head, apparently unable to find the right words.

I smile, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. “Yeah. It was.”

She shifts slightly, allowing me to withdraw my hand. The loss of connection makes her shiver. I wrap my arms around her, pulling her closer, savoring the weight of her body against mine.

We lay there for several minutes as Abby’s breathing slowly steadied. Her weight against me felt perfect, like she was meant to be there, her body molded to mine. When the last tremors subsided, she lifted her head, meeting my gaze with eyes still dark but now filled with something that made my heart stutter.

“Oh,” she whispered, the single syllable carrying a weight I’d never heard before.

A small whimper escaped her as another aftershock rippled through her. She squirmed against me, sensitive and vulnerable in a way that made my chest ache with tenderness. When she finally stilled, her eyes found mine again, wide and unguarded.

I couldn’t breathe. The raw emotion in her expression hit me like a physical force. Gone was the cocky smirk, the teasing confidence. In its place was something so open, so undefended that I felt myself falling into it.

She reached up, her fingers trembling slightly as they traced my cheekbone. I turned my face into her touch, pressing a soft kiss to her palm.

Abby pulled me closer, our lips meeting in a kiss unlike any we’d shared before. It wasn’t hungry or desperate or playful. It was achingly tender, almost reverent, like she was trying to tell me something words couldn’t express.

I wrapped my arms around her, holding her against me as if she might disappear. Her skin was warm, still slightly damp with exertion, her heartbeat a steady rhythm against my chest.

“Kate,” she whispered against my lips, her voice so soft I almost missed it. “I love you.”

The words hung in the air between us, fragile and enormous. I pulled back just enough to see her face, searching her eyes for any hint of uncertainty or regret.

“Do you mean that?” I asked, my voice catching. “Really mean it?”

She nodded, a small, vulnerable smile touching her lips. “I’ve been in love with you for so long I don’t remember what it’s like not to be.”

Something broke open inside me, a dam I hadn’t even known was there. All the feelings I’d been trying to contain, to rationalize, to dismiss as just physical attraction or friendship confusion came rushing forward at once.

“I love you too,” I whispered back, the words feeling both terrifying and inevitable. “God, Abby, I love you so much.”

Relief flooded her expression, followed by a joy so bright it transformed her entire face. She kissed me again, deeper this time, her hands cradling my face like I was something precious.

“Say it again,” she murmured against my lips.

“I love you,” I repeated, the words coming easier now, like they’d been waiting to be spoken. “I think I’ve loved you for years.”

She laughed, the sound bubbling up between us, full of wonder and disbelief. “We’re idiots, aren’t we? All this time…”

“Complete idiots. Gay idiots, apparently.”

Abby snorted, the sound so unexpected it made me giggle too.

“Gay idiots,” she repeated, rolling onto her back and pulling me with her. “That’s actually the perfect description. My God, we’ve been sleeping together for months and it took a fancy dinner for us to admit we’re in love.”

I nestled against her shoulder, tracing lazy patterns on her stomach. “In our defense, it was complicated. There’s a lot at stake.”

“Speaking of complicated…” Abby’s voice turned thoughtful. “What are we going to tell people? Like, our friends? Our parents?”

The question hung in the air. I hadn’t even considered the ripple effect this would have.

“Oh god,” I groaned. “My mom is going to be so smug. She’s been asking about you for years. ‘How’s Abby? Is Abby seeing anyone? You two spend so much time together.’”

Abby’s chest shook with silent laughter. “My dad will probably just say ‘about damn time’ and go back to his crossword puzzle.”

We fell silent for a moment, the reality of what this meant settling over us. This wasn’t just about us anymore. There would be explanations, questions, adjustments.

“Maybe…” I started, tracing patterns on her stomach. “Maybe we don’t have to tell everyone right away.”

Abby tilted her head, studying my face. “You want to keep it secret?”

“Not secret exactly,” I clarified. “Just… ours. For a little while. While we figure out what this is.”

She nodded slowly, understanding dawning in her eyes. “I like that. Just us, no pressure, no explanations.”

“No twenty questions from my sister about our sex life,” I added, making her laugh again.

“God, your sister would be relentless.”

I leaned down to kiss her softly. “We have time. There’s no rush.”

“No rush,” she agreed, pulling me closer. “Though I should warn you, I’m terrible at keeping secrets. Especially good ones.”

“We’ll manage,” I murmured against her lips. “As long as you don’t start making out with me at brunch next week.”

“No promises,” she whispered, her smile evident in her voice.

We lay there for what felt like hours, talking and laughing and touching, mapping out this new territory between us. The weight of her body against mine felt like coming home to a place I hadn’t known I was missing.

Outside, the city continued its nighttime symphony. Distant sirens, the occasional car horn, the hum of lives being lived in all the apartments surrounding mine. But in here, wrapped in Abby’s arms, nothing existed beyond the two of us and this perfect, stolen moment.

“Stay the night?” I asked, knowing it was a silly question. She’d stayed over countless times before.

“Try and make me leave,” she replied, pulling the blanket over both of us.

I smiled into her shoulder, letting her warmth seep into every inch of me. We drifted into silence, the kind that only happens when everything important’s already been said. Her fingers traced lazy circles on my back, my leg hooked around hers like we’d done this forever, but now it meant something. Something big. Something terrifying. And beautiful. I didn’t know where we’d go from here or what we’d call it, but I knew this much: I didn’t want to go back. Not to pretending, not to boundaries, not to being just friends. I had Abby, right here, wrapped around me like a secret finally spoken out loud. 

And for the first time in a long time, I felt like I was exactly where I was supposed to be.
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          First Time Lesbian Summer Camp
        

        

        
          
            
              https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F9416C5X
            
          

        

        
          
            Ava and Zoe have been thick as thieves since forever, but life got messy. Zoe got married, Ava got lost in her own world, and suddenly they weren’t talking anymore. Now Zoe’s freshly divorced and they’re back together for one adults-only weekend at their childhood summer camp.

Ava’s here for the nostalgia and a fun girls’ trip. Instead, Zoe’s glances feel like invitations or maybe Ava just wants to believe they are.

When Zoe makes a move that turns everything upside down, Ava has to decide if risking their friendship is worth all the heat and hunger that’s been waiting to explode.

A weekend of campfires, late-night dares, and a crush that won’t quit. Sometimes the best stories start with the friends you thought you knew.
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          Broken by the Lesbian Dominatrix
        

        

        
          
            
              https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F85RCWSQ
            
          

        

        
          
            Lily’s been the quiet girl her whole life; shy, closeted, and terrified of what she really wants. Her nights are filled with locked doors, drawn blinds, and late-night searches for videos that make her ache in all the wrong places.

Until one click leads her to Mistress Dita, a woman who promises no judgment, no labels… just raw, unapologetic pleasure.
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          Lesbian Awakening at the Office
        

        

        
          
            
              https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FFNFYRHC
            
          

        

        
          
            Leslie is young, eager, and in way over her head at her first corporate job. The deadlines are brutal, the expectations impossible, and the only thing more dangerous than failing is the woman watching her every move.

Diane is older. Confident. Unshakable. She doesn’t play nice, doesn’t explain herself, and definitely doesn’t hide the way she looks at Leslie when no one else is around.

One late night, the tension finally snaps.

What follows is raw, filthy, and nothing like Leslie ever expected. It’s not romance. It’s not sweet. It’s the kind of encounter that leaves her legs shaking and her mind wrecked. The kind she’ll think about every time she sees Diane across the office pretending like nothing ever happened.
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