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Her First Taste





Personal Training




Lila stepped into the university gym for her first workout of the semester, her heart racing with anticipation. She was a freshman, and after dominating high school volleyball, she had earned a spot on the college squad. That meant serious training, and after a summer spent resting and gearing up for the demands of classes, Lila was more than ready.

Her parents had always been her biggest fans, and to give her a leg up with the team, they had gifted her sessions with a personal strength and conditioning coach who trained out of the campus facility. The gym was enormous—row upon row of weights, a running track circling the perimeter, a cardio section humming with machines, mats for stretching, punching bags, a pool, even a hot tub and sauna tucked into the locker rooms. Lila’s eyes sparkled as she took it all in, already imagining herself as a serious athlete in this playground of fitness.

She knew university-level competition would push her harder than ever, and Lila was determined to meet it head-on. Not to mention, she’d heard plenty of cute guys frequented the gym, and that was a bonus she didn’t mind. She was excited to get out of the confines of her parents home, of her small town, and gain some more experience.

The locker room was quiet, the early-morning light spilling in across empty benches. Lila tucked her honey-blonde hair into a loose bun and began changing, peeling off her jeans and tee until she stood in just her underwear. She slid into snug navy shorts that hugged her toned legs, followed by a white sports bra that framed her sculpted core. Catching her reflection in the mirror, she grinned. She looked good…really good. At 5’9”, her body was lean and strong from years of athletic training, her curves subtle but enticing, skin warm and glowing. Now eighteen, Lila felt like she was stepping into the peak of herself—confident, ready, and alive.

Lacing up her crisp white sneakers, Lila made her way to the front desk, glancing around the gym as she went. A man behind the counter headed toward the back and knocked on a door. “Jordan? Your new client is here.”

A smooth female voice called back, “Give me a minute!”

Lila pulled out her phone, scrolling through social media to pass the time. She had to admit, she’d been slightly disappointed that her trainer was a woman. It sounded silly, but she had entertained the idea of a handsome, older male trainer—the kind she could flirt with, maybe even tease a little. It had been a secret little fantasy, and part of her was curious to see where that playful tension might go. But, with a woman trainer, she might be able to focus better. Less distraction.

“Hey! You must be Lila,” a voice said suddenly, snapping her out of her thoughts.

Looking up, Lila met the striking, ice-blue eyes of a confident, athletic woman, and her heart skipped a beat. “Hi! That’s me,” she said, extending her hand.

The trainer gripped it firmly, her handshake strong and assured. “I’m Jordan. Pleasure to meet you.”

“You too!” Lila said, her eyes roaming briefly over Jordan’s toned frame, a flutter of awareness running through her as their hands brushed. Jordan looked to be in her early to mid-thirties, with long, golden hair braided neatly down her back. She wore fitted black leggings and a sleek black tank top that showcased sculpted arms and powerful thighs. Lila couldn’t help but notice the confident, no-nonsense energy radiating off her. Compared to Jordan, she felt delicate, almost fragile. Lila felt her heart rate spike.

“So, you’re the volleyball player, huh?” Jordan said, appraising Lila with a sharp, professional gaze.

“That’s me,” Lila replied.

“Perfect. You look it. If you’re ready to put in the work, I’ll get you in peak shape for this season. I’ve been training athletes for years, and I played competitively myself in college. Any questions, or are you ready to get started?”

“Ready!” Lila said, maybe a little too eagerly.

“For our first session, we’ll start with a light jog around the track, then some stretching, and a basic weight circuit. The workouts will get more intense as we go, but I’ll ease you in today. Not too easy, though,” Jordan added with a wink.

Lila chuckled. “Sounds good.”

“Follow me,” Jordan said, leading her through the weight room and up the stairs to the 400-meter running track. Lila couldn’t help sneaking glances at her trainer, partly in admiration of her strength—and partly because, well… she was undeniably attractive. Lila wondered if she could look that good at thirty-five. Jordan’s stride was confident and smooth, her toned legs carrying her with power and grace, and the sway of her hips caught Lila’s attention more than she cared to admit. And her ass… it was legit perfect in those leggings.

Jordan glanced back at Lila, and the 18-year-old felt a quick blush rise to her cheeks.

“Alright, Lila, why don’t you start with a couple easy laps around the track? I’ll run with you,” Jordan said.

Lila nodded and set off at a relaxed pace, feeling her legs and hips loosen as she moved. Soon, she heard the soft rhythm of Jordan’s footsteps behind her, and suddenly she became self-conscious about every bounce and stride. She wanted to make a good impression.

