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Chapter 1: Going Away
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The suitcase lay open on Stacy’s bed, half-packed and messy, just like her thoughts. She held up a bikini—turquoise, her favourite—then tossed it into the bag before hesitating. Should I bring the black one instead? The one Joella said looked “unreal” on me last summer?

She exhaled sharply, rubbing her temples. Stop overthinking it. It’s just a trip. Just friends.

Her phone buzzed. A text from Joella lit up the screen:

"Can’t believe we’re actually doing this! One more sleep til Mexico, baby!!!"

Stacy smiled, her stomach fluttering. Joella’s enthusiasm was contagious, even through a screen. She typed back:

"I know! Packing now. You’re gonna owe me so many margaritas for convincing you to do this."

Joella’s reply was instant: "Oh, I’ll buy you all the margs, babe. But only if you promise not to bail on the jet ski like last time."

Stacy rolled her eyes, laughing. Last time. The memory of their weekend at the lake flickered in her mind—Joella’s sun-kissed shoulders, the way she’d playfully splashed water at Stacy, how her laughter had sounded like music over the waves.

That was the moment Stacy had realized it. The oh. The oh no.

She wasn’t supposed to fall for her best friend. But her feelings weren’t giving her any say in the matter.

Shaking her head, she forced herself back to packing. Focus. Swimsuits, sunscreen, sandals...

Her fingers brushed against a small velvet box tucked beneath a pile of tank tops. She opened it—a delicate silver necklace, a tiny seashell charm dangling from it. She’d bought it on a whim last week, imagining Joella’s face when she gave it to her. "Just a little trip souvenir," she’d planned to say casually.

But now, staring at it, her chest tightened. Was it too much? Would Joella read into it?

Before she could second-guess herself, she tossed the box into her suitcase and snapped it shut.

Too late now.

—-
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THE NEXT MORNING, THE airport buzzed with travellers, the scent of coffee and anticipation thick in the air. Stacy adjusted her sunglasses, scanning the crowd for Joella.

Then she found her. There she was, walking Stacy’s way.

Joella strode toward her, oversized straw hat, flowy cover-up, and that effortless confidence that made people turn their heads. Her smile widened when she spotted Stacy.

“There’s my travel buddy!” Joella pulled her into a tight hug, her vanilla-sweet perfume enveloping Stacy instantly. “Ready for the best girls’ trip ever?”

Stacy swallowed, her pulse quickening at Joella’s proximity. Play it cool. Just play it cool.

“Born ready,” she said, grinning.

As they headed toward security, Joella looped her arm through Stacy’s, chattering excitedly about their itinerary. Stacy nodded along, but her mind was elsewhere—on the secret in her suitcase, the unspoken words lodged in her throat, and the question that haunted her:

What happens if I tell her?

The plane awaited. So did Mexico.

And so did the truth.
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Chapter 2: Landing
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The plane touched down with a gentle bump, pulling Stacy from a light doze. She blinked against the golden sunlight streaming through the window, the Mexican coast stretching out below them in a breathtaking panorama of turquoise water and white sand.

Joella nudged her, grinning. “Wake up, sleepyhead! We’re here!”

Stacy stretched, her shoulder brushing Joella’s. Even that slight contact sent a jolt through her, waking Stacy up practically instantly. “I wasn’t that asleep,” she lied.

Joella raised an eyebrow. “Uh-huh. You were totally drooling.”

“I was not!” Stacy swatted her arm, but Joella just laughed, the sound bright and carefree.

The moment the seatbelt sign dinged off, Joella was up, grabbing her carry-on with the energy of someone who’d been mainlining espresso. “Come on,” she urged, bouncing on her toes. “I need to feel that ocean breeze like, yesterday.”

But of course, this was an airplane. So they had to wait for others to disembark.

So wait they did. Eager and full of anticipation. They didn’t want to clear customs or do anything else. They wanted to step off the plane, and right onto the beach.

But that’s not how things work.

Soon enough, it was their turn to get up and head out. Joella went first.

“I hope there’s a tiki bar right here in the airport,” Joella smiled.

Stacy chuckled, following her down the aisle. “You’re ridiculous.”

“You love it.”

Yeah, Stacy thought. I really do.

—-
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THE HEAT HIT THEM LIKE a wall as they stepped out of the airport, the air thick with salt and the scent of blooming bougainvillea. A shuttle bus—courtesy of the resort—was already waiting, its doors open in welcome.

Joella gasped as they climbed aboard. “Oh my god, Stace, look.” She pointed out the window as the bus pulled away. The road curved along the coastline, the ocean glittering under the afternoon sun like scattered diamonds. Palm trees swayed in the breeze, and the distant sound of waves crashing filled the silence between their shared awe.

Stacy’s breath caught. “It’s even prettier than the photos.”

Joella turned to her, eyes shining. “This is gonna be so good!”

Stacy nodded, but her chest tightened. Seven days. Seven days of this. Of her. It was definitely exciting, but also nerve-wracking.

Could she keep her feelings in check that long?

—-
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THE RESORT WAS A DREAM—WHITE stucco buildings draped in vibrant pink flowers, infinity pools that seemed to spill into the ocean, and staff who greeted them with chilled glasses of mango-passionfruit juice.

“Welcome to Paraíso Azul,” a smiling host said, handing them each a fresh orchid lei. “Your suite is ready.”

Suite. Singular.

Stacy’s stomach flipped. She’d booked them a shared room to save money, but now, standing here, the reality of it sank in. One space. One bathroom. Maybe one bed?

Joella didn’t seem fazed. “Hell yeah, let’s go see it!”

Their luggage was whisked away by a bellhop as they followed another staff member through the resort, past swaying hammocks and a swim-up bar where a group of women clinked glasses, laughing.

Then—their room.

The door opened to reveal a spacious, airy suite, all cream linen and polished wood. Floor-to-ceiling windows showcased an unobstructed view of the beach, and a private balcony overlooked the water.

And the bed. Stacy was right. One bed.

One king bed.

Joella flopped onto it dramatically, arms spread. “Ohhhh my god. This is heaven!” She patted the space beside her. “Stace, you have to try this mattress.”

Stacy forced a laugh, setting her bag down carefully. “I’ll take your word for it.”

Joella sat up, tilting her head. “You okay?”

“Yeah! Just... tired from the flight.”

Joella studied her for a second, then grinned. “Well, we’re fixing that. Get changed. We’re hitting the beach in ten.”

Stacy exhaled. Right. Friends. Just friends.

