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      The house was bigger than Quinn remembered from the photos—clean lines, pale stucco, tall windows that caught the early evening sun like glass polished to gold.

      Cole had asked her to housesit while he and his new girlfriend went off-grid for a week in Big Sur. “Water the plants, feed the cat, don’t throw a party,” he’d said. “And don’t touch the thermostat. It’s possessed.”

      Typical Cole. Half sarcasm, half serious. Still, the air was cool enough, humming quietly from the overhead vents as she stepped inside, kicked off her shoes, and let her eyes adjust to the dim interior. Sleek. Tasteful. Quiet. Maybe a little too quiet.

      She set her bags down by the base of the stairs and gave the place a once-over. The floors were gleaming hardwood, the walls pale dove gray. The furniture—all leather, steel, and warm wood—looked untouched, like a magazine spread. A bit cold, if she was being honest. But not lifeless.

      No, there was still a pulse here. She could feel it in the small things: a silk scarf draped over the back of the armchair, perfume clinging to the bathroom mirror, a gold lipstick tube left half-capped next to the sink. The kind of traces people leave behind when they move out before they’re ready.

      Sophie.

      Quinn had never met her. Cole’s ex-wife had always been more of a shadow than a person—a name dropped here and there. It was mutual. She moved out first. We’re seeing other people.

      Quinn didn’t ask questions, and Cole didn’t offer details. But now, standing in the middle of what had once been their shared home, she couldn’t help but wonder what kind of woman Sophie was. The woman who had chosen this scent, these textures, this color palette. The woman who had shared Cole’s life for years and still haunted his house like a scent in the sheets.

      It made her feel like an intruder.

      She wandered out through the sliding glass doors to the backyard. The pool glimmered like a slice of sky, framed by tall privacy hedges and a border of succulents in smooth white planters. The sun was low but still warm on her shoulders, the air soft with the scent of jasmine and chlorine.

      Quinn padded back inside and changed into her swimsuit—black, high-cut at the hips, low in the back. A little more revealing than she usually wore, but no one was around to see. And it felt… nice. A little indulgent. Like trying on someone else’s life, just for a minute.

      The water welcomed her with a shiver and a sigh. She slipped in slow, letting the coolness rise up her thighs, her waist, her chest. A few lazy laps loosened the tension in her back, and then she floated on her back, eyes half-closed to the light, arms drifting beside her like silk ribbons.

      She wasn’t sure how long she stayed like that, weightless and quiet, the world muted beneath the surface. The only sound was the gentle lapping of water and her own breath, slow and steady.

      Eventually she drifted to the edge, resting her forearms on the sun-warmed stone, her body still mostly submerged. Her legs swayed lazily beneath her, the movement hypnotic. Her skin tingled, warmed by the sun and cooled by the water in alternating waves. She felt open. Soft. Unwound.

      And aroused.

      Not from anything she was thinking about. Not from anyone in particular. Just… from being. From silence. From water on skin. From the pulse of being alone and alive and a little too aware of her own body.

      She let one hand trail down her stomach, slick with pool water, fingertips circling lightly at the waistband of her suit. She glanced back at the house—empty, still. Waiting.

      Her breath hitched.

      She dipped her hand lower, beneath the stretch of black Lycra, her fingers brushing against herself. A soft gasp escaped her lips.

      It wasn’t planned. It wasn’t fantasy. Just sensation. Permission.

      She moved slowly, finding rhythm in the water, in the heat building low in her belly. Her thighs pressed together, breath shallowing. She bit her lip, not wanting to moan, not even sure she could if she tried.

      It rose in her like a tide—gentle, unforced, inevitable.

      When it passed, she sank against the edge, her cheek resting on the warm tile, chest rising and falling in slow, sated waves.

      She hadn’t meant to. Not really.

      But it was easy to forget who you were in a house that didn’t belong to you.
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        * * *

      

      Quinn had just pulled her wet swimsuit down and stepped into a towel when the doorbell rang.

      She froze, one hand still gripping terrycloth, water sliding down her spine. Her heart stuttered in her chest. Nobody was supposed to be here. Cole had told her the place was hers for the week. Just her and the plants. And the ghost of a woman she’d never met.