After a few laps, Lila was pleasantly warm, a fine sheen of sweat on her skin, and a few stray strands of  hair clinging to her neck.

“Now we’ll do some light mobility work and stretching,” Jordan instructed.

They moved to a corner near the track, where a few mats were laid out. “Can you keep your knees straight and reach for your toes while standing?” Jordan asked.

Lila laughed softly. “Sure! I’ve got pretty good flexibility.” She bent at the waist, keeping her legs straight, fingers brushing her toes. Jordan moved around behind her, and Lila felt the intensity of her gaze, a heat creeping up her spine. She glanced over her shoulder, feeling a rush of awareness.

“Very good,” Jordan said, scanning Lila’s form with a professional eye. “You’d be surprised how many can’t do that.”

They continued for a moment before Jordan guided her to the next stretch. “Now, lie on your back with your legs extended. Grab one leg behind the knee or thigh and pull it toward your chest.”

Lila followed the instructions, lying back and bringing one leg up while the other stayed grounded. She noticed how tight her shorts rode up, outlining her curves, and felt an unexpected flush at the attention her trainer seemed to be giving. Jordan’s eyes flicked over her legs, then back up, and Lila felt her pulse quicken.

“Great. Now the other leg,” Jordan said. “Perfect.”

Standing nearby, Jordan watched Lila carefully, her gaze assessing, measuring. Each time Lila caught herself in Jordan’s line of sight, a thrill ran through her, a mix of nervousness and something warmer, more intimate.

“Jordan? How long should I hold this stretch?” she asked, breaking the moment.

“You’re done with that one. Next, we’ll do a hip mobility stretch. I’ll show you first,” Jordan said, kneeling onto a mat and getting onto her hands and knees. “Spread your knees, arch your back, and bring your chest and arms toward the floor as far as you can.” She moved with fluid control, demonstrating the position with effortless strength.

Lila’s heartbeat picked up. She studied the way Jordan held herself, the smooth curve of her back, the power in her stance. Her body reacted instinctively, a warmth pooling low in her abdomen. Thoughts flickered through her mind—Jordan’s presence was magnetic, commanding…. Sexy.

“Your turn,” Jordan said, noticing Lila’s flush. “You alright?”

“Oh! Yeah, just… warm,” Lila said, forcing a laugh, though she was acutely aware of the heat building inside her. She dropped to her mat, hands and knees, arching her back and sinking her chest toward the floor as instructed. Every movement made her pulse quicken, every stretch heightening the awareness of her own body beneath the snug workout clothes.

“That’s looking good, Lila, but try arching your back a bit more. Like this.” Jordan’s hand pressed lightly at the small of Lila’s back, guiding her posture. A jolt of awareness ran through Lila at the touch, making her inhale sharply.

“Like… like this?” Lila asked, adjusting her stance on hands and knees, her body stretching forward, hips raised.

“Perfect,” Jordan murmured, her voice low and steady. She noticed Lila’s sudden shift in energy and had to suppress a small, teasing urge to give her trainee a playful tap on the glutes—she could imagine the little noises Lila might make.

“Nice work, Lila. Now, try gently rocking your hips back and forth,” Jordan continued. “This will open the hips and help with your flexibility.”

Lila moved as instructed, feeling a slight ridiculousness in the pose, but also a satisfying release in her hip joints. After a few moments, Jordan helped her rise, and they went through a few more simple stretches before moving toward the weight area.

“Next, we’ll work on squats, then we’ll wrap up for today,” Jordan said. “I don’t want to overdo it on your first session. Have you ever done squats with a spotter?”

“Uh… no,” Lila admitted.

“No worries, I’ll show you. First, get under the bar like this,” Jordan demonstrated, resting the barbell on her shoulders. “Feet shoulder-width apart, back straight, eyes forward. Squat down until your thighs are parallel to the floor, then come back up. That’s one rep. Keep your hips slightly pushed back. Got it?”

“I think so,” Lila replied, a little nervous.

“I’ll spot you for the first few reps. Basically, I’ll stand behind you, support your waist, and help if you get stuck. Sound okay?”

Lila’s stomach fluttered. “Uh, yeah, that’s fine.”

They unloaded some weight from the bar to keep it light. Lila positioned herself as instructed and lifted the bar onto her shoulders.

“Ready?” Jordan asked.

“Mhm,” Lila replied, her heart beating a little faster.

Jordan moved behind her, close enough for Lila to feel the warmth of her body. As she began to squat, she became acutely aware of Jordan’s presence, the subtle press of her chest at Lila’s back. Each descent made Lila more conscious of the proximity, and she focused on keeping her form while feeling an unexpected rush of heat.