She grabbed her bikini and ducked into the bathroom, her reflection staring back at her in the mirror.

Get it together, Stacy.

Mexico awaited.

So did Joella.
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Chapter 3: The Beach


[image: ]


The sand was powder-soft between Stacy's toes, warm but not scorching, as if the beach had been perfectly calibrated for comfort. She adjusted her turquoise bikini—the one she'd second-guessed packing—and tried not to think about how exposed she felt.

Joella had emerged from the bathroom moments earlier in a barely-there white two-piece that seemed designed to stop traffic. And it had. Stacy had actually forgotten how to breathe for a second, standing there with her mouth slightly open until Joella had laughed and said, "Earth to Stacy! You coming or what?"

Now, walking alongside her best friend toward the water's edge, Stacy felt hyper aware of everything: the way Joella's hips swayed as she navigated the sand, the gentle curve of her waist, how the Mexican sun was already kissing her shoulders with a golden glow.

"This is absolutely mental," Joella breathed, stopping abruptly to take it all in. "Look at this place, Stace."

Stacy looked. The beach stretched endlessly in both directions, a pristine crescent of white sand embraced by impossibly blue water. Palm trees dotted the shoreline like nature's umbrellas, their fronds rustling in the warm breeze. In the distance, a few other resort guests lounged on beach chairs, but they had this particular stretch almost to themselves.

"It's perfect," Stacy agreed, though she wasn't entirely sure if she meant the view or the woman standing beside her.

Joella dropped her beach bag and immediately began setting up their spot—shaking out towels, arranging sunscreen and water bottles with the efficiency of someone who took beach logistics seriously. "Right here," she declared, smoothing down her towel. "Prime real estate. Sun, but not too much. Close enough to the water that we can hear the waves, but far enough that we won't get splashed."

Stacy smiled. "You've really thought this through."

"I've been planning this trip in my head for months," Joella said, then paused, her expression softening. "Thanks for coming with me, by the way. I know you weren't sure about taking the time off work."

"Are you kidding? This is..." Stacy gestured around them. "This is incredible. I'm glad you convinced me."

Joella beamed, and Stacy's heart did that fluttering thing again.

They settled onto their towels, Joella immediately reaching for the sunscreen. "Turn around," she ordered. "I'll get your back."

Stacy froze. "Oh, I can—"

"Don't be ridiculous. You can't reach properly." Joella was already squeezing lotion into her palm. "Come on, before you turn into a lobster."

Stacy reluctantly turned, trying to keep her breathing steady as Joella's hands smoothed across her shoulders. Her touch was gentle but thorough, fingers working the sunscreen into Stacy's skin with practiced ease.

"You're so tense," Joella murmured, her thumbs pressing lightly against a knot in Stacy's shoulder. "Relax. We're on holiday."

Relax. Right. As if that were possible with Joella's hands on her bare skin, her breath warm against Stacy's ear.

"There," Joella said finally, giving Stacy's shoulders a quick squeeze. "All done. Your turn."

Stacy's brain short-circuited. "My turn?"

"To do my back, silly." Joella was already turning around, gathering her long hair to one side. "Unless you want me to burn to a crisp on day one."

Stacy's hands trembled slightly as she took the sunscreen bottle. This was torture. Sweet, exquisite torture.

She started at Joella's shoulders, trying to keep her touch clinical, practical. But Joella's skin was impossibly soft, sun-warmed already, and Stacy found herself taking longer than necessary, her fingers lingering at the nape of Joella's neck.

"Mmm," Joella hummed appreciatively. "You're good at this."

Stacy's cheeks burned. "Just being thorough."

"Well, I appreciate it." Joella turned back around, flashing her that smile that made Stacy's knees weak. "Now, what do you say we test out that water?"

The ocean was everything Stacy had hoped for and more. Crystal clear, warm enough to be inviting but cool enough to be refreshing. She waded in slowly, letting her body adjust to the temperature, while Joella dove straight in with characteristic enthusiasm.

"Oh my God!" Joella surfaced, laughing and pushing her wet hair back from her face. "Stacy, this is unreal. Get in here!"

Stacy was already waist-deep, but she took Joella's outstretched hand anyway, letting herself be pulled deeper. The water lapped at her chest, and she marveled at how clear it was—she could see her own feet on the sandy bottom.

"We should have done this years ago," Joella said, floating on her back now, completely at ease. "Why did we wait so long?"

Because I was scared, Stacy thought. Scared of moments exactly like this one, where you look so beautiful it physically hurts to look at you, and I have to pretend I'm not completely gone for you.

"Just never seemed like the right time, I guess," she said instead.

Joella righted herself, treading water. "Well, it's the right time now." She splashed Stacy playfully. "Race you to that rock?"

She pointed to a smooth boulder jutting out of the water about fifty metres away. Before Stacy could respond, Joella was already swimming toward it with strong, confident strokes.

Stacy followed, her competitive side kicking in despite herself. She'd always been the stronger swimmer, but Joella had gotten a head start. They arrived at the rock almost simultaneously, both breathless and laughing.

"Dead heat," Joella panted, gripping the rock's edge. "Though I definitely would have won if you hadn't been checking out my form."

Stacy's heart skipped. "I wasn't—"

"Kidding!" Joella grinned, splashing her again. "God, you're easy to wind up."

They floated there for a while, the afternoon sun warming their faces, the gentle swell of the ocean rocking them like a lullaby. Other guests moved about the beach in the distance, but here, bobbing in the turquoise water, it felt like they were the only two people in the world.

"This is perfect," Joella said softly, echoing Stacy's earlier thought. "Seriously perfect."

Stacy looked at her—water droplets clinging to her eyelashes, her face flushed from the sun and salt, completely radiant—and felt something shift in her chest. The words were right there, balanced on the tip of her tongue.

I think I'm in love with you.

Instead, she said, "Yeah. It really is."

Joella smiled, then pushed off from the rock. "Come on. Let's head back before we turn into prunes."

They swam back to shore together, the setting sun painting the sky in shades of orange and pink. As they walked up the beach toward their towels, Stacy caught sight of their reflection in the resort's windows—two women, sun-kissed and laughing, looking for all the world like they belonged together.

If only it were that simple.

"Dinner?" Joella asked, toweling off her hair. "I saw this amazing-looking restaurant by the pool. They do fresh seafood right on the beach."

"Sounds perfect," Stacy said, and meant it.

