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Chapter One

The dorm room felt smaller tonight, the air heavy with the remnants of my tears and the faint vanilla scent from Shana's lotion. Posters of indie bands peeled at the edges on our shared walls, and the single lamp cast a soft glow over our unmade beds pushed against opposite sides. 

I'd just spilled everything about Jake—how he'd cheated, how it shattered me—and now I sat cross-legged on my bed, knees drawn up, while Shana perched beside me, her petite frame close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her body. 

She reached for my hand, her fingers small but firm as they wrapped around mine. The warmth seeped into my skin, chasing away the chill of heartbreak. 

'Kim, you're better off without him,' she murmured, her voice a gentle rumble that vibrated through our joined hands. 

I nodded, but my throat tightened, words failing me as I stared at our intertwined fingers. Her nails were painted a soft pink, chipped from whatever she'd been doing earlier, and I couldn't stop noticing how perfectly they fit against my palm. 

We'd been like this for what felt like hours, the conversation dipping into the raw edges of my pain. 'He never listened, you know? Like I was just... there,' I whispered, my voice cracking. 

Shana squeezed my hand tighter, her bright eyes locking onto mine. 'But I do. I always have. You're not just there to me, Kim. You're everything.' Her words hung between us, low and caring, wrapping around my chest like a too-tight embrace. 

The room seemed to shrink further, the tension thickening with every breath we shared. I could hear the distant hum of the campus outside, but in here, it was just us—her steady gaze pulling me in, making my pulse quicken in a way that had nothing to do with Jake. 

As she spoke, her eyes flickered downward, lingering on my lips. I froze, my heart pounding hard against my ribs, a confusing rush flooding through me. 

Were her pupils dilating? Or was it the light playing tricks? My mouth parted slightly, dry and tingling under her stare, and I felt a flush creep up my neck. Shana's lips were full, naturally pink, and I wondered, unbidden, what they might feel like pressed against mine—not as friends, but something more. 

The thought hit me like a spark, hot and forbidden, and I blinked it away, focusing on the ache in my chest from the breakup instead. 

She shifted closer, her knee brushing mine, sending a jolt up my thigh. 

'Tell me what you need right now,' she said softly, her breath warm against my cheek. I swallowed, my free hand twisting the hem of my tank top, the thin fabric clinging to my curves from the earlier sweat of crying. 

'Just... this. You being here.' But even as I said it, my body betrayed me, nipples hardening against the cotton, a subtle throb building low in my belly. Shana's presence was overwhelming—her brunette hair falling in loose waves over her shoulders, the way her tank top hugged her small breasts, rising and falling with each breath. 

Her hand released mine, only to move to my face. She brushed a strand of my blonde hair back, her fingers lingering at the nape of my neck, tracing the sensitive skin there with a feather-light touch. 

Electricity shot down my spine, pooling as heat between my legs. I denied it fiercely in my mind—this was Shana, my best friend since freshman orientation, the one who'd held my hair back during hangovers and shared secrets under the covers. 

But her touch stirred something deeper, a curiosity I'd buried under layers of straight assumptions and guy crushes. Her thumb grazed my jawline, tilting my chin up, and our eyes met again, hers searching, vulnerable. 

'I hate seeing you hurt,' she confessed, her voice barely above a whisper, fingers still resting against my skin. The intimacy of it all made my breath hitch, my soft skin prickling with awareness. 

I could smell her—clean soap mixed with that vanilla, intoxicating up close. My heart hammered, confusion swirling with an undeniable pull toward her warmth, her tenderness. Part of me wanted to lean in, to test the waters with a brush of lips or a deeper hold, but fear clamped down. We're friends, I reminded myself, nothing more. 

Yet the desire simmered beneath my skin, a quiet fire that refused to extinguish, making every lingering touch feel like a promise of what might come if I let go. 

She didn't pull away, her hand sliding down to rest on my shoulder, thumb circling slowly. 'We can stay like this all night,' she offered, her eyes holding mine with an intensity that made my core clench. 

I nodded, words escaping me, the tension coiling tighter, leaving me breathless and aching for... something I wasn't ready to name. 


