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Full Contact



The sun was too bright for a late afternoon. I could already feel the sweat forming beneath my sports bra before we’d even started warm-ups, and the turf radiated heat like an open oven. Most of us were already stretching, scattered across the field in little clusters of threes and fours, but Coach hadn’t said anything yet. She was waiting for something, but I didn’t know what.

That’s when I noticed the shift.

Heads turned. A couple girls stopped mid-sentence. The ones near me—Nina and Jess—went quiet, eyes trained on the same spot just over my shoulder. I turned, pretending not to care, and saw her.

She walked like she’d been here all along. Confident. Unbothered. Like she didn’t give a shit about being late or making an entrance. Black cleats. Black socks pulled just below the knee. Toned legs that kept my eyes plastered to her skin. There was a tattoo on her left thigh—a snake, I think—and another one peeking from the edge of her sleeve. Her dark hair was tied up in a messy knot, a few strands falling loose against her neck.

She didn’t apologize for being late. Didn’t jog to catch up. She just sauntered, like she was already part of the team. Like we were lucky she showed up at all.

Coach barely reacted. “Glad you could make it, Riley,” she said, dripping with sarcasm.

“Wouldn’t miss it,” the girl replied, flashing a slow, crooked smirk.

Riley.

That had to the new transfer. The one from the rival school. The one who, according to the whispers, had history. The girl who dated one of the starters there, then left mid-season. No one ever said why.

She was a lesbian. That shouldn’t have mattered to me, but it crawled its way under my skin, immediately making me wonder what it was like to be with a girl.

I tried not to look again, but my eyes betrayed me. I tracked the way her hips shifted as she walked, the way her shorts clung just slightly tighter than everyone else’s. The way her gaze swept over everyone and landed on no one. Dismissive. Hot.

Wait. Not hot. Cocky. That was the word.

I forced myself to look away and dropped back into my stretches, but I wasn’t listening to Nina anymore. My heart was doing something weird. Not fast exactly, but like it had skipped ahead without telling me.

“She’s the one who dated Natalie Stokes,” Jess muttered under her breath.

“Seriously?” Nina whispered back.

I didn’t join in. Everyone was already thinking the same thing: Riley was trouble.

We started with light drills—cone work, sprint ladders, nothing intense—but Riley moved like she’d already done this all twice today. She didn’t rush. She didn’t overdo it. There was a looseness in her body, a rhythm, like her muscles just knew. Like they trusted her more than I trusted myself.

At some point, she fell in line behind me during partner passing. I could feel the heat of her presence behind me. Not just physical, but something else. Like static. It made my back go rigid.

“You play mid?” she asked.

I nodded. “Center.”

“Nice.” She said it like it was a compliment. Like she approved. Then added, “I can tell.”

I didn’t know what the hell that was supposed to mean. My cheeks got hot anyway.

“I’ve seen your clips,” she added. “You move clean.”

“Oh.” I glanced at her, then looked down at the ball between us. Her gaze didn’t flinch. “Thanks.”

She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “Don’t let it go to your head.”

Cocky. Definitely cocky.

Still, something in me stirred. A weird flutter low in my stomach. Like I wanted to impress her. Like I cared what she thought. I hated that feeling.

I told myself I was just being competitive. That I was sizing her up the same way I’d size up any other new teammate. The same way I had with Nicole last year. Except with Nicole, I don’t remember noticing her legs.

Or the way her tank top clung when she jogged.

Or the way her mouth curved when she smirked.

God. What is wrong with me?

“Why’d you transfer?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

Riley shrugged. “Needed a change.”

That was it. No follow-up. No details. Just that maddening smirk again, like she knew people were curious and loved making them wait.

The drills ended early. Coach wanted us fresh for tomorrow’s scrimmage. Everyone broke off in pairs, trickling toward the locker rooms. I lingered near my bag, drinking water I didn’t need, eyes scanning the field one last time.

Riley was still out there. Alone. Juggling a ball between her feet. Not even looking down.

I told myself I was just watching her form. Her technique. That I was trying to figure her out.

But then she looked up and caught me staring.

Our eyes met.

She didn’t smile.

She didn’t look away.

She winked.

I looked down so fast I nearly dropped my bottle. My pulse jumped. My skin prickled with heat in places that had no business reacting. I turned away, face burning, grabbing my stuff like I suddenly remembered somewhere I had to be.

What the hell was that?

She probably did that to everyone. Just being cocky. Just playing head games. It didn’t mean anything.

It didn’t.

But my body didn’t get the memo.
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The locker room was packed, noisy, and humid. The showers hissed at full blast, and laughter echoed off the tile while girls tossed towels, swapped shampoo, and complained about their shin splints like we hadn't just survived the lightest practice of the season. I usually liked the chaos of it—this blurry, post-practice intimacy—but today it felt like too much. Too loud. Too hot. Too close.