      She tightened the towel around herself and crossed the living room barefoot, trailing damp footprints across the polished hardwood. The intercom screen flickered to life as she approached. A woman stood on the front porch, dark hair tucked into a loose bun, sunglasses perched high on her nose.

      Quinn didn’t need a name to know who it was.

      Sophie.

      She opened the door slowly, trying to mask the flush in her cheeks.

      "Hi," the woman said, removing her sunglasses with a lazy flick of her fingers. Her voice was low and smooth, slightly amused. “You must be Quinn.”

      Even her voice felt expensive.

      “I am,” Quinn replied, brushing damp hair back from her forehead. “You’re Sophie.”

      There was a pause, the kind that stretched and curled and made your skin feel too tight.

      “In the flesh,” Sophie said, smiling without showing teeth. “Is Cole around?”

      “No, he’s... off the grid. I’m housesitting.”

      Sophie’s gaze dragged down Quinn’s body, taking in the towel, the beads of water still clinging to her collarbone. Not leering…just looking, like she had every right to.

      “Well,” Sophie said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation, “I won’t stay long.”

      She smelled like something earthy and expensive. Vetiver, maybe. Her jeans were high-waisted, her blouse half-unbuttoned and falling just-so off one shoulder, revealing a thin gold necklace glinting against bare skin.

      She moved like she owned the space. Like she once used to.

      “I came by to grab something,” she continued, glancing around. “An old yearbook. Should’ve taken it when I left, but...” She trailed her fingers across the entryway console, then looked back at Quinn. “Cole was in such a hurry to divide everything. Some things slipped through the cracks.”

      Quinn nodded, a little too quickly. “Do you want me to help you look?”

      Sophie cocked her head. “You don’t mind?”

      “No, of course not.” Quinn gestured toward the stairs. “I think most of the books are in the office. Up here.”

      She led the way, acutely aware of Sophie behind her. Her towel had started to slip, and her skin was still flushed from the sun or…something else. She tightened the knot at her chest, fingers fumbling slightly, and caught Sophie watching her in the reflection of the hallway mirror.

      In the office, Quinn bent to open the lower cabinets, feeling Sophie’s presence hovering just behind her. She tried not to think about how bare her legs were. Or how the towel gaped open at the sides when she knelt.

      “Any idea what year we’re looking for?” she asked, glancing back.

      Sophie was leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed, one brow arched. “God, don’t make me say it out loud.”

      Quinn smiled and turned back to the shelves, pulling out a few thick yearbooks and dusting them off.

      “This might be it,” she said, handing one over.

      Their fingers touched, just briefly, but it was enough. Enough to send a flicker of heat down Quinn’s spine. Sophie didn’t pull away.

      “I should’ve known Cole would leave someone cute in charge,” she murmured.

      Quinn froze, the books still in her hand. “Oh, it’s not like that. I’m just watching the house.”

      Sophie smirked, flipping the yearbook open and thumbing through the pages with long, perfectly manicured fingers. “Still.”

      The tension lingered like humidity. Heavy. Inevitable.

      Quinn stepped back, needing space, needing to breathe. “Do you want anything to drink?”

      Sophie glanced up. “What are you offering?”

      Quinn’s mouth went dry. “Water. Maybe some iced tea.”

      Sophie’s smile deepened. “Water’s fine.”

      They made their way back downstairs, and Quinn busied herself in the kitchen, grateful for the grounding task. She poured two glasses and turned to find Sophie perched on one of the barstools, legs crossed, blouse slipping just a little further off her shoulder now. The gold chain swung gently as she tilted her head.

      “So how do you know Cole?” she asked.

      “We went to college together,” Quinn said, sliding her a glass. “Roommates for a couple years. Stayed close after.”

      “Hmm.” Sophie sipped, watching her over the rim. “I always asked about you, but Cole didn’t divulge much. I always assumed you used to date.”

      Quinn laughed. “God, no. No offense. I love him, but not like that.”

      That earned a laugh—low, throaty, real. It hit Quinn in the gut, warm and unexpected.

      Sophie leaned forward on her elbows, her voice a touch softer. “I’m not here to stir anything up. I just came for the book.”

      Quinn nodded, but her body didn’t quite believe it.

      “I should probably let you dry off,” Sophie added, her gaze slipping to the damp edge of Quinn’s towel. “Unless you’re planning to live in that.”

      “I wasn’t,” Quinn said. But she didn’t move.