Chapter Two

We did stay like that all night, our bodies pressed close on my narrow dorm bed, Shana's arm draped over my waist, her breath steady against my neck. 

No words passed between us after that, just the quiet rhythm of our breathing syncing up, her warmth seeping into me like a balm. 

I lay there, staring at the ceiling cracks, my mind a whirlwind of confusion—her fingers occasionally twitching against my hip, sending tiny sparks through my skin. 

My body hummed with unspoken want, nipples still peaked under my tank top, a dull ache pulsing between my thighs, but I clamped down on it, forcing thoughts of friendship to the forefront. 

She was my rock, not some fleeting crush. Sleep came eventually, fitful and filled with dreams of soft lips and tangled limbs, but morning light filtered through the blinds without any lines crossed, leaving the tension coiled tight inside me. 

The next day blurred into a rush of packing and travel. Shana's cousin's wedding was in her hometown, a three-hour drive that we split with playlists of old songs from high school, laughing over lyrics that now felt loaded with new meaning. 

Her hand brushed mine on the gear shift once, lingering just a second too long, and I felt that flush again, heat creeping up my chest. But we kept it light—talking about the ceremony, the family drama we'd avoid, anything to sidestep the elephant in the car. 

By the time we pulled up to her parents' house, a cozy two-story with a wraparound porch and blooming flower beds, the sun was dipping low, casting everything in golden hues. 

Shana's mom greeted us at the door with hugs and chatter, her eyes crinkling as she looked between us. 

'You two are sharing Shana's old room, of course—plenty of space for besties!' I forced a smile, ignoring the way my stomach flipped at the word 'sharing.' Up the stairs we went, Shana leading with her duffel slung over her shoulder, her ass swaying in those tight jeans that hugged her petite curves. 

The bedroom door creaked open to a blast of nostalgia: posters of boy bands faded on the walls, a twin bed piled with quilts, a desk cluttered with dusty trophies from her soccer days. 

The air smelled like aged wood and faint lavender from some long-forgotten sachet. One window overlooked the backyard, where string lights twinkled faintly in the dusk. 

We dropped our bags and sank onto the bed, the mattress dipping under our weight. My curvy frame settled against the pillows, blonde hair spilling over my shoulders, while Shana kicked off her shoes and stretched out beside me, her tank top riding up to reveal a sliver of smooth, tanned stomach. 

The room felt intimate, smaller than the dorm, like stepping back into a time when things were simpler—before breakups and confusing stirrings. 

'Remember when we'd sneak in here during sleepovers?' she said, propping on an elbow, her bright eyes sparkling. 'Talking till dawn about boys who didn't deserve us.' 

I laughed, the sound lighter than it had been in days, Jake's betrayal already fading like a bad dream. 'Yeah, and you'd always steal the covers.' Our knees touched, skin warm through my shorts, and I didn't pull away. 

The conversation flowed easy at first—wedding outfits, family gossip—but it shifted, turning sensual without warning, like the air thickening around us. 

'You looked amazing today in the car,' she murmured, her voice dropping low, fingers idly tracing the quilt's pattern near my thigh. 'That sundress... it hugs you just right.' 

Heat bloomed in my cheeks, spreading downward, my soft skin prickling. I met her gaze, forgetting the ache of my breakup entirely; it was distant now, replaced by this pull toward her. 

'You too. Those jeans... they show off your legs.' The words slipped out, bolder than I meant, and her lips parted slightly, a soft inhale escaping. We were inches apart, the bed creaking faintly as she shifted closer, her breath mingling with mine—warm, carrying that vanilla scent that made my head spin. 

'Tell me about what you really want, Kim,' she whispered, her hand lifting to brush my hair back, fingers threading through the blonde strands with deliberate slowness. They lingered at my temple, then trailed down to cup my cheek, thumb stroking my jaw. 

My heart raced, pulse throbbing in my neck, a fresh wave of wetness gathering between my legs as her touch ignited nerves I hadn't acknowledged. Our eyes locked, hers dark with something raw and vulnerable, mirroring the desire rising in me like a tide. 

I could see the flush on her chest, the way her small breasts strained against her top, nipples faintly visible through the fabric. 