I sat on the bench in front of my locker, trying to catch my breath. My jersey clung to my skin, soaked through, and my legs itched with dried sweat. I peeled it off slowly, pausing with it half-over my face so I wouldn’t have to look up. I knew she was in here. I could feel it.

I kept telling myself I was being ridiculous. That this was just about competition. That Riley got under my skin because she was smug and fast and good with the ball. That it had nothing to do with the way her smirk made my stomach twist. Nothing to do with the fact that I hadn’t stopped thinking about her since she winked at me earlier.

When I finally pulled the jersey free, I blinked into the steam-heavy room—and there she was.

Riley stood across from me at her open locker, one arm raised as she untied her dark, sweat-damp hair. Her black sports bra was soaked, clinging tight to her back and chest. A streak of dirt cut across her thigh, just beneath the hem of her shorts. She moved slowly, completely unbothered by the noise around her, like she had all the time in the world.

Then her hands dropped to the waistband of her shorts, and she pushed them down.

I froze.

I didn’t mean to stare. I knew better. But I couldn’t look away as she stepped out of them—casual, like it was nothing—and removed her bra next. She turned slightly as she pulled it off, giving me a flash of profile: the smooth curve of one breast, a single freckle just below her collarbone. Then she wrapped her towel around her chest, tucking the edge in tight.

I should’ve stopped looking.

But she glanced up. And saw me.

And held my gaze.

I looked away instantly, heat crawling up my neck, but it was too late. She’d seen.

I ducked my head and started tearing at my cleats like they were glued on. I couldn’t believe I’d just... stared at another girl undressing. And not just any girl. Riley. The one who made every nerve in my body feel on edge. The one I was trying to hate.

I was straight. I’d always been straight. This wasn’t supposed to happen.

“Hey, you done with the coconut shampoo?” Nina asked from somewhere to my left.

I flinched. “Uh—what?”

“The one you used last time. Smelled like the Bahamas.”

“Oh. Yeah. It’s in my bag.”

I passed it to her with a shaky hand, pretending I hadn’t just been melting down in my own head. She didn’t seem to notice. None of them did.

I undressed, grabbed my towel and headed for the showers, willing myself to shake it off. The wet tile was slick under my feet, steam clinging to every inch of exposed skin. I chose a stall near the middle, turned on the water, and stepped under the spray.

It was hot. Too hot. But I didn’t move.

I kept seeing her. The way her muscles flexed under smooth skin. The way her towel strained slightly at the top, barely keeping her breasts covered as she walked. Her eyes when she caught me looking—calm, unreadable, but not angry. Not embarrassed either.

I didn’t understand any of this. I didn’t want to.

I was so wrapped in my thoughts I didn’t hear her approach until she was already behind me.

I turned my head—and there she was.

Riley walked past the row of showers, towel still wrapped securely around her chest, hair wet and clinging to her shoulders. Droplets slid down the curve of her neck and into the soft dip between her breasts. Her skin was flushed from heat, dewy with moisture. She didn’t stop walking, but as she passed my stall, her voice floated in low and unbothered.

“You know, your body is killer. It’s actually a little distracting.”

My whole body locked up.

The water beat against my back, but I barely felt it.

I stood there, stunned, heart hammering, throat tight. She didn’t wait for a response. Just kept walking, disappearing into the next row with that same easy stride, like she hadn’t just set my entire nervous system on fire.

I braced both hands against the tile and stared down at the floor, water dripping from my chin. I couldn’t even explain what I was feeling—just this thick, unbearable pressure in my chest. My skin felt hypersensitive. My legs weak. And worst of all, I didn’t want her to stop.

I wanted her to look at me again.

I wanted her to say something else. Anything.

What was wrong with me?
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I told myself I was fine. That whatever had happened in the locker room yesterday was over. Locker rooms were weird, emotional places. Steamy and close and full of bodies. I’d been tired. That was all. Mentally frayed. I wasn’t going to let some half-naked towel moment throw me off my game.

But when I stepped onto the field and saw Riley already warming up—shirt tugged tight across her back, dark ponytail swinging with each side lunge—I felt it again. That too-quick flutter in my chest, the heat in my throat that wasn’t from the sun.

I looked away fast. Focused on my cleats. On the sky. On anything else.

“Possession drills today,” Coach called. “Tight transitions. Fast recovery. Eyes up.”

We broke into teams. Riley wasn’t on mine. She was on the opposing side, jogging into position with that same loose-limbed confidence, like nothing touched her. Like she didn’t care who was watching—but she knew they were. That I was.

When the drill started, the pace picked up fast. I locked in. Kept it sharp. Two-touch passes. Quick pivots. My team was killing it until Riley intercepted a pass I didn’t see coming and sent it sailing cleanly across the zone like it cost her nothing. Her timing was perfect. Her footwork was smooth, quick, instinctual.

I hated how good she was.

Not just good—smart. The kind of player who knew where you were going before you did. Every time I passed near her, I felt her watching me. Not just with focus, but with a kind of intensity that burrowed under my skin.