Even if she was falling deeper with every passing moment, even if keeping her feelings locked away was becoming harder by the hour, she couldn't deny the truth: this was perfect. Joella was perfect.

And for now, that would have to be enough.
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Chapter 4: The First Night
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The Oceanview Lounge was exactly the kind of place Stacy had imagined when she'd pictured their perfect evening. Soft jazz drifted through the air, mixing with the gentle crash of waves from the patio beyond. Crystal chandeliers cast warm light over polished marble floors, while floor-to-ceiling windows offered a stunning view of the moonlit beach. In one corner sat a sleek black piano, its bench empty but inviting.

Stacy smoothed down her navy sundress—the one she'd packed specifically for nights like this—and tried not to stare as Joella emerged from the bathroom in a flowing white dress that seemed to float around her like she was some kind of ethereal beach goddess.

"Ready?" Joella asked, touching up her lip gloss in the mirror by the door.

"Ready," Stacy replied, though she wasn't sure what exactly she was supposed to be ready for.

They'd finished dinner hours ago—grilled mahi-mahi and too many margaritas at the beachside restaurant—but neither had been tired enough for bed. "Let's explore," Joella had suggested with that adventurous gleam in her eye that Stacy both loved and feared.

The lounge was busier than expected for a Wednesday night. Couples occupied intimate corner tables, while groups of friends clustered around the bar, their laughter mixing with the ambient music. The patio doors were thrown wide open, allowing the ocean breeze to drift through the space.

"Ooh, let's sit outside," Joella said, already heading toward the patio before Stacy could respond.

They found a small table near the railing, the sound of waves more pronounced here. A server appeared almost immediately—resort service was impeccable—and they ordered another round of drinks. Mojitos this time, because "when in Mexico," Joella had declared with a grin.

"This is so lovely," Joella sighed, leaning back in her chair. The moonlight caught the delicate silver bracelet on her wrist, the one Stacy had given her for her birthday last year. "I can't believe we actually did this."

"You say that like it was some impossible dream," Stacy said, sipping her mojito. The mint was fresh, the rum smooth.

"Wasn't it, though? How many times have we talked about taking a proper trip together? And then life just... gets in the way." Joella's expression grew thoughtful. "Work, family, relationships that don't pan out..."

Stacy's chest tightened at the mention of relationships. Joella had ended things with Marcus three months ago—a mutual decision, she'd said, though Stacy suspected Joella had been the one to pull the plug. Not that she was complaining.

"Well, we're here now," Stacy said, raising her glass. "To finally doing it."

"To finally doing it," Joella echoed, clinking their glasses together.

They were interrupted by voices from the table next to them—a group of four, two couples who looked to be in their thirties, clearly having a good time. One of the women, a redhead in a emerald dress, caught Joella's eye and smiled.

"I love your dress," she called over. "Where did you get it?"

Joella beamed. "Oh, thank you! It's from this little boutique back home in Toronto."

"Toronto!" The redhead's companion, a tall man with an easy smile, leaned forward. "No kidding! We're from Ottawa."

And just like that, they were drawn into conversation. The group—Sarah and Mike from Ottawa, Jessica and Aaron from Vancouver—had been friends since university and were celebrating Sarah's promotion. They were friendly, well-travelled, the kind of people who made conversation feel effortless.

"You two should join us," Sarah suggested after they'd been chatting across tables for nearly twenty minutes. "We're thinking of ordering some of those fancy appetizers to share."

Stacy glanced at Joella, who was already standing. "That sounds wonderful," Joella said. "If you're sure we're not intruding."

"Not at all," Aaron said, his eyes lingering on Joella perhaps a moment too long. "The more the merrier."

They rearranged the furniture, pushing tables together, and suddenly Stacy found herself part of a group of six. It should have been fun—it was fun, she reminded herself. These were nice people, interesting people. Sarah was a graphic designer with stories about difficult clients that had them all laughing. Mike worked in government and had a dry wit that caught Stacy off-guard. Jessica was a pediatric nurse with the kind of warmth that made you want to tell her your life story.

But it was Aaron who commanded most of the attention, particularly Joella's. He was handsome in that classic way—dark hair, strong jaw, probably played rugby in university. More importantly, he was charming. The kind of man who remembered details, who asked follow-up questions, who made whoever he was talking to feel like the most interesting person in the room.

And right now, that person was Joella.

"So you're in marketing?" Aaron asked, leaning closer to her as the server brought another round of drinks—somehow they'd moved on to wine, expensive bottles that Aaron had insisted on ordering.

"Brand strategy, specifically," Joella replied, her eyes bright with enthusiasm. She always lit up when talking about her work. "I help companies figure out who they are and how to tell their story."

"That's fascinating," Aaron said, and he seemed to genuinely mean it. "I'm in tech—software development—but I've always been curious about the creative side of business. The psychology of it."

They launched into a deeper discussion about consumer behaviour and market research, the kind of conversation that would normally have Stacy rolling her eyes at a party. But watching Joella engage with someone who clearly appreciated her intelligence, who asked thoughtful questions and listened to her answers... it was beautiful and heartbreaking at the same time.

The evening wore on. More wine, more laughter, stories shared and connections made. Stacy found herself talking with Jessica about travel plans and favourite books, while Mike regaled Sarah with tales from his latest camping trip. But her attention kept drifting to Joella and Aaron, who seemed to have formed their own little conversational bubble.

"You should see the marketing campaigns they run in Australia," Aaron was saying, pulling out his phone to show Joella something. Their heads bent together over the screen, and Stacy noticed how Joella didn't pull away when Aaron's shoulder brushed hers.

It was past midnight when Stacy finally checked her watch. The patio had emptied considerably, leaving just their group and one other couple at the far end. The jazz music had given way to something more ambient, and the server for the patio looked as though they were winding down for the night. Perhaps service from now on would only be available at the bar inside.

"God, look at the time," Stacy said, stifling a yawn that was only half-fake. "I should probably head back soon."

"Already?" Sarah protested. "The night's still young!"

"We were thinking of checking out that late-night tapas bar down the beach," Mike added. "You two should come."

Stacy glanced at Joella, expecting her to politely decline—they'd had a big day, after all, and tomorrow they'd planned to do some snorkelling. But Joella's eyes were bright with possibility.

"That sounds amazing," she said. "Aaron was just telling me about this incredible paella place he went to in Barcelona. I'd love to hear more about his trip."

Aaron's smile widened. "It's a deal. Though I should warn you, I have about a thousand photos."