'I... I don't know anymore,' I admitted, voice husky, leaning into her palm despite myself. Emotional walls cracked open—heartbreak giving way to this tenderness, this curiosity about her body pressed so near. 

Her fingers continued their path, tucking another strand behind my ear, grazing the shell in a way that sent shivers down my spine. 

The room's quiet amplified everything: the soft rustle of sheets, our quickened breaths, the distant hum of wedding prep downstairs. 

Desire built, thick and electric, my core clenching with need, but we hovered there, gazes intense, unspoken promises hanging in the lavender-scented air. 

She didn't stop, her hand sliding to the nape of my neck, massaging gently, pulling me a fraction closer. 'Whatever it is, I'm here,' she breathed, lips so near I felt their warmth, my mouth watering at the thought of closing the gap. 

Vulnerability poured from her eyes, mixing with the heat, and I felt exposed, alive, the friendship we'd always known bending under the weight of something deeper, hotter. My hand trembled as it rested on her thigh, fingers digging in slightly, testing, the tension coiling tighter, begging to snap. 


Chapter Three

I leaned in closer, the space between us shrinking to nothing, our breaths mingling in the warm air of the room. Shana's vanilla scent wrapped around me, intoxicating, pulling me under as my heart hammered against my ribs. 

Her fingers, still at the nape of my neck, began tracing slow, deliberate circles on my arm, the touch light but electric, sending goosebumps racing across my skin. Each swirl ignited a spark, traveling straight to my core, where the ache had grown insistent, my panties damp against my folds. 

I felt exposed, vulnerable, but in her gaze, there was only acceptance—no judgment, just this shared hunger that had simmered for so long. 

The room felt charged, like the air before a storm, heavy with the weight of everything we'd held back. My mind raced with fragments of our history—sleepovers, secrets whispered in the dark—but now it all twisted into something new, something that made my chest tighten with both fear and longing. 

I let my guard down then, the walls I'd built around my heartbreak crumbling under her tenderness. 'Shana,' I whispered, my voice barely audible, laced with the emotion I'd buried deep. 

Her eyes softened, bright and searching, and she closed the gap. Our lips met softly, tentative at first, like testing fragile glass. The kiss bloomed slowly, her mouth warm and yielding against mine, tasting faintly of the mint gum she'd chewed earlier. 

I sighed into it, my hand sliding up her thigh to her hip, gripping the denim there as a rush of heat flooded me. It was gentle, exploratory, our tongues brushing lightly in a dance that spoke of curiosity and care. 

No rush, just the delicate line between friendship and this intimate pull, blurring with every shared breath. My nipples hardened further, pressing against my bra, and I shifted closer, my curvy body molding to her petite frame, the contact sending a throb through my pussy. 

Emotions swirled—relief from the breakup's shadow, confusion at this awakening desire for her, but mostly a deep affection that made my eyes sting. 

She'd always been there, my constant, and now her lips on mine felt like coming home, only hotter, more alive. I parted my lips wider, inviting her in, and she responded with a soft hum, her free hand sliding to my waist. She pulled me closer, fingers splaying over the curve of my hip, bunching the fabric of my shorts as heat rose fast between us. 

My skin flushed, a low moan escaping me as her touch dipped lower, grazing the edge of my ass, making my clit pulse with need. The kiss deepened, tongues tangling now, wet and insistent, the sound of our soft breaths filling the room like a secret melody. 

I felt her body respond too—her small breasts pressing against mine, the hard peaks of her nipples evident through our tops, her thigh slipping between my legs, brushing my inner thigh in a way that made me gasp. 

Vulnerability hit me hard; this was Shana, my best friend, and yet the way she kissed me, tender but hungry, unlocked something raw inside. Tears pricked my eyes from the intensity, the emotional flood mixing with the physical spark, my heart aching with how much I wanted this—wanted her—to heal the cracks Jake had left. 

Her hand ventured bolder, slipping under the hem of my shirt to caress the bare skin of my waist, thumb circling my navel in lazy patterns that mirrored the ones on my arm. 

I arched into her, my own fingers threading into her dark hair, tugging gently as the kiss grew more urgent, lips swollen and slick. The lavender scent mingled with our arousal, a musky undercurrent that made my head spin. 