      Their eyes held for a second too long. Sophie’s gaze didn’t wander now. It focused. Measured. Took.

      And Quinn felt... visible. Exposed. Like the towel wasn’t doing much of anything at all.

      Sophie stood, slow and smooth. She stepped in close, just close enough for her perfume to hit again, for Quinn’s breath to catch.

      “Thanks for letting me in,” she said. “It’s good to see the house still feels... warm.”

      Then she leaned in—not for a kiss, but close enough that Quinn could feel the heat of her mouth by her cheek, the whisper of her breath against her ear.

      Sophie stepped in close, her voice low. “You’re still wet.”

      Her fingertip slid just beneath Quinn’s collarbone, tracing over damp skin in a slow, deliberate line.

      Quinn didn’t move. Couldn’t. Not when Sophie looked at her like that—like touching her was the most natural thing in the world.

      “Thanks for letting me in,” Sophie said, fingers still tracing the rim of her glass. “I’ve missed this place more than I expected.”

      Quinn nodded, unsure what to say. The air between them felt thick now, almost tactile.

      Sophie’s eyes wandered toward the hallway. “I’ll take another look upstairs. That book has to be here somewhere.”

      “Take your time,” Quinn said, maybe a little too quickly.

      Sophie’s smile was slow and unreadable. “Don’t tempt me.”

      And just like that, she was moving again, hips swaying as she disappeared down the hall—leaving Quinn standing there with her heartbeat in her throat and her skin still tingling from the way Sophie had touched her.
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        * * *

      

      By the time Quinn changed into a fresh tank top and cotton shorts, her skin was still slightly damp and flushed. Not just from the pool, but from Sophie, too.

      She found her in the guest bedroom at the end of the hall, crouched by a half-open box of books, her shoulder brushing against the closet door. The soft fall of her blouse had slipped again, exposing a line of smooth skin and the same glint of gold at her throat. Sophie looked up as Quinn hovered in the doorway, one knee pressed to the hardwood, her hair now slightly messy in the sexiest possible way. Quinn didn’t know if she was envious or…attracted.

      “No luck,” she said, a little breezily. “Either it’s gone or Cole moved it. Which means it’s definitely gone.”

      Quinn crossed her arms, trying to appear composed even though she was hyper-aware of every inch of her body and every inch of Sophie’s. “You’ve looked through half the house already.”

      Sophie sat back on her heels. “It’s not that I care about this much about the yearbook. I just… enjoy seeing the place again.”

      She didn’t look at the room when she said it. She looked at Quinn.

      Quinn swallowed. The response that rose first—you’ve seen it, now go—wasn’t what came out. “Are you hungry?”

      A beat passed. Then Sophie smiled. “I could eat.”

      Quinn led the way down to the kitchen, each step tightening the knot in her stomach. She still wasn’t sure this was a good idea. Not because of Cole, though there was definitely a fuzzy gray area there. But more because of herself. Because every time Sophie looked at her for a little too long or stood a little too close, something inside Quinn pulled taut.

      And that was new. That was terrifying.

      She busied herself by pulling ingredients from the fridge. Zucchini, garlic, some pasta she’d brought from home. Sophie took the cutting board without asking, moving beside her. She rolled up her sleeves, exposing forearms that were all tone and tan and understated sex appeal. She picked up a knife like she owned it.

      They moved easily around each other, passing, reaching, brushing shoulders. The scent of garlic hung in the air, but all Quinn could register was the warmth at her back every time Sophie leaned in too close.

      “You cook like someone who’s done this before,” Sophie said, slicing zucchini into perfect half-moons.

      “I live alone,” Quinn replied. “It’s either learn to cook or waste money on take-out. Not that I’m not a fan of take-out, because believe me, I am.”

      Sophie smirked. “Cole never cooked anything that didn’t involve a microwave. You’re putting him to shame.”

      Quinn gave a breathy laugh, heart thudding in her chest. She wasn’t sure why she was being compared to Cole that way. As if there was a competition.

      The table was already set with minimal effort. Two mismatched plates and a bottle of olive oil Quinn used as a lazy centerpiece. The conversation was easy in a way it shouldn’t have been. Sophie talked about her photography work, the studio she used to run, the way she and Cole had tried to make it work until they stopped pretending it was working at all.