I told myself it was just competition.

She probably stared at everyone like that.

But it still made it hard to breathe.

We switched sides for the scrimmage. The light drills were over, and now it was real—game-speed movement, high-stakes touches, shoulder-to-shoulder pressure. Riley played winger, which meant she kept drifting closer to my side. I could feel her heat every time she passed. Hear the sound of her breath as she chased the ball down.

It was messing with my head.

We passed each other near midfield during a recovery drill. I didn’t even see her foot hook slightly under mine—maybe by accident, maybe not—but suddenly my balance tipped and I was falling.

Then she was falling too.

We hit the ground in a tangle of limbs and turf burn. My elbows scraped against the field and my chest slammed into something soft and solid and warm.

Riley.

Her body was pressed full against mine. Her chest against my chest. Her knee between my thighs. Her face so close our noses nearly touched.

I couldn’t breathe.

My heart thudded painfully in my ribs, and not from the fall. Her eyes were wide, but not angry. Not playful either. She wasn’t smirking.

She was looking at me like she saw something she didn’t expect.

Her breath came in short bursts, hot against my cheek. Our bodies were flush in a way that felt… wrong. Too close. Too familiar. Too much.

I wanted to shove her off me.

I also didn’t move.

My skin buzzed. My fingers twitched against the turf. Every point of contact between us felt magnified, pulsing with heat. Her breasts pressed against mine through our jerseys, sweat making the fabric cling between us. And her eyes—dark, searching—weren’t moving away.

They were focused.

On me.

“...You can get off me now,” I said quietly, trying to keep my voice steady.

Her brow pinched. She blinked once, like I’d pulled her out of a trance. Then she pushed herself up, hands flat against the turf on either side of me, and rose to her feet without a word.

I sat up slowly, still dizzy, my pulse roaring in my ears.

She didn’t help me up. She didn’t have a retort. She just jogged back to the sideline, her face unreadable.

The rest of practice passed in a blur. I ran on autopilot, nodding when Coach shouted directions, moving when I was supposed to, but my brain was somewhere else entirely. I kept reliving that moment on the ground—how heavy she’d felt on top of me, how long she’d looked into my eyes without saying anything. I kept trying to rewrite it in my head. Make it less strange. Less intense. Less real.

After the final whistle, I followed the rest of the girls toward the locker room. My legs ached. My calves burned. My chest felt too tight.

I kept glancing behind me, expecting to see her there. Riley usually lingered. Bantered. She’d walk in late and still finish first in the showers.

But she didn’t come in.

I waited longer than I should have, towel wrapped around my chest, half-listening to Nina talk about some show she’d binged. But Riley never walked through the door.

And I hated how much I noticed.

I was relieved, I told myself. Relieved I didn’t have to see her naked shoulders again. Relieved I didn’t have to pretend I wasn’t looking.

But the truth sat in my stomach like a stone.

I was disappointed too.

And that scared me more than anything.
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The team and I had gone out for pizza after practice. Riley wasn’t there and part of me was grateful for that, but I also felt bad. By the time I got back to my dorm, my body felt like it didn’t belong to me.

My thighs were still sore. My shoulders ached. Even though I’d already showered, I still felt the field clinging to me somehow—like the sun and the sweat and the heat had soaked deeper than my skin. I slipped off my t shirt and jeans and slid into a pair of loose pajamas.

I needed sleep. Real sleep.

But more than that, I needed to stop thinking about her.

I turned off the overhead light and crawled into bed, careful not to wake Anna. She was already passed out, one arm flung over her pillow, her earbuds still in. I stared up at the ceiling, eyes adjusting to the dark, and tried to focus on my breath. In and out. In and out. But my thoughts wouldn’t settle. My muscles pulsed with leftover adrenaline. And something else I didn’t want to name.

I shifted under the blanket, trying to get comfortable. But every time I closed my eyes, I saw Riley’s face. The way she’d looked at me. The weight of her body pressed over mine. The heat. The tension. The way she hadn’t smiled when she got up.

I rolled over and pulled the blanket tighter around me, but it didn’t help.

Eventually, I drifted.

The dream came slowly, like water rising around me. I didn’t realize it was happening until I was already inside it.

We were on the field again, except this time the sky was darker, more golden. The grass was warmer. And Riley was on top of me again, like earlier that day—but now we were both naked. I felt the press of her skin against mine. The heat of her thighs straddling my hips. Her breasts brushing against mine, her nipples stiff and grazing softly against my chest with every slow shift of her body.

Her hand slid down my side—fingers trailing heat along the dip of my waist, the curve of my hip—and then lower. I gasped as her fingers found my pussy, dripping wet. My legs parted instinctively.

She leaned in close. Her mouth hovered above mine, lips barely touching, breath warm and slow.

Then she kissed me.