I could feel the wetness soaking through my panties, my pussy clenching emptily, craving more of her touch, more of this connection that felt both forbidden and inevitable. 

Then, a sudden knock shattered the haze—sharp and insistent against the door. We froze, lips still brushing, breaths ragged. Shana pulled back first, her eyes wide with surprise but dark with unresolved desire. 

She cleared her throat, voice steady despite the flush on her cheeks. 'Yeah? What is it?' 

Her mom's voice filtered through the wood, cheerful and oblivious. 

'Girls, just checking if you want any snacks before bed? I made some cookies—wedding stress and all!' 

Shana glanced at me, a quick, heated look that promised we weren't done, then called back swiftly, 

'No, thanks, Mom. We're good—heading to sleep soon.' The words were casual, but her tone held an edge, the interruption hanging like a taut wire between us. 

Footsteps retreated down the hall, the door handle rattling faintly as if to confirm, but we stayed silent, bodies still close on the bed. Shana's hand lingered on my waist, fingers flexing possessively, while mine rested on her thigh, thumb stroking the seam of her jeans. 

Our gazes locked, breaths heavy and uneven, the air thicker now with frustration and want. My lips tingled from the kiss, my body humming with unspent energy, core throbbing insistently. 

She bit her lower lip, eyes tracing my mouth, and I knew the moment was paused, but far from over—the tension coiled tighter, electric and alive, waiting for the world to leave us alone again. 


Chapter Four

The door's echo faded, but the interruption clung to the air like a stubborn fog, leaving Shana and me suspended in that charged limbo. We pulled apart just enough to lie back on the bed, the old mattress creaking under our weight as we stared up at the ceiling fan's lazy spin. 

The room was dim, lit only by the sliver of moonlight sneaking through the curtains, casting soft shadows over the posters from Shana's teenage years—faded bands and movie stars that now felt like relics of a simpler time. 

My body buzzed with unfinished business, my skin still tingling from her touch, pussy aching with a dull throb that sleep wouldn't touch. I shifted under the thin sheet, my curvy hips brushing against her leg, and she didn't pull away. 

Instead, her hand found mine in the dark, fingers intertwining with a quiet possessiveness that made my heart stutter. 

We tried to settle, breaths slowing to mimic sleep, but the tension was a living thing between us, coiling tighter with every restless toss. My mind replayed the kiss on loop—the soft give of her lips, the way her tongue had teased mine, stirring a heat that pooled low in my belly. 

Jake's betrayal felt distant now, overshadowed by this confusing pull toward Shana, my best friend, the one person who'd never let me down. But what if this changed everything? 

The fear gnawed at me, mixing with the desire that kept my nipples pebbled against my tank top, my thighs pressing together to ease the slick need building there. 

Minutes stretched into what felt like hours, the quiet broken only by the distant hum of crickets outside and our uneven breathing. Shana's petite frame was rigid beside me, her chest rising and falling too quickly for true rest. 

Finally, she broke the silence, her voice soft and raw, like it had been scraped bare. 

'Kimmy, I... I can't sleep. That kiss—it's got my head spinning.' She turned toward me, propping herself on an elbow, her bright eyes catching the moonlight, vulnerable in a way that twisted something deep in my chest. 

I mirrored her, facing her in the narrow space, our knees brushing under the sheet. 

'Me neither,' I admitted, my voice a whisper laced with the emotion churning inside—relief, fear, a budding hope that scared me as much as it thrilled. 'What was that, Shana? I mean, we've been friends forever, but tonight...' 

She swallowed, her free hand reaching out to trace the line of my jaw, the touch feather-light but igniting sparks along my skin. Her thumb lingered on my lower lip, swollen from earlier, and I felt the warmth of her breath as she leaned closer. 

'It's always been there, hasn't it? For me, at least. Coming out... God, it was hell. Back in high school, I knew I liked girls, but telling my family? I hid it for so long, terrified they'd see me different. The first time I said it out loud—to my sister, of all people—she hugged me, but inside, I was shaking. Everyone thinks it's easy now, but the fear of losing people you love... it eats at you.' Her words trembled, raw honesty spilling out, and I saw the flicker of old pain in her eyes, the vulnerability she'd always kept tucked away behind her supportive smiles. 