Everyone laughed, but Stacy felt something cold settle in her stomach. She looked at Joella again, searching her face for any sign that she was ready to call it a night, to head back to their room, to their shared bed where maybe, just maybe, they might have talked late into the night the way they used to during university.

"Jo," she said quietly, leaning closer so the others wouldn't hear. "Are you sure? We've got that snorkelling thing tomorrow morning..."

Joella waved a dismissive hand. "We can push it back a bit. Come on, Stace, live a little! When's the next time we'll be in Mexico with such great company?" Joella’s smile was still bright as ever. Seeing it made Stacy not want to disappoint her.

Stacy forced a smile back. "You're right. I just... I'm pretty tired. The travel day's catching up with me."

"Oh." Joella's expression shifted, concern flickering across her features. "Do you want me to come back with you?"

It was the perfect opening. All Stacy had to do was say yes, maybe mention that she'd been looking forward to some just-the-two-of-them time, and Joella would come. She knew her best friend well enough to know that.

But she also saw the way Joella's eyes darted back to Aaron, who was explaining something animatedly to Mike and Jessica. The way her face was flushed with wine and excitement and the pure joy of meeting new people, making new connections.

How could Stacy be the one to drag her away from that?

"No, no," she said, her voice perhaps a bit too bright. "You stay. Have fun. I'll just head back and get some beauty sleep."

"Are you sure?" Joella asked again, but she was already reaching for her purse, checking her phone. "I won't be too late. Just an hour or two."

Stacy stood, gathering her small evening bag. "I'm sure. Just... don't do anything I wouldn't do."

It was meant to be a joke, their old catchphrase from university days. But it fell flat somehow, hanging in the air between them.

The group said their goodbyes—warm hugs from Sarah and Jessica, a firm handshake from Mike, and a particularly lingering "lovely to meet you" from Aaron. Joella walked her to the edge of the patio.

"You sure you're okay?" she asked one more time. "You seem a bit... I don't know. Off."

Stacy's heart clenched. Even now, even caught up in the excitement of new people and new possibilities, Joella was still paying attention. Still caring.

"Just tired," Stacy repeated. "Have fun. But not too much fun."

Joella grinned. "Can't promise anything."

Stacy made her way back through the resort alone, her heels clicking against the polished pathways. The warm night air that had felt so romantic earlier now seemed stifling. She could hear laughter from the lounge patio growing fainter behind her, Joella's distinctive giggle mixing with Aaron's deeper chuckle.

Their suite felt enormous when she opened the door. The king bed, which had seemed like such a delicious source of anxiety earlier, now looked vast and empty. She changed into her pyjamas—cute ones, she'd packed cute ones just in case—and sat on the edge of the bed, staring out at the moonlit ocean.

This wasn't how she'd imagined their first night. In her secret fantasies, they'd have stayed up talking, maybe sharing the bottle of wine they'd brought from home, maybe finally crossing that line that Stacy had been afraid to approach for so long.

Instead, she was alone. And Joella was out there with Aaron, her face animated in a way that Stacy hadn't seen in months. Happy. Excited.

Stacy pulled back the covers and slipped into bed, the Egyptian cotton sheets feeling cool against her skin. She lay there listening to the sound of the waves, trying not to think about what Joella might be doing, who she might be talking to, what might be making her laugh at that very moment.

The bedside clock read 12:47 a.m. when she finally turned off the light.

She was still awake at 1:30 when she heard voices in the hallway, footsteps, the soft beep of key cards at other doors.

She was still awake at 2:32 when the door finally opened and Joella slipped in, trying to be quiet in the darkness.

"Stace?" came the whispered question. "You awake?"

Stacy closed her eyes, evening out her breathing. "Mmm?"

"Sorry I'm so late. We ended up at this amazing little place... I'll tell you about it tomorrow."

The bathroom light clicked on, a thin line of yellow spilling under the door. Water running, teeth being brushed, the familiar sounds of Joella's nighttime routine. Then the light went off, and the bed dipped as Joella climbed in.

She smelled like wine and ocean air and something else—cologne, maybe. It could have been Aaron's cologne.

"Night, Stace," Joella murmured, already sounding drowsy.

"Night," Stacy whispered back.

Within minutes, Joella's breathing had deepened into sleep. But Stacy lay there in the darkness, staring at the ceiling, feeling lonelier than she had in years.

Mexico was supposed to be their time. Their perfect girls' trip.

Instead, she was sharing a bed with the woman she was falling for, who had just spent the evening falling for someone else entirely.
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Chapter 5: The Morning After
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Stacy woke to the sound of the shower running, her eyelids heavy as sandbags. The clock read 8:17 a.m. She’d finally fallen asleep sometime after 3:00, her mind spinning with images of Joella laughing under the moonlight, Aaron’s hand brushing hers.

She sat up, rubbing her face. The other side of the bed was rumpled but empty, Joella’s sundress from last night draped over a chair. Stacy could hear her humming off-key through the bathroom door—some pop song Stacy didn’t immediately recognize. The sound twisted something in her chest.

Act normal. You’re fine. Everything’s fine.

By the time Joella emerged, wrapped in a cloud of steam and citrus-scented body wash, Stacy had managed to pull on shorts and a tank top, though her hair was still a mess and her smile felt brittle.

“Morning, sunshine!” Joella chirped, towel-drying her hair. “You look... awake.”

Stacy snorted, reaching for her toiletry bag. “Liar.”

“Okay, you look like you got run over by a golf cart.” Joella grinned. “But in a cute way.”

Stacy rolled her eyes and ducked into the bathroom before Joella could see the flush creeping up her neck.

—-
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THE RESORT’S BREAKFAST buffet was a sprawling affair—fresh fruit, made-to-order omelettes, towers of pastries glistening under glass domes. Stacy piled her plate with bacon and toast, anything that might soak up the exhaustion clinging to her.

Joella, meanwhile, was vibrating with energy. “Oh my god, you have to try the mango,” she said, spearing a piece from her plate and holding it out to Stacy. “It’s, like, stupidly good.”

Stacy took it, the sweetness bursting on her tongue. “Wow. Okay, that’s unfair.”

Joella beamed, then launched into the story Stacy had been dreading. “So after you left, we went to this little beach bar—totally hidden, you’d never find it unless you knew where to look. Aaron’s been here before, apparently. They had live music—”

Stacy nodded along, stabbing a piece of melon. “Sounds fun.”

“It was insane.” Joella leaned in, lowering her voice like she was sharing a secret. “At one point, the guitarist pulled Aaron up to sing—turns out he’s got this ridiculous voice? Like, actually good.”