      Quinn listened more than she spoke. Not because she didn’t have things to say, but because she couldn’t stop watching the way Sophie’s lips curved around certain syllables, how her throat moved when she sipped her wine, how she laughed like she wasn’t afraid to take up space.

      And how she looked at Quinn, like she was curious. Like she was figuring something out.

      When dinner ended, Sophie helped her clear the table, their fingers brushing again. Neither of them commented on it this time.

      Then came the pause. That slow, stretching moment where most people said thank you and left.

      But Sophie didn’t move toward the door. Instead, she leaned a hip against the kitchen island and said, “Traffic’s going to be hell right now. Mind if I crash here?”

      Quinn blinked. “Oh—um, sure. Yeah. That’s fine.”

      Sophie tilted her head. “You sure?”

      No. Not even a little.

      But the words slipped out anyway: “Yeah. Of course.”

      Sophie gave her a look—slow, smoky, unreadable. Then she turned and disappeared down the hallway.

      Quinn cleaned the last of the dishes with shaking hands. She told herself she was being hospitable. That this didn’t mean anything. That she wasn’t feeling the weight of Sophie’s presence in every corner of the house.

      But later that night, she lay in the dark, under a sheet that felt too thin and too warm, listening to the quiet creak of the couch settling beneath Sophie’s weight.

      She turned onto her side, pressing her thighs together, heart racing for reasons she still didn’t have the words for.

      Not yet.
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        * * *

      

      The house was quiet.

      Quinn stared at the ceiling of the guest bedroom, her sheet draped around her legs, one bare thigh stretched into the cooling night air. She’d closed her eyes more than once, but sleep wouldn’t come. Her body was too warm. Her thoughts too loud.

      Quinn stepped into the hallway, already knowing Sophie would still be out there on the couch. What she didn’t expect was to find her awake.

      Sophie was curled on the couch in a loose tee and boyshorts, legs folded under her, glass of water resting on one thigh. Her dark hair was messy from sleep, or maybe from running her hands through it too many times. Her eyes met Quinn’s with a slow, almost lazy sort of awareness.

      “Couldn’t sleep either?” Sophie asked, voice low and husky.

      Quinn shook her head, stepping into the room. “Too quiet.”

      Sophie lifted the glass, offering it silently. Quinn shook her head again and crossed to the kitchen, pouring her own water and sipping it slowly at the counter.

      “I always hated this house at night,” Sophie said after a pause. “It echoes. Like it’s trying to remember all the things people said here. Or things they should’ve said.”

      Quinn turned. Sophie was watching her from the couch, expression unreadable. Her bare legs stretched into the spill of moonlight from the window, soft curves glowing silver against the pale couch cushion.

      “Is that why you left?” Quinn asked quietly.

      Sophie exhaled, then smiled faintly. “No. That part came later.”

      Quinn drifted toward her, settling into the armchair across from the couch. “You and Cole seemed…”

      “Stable?” Sophie offered, one brow arched. “We were. For a while. But being stable doesn’t mean being happy.”

      Quinn nodded, unsure what else to say.

      Sophie swirled her water in the glass, her voice softer now. “I think I wanted something I couldn’t explain. I wanted to feel wanted. Not needed, not tolerated. Just… wanted, the way you look at someone when you really see them.”

      Quinn’s breath caught. She hadn’t meant to stare—but Sophie’s eyes were locked on her now, like she’d said too much or exactly enough.

      “I think I know what you mean,” Quinn said, her voice quieter than she intended.

      Sophie tilted her head.

      “Do you?”

      Her gaze dropped—to Quinn’s collarbone, to the strap of her tank top where it had slipped down her shoulder.

      

      Quinn’s skin prickled.

      Sophie set her glass aside and leaned back, letting her body stretch out across the couch, unapologetic. Her bare skin caught the light in ways that made it hard to look away.

      “Can I ask you something?” she said.

      Quinn nodded before she realized what she was agreeing to.

      “Have you ever kissed a girl?”

      The question floated there between them, heavy and light at the same time.

      Quinn’s stomach tightened. She opened her mouth, closed it again. Then finally: “No… not really.”

      Sophie’s lips quirked, but she didn’t press. “That’s not a no.”

      Sophie shifted, pulling the throw blanket higher on her hips. She looked languid, almost feline, but Quinn could see the spark behind her gaze. The sharpness beneath the softness.