Soft at first. Then deeper. She opened my mouth with hers, slipping her tongue inside as her fingers began to move over my clit. Teasing. Stroking. Finding a rhythm that made my whole body rise to meet her. I arched into her touch. Her mouth. Her everything.

It was like being filled and emptied at the same time.

And I was so close—too close—my hands tangled in her hair, my hips moving without control, my mouth opening wider as her tongue circled mine and her fingers circled my clit.

I came with a sharp, helpless sound. I broke apart under her, legs trembling, chest heaving, body clenching around a release I couldn’t stop.

And then I woke up.

I was sweating.

Breathless.

The ache between my legs was unbearable.

For a second I didn’t move. I just lay there in the dark, heart racing, eyes wide, the dream still heavy behind my eyelids. My pajama pants clung to me, damp and sticky. My panties were soaked through. And the worst part was—I wanted more.

I rolled onto my side and glanced across the room. Anna was still asleep, curled away from me, headphones in.

I hesitated.

Then, slowly, I slipped my hand under the waistband of my pajama pants. I pressed my fingers between my legs and bit my lip hard, trying not to make a sound.

I was already so wet.

My clit throbbed beneath my fingers, swollen and sensitive. I moved slowly at first, then faster. It didn’t take long. My body was already there, already tense and ready and desperate. The image of Riley’s mouth on mine burned behind my eyes.

I came fast, clenching my thighs together, my body shaking with the effort of staying quiet. I pressed my face into the pillow and breathed through it.

When it passed, I just lay there.

Hot. Ashamed. Still aching.

I didn’t know what was happening to me.

And I didn’t know how to make it stop.
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I wasn’t even supposed to go out that night.

I’d told myself I was too tired after the week we’d had—early drills, late lifts, double scrimmages—but the second I heard a few of the girls were heading to a party off-campus, I started getting ready. I didn’t think about it too hard. Just showered again, threw on a cropped hoodie and my favorite jean shorts, and told myself it was for the team.

But I knew who I was looking for the second I walked through the door.

The house was packed. Music loud enough to rattle the floorboards. Red solo cups everywhere. Someone had already spilled a beer near the kitchen, and I had to step around it, trying not to roll my eyes.

The air was thick—too many bodies in too small a space. The bass shook in my chest, vibrating up through my ribs. I barely registered who I’d come with. I was already scanning the crowd without meaning to, heart ticking faster than it should’ve.

I wasn’t even halfway through the crowd when I saw her.

Riley.

Leaning against the kitchen counter like she owned the place. Tight black tank top. Joggers slung low on her hips. Laughing with Lex—who was practically draped over her. Riley’s head tilted back as Lex leaned in close, saying something with her lips too close to Riley’s ear. I hadn’t thought Lex was anything but straight, but the way she touched Riley’s arm said otherwise.

Maybe Riley just brought that out in people.

My stomach turned.

I told myself it was because of Lex. Because she was being fake, or desperate, or something else that made me roll my eyes. But the heat crawling into my cheeks said otherwise. I didn’t want to name it, but it sat there anyway—low in my belly, tight and simmering.

I ducked into the makeshift bar setup and grabbed the first drink I saw—some syrupy punch in a red cup. Way too sweet, way too strong. I took a sip anyway. Then another. My throat burned and I welcomed it.

Talia appeared next to me and gave me a once-over. “You good?”

“Great.” I smiled too tightly and took another sip, jaw clenched.

I could feel the drink hitting me too fast, pooling behind my eyes, loosening something in my chest. I turned and looked back at them. Riley’s hand rested against the counter, knuckles loose. Lex was laughing again, tossing her hair, leaning in like she wanted to be touched. Riley didn’t move away. Then—like she’d known I was watching the whole time—Riley looked up.

Her eyes locked on mine.

She didn’t smile. Just held my gaze.

It felt like a challenge. Or a dare. Or maybe just her being smug again, like she had nothing to prove and everything to offer. I hated that I could feel it in my spine.

I drained the rest of my drink in three gulps, the burn spreading hot and mean in my throat.

I didn’t think. I just moved.

Walked straight across the room and stopped a few feet from them.

Lex looked up and grinned. “Hey, Maya! You made it!”

“Yeah,” I said, forcing a smile. “I’m surprised to see you, though, Riley. I was starting to think you were too good for us or something.”

Lex blinked. “Wow. Okay.”

Riley’s mouth twitched into a lazy smirk. “Someone’s feeling brave tonight.”

“Just calling it like I see it,” I said, shrugging like I didn’t care.

But I did care. My skin felt too tight. My breath too shallow. I could feel the weight of Riley’s gaze sliding across my face like a hand she hadn’t raised yet. My palms were sweaty. My chest ached in this horrible, electric way, like it wanted to collapse and expand at the same time.

Lex cleared her throat and stepped back, clearly uncomfortable. “I’m gonna… grab another drink.”

She disappeared into the crowd, and suddenly it was just us.