“Huh.” Stacy focused very hard on buttering her toast.

“And then—” Joella paused, tilting her head. “Are you okay? You’re being weirdly quiet.”

Stacy forced a laugh. “Just tired. And hungry.” She shoved a too-big bite of toast into her mouth.

Joella studied her for a second, then shrugged. “Anyway, we ended up staying until, like, 2:30? Jessica and Sarah wanted to bail earlier, but Mike and Aaron were determined to try every tequila on the menu—”

Stacy’s stomach churned. She didn’t want to picture it—Joella’s flushed cheeks, Aaron’s hand on the small of her back as they stumbled back to the resort.

“So,” Joella said, finally pausing to sip her coffee, “we still on for snorkeling?”

Stacy blinked. “You’re not too hungover?”

“Please. I’m a champion.” Joella winked. “Besides, I already rescheduled us for 3:00. Gives us time to nap after this. If you need it.”

Stacy exhaled. Nap. Glorious, beautiful nap. “You’re a genius.”

Joella grinned. “I know.”

—-
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THE NAP HELPED, BUT not enough. By the time they made it to the dive shop that afternoon, Stacy’s head had cleared, but her nerves hadn’t.

Then she saw them.

Aaron, Mike, and Sarah were lounging by the equipment racks, already suited up in snorkel gear. Aaron waved when he spotted Joella. “Fancy meeting you here!”

Joella lit up. “No way! You guys are snorkeling too?”

“Just booked it this morning,” Sarah said. She shot Stacy an apologetic look. “Hope you don’t mind us crashing.”

Stacy’s fingers tightened around her towel. “Of course not.”

Aaron stepped closer to Joella, his smile easy. “You’re gonna love this spot—there’s a whole coral garden down there.”

Joella turned to Stacy, eyes bright. “This is perfect, right? More the merrier!”

Stacy forced a smile. “Yeah. Perfect.”

The instructor called them over to go through safety procedures, but Stacy barely heard a word. All she could focus on was the way Aaron’s hand lingered on Joella’s arm as he helped her adjust her fins, the way Joella laughed at something he whispered.

This is your trip too, Stacy reminded herself. Don’t ruin it.

But as they waded into the water, the ocean stretching endlessly before them, Stacy couldn’t shake the sinking feeling that this—Joella drifting away, Stacy pretending not to care—was exactly how the rest of the week would go.

And she had no idea how to stop it.
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Chapter 6: Into You
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The salt water was still drying on Stacy's skin when they got back to the room, her hair twisted into a messy bun that was already coming undone. The snorkelling had been 

incredible—schools of tropical fish darting between coral formations, the underwater world painted in impossible blues and greens. Under different circumstances, she would have been over the moon.

But Aaron had been there for every moment of it.

Pointing out fish to Joella. Helping her clear water from her mask. Swimming close enough that their shoulders kept bumping as they floated above the reef. And Joella had soaked up every second of his attention like she was starving for it.

"That was absolutely mental!" Joella said, flopping onto the bed with dramatic flair. "Did you see that massive parrotfish? Aaron said they can live for like forty years!"

Aaron said. Stacy's jaw tightened as she hung up her wet towel. "Yeah, it was something."

Joella sat up, her face glowing with excitement. "Oh, and Sarah invited us to dinner tonight! They found this amazing seafood place in town—apparently, the lobster is to die for. We're meeting at seven."

Stacy's stomach dropped. "We are?"

"Well, yeah. I mean, I said we'd love to go." Joella's brow furrowed slightly. "That's okay, right? I know we talked about trying that sushi place here at the resort, but this sounds way more authentic."

Stacy stared at her reflection in the mirror, watching her own face crumble for just a moment before she forced it back into neutral. "Sure. Sounds great."

But it didn't sound great. It sounded like another evening of watching Aaron charm her best friend while she sat on the sidelines, pretending to be fine with it all.

"Brilliant!" Joella bounced off the bed. "I'm going to hop in the shower. Aaron said the place is pretty fancy, so I might wear that black dress I brought."

The black dress. The one that made Joella look like a goddess, the one that would definitely catch Aaron's attention. Stacy's chest felt tight.

"Take your time," she managed.

As soon as the bathroom door clicked shut, Stacy sank onto the edge of the bed, her hands shaking. This was supposed to be their trip. Their time. But instead, she was watching the woman she was falling for get swept away by some random guy they'd met twenty-four hours ago.

And the worst part? She couldn't even be mad at Joella for it. How could she be angry at her best friend for having a good time, for being social and charming and everything that made Stacy fall for her in the first place?

The sound of water running in the shower mixed with Joella's off-key humming, and something inside Stacy finally snapped. The tears came without warning, hot and angry and full of all the frustration she'd been swallowing down since last night.

She buried her face in her hands, shoulders shaking with silent sobs. God, she was pathetic. Crying in a luxury resort room because her best friend wanted to have dinner with new people. But it wasn't really about dinner, was it? It was about watching Joella light up for someone else. It was about feeling invisible while the person she cared about most slipped further and further away.

"Stace?" Joella's voice cut through her misery. "You okay out there?"

Stacy quickly wiped her eyes, but her voice still came out thick. "Yeah, I'm fine!"

Stacy had been so distraught she hadn’t even noticed when the shower stopped running.

"No, you're not." Footsteps, then the bathroom door opened. Joella appeared with a towel wrapped around her, hair dripping, concern written all over her face. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing, I just—" Stacy tried to turn away, but Joella was already crossing the room, sitting beside her on the bed.

"Hey." Joella's voice was soft, the way it got when she was worried. "Talk to me. What's going on?"

Stacy shook her head, not trusting herself to speak without crying again.

"Stacy." Joella's hand found her shoulder, warm and familiar. "Please. You've been weird since yesterday, and now you're crying. What's wrong?"

The gentle touch, the genuine concern in Joella's voice—it broke something open in Stacy's chest. The words came tumbling out before she could stop them.

"I'm into you."

The silence that followed was deafening. Stacy felt like she might throw up.

"I'm sorry," she rushed on, still not looking at Joella. "I know this is awful timing, and I know you're having fun with Aaron, and I don't want to ruin the trip, but I can't—I can't keep pretending. I'm into you, Jo. I have been for months, maybe longer, and watching you with him is killing me."

She finally looked up, expecting to see shock or disgust or pity on Joella's face. Instead, she found something that looked almost like relief.