      “I should let you sleep,” Sophie said at last. “Big day of nothing tomorrow.”

      Quinn watched her settle back down, and for one stupid second, she almost reached out. Just to touch her. To soothe her, maybe. But she didn’t move.

      Sophie stared at Quinn for a long moment before adding, “Goodnight, Quinn.”

      Her name sounded different in Sophie’s mouth. Slower. More intimate.

      “Goodnight,” Quinn whispered, throat dry.

      She disappeared down the hallway, her heart a steady thrum beneath her ribs. Her thighs pressed tight, her body lit with a tension that wasn’t going anywhere.
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        * * *

      

      Quinn woke to the sound of water. Soft rhythmic splashes. For a moment, still caught in a half-dream, she thought she was alone. Then her body remembered everything: the hushed conversation in the dark, Sophie’s gaze on her, the way her name had lingered in the air like perfume.

      She sat up slowly. Sunlight spilled across the hardwood, warm and golden. Her shirt clung to one shoulder, and the thin cotton of her sleep shorts was already sticking to her skin. The house smelled like vanilla and chlorine and heat.

      She crossed to the sliding glass door and stopped.

      Sophie was in the pool.

      She moved through the water gracefully, her dark hair slicked back from her face. She wore a black one-piece that cut low across her chest and high on the hips, the fabric gleaming where the sun caught it. She looked unbothered. Elegant. Lethal.

      Quinn's breath caught as she watched her turn mid-stroke and glide to the edge, arms resting casually on the ledge like she belonged here still.

      Sophie spotted her and smiled—lazy, amused, still a little sleepy.

      “Morning,” she called.

      Quinn opened the door, blinking against the light. “You always swim this early?”

      “I swim when I can’t sleep,” Sophie said, brushing water from her forehead. “Come in. The water’s perfect.”

      Quinn hesitated, then disappeared inside, returning in the same black suit she’d worn the day before. She told herself she just needed to cool off, but her hands were shaking as she pulled her hair into a knot and stepped barefoot onto the warm stone deck.

      Sophie was already at the edge when she returned, arms crossed on the ledge, chin resting on her forearm.

      “That suit should be illegal,” she said, eyes tracing Quinn’s legs with obvious appreciation.

      Quinn laughed, too startled to blush. “Is that a compliment or an insult?”

      “Definitely a compliment.”

      Quinn slipped into the water, gasping softly as the coolness rose over her body. She swam a few strokes just to distract herself, but Sophie followed, slow and languid, her movements less about direction and more about being seen.

      Eventually, they ended up side by side at the shallow end, legs floating lazily beneath the surface.

      Sophie tilted her head toward the poolside table. “Look what I found.” A thick yearbook sat beside a pair of sunglasses and a glass of juice.

      “No way.”

      Sophie waded over, climbed out of the pool, and padded back with the book in hand, water trailing down her thighs in sleek ribbons. She dropped onto one of the lounge chairs and gestured for Quinn to join her. “Come be judgmental with me.”

      Quinn sat carefully on the towel Sophie had spread out, her skin still damp, her legs warm where they brushed Sophie’s.

      Sophie flipped through the book, pausing here and there, occasionally laughing softly under her breath. “God. The hair. The brows. We thought we were so hot.”

      “I don’t know…it’s not so bad,” Quinn said.

      Sophie smirked. “We were insufferable. I ran the photography club. Cole played guitar in a garage band that never played a single show. But he was sweet. Dumber back then. It worked for a while.”

      She looked up. “What about you? What were you like in high school?”

      Sophie looked at her for a moment. “You don’t seem shy.”

      Quinn smiled a little. “I’m not. I just don’t always say what I’m thinking.”

      Sophie leaned in, voice low. “No kidding. I keep trying to figure you out.”

      Quinn let out a shaky laugh, but Sophie didn’t smile this time. She leaned in, slowly. The distance narrowed. Quinn’s lips parted, not in surprise, but in helpless anticipation.

      Sophie’s hand slid to Quinn’s thigh. Light. Casual. But her fingers lingered just above the knee, slowly tracing circles into wet skin.

      Quinn looked down, then up.

      And Sophie kissed her.

      Soft. Slow. Intentional. Like she’d been thinking about it all night and didn’t want to rush a second of it.