They completed one rep, then two, then three. Lila found herself subtly adjusting, feeling the supportive contact behind her with every motion. The final rep brought a moment of hesitation and awareness that sent a shiver through her.

“And… done! Great job, Lila,” Jordan said with a bright smile.

When Jordan stepped back, Lila felt a brief pang of disappointment before shaking her head. Focus. It’s just spotting technique. Don’t get distracted, she reminded herself, taking a deep breath and trying to steady her racing thoughts.

“Feeling good?” Jordan asked, her eyes scanning Lila’s form.

“Yeah, really good. I can really feel it in my legs and glutes,” Lila replied with a satisfied smile. And somewhere else… she thought.

“I bet,” Jordan said, her lips twitching in amusement. Her eyes raked up and down over Lila.

“So… now what?” Lila asked, looking up into Jordan’s sharp, catlike blue eyes. She wasn’t ready for the session to end.

“That’s everything we had scheduled for today. Usually after a workout, I take a quick rinse and hit the sauna. There’s one in the women’s locker room. It’s amazing for muscle recovery if you want to join,” Jordan offered casually.

Yes, I want to go, Lila thought, her heartbeat picking up. “Uh, sure. I’ll check it out.”

“Great. Don’t forget your water bottle—I’ll show you where it is. It’s usually pretty dead at this time.” Jordan began walking toward the locker rooms, her stride confident and smooth. Lila followed, acutely aware of the sway of her hips. She couldn’t help wondering if anyone else would be in there… and realized she hadn’t brought a swimsuit. A warmth pulsed low in her stomach at the thought. Does Jordan go in the sauna naked?

The women’s locker room was quiet, empty. Jordan moved toward a locker near the showers, fingers working the combination. Lila went to her own, trying to calm the flutter in her chest. She grabbed a towel, uncertain whether to undress fully in view.

When she glanced over, her breath caught. Jordan stood with her back to Lila, sliding her athletic pants down smoothly over strong, sculpted legs. A tiny black thong peeked out, clinging to her curves, giving a teasing glimpse of the shape beneath. Lila’s pulse quickened, and a rush of heat pooled low in her abdomen. She could hardly stop herself from staring.

Jordan’s top came off next, revealing a tanned, athletic back. She snagged her towel and tossed it aside, slipping her thong off with casual ease before heading to the showers. Lila’s eyes lingered, taking in the smooth lines of her trainer’s body—the strength, the curves, the confidence radiating from every movement. Holy shit.

The sound of running water snapped Lila back to herself. She was wet, her chest aching with awareness. I’m not even attracted to women… am I? she thought, shaking her head. I mean, she had only dated guys… though she had watched lesbian porn a few times. But Jordan had a pull she couldn’t explain. She reminded herself to stay grounded. Focus. You don’t even know her, and she’s probably straight. Right?

Taking a deep breath, Lila removed her top, feeling the cool air brush over her chest. She peeled off her shorts and underwear, noticing her own dampness and the fire between her legs. She glanced around—empty room, the shower running—and let a finger brush lightly over herself, a shiver running through her. No one else was in there.

Snapping herself back to control, Lila withdrew her hand, grabbed her towel, and stepped into a stall. Turning on the warm water, she let it cascade over her body, sighing softly as she focused on the soothing sensation. Stay focused. Just a rinse. Control yourself, she told herself, letting the warmth wash away the tension while her thoughts continued to linger.

Jordan’s shower stopped, and Lila heard her footsteps moving back toward the lockers. Her pulse quickened when those steps slowed just outside her curtain. For a dizzying second, she thought Jordan was going to pull it open — but then the trainer walked on. Lila’s heart dipped with disappointment.

She rinsed quickly, shut off the water, and wrapped her towel tight around her body. It barely covered her breasts and pussy, but it was better than nothing. When she stepped out, she saw Jordan doing the same, her towel hugging her curves.

“Ready for the sauna?” Jordan asked, glancing at her with a look that lingered just long enough to make Lila’s knees wobble. “It’s right over here. After, I usually rinse again in cool water — good for recovery.”

“Yep! Sounds great,” Lila managed, her voice a little too high once again.

Jordan led her around a corner and pushed open a door. A wave of humid heat spilled out. Inside, the sauna was dim and hazy, benches lining the walls. Jordan walked to the far end and sat, her towel slipping higher up her thighs as she leaned back.

Lila sat across from her, letting out a slow breath as the heat wrapped around her. The air was thick, steamy, almost intimate. She closed her eyes, then opened them again — and caught Jordan staring. Her own legs were parted a little wider than she’d meant. She didn’t move them.