"You're jealous," Joella said quietly. It wasn't a question.

"Yes." The word came out as a whisper. "I'm jealous, and I hate that I'm jealous, because you deserve to be happy and have fun, but I keep thinking about how this was supposed to be our time, you know? Just us. And now it feels like I'm watching you fall for someone else, and we've barely had five minutes alone together."

Stacy's voice cracked. "I don't want to go to dinner tonight. I don't want to watch Aaron make you laugh and touch your arm and be everything I can't be. But I also don't want to be the friend who ruins your good time because I caught feelings."

Joella was quiet for a long moment, her thumb tracing absent circles on Stacy's shoulder. Then she spoke, her voice barely above a whisper.

"I wished you'd told me sooner."

Stacy's head snapped up. "What?"

"I wished you'd told me sooner," Joella repeated, a small smile tugging at her lips. "Because then I could have told you that Aaron is getting married. He proposed to Jessica the first day they got here! She mentioned it this morning—they've been together for four years."

Stacy blinked. "They’re... they’re together? Things are actually good between them? I thought he was coming onto you because they were finished or something!”

"Mhmm, they’re together alright. He's just... overly friendly. Like a golden retriever, you know? All enthusiasm and no awareness of personal space." Joella's smile widened. "He's been talking about her non-stop, actually. How much he loves her, how he can't wait to get back to Vancouver and tell his family the big news."

"But last night—"

"Last night, I was having fun meeting new people and maybe enjoying the attention a little too much." Joella's cheeks flushed pink. "But it wasn't romantic, Stace. Not on my end, anyway."

Stacy felt like the world had tilted sideways. "It wasn't?"

"No." Joella shifted closer, her free hand finding Stacy's. "And we don't have to go to dinner tonight. I'll text Sarah and tell her we're having a girls' night instead."

"You don't have to do that—"

"I want to." Joella squeezed her hand. "This is our trip, remember? And you're right—we've barely had any time just the two of us."

Stacy felt fresh tears prick her eyes, but these ones were different. Lighter. "Really?"

"Really." Joella reached up and gently brushed a tear from Stacy's cheek. "You know, you're a pretty gorgeous girl, and you're my best friend. You need to hold your head up high, okay? Don't let anyone—not Aaron, not anyone—make you feel like you're not enough."

Stacy's breath caught. "Jo..."

"And when we get back home," Joella continued, her voice taking on a slightly nervous edge, "maybe we could... I don't know. Go on a proper date? See where this goes?"

Stacy's heart felt like it might burst. "You mean that?"

"I mean that." Joella leaned forward and pulled Stacy into a hug, warm and fierce and everything Stacy had been craving. "I'm sorry I made you feel invisible. That was never my intention."

Stacy melted into the embrace, breathing in Joella's familiar scent—coconut shampoo and something uniquely her. "I'm sorry I was being weird and jealous."

"You weren't being weird. You were being human." Joella pulled back just enough to meet Stacy's eyes. "And for what it's worth? The jealousy thing is kind of cute."

Stacy laughed despite herself. "Shut up."

"I'm serious! Very flattering."

They sat there for a moment, foreheads almost touching, and Stacy felt something shift between them. Not just the confession, but something deeper. A door opening.

"So," Joella said eventually, "what do you want to do tonight? Just us?"

Stacy wiped her eyes one more time, feeling lighter than she had in days. "Room service? That bottle of wine we brought? Maybe we can watch the sunset from the balcony?"

"Perfect." Joella grinned. "It's a date."

And for the first time since they'd arrived in Mexico, Stacy felt her confidence and excitement for the future return.
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Chapter 7: Night Out
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The sushi restaurant was everything Stacy had hoped for—low lighting, sleek wooden tables, and the salty-sweet scent of fresh seafood mingling with soy sauce. They’d snagged a corner booth, tucked away from the other diners, and ordered far too much: spicy tuna rolls, salmon nigiri, a platter of tempura that crackled under their chopsticks.

Joella lifted a piece of sashimi, grinning. “Dare me to eat this whole thing in one bite?”

Stacy laughed, her cheeks already warm from the sake they’d split. “You’ll choke.”

“Watch me.” Joella popped it into her mouth, her eyes watering slightly as she chewed. “Oh god. So much wasabi.”

Stacy handed her a glass of water, their fingers brushing. The contact sent a spark up her arm, but this time, she didn’t pull away. Neither did Joella.

This was exactly the type of dinner Stacy had been dreaming of. A fun dinner, with just the two of them. As love interests, or as friends. Either way was good with her.

—-
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THEY DISCOVERED THE dance party by accident on their way back to the room. The resort’s main lounge had transformed—lights pulsing in neon blues and pinks, a DJ spinning remixes of pop hits, bodies moving in sync under a canopy of palm fronds.

Joella grabbed Stacy’s wrist. “We have to go in.”

Stacy hesitated. “I don’t know... I’m not really a dancer.”

“Bullshit.” Joella tugged her forward, her smile electric. “I’ve seen you at weddings. You’ve got moves.”

And then they were in the thick of it, the bass thrumming through Stacy’s chest, the air sticky with sweat and perfume. Joella moved like she was born to it—hips swaying, arms lifted, her hair a dark swirl as she spun. Stacy let herself be pulled into the rhythm, the sake and the music loosening her limbs until she was laughing, breathless, alive.

At one point, a group of women pulled them into their circle, all of them shimmying together under the strobe lights. Joella slung an arm around Stacy’s waist, her mouth close to Stacy’s ear. “Having fun yet?”

Stacy’s skin burned where Joella touched her. “Maybe a little.”

Joella grinned. “Liar.”

The two couldn’t stop smiling at each other.

—-
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THE WALK BACK TO THEIR room was giddy, their sandals dangling from their fingers as they padded barefoot along the moonlit path.

“That was insane,” Joella said, swinging their clasped hands between them. “Did you see that guy in the neon shirt? He was committed.”

Stacy giggled. “I think he was having a religious experience.”

Joella bumped her shoulder. “And you! Who knew you could twerk like that?”

“I did not twerk—”

“Oh, you absolutely did.”

They collapsed against each other, laughter echoing through the empty hallway. Stacy’s ribs ached from dancing, her feet sore, but she couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt this light.

Back in the room, Stacy headed straight for the bathroom to wash off the night’s sweat and glitter. The cool water on her face grounded her, but her pulse still thrummed from the music, from Joella’s hands on her hips, from the way Joella had looked at her under the disco lights—like Stacy was something extraordinary.