      Quinn didn’t move at first. Her brain stalled. Then her body answered for her.

      She kissed her back, slow and curious and hungry.

      She pulled away just an inch, her voice barely a whisper. “I’m not…”

      Sophie kissed her again, silencing her doubts.

      It was deep and passionate, the kind of kiss that made you forget where you were, who you were supposed to be. Her hand moved higher on Quinn’s thigh, and Quinn didn’t stop her.

      There was only this moment. The sun on her skin. The water evaporating off her chest. The pulse between her legs and the truth behind Sophie’s lips.

      She didn’t know what she was.

      But she knew what she wanted. And it was her best friend’s ex-wife.
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        * * *

      

      They stumbled through the back door, dripping pool water onto the hardwood, lips still locked, fingers tangled in wet hair and slick skin. Quinn’s breath hitched as her back met the cool hallway wall, Sophie pressing in close, all warmth and confidence and need.

      Sophie kissed like she didn’t care if the world burned around them—as if the only thing that mattered was the taste of Quinn’s mouth. Her hands roamed with purpose, skating over damp fabric, down the curve of Quinn’s waist, around to the small of her back. The pressure of her palms made Quinn arch instinctively, hips meeting hips in a silent plea for more.

      Quinn had never felt this way before—never wanted someone with such raw urgency. She gasped when Sophie tugged at the strap of her swimsuit, slipping it down her shoulder with a practiced flick. Her skin prickled in the wake of cool air and heated breath.

      Sophie’s voice was low, breathless, right against her ear. “Tell me to stop.”

      Quinn’s head rolled back against the wall. “Don’t.”

      That was all it took.

      They kissed again, deeper this time, mouths open, tongues slow and teasing. Sophie coaxed every sound from her with wicked softness—tiny moans, sharp gasps, the helpless whimper Quinn didn’t know she was capable of.

      Sophie slid to her knees, water trickling from her curls, her hands trailing down the outside of Quinn’s thighs. She looked up, eyes dark, lips swollen. “You’re shaking.”

      “I don’t care.” Quinn threaded trembling fingers into Sophie’s wet hair. “Just… please.”

      The fabric of her swimsuit peeled away, inch by inch. Sophie kissed the inside of her thighs, her hips, her belly, until Quinn could barely stand. When Sophie finally touched her—really touched her—Quinn cried out, hand slapping the wall for balance.

      Every movement was slow, deliberate, devastating. Sophie took her time, watching every reaction, every flutter of breath, every shiver and sigh. Quinn felt like she was unraveling—spooling out into something new, something undone and utterly exposed.

      She’d never been touched like this. Worshipped like this.

      When Sophie rose again, mouth slick and cheeks flushed, Quinn pulled her close, tugging at her suit, desperate to feel every inch of skin. The fabric hit the floor, and Sophie was bare, glorious, soft in all the right places and hard where it counted. Their bodies pressed together—slick, heated, hungry.

      They found the bedroom by feel and instinct.

      Quinn’s knees hit the edge of the bed and she fell back with a breathless laugh, only to have Sophie climb over her, straddling her thighs with wet skin and a wicked gleam in her eyes. The weight of her, the heat, the slick slide of their bodies—it sent a jolt through Quinn’s core so sharp she almost moaned.

      Sophie bent low, her lips dragging a slow, deliberate path down Quinn’s neck, over her collarbone, and lower still. Her hands framed Quinn’s ribs, holding her like something precious as she kissed the swell of each breast, then took one nipple into her mouth and sucked gently.

      Quinn’s back arched. Her fingers threaded into Sophie’s damp hair, anchoring herself to something, anything, as her body flooded with sensation.

      “You’re so sensitive,” Sophie murmured, switching sides, her tongue flicking against stiffening flesh. “I could spend hours on just this.”

      Quinn whimpered. “Please don’t make me beg.”

      Sophie chuckled, low and smug. “Oh, I like that idea.”

      Her mouth wandered lower, kissing between Quinn’s breasts, then down her belly, each kiss slower than the last. By the time she reached the soft heat between Quinn’s thighs, Quinn was already trembling, thighs parted and breath coming in broken gasps.

      Sophie looked up from between her legs, eyes dark and heavy-lidded. “Should I stop now?”

      Quinn’s voice broke. “God, no.”