“Hey, Lila?” Jordan’s voice was casual, but her eyes were sharp. “You don’t mind if I lose the towel, do you? It’s way too hot in here, and I didn’t bring a bikini. Honestly, I usually just enjoy the sauna naked. All natural.”

Lila’s cheeks burned. Jordan was asking to get naked right in front of her. Her pussy clenched hard at the thought. She swallowed and tried to sound calm. “Oh, um… no, I don’t mind. I might do the same, then. It makes sense.”

Jordan smiled, low and knowing. “Good. Just us girls in here. No creeps.”

She stood and unwrapped her towel in one fluid motion, draping it onto the bench. Lila’s breath hitched. Jordan’s big, perky breasts were bare, her nipples perky, sweat glistening across her toned stomach, dripping down toward the neat strip of dark hair above her mound. When she sat back down, her thighs spread just a little more than before.

Lila tore her gaze away before she got caught staring. She stood, tugged her own towel free, and laid it aside. The heat immediately kissed her bare skin. She could feel Jordan’s eyes raking down her petite frame, lingering on her shaved, pink pussy. Her clit throbbed under the weight of that gaze. Thank god the steam masked how wet she already was.

“Isn’t this perfect after a workout?” Jordan purred, her cat-blue eyes fixed on Lila.

“Definitely. Thanks for bringing me here.” Lila’s gaze flicked up and down Jordan’s glistening, naked body. She ached for her trainer to make a move but was too chicken to start it herself. Still, she shifted just enough to signal she was open, parting her thighs an inch wider.

“You did amazing today, honey. Really proud of you,” Jordan said softly.

“Th-thanks…” Lila stammered, her voice trembling as their eyes locked. Honey. The silence between them was heavy, electric — every inch of the sauna charged with raw sexual tension. Lila bit her lip, heat flooding her face and pussy all at once.

“You’re beautiful, Lila,” Jordan whispered. “You know that? Your body is amazing.”

Her clit pulsed hard, and she swallowed. Fuck. “Th-thanks…You are too…” she breathed, unable to hide the hunger in her tone. What is happening?

“So, tell me more about yourself,” Jordan continued, “Do you have a boyfriend?”

“No, no boyfriend…”

“Girlfriend, maybe?”

“Uhm… no…”

Jordan’s eyes dipped, lingering on Lila’s swollen pink slit, then lifted again with a knowing smile. “Baby, you don’t have to be shy around me. I was like you once. I can tell what you’re feeling.”

Oh, shit. Lila’s chest rose and fell rapidly, her nipples stiff, cheeks glowing red. She’d never felt so naked, so exposed, or so turned on in her life. Jordan was so fucking sexy, and for the first time ever, Lila realized no guy on Earth could compete with this. Not with her.

“Oh…okay…” Lila didn’t know what to say. She smiled at Jordan.

Jordan leaned back against the wall, her voice dropping lower, sultry and sure. “You know what always helps me really relax after a hard workout?”

Lila’s lips parted. “Wh-what’s that?” she whispered.

“An orgasm.” Jordan’s eyes burned into her, unblinking.

A gush of heat and wetness surged between Lila’s thighs. She nearly moaned at the word alone.

“I…I bet.”

“Mhm…” Jordan’s voice curled around her like smoke. “You look like you need one, baby. You seem tense.”

Lila froze, wide-eyed, caught between fear and desperate craving. Holy fuck. Her hand twitched, falling to rest just above her mound as she squirmed in her seat. “Mhm…” was all she could manage, breathless, flustered, and achingly wet.

“Do you want some help?” Jordan said softly, “No one is in here…”

“Yess…” Lila squeaked, vaguely aware of her own voice. “I think I’d like that…”

Jordan leaned forward, elbows on her knees, never breaking eye contact. Slowly, deliberately, she slid her hand across the bench until her fingertips brushed against Lila’s bare thigh. “I can tell. I can always tell.”

Lila’s breath hitched. Oh my god. Oh my god. Her whole body shivered from that single touch. You sure fucking can, apparently, is what she wanted to say.

Jordan’s lips curved into a smirk. “See? You’re shaking already.”

“I-I can’t believe this is happening,” Lila whispered, her voice high and shaky. She instinctively spread her legs wider, her pussy glistening in the steam. “Don’t stop…Oh, shit…”

“You’d better believe it, baby,” Jordan murmured. Her hand traced higher, her nails grazing the inside of Lila’s thigh. “Because I’ve been thinking about peeling that towel off you since the second I saw you bend over on the mat.”