Riley didn’t move. She folded her arms across her chest and tilted her head like she was studying me. Like I was some puzzle she was trying to decide if she wanted to solve.

I felt exposed. Like every part of me was lit up under inspection. I should’ve turned around. Walked away. Said something cutting and left her smirking in my wake.

Instead I stepped closer, my heart pounding hard against my ribs. “Do you want her?”

She lifted one shoulder. “She’s cute.”

“She’s not even gay.” At least, I didn’t think she was. Maybe she was bi?

Riley’s smirk deepened. “And you are?”

My breath caught. I didn’t have an answer. Not one I could say out loud.

The truth hovered between us, sticky and raw. I hated how calm she looked. How confident. I hated that I didn’t know what I wanted. That the floor felt unsteady beneath me. That her voice, her smirk, her body—everything about her—made me feel like I wasn’t in control anymore.

She was so close. The heat of her body made my skin prickle. I hated that she could see right through me. That she knew exactly what she was doing.

I didn’t think. I just moved.

My fingers caught the front of her tank top, yanking her toward me.

And I kissed her.

Hard.

Messy. Angry. Desperate.

Her mouth opened in surprise, and our tongues collided—clumsy and wild, all teeth and heat. I tasted the beer on her lips, the sweat on her skin, and something else I couldn’t name but needed.

My body leaned into hers before I could stop it, like I’d been waiting for this without knowing. Her hands brushed my waist, just for a second, before I shoved her back.

We were both breathless. My face was burning. My hands were shaking.

I didn’t know if I was more shocked by what I’d done or how badly I wanted to do it again.

Riley opened her mouth, like she was about to say something—

But I turned and walked away before she could.

I didn’t stop to look back. I didn’t want to see her expression. I didn’t want to know if she was smirking, or smug, or just stunned.

I made it to the hallway, shouldered past a couple making out against the wall, and pushed through the front door into the night.

The air hit me hard. Cool and damp and too real.

I leaned against the porch railing and tried to catch my breath.

What the hell had I just done?

I kissed her.

I kissed her and liked it.

No—more than liked it. I wanted it. I wanted more.

I pressed my fingers to my lips. They still tingled. My mouth was swollen and warm and wrong. My whole body felt like it had been cracked open and stuffed with electricity.

My chest still felt tight. My skin felt too thin. My body buzzed with leftover adrenaline and something darker, something hotter. And all I could see behind my eyes was Riley’s face. Her lips, parted. Her eyes, wide.

I didn’t know what was happening to me.

But I knew it wasn’t going away.
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I found out Riley’s address the next day. I needed to apologize.

I told myself it was stupid, that it would just make things worse. But something kept pulling me toward her, like gravity or guilt or… something else I didn’t want to admit to.

By the time I made it to her apartment, the sun had dipped below the hills, leaving that hazy, late twilight glow. The porch light over her door flickered, casting weird shadows on the ground. I stood there in my hoodie and sweats, arms crossed against the evening chill, staring at her door like it might open on its own.

It didn’t.

I shifted from foot to foot, hating how nervous I felt. My stomach had been tight all day, and it hadn’t let up—not after the party, not after the kiss. Especially not after the kiss.

Finally, I raised my hand and knocked. Just once. Then again, softer.

I heard movement inside—a creak of floorboards, the shuffle of bare feet.

When the door opened, Riley stood there, blinking like she’d just woken up even though it was the afternoon. Maybe she’d been hungover from the party. That thought made me feel worse.

She was barefoot, her toenails painted dark blue. A loose tank top hung off one shoulder, and soft cotton shorts clung low on her hips. Her hair was messy, like she’d run her hands through it a dozen times and never bothered to fix it. She looked… relaxed. Unbothered.

Everything I wasn’t.

She leaned her weight against the doorframe. “Didn’t expect you. How’d you get my address?”

“Talia. I—uh, just wanted to… talk.” My voice came out rougher than I meant it to.

Her eyes narrowed slightly, curious. Not cold, but not exactly warm either.

“Okay,” she said after a beat. She stepped aside. “Come in.”

I walked past her, every part of me tense. Her apartment was small but clean—soccer gear piled near the door, a water bottle on the windowsill, a textbook cracked open on the couch beside a pair of reading glasses. It smelled like laundry and cinnamon. Like comfort. Like her.

“Do you want water or something?” she asked as she closed the door behind me.

I shook my head. “No, I’m fine.”

She moved past me and sat on the couch like it was nothing. I stayed standing for a second, hands tucked into my hoodie pocket, unsure if I was about to cry or bolt. But I didn’t. I sat—perched on the very edge of the cushion, like touching too much of her furniture might say too much about why I was here.

Silence stretched between us. I could hear the low hum of her air conditioning. My pulse in my ears.

She tilted her head. “So what’s this about?”

I looked down at my hands, then up again. “The party.” My voice caught. “That kiss.”

Riley didn’t move. “What about it?”

My throat tightened. “I just… that wasn’t me. I didn’t mean to do that.”