      Then there was no more teasing. Sophie licked a long, deliberate stripe up Quinn’s center, soft and slow, then did it again, firmer this time. Her tongue circled with devastating focus, flicking and flattening and pressing, until Quinn was gasping, hips rocking helplessly, one hand clutching the sheets, the other fisted in Sophie’s hair.

      Sophie didn’t let up. She moaned into her, like she enjoyed the taste of her, the wet sounds only heightening the heat building in Quinn’s belly. She slid a finger inside, then a second, and Quinn’s whole body clenched around her.

      “Oh my god,” she gasped, head tossed back, legs shaking. “Don’t stop—don’t stop—”

      Sophie curled her fingers just right, and Quinn shattered with a cry that echoed off the bedroom walls. Her orgasm hit like a wave—hot and relentless—her body writhing as Sophie held her through it, never letting go, never easing up.

      When Quinn finally collapsed, breathless and limp, Sophie slid up her body and kissed her, letting her taste herself on her lover’s tongue.

      But Sophie wasn’t finished.

      She rolled onto her back, pulling Quinn on top of her with a hungry, open-mouthed kiss. Quinn, still dazed, let instinct take over. She kissed Sophie’s throat, her breasts, her belly, letting her lips linger and her hands roam. Sophie was all smooth skin and soft sighs, her breath hitching when Quinn finally moved between her thighs.

      Quinn hesitated for just a heartbeat, then leaned in and tasted her.

      Sophie moaned, loud and unrestrained, one hand gripping the back of Quinn’s head as she bucked up to meet her mouth. The taste was intoxicating—clean, musky, slick with heat—and Quinn wanted more. She used her tongue the way Sophie had taught her, learning by feel, by sound, by the desperate way Sophie cried out her name.

      Sophie came with a gasp, her thighs clenching, her whole body arching as pleasure tore through her. She looked wrecked—flushed, panting, hair wild against the pillows—and Quinn had never seen anything more beautiful.

      They collapsed together in a tangle of limbs and damp skin, breathless and trembling, both of them ruined in the best possible way.

      And in the silence that followed, with Sophie curled against her chest and Quinn’s heart still racing, there was no confusion. No fear. Just the quiet, aching certainty that nothing would ever be the same again.
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        * * *

      

      Sunlight spilled through the gauzy curtains, painting soft golden stripes across the bed and the tangled sheets. Quinn stirred slowly, her limbs heavy, her body sore in ways that made her blush even before her eyes opened.

      And then she felt it—bare skin, warm and pressed against hers. A slow inhale beside her. The weight of an arm slung low over her waist.

      Sophie.

      Memories came flooding back in flashes: lips against her neck, fingers sliding deep, the taste of Sophie’s moans in her mouth. Heat curled low in her belly as she shifted under the covers, the silk of Sophie’s thigh gliding between her own.

      “You’re awake,” Sophie murmured, her voice low and scratchy with sleep.

      “Barely.” Quinn turned her head and found Sophie watching her, hazel eyes sleepy but unmistakably amused. Her hair was a mess, falling over one eye, and she looked so effortlessly sexy Quinn had to look away just to breathe.

      Sophie brushed a hand over her hip. “You were loud last night.”

      Quinn groaned and buried her face in the pillow. “Don’t remind me.”

      “But I liked it.” Sophie leaned in, lips brushing Quinn’s bare shoulder. “I liked all of it.”

      Quinn peeked out from under the pillow. “You’re trouble.”

      “You’re delicious,” Sophie countered, her fingers trailing lightly down the dip of Quinn’s waist, teasing the curve of her ass. “God, you’re so soft. I could touch you all morning.”

      Quinn rolled onto her back, half-laughing, half-aroused. “I don’t even know what time it is.”

      Sophie shrugged, her fingers finding a nipple and circling lazily until it pebbled. “Does it matter?”

      She leaned down and took it in her mouth without waiting for an answer.

      Quinn gasped, her hand flying to Sophie’s hair as her nipple tightened under the wet flick of her tongue. Sophie took her time—slow, sensual, unhurried. She sucked gently, then harder, grazing with her teeth until Quinn arched into her touch.

      “You’re insatiable,” Quinn breathed.

      “I know,” Sophie murmured against her skin, “I like breakfast in bed.”