She changed into her sleep shorts and tank top, her mind already drifting toward the king bed they’d share tonight. Would Joella curl into her like she sometimes did when she was half-asleep? Would Stacy be brave enough to tuck a strand of hair behind Joella’s ear and—

“Stace?”

Stacy turned.

Joella leaned against the bathroom doorway, one hip cocked, her silhouette backlit by the soft glow of the bedside lamp. She wore lingerie—black lace that hugged every curve, the straps delicate against her sun-kissed skin. A matching set, Stacy realized dimly. Brought specifically for this trip.

Joella’s smile was equal parts mischief and nerves. “So,” she said, tilting her head. “What do you wanna do with the rest of our night?”

Stacy’s heart hammered against her ribs. The air between them crackled, thick with everything unspoken.

The night stretched before them, infinite with possibility.

And for once, Stacy wasn’t afraid to reach for it.
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Chapter 8: Experimenting
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Stacy’s breath hitched as she stepped closer, her eyes tracing the delicate lace of Joella’s lingerie. The air between them felt charged, like the moment before a summer storm. Stacy reached out, her fingers trembling slightly as they brushed against Joella’s waist. The fabric was soft, but the heat of Joella’s skin beneath it was intoxicating.

“You’re beautiful,” Stacy whispered, her voice barely audible over the pounding of her own heart.

Joella’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. “So are you.” She took Stacy’s hand, guiding it up to the strap of her bra. “Help me out of this?”

Stacy’s fingers fumbled with the clasp, her hands unsteady as she unhooked it. The bra fell away, revealing Joella’s breasts, full and perfect in the dim light. Stacy’s mouth went dry. She’d seen Joella in bikinis before, but this—this was different. Intimate. Her gaze lingered, drinking in every detail.

Joella reached for the hem of Stacy’s tank top, tugging it upward. “Your turn.”

Stacy lifted her arms, letting Joella pull the shirt over her head. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps along her arms. Joella’s eyes darkened as she took in the sight of Stacy’s bare chest, her hands immediately reaching out to cup her breasts. The touch sent a jolt of electricity through Stacy, her nipples hardening under Joella’s palms.

“God, you’re perfect,” Joella murmured, her thumbs brushing over Stacy’s nipples in slow, deliberate circles. Stacy gasped, her head falling back as pleasure rippled through her. Joella leaned in, capturing Stacy’s lips in a searing kiss. Their mouths moved together, hot and hungry, tongues tangling as their bodies pressed closer.

Stacy’s hands roamed over Joella’s back, tracing the curve of her spine before slipping lower to grip her ass. Joella moaned into the kiss, grinding against Stacy’s thigh. The friction was maddening, and Stacy could feel the heat radiating from Joella’s core.

“Bed,” Joella breathed, breaking the kiss just long enough to pull Stacy toward the mattress. They tumbled onto the soft sheets, their limbs tangling as they continued to kiss and touch. Stacy’s hands found the waistband of Joella’s panties, sliding them down her legs and tossing them aside. Joella did the same, her fingers hooking into the waistband of Stacy’s shorts and pulling them off in one swift motion.

Now completely naked, they lay side by side, their bodies pressed together from chest to thigh. Stacy’s hand drifted down Joella’s stomach, her fingers brushing through the soft curls between her legs. Joella’s breath hitched, her hips arching into the touch.

“Please,” Joella whispered, her voice thick with need.

Stacy didn’t need to be told twice. She slid her fingers lower, parting Joella’s folds and finding her already wet and ready. She circled Joella’s clit slowly, watching as her friend’s eyes fluttered shut and a moan escaped her lips.

“You feel so good,” Stacy murmured, leaning in to capture Joella’s nipple in her mouth. She sucked gently, her tongue flicking over the sensitive peak as her fingers continued to work Joella’s clit.

Joella’s hands tangled in Stacy’s hair, holding her close as she writhed beneath her. “Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice trembling with desperation.

Stacy obliged, increasing the pressure and speed of her fingers until Joella was gasping, her body tensing as she teetered on the edge of orgasm. With a final cry, she came undone, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Stacy held her through it, her fingers slowing but not stopping until Joella’s breathing began to even out. When Joella finally opened her eyes, they were still dark with desire.

“My turn,” she said, pushing Stacy onto her back and straddling her hips. She leaned down, capturing Stacy’s lips in a deep kiss before trailing her mouth down Stacy’s neck and chest. Her tongue flicked over Stacy’s nipples, teasing them until they were hard and aching.

Stacy moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as Joella continued her descent. When Joella’s mouth reached the apex of her thighs, Stacy’s breath caught in her throat. Joella didn’t hesitate, her tongue diving between Stacy’s legs and licking a slow, deliberate stripe up to her clit.

“Oh god,” Stacy gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily. Joella chuckled softly, the vibration sending another wave of pleasure through Stacy. She wrapped her lips around Stacy’s clit, sucking gently as her fingers slipped inside her.

Stacy cried out, her back arching off the bed as Joella worked her with expert precision. The combination of Joella’s mouth and fingers was overwhelming, and it didn’t take long for Stacy to feel the familiar coil of pleasure tightening in her belly.

“Joella,” she moaned, her hands balling into fists in the sheets. “I’m so close.”

Joella hummed in response, increasing the pressure and speed of her fingers as she continued to suck and lick at Stacy’s clit. The sensation was too much, and with a final cry, Stacy came apart, her body convulsing as waves of ecstasy washed over her.

Joella stayed with her through it, her movements slowing as Stacy’s body relaxed. When Stacy finally opened her eyes, she found Joella smiling down at her, her lips glistening with evidence of what they’d just done.

“That was...” Stacy began, but words failed her.

Joella laughed softly, leaning down to kiss her again. “Amazing?” she suggested.

Stacy nodded, still breathless. “Yeah. Amazing.”

Joella shifted, lying down beside Stacy and pulling her into her arms. They lay there for a moment, their bodies still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure.

“So,” Joella said after a while, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on Stacy’s arm. “What do you want to do now?”

Stacy turned to look at her, a slow smile spreading across her face. “I think we should 69.”

Joella’s eyes widened, her lips curling into a sly grin. “69? You sure you’re ready for that?”

Stacy’s heart raced, but she didn’t hesitate. “I’ve never been more ready.”

Joella laughed softly, the sound light and airy, sending another shiver down Stacy’s spine. “Alright then, let’s do it.”