Lila whimpered, her nipples painfully hard, her clit throbbing. “Jordan…”

“Shh,” the trainer soothed, moving in closer, until their faces were inches apart. Her breath was hot, her eyes locked on Lila’s lips. “You want me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Lila gasped, the word tearing from her throat before she could even stop herself.

Jordan didn’t waste another second. She cupped the back of Lila’s neck, pulling her into a hungry, desperate kiss. Their lips crashed together, soft at first then harder, wetter, tongues tangling like they’d both been starving for this. Lila moaned into Jordan’s mouth, her whole body trembling.

Jordan pulled back just enough to murmur against her lips, “Fuck, you taste so sweet.”

“I can’t believe this,” Lila panted again, already grinding her hips forward, desperate for friction.

Jordan’s hand slipped between them, fingers gliding over the swollen heat of Lila’s bare pussy. The younger woman gasped, her head falling back against the wall, a broken moan spilling out. One touch, and Lila felt like she was close to cumming.

“You’re soaked,” Jordan growled, dragging two fingers slowly up and down her slippery slit. “God, baby, you’re dripping.”

“Jordan—oh my god—” Lila’s hips jerked, her body acting on instinct. Her thighs quivered as the trainer teased her, circling her clit but not yet pressing.

“You ever had another woman touch you like this before?” Jordan asked, her voice low, dirty, almost taunting.

“N-no,” Lila moaned. “Never—oh fuck—”

Jordan pressed harder, finally rolling Lila’s clit between her fingers. She cried out, her whole body jolting.

“That’s it,” Jordan whispered, eyes locked on her flushed, overwhelmed face. “Give it to me, baby. I want to see how fast I can make you cum.”

Jordan’s fingers slid higher on Lila’s thigh until they brushed against the swollen, slick heat of her pussy. Lila gasped, her whole body jolting, and then Jordan’s mouth was on hers again—hungry, rough, devouring.

Lila whimpered into the kiss, unable to help herself. Her hands reached up on instinct, grabbing at Jordan’s body, squeezing her firm waist, sliding down until she found the trainer’s perfect, muscular ass. She groped and clutched it, nails digging in, moaning as Jordan pressed her harder into the bench.

Jordan broke the kiss just long enough to murmur, “Fuck, you’re so eager,” before she lowered her head, taking Lila’s pert nipple between her lips.

“Oh…oh my… fuck…” Lila cried out, arching her back as Jordan’s tongue swirled over her hard nipple, sucking it into her mouth.

Jordan switched to the other one, sucking harder this time, her tongue rolling over it until Lila was writhing, her pussy clenching helplessly. Then Jordan’s hand slipped down, fingers spreading Lila’s lips apart, dragging slowly up her slit. Wetness coated her fingertips instantly.

Lila squirmed, moaning out, “Oh my god… oh my god…” as Jordan teased her, dipping just inside before spreading her pussy open, stroking the slick folds like she owned them.

Then Jordan pushed two fingers deep inside.

“Ahhh—!” Lila cried out, her thighs snapping shut around Jordan’s hand, her orgasm practically there already.

Jordan looked up at her, her mouth still wet from Lila’s nipple, eyes blazing. “You like that, baby? You want to cum for me?”

“Yes—fuck yes—oh please, Jordan—I’m so fucking wet—” Lila panted, smiling deliriously through the waves of arousal.

“Good,” Jordan purred, curling her fingers inside her. “Because I want to taste you.”

“Oh shit!” Lila squealed, her whole body shuddering. She can’t be serious… oh my god she is…

Jordan slid down between Lila’s spread thighs without hesitation, her strong hands hooking behind the younger woman’s knees and pushing them wide. Then her hot tongue was on her slit, licking her from bottom to top, pausing to circle her clit while her fingers pumped inside.

“Fuuuuuck,” Jordan groaned into her pussy. “You taste so goddamn sweet, baby.”

“Ohhhhhh my god—oh Jordan—please—I want to cum—I’m so close—fuckfuckfuck—”

Jordan’s tongue flicked mercilessly at her clit, faster, wetter, while her fingers plunged in and out of Lila’s dripping pussy. The 18-year-old’s head fell back against the wall, her moans echoing in the steam-filled sauna.

Then it hit her.

“Ohhhh FUCK!” Lila screamed, grinding her pussy against Jordan’s face as her orgasm tore through her. Her walls clamped down around Jordan’s fingers, her juices gushing onto the trainer’s tongue, her entire being convulsing as wave after wave ripped out of her.

“That’s it, good girl…” Jordan purred against her pussy. “Cum for me. Let it out.”