      They kissed again—slower now, deeper. Sophie’s hand slid between Quinn’s thighs, already knowing how to part her, how to stroke the right spot just enough to make her tremble.

      Quinn moaned into her mouth, thighs falling open with a shiver. “You’re going to ruin me.”

      “I hope so,” Sophie whispered.

      And then she slid lower, nudging Quinn’s legs apart, her mouth replacing her fingers. The sheets twisted under Quinn’s grip as Sophie licked and sucked, slow and rhythmic, building her up with maddening control. Quinn bit her lip, gasping through clenched teeth as she felt the pressure rise again, sharp and hot and inevitable.

      She came with a breathless cry, her hips lifting, her whole body shaking under Sophie’s mouth.

      Afterward, Sophie crawled back up and kissed her, soft and warm and open. They lay tangled together, sweat-slicked and breathless, the air between them sweet and quiet.

      “You okay?” Sophie asked, brushing damp hair from Quinn’s face.

      Quinn let out a shaky laugh. “I’ve never been with a woman before. I don’t know what this makes me.”

      Sophie tilted her head, the edge of a smile playing at her lips. She touched Quinn’s cheek, her thumb brushing just beneath her eye.

      “It makes you,” she said, voice low and sure, “beautiful.”

      Quinn’s throat tightened. There was no label, no pressure, no declaration—just a kiss, slow and grounding, sealing something quiet and new between them.
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        * * *

      

      Sophie stood naked at the foot of the bed, fingers sliding slowly up her thighs as she pulled on her panties. The room was quiet except for the distant buzz of bees outside the open window. Her sundress floated over her curves like a second skin.

      Quinn sat propped up on one elbow, covered by the sheets they’d soaked twice since sunrise. Her body still hummed with the ghost of Sophie’s touch—lips on her breast, fingers between her thighs, the rasp of her voice in her ear. She watched as Sophie twisted her hair into a knot and clipped it up, exposing the soft nape of her neck.

      “Leaving so soon?” Quinn asked, the question coming out hoarse despite her attempt at casual.

      Sophie turned, one brow raised, her smile soft. “If I stay any longer, we won’t make it out of this room.”

      Quinn didn’t argue. She didn’t trust herself to.

      Sophie crossed the room in three barefoot steps and leaned in, cupping Quinn’s cheek. “You’re still flushed,” she whispered. “Is that from me?”

      Quinn blinked hard, a slow smile tugging at her lips. “Yes.”

      The kiss was slow and sweet, but drenched in something deeper. Sophie tasted like mint and morning and last night’s moans. Her hand curled gently around the back of Quinn’s neck, thumb brushing behind her ear like she was memorizing the shape of her.

      When she finally pulled back, Quinn felt the absence like a snapped thread.

      Sophie grabbed her bag from the chair and slung it over her shoulder. “You don’t have to tell him I was here. Unless you want to.”

      Quinn realized what Sophie was saying and gave her a nod. She didn’t know what she’d tell Cole, not yet. She still needed to process the weight of it.

      “I think I already miss you.”

      That earned her a second kiss—quicker, but no less intense. “You’re not the only one.”

      And just like that, Sophie was gone.

      The front door clicked shut with a finality that echoed too loudly in the sudden silence.

      Quinn sat there for a long moment, then climbed out of bed and pulled on a T-shirt.

      She wandered to the kitchen in a daze, barefoot, heartbeat slow and heavy in her chest.

      Her phone buzzed.

      Cole.

      She hesitated, then answered. “Hey.”

      “Hey,” he said, voice chipper. “Just checking in. Everything okay over there?”

      Quinn glanced toward the empty hallway. She opened her mouth. Closed it. Swallowed. “Yeah. Everything’s fine.”

      But her voice caught. Just for a second.

      There was a pause on the other end of the line. Then Cole said, gently, “Okay. Just let me know if you need anything.”

      She hung up without saying more. Her hands felt too empty.

      Quinn stepped outside, drawn by instinct more than thought. The sun had crept high now, heating the stone patio beneath her bare feet. She moved to the edge of the pool, wrapping her arms around herself as the water shimmered below.

      She curled her toes over the warm stone lip.

      And stood there, remembering the feel of Sophie’s lips on hers.

      Still there. Still tingling.

      Like the kiss hadn’t ended at all. And just like that, she knew she had to see Sophie again.
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