My heart ached for her, for the girl who'd been my rock through everything, carrying her own secrets. I squeezed her hand, pulling it to my chest where she could feel my pulse racing. 

'Shana, I had no idea it was that hard for you. You've always seemed so strong.' Emotions welled up—gratitude for her trust, a fierce protectiveness that made me want to wrap her in my arms and never let go. 

But beneath it, the desire simmered, my body responding to her nearness, clit pulsing faintly as her scent filled the space between us. 

She nodded, a small, sad smile curving her lips before her expression shifted, eyes darkening with something deeper. 'It made me careful, you know? With feelings like this. But with you... it's different. Real.' 

The words hung there, heavy with implication, and my throat tightened. Heart pounding with a mix of hope and nerves, I forced the question out, voice barely above a breath. 'Do you... like me that way? Like, more than friends?' 

Her eyes widened for a split second, then softened with relief, a nod following as she closed the distance. 'Yeah, Kimmy. I do. Have for a while.' 

She pulled me close, her body aligning with mine, petite curves fitting against my fuller ones like puzzle pieces. Her lips crashed into mine, not tentative this time but deep and hungry, tongue sweeping in with sure intent. 

I moaned into her mouth, the sound muffled as our kiss turned fervent, wet slides of lips and tongues that tasted of shared secrets and longing. Her hand slid up my side, under my tank top to cup my breast, thumb brushing my hardened nipple through the lace of my bra, sending jolts straight to my core. 

My pussy clenched, wetness seeping as I arched into her, my own hand tangling in her dark hair, holding her there. 

The emotional weight hit me like a wave—her vulnerability mirroring mine, this confession bridging the gap we'd danced around for years. 

Tears pricked my eyes again, not from sadness but from the overwhelming rightness of it, the friendship evolving into something tender and heated. She broke the kiss just enough to speak, her breath trembling against my lips, hot and ragged. 

'What about you? Do you feel it too? For me?' 

Her question hung in the air, eyes searching mine with raw craving, her fingers still teasing my nipple, body pressed flush against me. My heart thundered, the answer bubbling up from that deep, honest place she'd unlocked. 

But as I opened my mouth to respond, the weight of it all—the wedding tomorrow, our families downstairs, the fragile newness of this—made the moment stretch, electric and unresolved, our bodies humming with anticipation for what I'd say next. 

Chapter Five

Yes,' I whispered, my voice trembling with the raw honesty that had been building inside me for what felt like forever. 'I feel it too, Shana. God, I do. More than I ever realized. 

When you kissed me earlier, it was like everything clicked—the way you've always been there, holding me up. I think I've been falling for you without even knowing it, scared to admit it because you're my best friend. 

But now... I want this. I want you.' The words spilled out, laced with hope and that vulnerable ache in my chest, tears blurring my vision as I searched her face. 

My heart hammered against my ribs, exposed and terrified, but the relief of saying it aloud washed over me, mixing with the heat still coiling low in my belly. 

Shana's eyes lit up, a soft smile breaking across her lips, tender and full of that emotional trust we'd built over years. 'Kimmy...' she breathed, her voice thick with feeling, before she pulled me closer, our bodies aligning under the sheet. 

Her lips crashed into mine with growing hunger, not soft this time but urgent, her tongue delving deep to tangle with mine in wet, heated strokes. I moaned into her mouth, the sound vibrating between us as I kissed her back just as fiercely, tasting the salt of my own tears on her lips. 

Her petite frame pressed against my curvy one, her small breasts flattening against mine, nipples hard points through our thin tops that sent sparks racing down my spine. 

Our hands moved with a mix of tenderness and passion, exploring the familiar yet suddenly new territory of each other's bodies. I slid my palm up her side, under her tank top to feel the smooth, warm skin of her waist, fingers tracing the dip of her hip before cupping her ass, squeezing the firm curve gently. 

She gasped against my mouth, her own hand roaming higher, pushing my top up to bare my stomach, then my breasts as she broke the kiss to trail her lips down my jaw. 'I've wanted to touch you like this for so long,' she murmured, voice husky with raw emotion, her breath hot on my skin. 