With a final shudder, Lila spasmed again, another gush flooding Jordan’s hand, her thighs shaking uncontrollably. She was on fire, overloaded, the orgasm rolling through her so intensely she almost couldn’t breathe.

“Ohhhhhh fuuuuuck… oh my fucking god…” she sobbed, grinding harder, her clit throbbing under Jordan’s tongue.

When it finally eased, Lila slumped back against the bench, arms limp, chest heaving, eyes wide in disbelief. Her whole body glistened with sweat, her thighs sticky with cum.

Jordan sat back, wiping her wet face with a grin before licking her fingers clean. She looked down at the wrecked, trembling girl in front of her.

“How was that?” she teased, voice low and cocky. “Feeling better?”

The sauna still pulsed with heat, heavy with steam and the scent of sweat and sex. Lila slumped back against the bench, trembling, her pussy still twitching around the memory of Jordan’s fingers. She laughed. “That… Wow… I can’t… speak.”

She couldn’t fucking believe what had just happened. Her personal trainer had just given her a mind-melting orgasm in the sauna, in the middle of the women’s locker room. She felt like such a slut, but God, she fucking loved it.

Jordan slid up beside her, brushing damp hair from Lila’s flushed face, her smile slow and knowing. “I knew you needed this the second I laid eyes on you,” she murmured, thumb grazing Lila’s lip. “Don’t worry, baby. I can tell—you’re exactly where you’re supposed to be.”

Lila let out a shaky laugh, eyes wide. “I… I can’t believe this.”

Jordan kissed her softly, lingering just enough to make her heart skip. Then she pulled back, smirking. “We’d better get out of here before someone catches us. But I’m off work now…” She leaned closer, her breath hot against Lila’s ear. “And if you come to my place, baby, I can promise I’m not finished with you yet.”

Lila’s stomach flipped, her voice barely a whisper. “I’d… love to.”

They composed themselves quickly, tugging their towels back on and stepping out of the sauna. Just as they did, a couple women entered the locker room and an older lady shuffled right into the sauna.

“That was close,” Jordan chuckled under her breath, giving Lila’s ass a playful squeeze as they passed.

Lila was still trembling as she showered, the water washing over her overheated body, her mind replaying every filthy second. Afterward, they dressed, stealing glances at each other, both of them buzzing with the promise of what was coming next.

∞∞∞

The cool night air hit Lila’s flushed skin as they slipped out the gym’s side door, towels and gym bags in hand. Jordan led the way across the lot, stopping at a dark SUV tucked away in the far corner. The windows were tinted, the kind of car that promised privacy, and Lila’s pulse quickened just sliding into the passenger seat beside her. The drive was quiet but electric, every brush of Jordan’s hand on the gearshift making Lila’s thighs squeeze together.

Jordan’s apartment was only ten minutes away, a small but stylish place that smelled faintly of vanilla and cedar. Cozy, warm, and lived-in. As soon as the door clicked shut behind them, Jordan dropped her bag and turned, pinning Lila gently against the wall. Their mouths crashed together, tongues tangling, the hunger between them spilling out fast and hot.

Lila’s knees nearly gave when she tasted Jordan’s lips again, slick with heat and dominance. She wanted more—wanted to get on her knees, wanted to taste the trainer who had just undone her in the sauna—but Jordan’s hands were already in her hair, her body pressed tight. Jordan was in control, and Lila was more than ready to give herself over.

Jordan kissed her breathless, hands sliding under Lila’s shirt, palms roaming her trembling body. “Mmm… you feel so good,” she murmured against Lila’s mouth, her tongue teasing. Then she pulled back just enough to look her in the eye, her grin hungry. “I’m so wet for you, baby. Wanna taste?”

Lila’s breath hitched, her legs nearly giving. “Fuck yes…” she whispered, voice breaking with need.

Jordan smirked. “Good girl.” She grabbed Lila’s hand, guided it down over her stomach and between her legs, pressing it against the heat soaking through her leggings. The wetness was undeniable, scorching. Lila moaned, her cheeks burning, her pussy clenching.

“Fuck…” Lila gasped. She was feeling another woman’s pussy. Her hot, wet pussy. And she was going to taste it.

Jordan kissed her hard, biting her lip, then tugged her towards the couch. She peeled her leggings down in one swift move, thong sliding off with them, leaving her gloriously naked, her pussy glistening in the dim apartment light. She spread her legs and leaned back against the cushions, confident, inviting.

“On your knees, baby,” Jordan said, voice low, commanding.

Lila dropped down, heart hammering, her mouth watering at the sight of Jordan’s swollen slit. She leaned forward hesitantly, her lips brushing the slick folds, tasting the heat, the salt, the raw need.