She watched me a moment longer, then raised an eyebrow. “You sure?”

I flinched, then straightened. “I was drunk. I was...I didn’t know what I was doing.”

“You seemed pretty sure at the time.”

I looked away, jaw clenched. “I’m not like— I don’t do that.”

“Do what?”

My breath came out shaky. “Just, flirt with whoever. Make moves on everyone.”

Her expression didn’t change, but something in her voice sharpened. “Is that what you think I do? Is that what you think I was doing with you?”

“I’m not—” Oh god. What if I’d been wrong? What if she’d never been flirting and I just made an absolute fool out of myself?

“You keep pretending this is about me, but you’re the one who kissed me.” Her tone was flat now. Calm. Dangerous.

I swallowed.

“I didn’t ask for it,” she added, softer. “I didn’t even touch you. You grabbed me.”

The words hit harder than I expected. Because she was right. I had grabbed her. I’d pulled her into me like I had the right. And now here I was, acting like she’d lit the match when it had been in my hand the whole time.

I blinked hard. “I’m sorry. You’re right. I don’t know what I’m doing.”

Riley’s body softened a little, her shoulders relaxing just slightly. She didn’t lean forward, didn’t press. But something in her gaze gentled.

“Yeah,” she said quietly. “I know.”

She shifted on the couch, tucking one leg under her. “So what do you want, Maya? You want to take it back?”

I stared at her. My mouth opened. Then closed. “No. I mean… I don’t know. Do you want me to take it back?”

“No, but…Look, I like you. That’s probably obvious. But it’s also obvious you’ve never been with a girl before. And I’m not looking to chase someone who doesn’t want to be chased. So, when you decide what you want. You let me know. Then I’ll tell you what I want.”

She leaned in slowly, giving me plenty of space to stop her. Her hand moved to rest on my knee, just a soft brush of her fingertips against the fabric of my sweats. Nothing aggressive. Nothing dramatic. But the contact shot straight through me.

I didn’t pull away.

“You came all the way here,” she said, her voice low, even. “Just say it. What do you want?”

My throat tightened. “I wanted to see you.”

She nodded once. “Okay. You’re seeing me.”

I don’t know what changed in that moment—maybe nothing. Maybe everything. But the tightness in my chest loosened just slightly. My shoulders dropped. I sank back into the couch maybe an inch, but I felt it.

I didn’t know how long we sat there—knees touching, hearts pounding—but the silence had shifted. It wasn’t awkward anymore. It was thick. Warm. Charged.

I could feel every inch of where our bodies almost touched.

My breath came shallow. My hands stayed clenched in my lap. I didn’t look at her, not directly, just stared at the edge of the coffee table like it held the answer to something.

Then I heard myself say it.

“I had a dream about you the other night.”

My voice sounded too loud in the quiet room. I regretted it instantly. My throat tightened. I felt like I’d just tossed something fragile into the air with no hope of catching it.

Riley didn’t flinch. Her fingers, still resting near my knee, started to move—slow, aimless strokes over the fabric of my sweats. Then higher, brushing bare skin just above the hem. Gentle. Curious. Her fingertips barely grazed, but it sent a shiver crawling up the back of my neck.

“Oh yeah?” Her voice was amused, but quiet. Careful. “Was it a good dream or a bad dream?”

I swallowed hard. My mouth had gone dry. I turned to look at her, finally, and found her already watching me.

Her eyes didn’t push. They just waited.

My lower lip trembled, and I hated how obvious it felt. “A good dream,” I said, barely above a whisper. “A really good dream.”

Riley’s hand moved again, her knuckles dragging slowly up the bare skin of my arm. The sensation was feather-light but it lit up every nerve in its path. My eyes fluttered closed for just a second. I felt dizzy. Like my body already knew what was about to happen, even if my mind was still begging it not to.

“Tell me about it,” she said.

I opened my eyes again. Her face was closer now, angled toward mine, her mouth soft and expectant. I could feel the warmth of her breath on my cheek.

“I think…” I licked my lips. “I think I’d rather show you.”

I leaned in slowly, not trusting myself to move any faster. My hand rose—awkward and shaky—and cupped her cheek. Her skin was warm. Smoother than I expected.

Riley shifted up to meet me, her gaze never breaking.

Our lips brushed once, too light to be a kiss. My heart tried to leap out of my chest.

Then her hand reached up, fingers circling my wrist gently, the one near her face.

“Are you going to run away this time?” she whispered, her mouth brushing against mine as she spoke.

I let out a small, breathy sound—halfway between a laugh and a groan. “No,” I whispered. I shook my head, barely moving. “I’m not.”

“Good,” she said, and her tongue flicked out, slow and deliberate, sweeping along my lower lip.

I gasped. My whole body clenched in response.

Then her hands slid to my waist. Firm, steady.

She tugged me forward in one smooth motion, and her lips crashed into mine.