Her fingers deftly unhooked my bra, sliding it aside to expose my full breasts, thumbs circling my pebbled nipples in slow, teasing strokes that made me arch into her, a whimper escaping my throat. 

The emotional weight pressed down on us, heavy and sweet—years of friendship unfolding into this intimate vulnerability, our confessions stripping us bare. I felt tears slip down my cheeks again, but they were from the overwhelming connection, the way Shana's touch felt like home and fire all at once. My pussy throbbed with need, slick heat gathering between my thighs as I hooked a leg over hers, pulling her closer so our cores brushed through our shorts, the friction drawing a low groan from her. 'You feel so good,' I whispered, my hand slipping under her top to caress her smaller breasts, rolling her nipple between my fingers until she shuddered against me. 

Shana's mouth found my neck, lips pressing open-mouthed kisses along the sensitive column, sucking lightly at the pulse point that jumped under her tongue. Her teeth grazed the skin, not hard enough to mark but enough to make me gasp, my fingers digging into her back as waves of pleasure rippled through me. 'I love how you respond to me,' she said softly, her voice laced with that tender craving, eyes meeting mine for a moment filled with unspoken promises. Her hand trailed lower, fingers dancing over my stomach to the waistband of my shorts, dipping just inside to brush the edge of my panties, feeling the dampness there. I bucked my hips instinctively, chasing the touch, my clit aching for more as wetness soaked the fabric. 

We shifted, bodies entwining more fully on the narrow bed, legs tangling as I rolled us slightly so she was half beneath me, my curvy weight pinning her in the best way. Her bright eyes locked on mine, dark with desire but softened by the trust we shared, and I leaned down to capture her lips again, the kiss slower now but no less passionate, tongues sliding lazily as our hands continued their exploration. I pushed her top up fully, exposing her petite breasts to the cool air, and lowered my mouth to one nipple, sucking gently while my tongue flicked over the tight bud. Shana arched, a soft cry muffled against her hand, her free fingers threading through my blonde hair to hold me there. The taste of her skin—salty and warm—filled my mouth, heightening the emotional intimacy, like we were finally seeing each other without barriers. 

Her hand ventured bolder, slipping fully into my shorts to cup my pussy through my panties, fingers pressing against the wet folds in a slow circle that made my breath hitch. 'You're so wet for me,' she whispered, awe in her tone mixing with hunger, her own arousal evident in the way she ground against my thigh. I nodded, emotions raw as I mirrored her, my hand finding her core, rubbing over the damp cotton of her shorts to feel her heat. We moved together like that, touches tender yet insistent, building the passion without rushing, each stroke deepening our connection—the friendship we'd cherished evolving into lovers' territory, desire unfolding in gasps and whispers. 

The room felt smaller, charged with our shared breaths and the slick sounds of our fingers working each other, but the wedding loomed in the back of my mind, a reminder that this was just the beginning. Shana's free hand cupped my face, pulling me up for another kiss, her lips swollen and eager, as her fingers slipped under my panties to trace my bare slit, teasing my entrance with shallow dips that left me trembling on the edge.


Chapter Six

I shivered under Shana's touch, her fingers gliding along my slick folds with a gentleness that made my heart swell as much as my body ache. The teasing dips at my entrance sent jolts of pleasure through me, my pussy clenching around nothing, desperate for more. 

But even in this haze of need, the emotional pull between us grounded me—her eyes held mine, vulnerable and loving, like she'd been waiting for this moment as long as I had. ' 

'Shana,' I breathed, my voice thick with the weight of our confessions, 'I need to make you feel this too.' 

She nodded, a soft whimper escaping her lips as I shifted us, my hands trembling slightly with the mix of nerves and excitement. 

I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her shorts and panties, sliding them down her toned legs in one slow motion, exposing her completely. Her pussy was bare and glistening, the sight of her wetness making my own core throb harder. I paused for a second, taking her in—the way her bright eyes watched me with trust, her petite body arching slightly in invitation. 

This was us, friends turned lovers, crossing that fragile line with all the tenderness we'd always shared. 