They shifted on the bed, their bodies moving in sync as they positioned themselves. Stacy’s breath hitched as Joella’s warm breath ghosted over her inner thigh, her hands gripping Stacy’s hips to guide her into place. Stacy mirrored her, lowering herself until her face was inches from Joella’s core, the scent of her arousal intoxicating.

“Ready?” Joella whispered, her voice thick with anticipation.

“Ready,” Stacy breathed, her own voice trembling with want.

And then they were there, their bodies entwined, their mouths finding each other’s most intimate places. Stacy’s tongue flicked out tentatively, tasting Joella for the first time. She was sweet, tangy, and utterly craveable. Stacy moaned against her, the vibrations making Joella gasp and arch her back.

Joella didn’t hold back either. Her tongue swirled around Stacy’s clit, teasing and probing, while her fingers slipped inside, curling just right to hit that spot that made Stacy cry out. The sensation was overwhelming, a tidal wave of pleasure that threatened to drown her.

Stacy focused on Joella, determined to give as good as she got. She licked and sucked, her tongue exploring every fold, every sensitive spot. She could feel Joella trembling beneath her, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

“Oh god, Stacy,” Joella gasped, her voice muffled against Stacy’s thigh. “That feels so good!”

Stacy didn’t respond with words, instead increasing the pressure of her tongue, circling Joella’s clit with firm, deliberate strokes. Joella’s hips bucked, her fingers digging into Stacy’s thighs as she tried to keep herself steady.

The room was filled with the sounds of their pleasure—moans, gasps, the wet slide of tongues and fingers. The air was thick with the scent of their arousal, mingling with the faint trace of sweat and the lingering sweetness of the sake they’d shared earlier.

Stacy could feel her own climax building, a tight coil of heat in her belly that threatened to snap at any moment. Joella’s tongue was relentless, her fingers moving in perfect rhythm, driving Stacy closer and closer to the edge.

“Fuck!” Stacy moaned, her voice breaking. “Oh my God! Please don’t stop. Don’t fucking stop! It’s so good!”

Joella responded by increasing the pace of her fingers, thrusting them deeper, faster, while her tongue continued its relentless assault on Stacy’s clit. Stacy cried out, her body tensing as the first wave of her orgasm crashed over her. She shuddered, her hips jerking uncontrollably as pleasure ripped through her.

But she didn’t stop. Even as her own body was still trembling with the aftershocks, she focused on Joella, determined to bring her to the same height of ecstasy. She sucked Joella’s clit into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it while her fingers pressed against the sensitive spot inside her.

Joella’s moans turned into a high-pitched whine, her body arching off the bed as she came. Her thighs clamped around Stacy’s head, holding her in place as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies still connected, their breaths coming in ragged gasps. Then slowly, reluctantly, they pulled apart, collapsing onto the bed side by side.

“Holy shit,” Joella panted, her chest heaving. “That was... incredible.”

Stacy nodded, unable to form words just yet. Her body felt boneless, every nerve ending still tingling with the remnants of pleasure.

Joella turned to look at her, a lazy smile spreading across her face. “You’re full of surprises, Stacy.”

Stacy managed a weak laugh. “So are you.”

They lay there for a moment, basking in the afterglow, their bodies still humming with the echoes of their shared pleasure. Then Joella reached out, her fingers brushing against Stacy’s arm.

“Wow. I... Just wow,” Stacy said.

“Yeah? Just wow?” Joella replied, smirking back at her.

“Yeah... I actually think that was the best sex of my life.” Stacy admitted, still in disbelief.

The two new lovers giggled to themselves. “I’m glad you liked it!” Joella kissed Stacy on the temple, before spooning her. Stacy slowly, but eagerly, moved into position.

In most of Stacy’s past relationships, she tended to play the role of big spoon.

But tonight, she was the little one. And she was very okay with Joella being the big spoon, wrapped around her from behind. Much more than just okay with it.
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Stacy stirred first, her body still humming with contentment from the night before. Joella's arm was draped across her waist, their legs tangled together in the most natural way.

"Good morning, gorgeous," Joella murmured against Stacy's shoulder, her voice thick with sleep.

Stacy turned in her arms, meeting those familiar brown eyes that now held something new—a warmth that made her heart skip. "Morning."

They lay there quietly, studying each other's faces in the soft light. Stacy reached up to tuck a strand of Joella's messy hair behind her ear, marvelling at how different everything felt, yet somehow exactly right.

"So," Joella said, her lips quirking into that smile Stacy adored, "was that as good for you as it was for me?"

Stacy laughed, her cheeks flushing pink. "Better than good. It was... perfect."

"Even better than the snorkelling?" Joella teased, pressing a gentle kiss to Stacy's collarbone.

"Definitely better than the snorkelling," Stacy confirmed, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on Joella's bare back. "Though I have to say, this trip turned out nothing like I expected."

"Better or worse?"

Stacy pretended to consider this, tilting her head thoughtfully. "Well, I was expecting terrible resort food, sunburns, and maybe a few too many margaritas."

"And instead?"

"Instead, I got the best sex of my life with my best friend." Stacy grinned. "So yeah, definitely better."

Joella's laugh was warm and unguarded. "Just wait until we get home. I plan to take you on a proper date—dinner, flowers, the whole nine yards."

"I'd like that," Stacy said softly. "Though we still have four more days here first."

"Four more days," Joella repeated, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Whatever will we do with all that time?"

Stacy pulled her closer, their foreheads touching. "I have a few ideas."

Outside their window, the Mexican sun climbed higher, painting the ocean in shades of turquoise and gold. But inside their little sanctuary, time seemed to slow down, holding them in this perfect moment where everything had finally fallen into place.

They had chosen each other, and it felt like the most natural choice in the world.

If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review! It really helps small artists and creators like me better understand my customers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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        Paige didn't plan on going to any Christmas parties this year—especially not one where she'd be surrounded by strangers. But when her best friend Jade convinces her to tag along to Jade's workplace Christmas Party, Paige finds herself drawn into a night that changes everything. Jade is gorgeous, outgoing, and the life of the party, while Paige is used to keeping to herself. Yet from the moment their eyes meet, sparks fly, and Paige feels an unexpected connection she can't ignore.
As the festive evening unfolds, Paige and Jade share laughter, lingering glances, and a growing chemistry that neither anticipated. What starts as holiday small talk deepens into something more meaningful, and Paige begins to wonder if this could be the start of something real. But with the magic of the season fading and doubts creeping in, Paige must decide: is she ready to open her heart to the possibility of lasting love?
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