There was nothing soft about it now. Nothing slow. Her kiss swallowed the hesitation I hadn’t realized I was still carrying. And I kissed her back.

Hard.

Her kiss didn’t let up.

It deepened with every second—slow, searching, hungry. Her mouth moved against mine like she knew what I needed before I did. Like she’d been waiting for me to crack.

My fingers clung to the hem of her tank top, but I couldn’t bring myself to lift it yet. My body wasn’t ready to ask for more. But hers was.

Riley’s hands slid beneath the edge of my shirt, her palms warm against my skin. She didn’t rush. Just pressed lightly at first, then tugged the fabric up—inch by inch—until it bunched beneath my arms.

I hesitated. Then raised them.

She pulled it over my head and tossed it aside, leaving me in just my bra.

The air in the room felt different now. Heavier. My skin buzzed with exposure, my breath shallow as her eyes scanned my chest like she was already memorizing it. Then her hands came back—over my ribs, up the curve of my breasts, fingers dragging slowly over the thin fabric.

She rubbed lightly over my nipples, teasing them through the bra, and I gasped into her mouth.

Her tongue tangled with mine again, hot and slick and insistent. She sucked gently on my lower lip, then kissed me deeper, her hands growing bolder by the second. My nipples hardened beneath her touch, and the friction through the fabric made me whimper softly into the kiss.

She reached behind me and unclasped my bra with one hand.

The strap loosened and slid down my arms. I let it fall, skin prickling as the cool air hit me, but I couldn’t think about anything except her hands—how they moved up to cup me, full and firm and possessive.

She palmed my breasts slowly, thumbs brushing over my nipples, and it was like my whole body tilted toward her. My hips rolled without meaning to. My thighs clenched. I couldn’t get close enough.

Our mouths never broke apart until I had to breathe.

I pulled back just enough to look at her—her mouth kiss-swollen, her cheeks flushed. She was so stupidly pretty like this, and I hated that my first instinct was to want her even more.

My hands went to the hem of her tank top. She raised her arms, and I peeled it up and off. Her skin glowed under the soft light of the lamp beside the couch. I unclasped her bra next, hands shaking. She didn’t help. Just let me do it. Trusted me to.

It fell away.

Then we were chest to chest, skin to skin, and everything inside me snapped.

Our breasts pressed together as we kissed again, messier now, more desperate. I held her waist, her back, her face—any part of her I could reach. She gripped my hips hard and tugged me forward so I was almost straddling her lap.

I didn’t want to stop.

But she broke the kiss, her breath coming fast.

Her eyes met mine, dark and steady, and then she pushed me gently back against the couch cushions. I went without protest, my legs folding awkwardly beneath me until I was lying flat.

She climbed over me, settling between my knees like she belonged there.

Her mouth dipped to my collarbone, then lower. Kisses trailed down my chest—slow, open-mouthed, sucking lightly on each new inch of skin she discovered. I arched into her touch, a sound slipping from my throat before I could catch it.

Then she took one nipple into her mouth and sucked.

I gasped.

Her tongue swirled around the sensitive peak, then moved to the other, giving it equal attention—sucking, teasing, flicking until I was writhing beneath her. My hands threaded into her hair on instinct. I didn’t know what else to hold on to.

And then she kissed lower.

Down my ribs. Over the soft curve of my stomach. She paused at the waistband of my sweats and looked up.

Her eyes searched mine, waiting.

I nodded.

She gripped both the waistband and the waistband of my panties, then slowly tugged them down my hips. I lifted them to help, my thighs trembling. She dragged everything down in one fluid motion—sweats, underwear, socks. Even my shoes. It should’ve felt ridiculous, being bare like this on someone’s couch, but all I felt was heat.

Her eyes dropped to my pussy.

I knew I was wet. Could feel it—sticky and aching and way past the point of no return. I shifted my legs instinctively, spreading them slightly without meaning to.

Riley just stared.

She licked her lips, and the look on her face nearly undid me.

Then she lowered her head.

The first swipe of her tongue made me cry out. My whole body jumped.

She licked slowly, from the bottom of my slit up to my clit, and I felt my legs fall open wider. Her hands gripped my thighs to keep me in place as she did it again—firmer this time, more deliberate. She groaned softly against me like she liked the way I tasted, and something inside me cracked wide open.

I was panting.

Moaning.

Her tongue pushed deeper, sliding between my folds, dipping into my entrance, then back up to circle my clit. Every time she passed over it, I twitched. My hips kept lifting off the couch. I tried to stay still, but it was like my body had taken over.

“Riley,” I gasped, my voice barely a whisper. “Oh my god.”

She didn’t stop. Didn’t even slow down. Her nose bumped my clit as her tongue slipped inside me again, then back out to flick over my most sensitive spot until I thought I’d come apart completely.

I was so close. Right there. Everything inside me was clenched tight, holding on.

Then she sucked on my clit—light at first, then harder—and her tongue teased at my entrance in time with the suction.