“Mmm… that’s it,” Jordan purred, her hand threading into Lila’s hair. “Lick my pussy.”

Lila’s tongue pressed flat, dragging a long, trembling lick from Jordan’s dripping entrance to her throbbing clit. The taste exploded on her tongue—intoxicating, filthy, addictive. She moaned into her, diving back in, desperate to give Jordan the same mind-melting release she’d been given.

Jordan’s hips rolled, her grip tightening in Lila’s hair. “Fuck, yes… oh, baby, that tongue… just like that.” She gasped, head falling back, thighs squeezing Lila’s face. “You’re a natural. Don’t stop.”

Lila’s jaw ached, her tongue working harder, flicking Jordan’s swollen clit, circling, teasing, tasting every drop of her wetness. She slid a hand up Jordan’s thigh, holding her open, greedy to devour her.

“Ohhh fuck,” Jordan moaned, voice ragged, breath quickening. “God, I knew you’d be good at this… you’re making me cum already…”

The sound made Lila’s pussy gush; she doubled down, sucking Jordan’s clit into her mouth, tongue flicking mercilessly.

Jordan’s thighs shook, her body arching as she cried out, “Ohhh fuck, baby! Yes! I’m cumming—fuck!”

Her orgasm ripped through her, wetness spilling onto Lila’s tongue. Lila moaned into her, drinking her down, licking, sucking, not letting up until Jordan was trembling, gasping, utterly undone.

Finally, Jordan yanked Lila’s face up to hers, kissing her hard, tasting her own wetness on her lips. “Mmm… good girl,” she whispered against her mouth, smirking wickedly. “You have no idea how bad I want to keep you all night.”

“Then keep me.”

Jordan pulled back just long enough to smirk at Lila, her eyes dark with lust. “You’re so fucking perfect, baby,” she whispered, voice low and ragged. “Come here.”

Lila’s body practically flew across the couch, knees pressing into the cushions as Jordan guided her into position. They aligned, their wet, slick folds pressing together. Lila’s breath hitched instantly at the heat and friction.

“Ohhh… holy fuck…” Lila gasped as Jordan ground against her. “Oh my god, I… I can’t… this is…”

Jordan groaned, pinning Lila gently with one hand on her hip, keeping her close. “Shhh… I’ve got you, baby. You feel so good—so tight, so warm. You’re mine right now.” She began moving her hips in slow, steady circles, pressing her pussy hard against Lila’s, rubbing the apex of her clit against Lila’s swollen nub.

Lila’s head fell back against the couch, eyes fluttering closed. “I’m… I’m gonna… ohhhhhh… fuck…” Her body shook, drenched in sweat, slick from their previous heat. Every grind, every slide sent shockwaves straight to her brain. She felt like she was floating, suspended in pure ecstasy.

Jordan leaned closer, lips brushing Lila’s ear, her voice husky with need. “You’re such a good girl, baby… so wet for me… you feel amazing… you like this, don’t you?”

“Y-yes… oh god yes… holy fuck… I feel… I feel like I’m gonna melt…” Lila moaned, hips pressing back into Jordan, matching the rhythm instinctively. Her fingers dug into Jordan’s back, trying to anchor herself as waves of pleasure threatened to drown her.

Jordan’s grin was wicked. “Look at you… shaking like that… so beautiful. I could do this all night.” She pressed harder, grinding her hips, teasing their clits together, her fingers sliding to cup Lila’s ass, squeezing, lifting, pulling her closer.

Lila moaned, incoherent and breathless. “Ohhh… ohhh fuck… Jordan… I… I can’t… oh god… yes… yes…” Every word came out in gasps, moans, and shuddering whimpers. Her body felt electric, alive, and completely consumed by sensation.

“You like that, don’t you, baby? My pussy rubbing yours… huh?” Jordan whispered, voice dripping with lust. “You’re mine right now… mine… mine…”

“Y-yes… I’m yours… ohhh fuck… yes… yes…!” Lila’s body arched off the couch, thighs quivering, pussy throbbing, every nerve ending on fire. She felt like she was dissolving into the pleasure, every touch and rub amplified a hundredfold.

Jordan’s hips picked up, scissoring harder, faster, their bodies slick and glistening with sweat. “That’s it, baby… ride me… grind… yes… look at you… you’re perfect… so fucking perfect…” She nipped at Lila’s neck, whispering praise as her own pleasure built, muscles trembling.