My fingers traced her inner thigh first, light and reassuring, before dipping to her wet folds. She was so eager, her pussy slick and warm under my touch as I parted her gently, circling her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. 

Shana moaned, the sound low and raw, vibrating through the quiet room like a secret we'd finally unleashed. 'Kimmy... oh god, that feels...' Her words trailed off into a gasp as I pressed a finger inside her, feeling her walls flutter around me, hot and welcoming. 

Emotions swirled in my chest—relief that we'd admitted our feelings, joy at this deepening bond, and a fierce protectiveness for the girl who'd been my rock. I leaned down, my breath fanning over her skin, and she spread her legs wider, her hands clutching the sheets as if anchoring herself to the moment. 

'Please,' she whispered, voice trembling with vulnerability, 'taste me.' The plea hit me like a wave, stirring that emotional tension we'd danced around for so long. I lowered my mouth to her, tongue flicking out to lick her slick folds, savoring the tangy sweetness of her arousal. 

She tasted like desire and home, and I lapped at her slowly, tracing every inch, my finger still pumping in and out in a rhythm that matched her quickening breaths. 

Shana's hips bucked against my face, her moans growing louder, more urgent, but laced with that soft affection we'd built our friendship on. 

'I love you like this,' I murmured against her pussy, the words slipping out unfiltered, my free hand reaching up to intertwine with hers. She squeezed back, tears glistening in her eyes—not from pain, but from the overwhelming connection. 

Our bodies pressed closer, skin flushing hot where we touched, and I added a second finger, fucking her slow and deep, curling them to hit that spot inside that made her cry out. 

The wet sounds of my fingers moving in her filled the room, mingling with her gasps and my own muffled hums of pleasure. 

She started riding my hand then, her hips moving faster, grinding down as pleasure flooded her features—cheeks pink, lips parted in ecstasy. 

'Don't stop... Kimmy, I'm so close,' she panted, her voice raw with the emotional release we'd both craved. I sucked her clit gently, my tongue swirling as my fingers thrust deeper, feeling her tighten around me. 

The trust in her eyes, the way she let go completely, made my heart ache with love. This wasn't just physical; it was years of unspoken longing unfolding, our vulnerabilities laid bare in every moan and touch. 

We shifted again, desperate for more contact, shedding the last of our clothes until we were skin to skin—my curvy frame draped over her petite one, breasts pressing together, nipples grazing in sparks of sensation. 

I slid my thigh between her legs, rubbing against her soaked pussy while she mirrored me, her leg pressing into my core. Our lips met in a deep kiss, tongues tangling with the same hunger that fueled our bodies, tasting each other fully now—salty skin and shared arousal. 

'I've wanted you forever,' she confessed between kisses, her breath hot and trembling against my mouth, fingers digging into my back as we rocked together. 

The friction built fast, my clit throbbing against her thigh as hers ground against mine, slick and urgent. 

I reached down, guiding my fingers back to her pussy while she did the same to me, our hands working in tandem—fucking each other with slow, deep strokes that synced our rhythms. 

Pleasure coiled tight in my belly, emotions crashing over me like a tide: the heartbreak from my ex fading into this beautiful truth, our friendship evolving into something profound and passionate. 

'Come with me,' I whispered, our foreheads touching, breaths mingling in the dim light. Shana nodded, her eyes locked on mine, vulnerability shining through the desire. 

We came together in a tender release, her pussy clenching around my fingers as waves of ecstasy ripped through her, a soft cry spilling from her lips. 

Mine followed seconds later, orgasm flooding me in hot pulses, my body shuddering against hers as I gasped her name. 

Slickness coated our hands, our cores pulsing in unison, but it was the emotional high that lingered—the way she held me through it, whispering 'I love you' like a promise we'd both been chasing. 

We collapsed, entwined and spent, hearts pounding in sync under the nostalgia-filled room. The wedding waited outside these walls, but in this moment, it was just us—best friends, now lovers, with a future full of possibilities stretching ahead. 

Shana's fingers traced lazy patterns on my back, her smile soft and sated, and I knew this was only the start of unraveling all we'd kept hidden. 

Thank you so much for reading!
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