That did it.

I shattered.

My whole body arched off the couch as the orgasm tore through me—hot and sharp and full. My thighs clenched around her head, and I cried out, one hand fisting her hair, the other gripping the back of the cushion like I might fall through it.

She didn’t stop until I had come undone completely.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were slick. Her face flushed. She looked up at me like I was something she’d earned.

I couldn’t speak. I was still trembling.

But I found my voice—just barely.

“Now I want to taste you.”

Riley leaned back into the cushions, her chest still rising and falling as she caught her breath. Her legs were open, relaxed, like she wasn’t nervous at all. Like she trusted me. I wasn’t used to that—being looked at like that by a woman.

I hesitated for just a second, but then I moved. Slowly. Carefully. I climbed over her, straddling one of her thighs, letting my hands explore the space between us, the newness of skin-on-skin. Her body was so warm, so soft in some places and firm in others. I kissed the curve of her collarbone first, just above where her shoulder dipped. She smelled like heat and sweat and something faintly sweet—like skin after sex.

Her breath hitched as I kissed lower.

I dragged my mouth across the swell of her chest, then opened my lips around one nipple and sucked it gently. Her hand slipped into my hair almost immediately, not pushing—just resting there. I took the other nipple in my mouth, flicking my tongue over the peak until it stiffened, and she sighed into me.

I kissed lower, taking my time. My lips traced a path down her stomach, over the flat stretch of muscle just above her waistband. She trembled slightly beneath me, but didn’t say a word.

When I glanced up, her eyes were on mine—half-lidded, waiting.

I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her cotton shorts and panties and pulled them down in one slow motion. She lifted her hips to help me. I slid them past her thighs, then off entirely.

And then I saw her pussy, soaked with arousal.

I froze for a second, breath caught in my throat. Not from nerves—though they were there, buzzing—but from how beautiful she was. I had no idea what I was expecting, but it wasn’t this. The way she glistened. The way her thighs shifted slightly, exposing even more of her. My mouth actually watered.

I leaned in before I could second-guess myself.

I pressed a kiss just above her slit, then slowly dragged my tongue up the full length of her.

She moaned, soft and low, and her hips arched in response.

Her taste was warm and heady, slightly sweet and musky. I licked again, more confidently this time, flattening my tongue and letting it part her folds. Her fingers tightened in my hair, and I took that as encouragement.

I flicked my tongue over her clit, slowly at first, just tracing the edges, then circling. Her thighs tensed around me. Her moans got louder.

I sucked gently on her clit, and the sound she made nearly undid me. I wanted more of it. I wanted her to fall apart.

I slipped a hand between her legs and traced her entrance with my fingers. She was soaked. I pushed one finger inside, then another, curling slightly, the way I liked it when I touched myself. Her breath hitched again.

Her hips started rocking against my mouth and hand in slow, desperate rhythm.

I sucked harder, matching the motion of my fingers with the flick of my tongue.

She cried out—sharp, breathless—and her body arched as she came, thighs clenching, hips trembling, hand fisting in my hair like she needed something to hold onto as she shattered.

I kept going until her hips finally stilled, her hand relaxing at last.

When I looked up, her head was thrown back, her lips parted.

Then her eyes found mine.

“That,” she said, voice hoarse, “was really fucking good for a girl who’s never eaten pussy before.”

I smiled—slow, surprised at myself.

“Guess I’m a fast learner.”

Riley pulled me up gently, her fingers trailing over my arm, guiding me until I was curled beside her again. The cushions were still warm from our bodies. My head rested against her shoulder, and her hand moved slowly through my hair like she had all the time in the world. No rush. No pressure.

The room was quiet now. Just our breathing, still uneven, and the sound of her heartbeat beneath my cheek.

I felt her lips brush the top of my head.

After a long moment, she whispered, “Is this what you really want?”

The question landed softly, but it vibrated through me.

I didn’t answer right away. My fingers rested lightly against her ribs, feeling the way her body rose and fell beneath them. I could still taste her on my lips. My thighs were still slick from what we’d done.

A version of me—an earlier version—would’ve panicked at that question. Would’ve recoiled, tried to explain it away as a mistake, a one-time thing, a curiosity that got out of hand.

But I didn’t feel that anymore.

I felt calm. Sore. Lit from within. And clear.

I lifted my head and looked at her. Her hair was still messy, her cheeks flushed. But her eyes—those dark, steady eyes—were full of something I hadn’t seen before. Something like fear. Like she was bracing herself to be let down.

I touched her cheek.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m not afraid anymore.”

Something in her face softened instantly. She blinked like she didn’t quite believe me, like she wanted to but wasn’t sure she was allowed to.

Then she smiled—small, crooked, beautiful.

She leaned in and kissed me. Not the way she had before. This kiss wasn’t hungry or wild. It was slow. Lingering. Like a thank-you. Like a beginning.

And I kissed her back, knowing I meant it.
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