Lila couldn’t form coherent words anymore. Her moans became screams, her hips moving instinctively, trying to stay in contact with Jordan’s heated, wet body. “Ohhh… ohhh god… I… I’m gonna… I’m… holy fuck… ohhhhhh!”

With a final, shuddering grind, they came together, Lila’s orgasm tearing through her like a tidal wave. Her pussy clenched around Jordan, spilling juices, her vision swimming, every nerve ending alight with bliss. Jordan followed, moaning into her shoulder, shivering, still grinding slowly as their sweaty, trembling bodies clung together.

They collapsed into each other, breathing hard, soaked, spent, and completely coated in each other’s heat.

Lila just lay there, heart hammering, body humming, unable to form words. She felt alive, euphoric, and completely addicted to Jordan’s touch.

∞∞∞

The morning light filtered softly through the blinds, casting warm stripes across the bed. Lila stirred, still tangled in the sheets, body humming from the previous night’s intensity. Every muscle ached in the best way, every nerve still alive with memory, and she couldn’t help but smile at the thought of Jordan pressed against her, slick and powerful.

Jordan was already awake, propped up on one elbow, watching Lila with a lazy, satisfied grin. “Morning, baby,” she murmured, voice low and velvety. Her fingers brushed Lila’s arm, tracing lazy patterns down to her wrist.

“Morning,” Lila whispered back, still catching her breath. She blinked, trying to process that the night before had really happened—and how every inch of her body still throbbed in memory.

Jordan chuckled softly, tilting her head. “You were incredible last night. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Lila’s cheeks warmed. “I… I can’t believe… everything…”

Jordan’s grin deepened, her gaze darkening with that familiar heat. She leaned closer, lips brushing Lila’s ear. “You know… I was thinking…” She let her fingers dance teasingly over Lila’s hip, over the damp silk of her skin. “I want to try something different with you today.”

Lila’s pulse jumped. “Different?”

“Yes, if you want,” Jordan whispered, voice low and teasing. She let her hand brush lower, a deliberate, tantalizing trail over Lila’s thigh. “Ever thought about trying… a strap-on?”

Lila’s eyes went wide, heat rushing to her cheeks. Her body tingled in anticipation and disbelief. “You… you mean… with you?”

Jordan laughed, “Duh,” then, she leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to Lila’s lips, slow and possessive. “I feel like we connected so well last night… I want to see what it’s like when I take it even further, baby. Do you want to?”

Lila’s chest heaved, her pulse pounding. “Oh… fuck… yes… I… I want to…”

Jordan smiled, wicked and confident. “Good. That’s my girl. You’re gonna make me so fucking happy, baby.” She rolled over, fingers grazing Lila’s soaked pussy, already feeling her hunger, teasing her before the real play even began.

Her grin was wicked as she sat up, reaching for the drawer at the side of the bed. Lila’s eyes followed every movement, heart hammering in her chest. Jordan pulled out a sleek strap-on, black leather with a smooth, slightly curved shaft. Her fingers traced the base, already slick and glistening, and Lila’s breath hitched. It looked so… real.

“Look at you… all soft and needy, still dripping from last night,” Jordan murmured, voice low and commanding. She shook the strap-on slightly, the base brushing against her own wet, glistening pussy, and Lila’s eyes widened. “You like watching me, don’t you? You’re so fucking hungry, baby.”

“Oh… oh god… yes…” Lila breathed, knees almost giving under her. Every nerve ending screamed, her body tingling with anticipation. She felt like she was floating, suspended between reality and a dream she couldn’t believe she was living.

Jordan slid the harness onto her hips, tightening the straps with practiced ease. The base pressed firmly against her own slick folds, grinding lightly, teasing her own clit as she adjusted it. “Mmm… feels good already… you’re gonna make me cum just from watching you,” she purred. Her hips rolled slightly, pressing the strap-on harder against her own wetness, and Lila’s knees buckled.

“Holy… fuck…” Lila whispered, hands gripping the sheets, eyes wide and unfocused. Her breath came in ragged gasps, body practically vibrating with need. “I… I can’t… I… ohhh…”

Jordan crawled toward her, hips swaying, hands sliding over Lila’s trembling thighs. “You’re mine right now, baby… mine… and I’m gonna take you so fucking hard, you’re not even gonna know your own name.” She pressed the tip of the strap-on to Lila’s slick folds, teasing the opening, dragging the base slowly over her clit before she whispered, “You feel how hard I am for you? You feel how wet you make me, baby?”

Lila shuddered, mouth slightly open, eyes glassy. “Oh… ohhh fuck… yes… yes… please… Jordan…” Her whole body was taut, buzzing, every nerve alive, every inch of her screaming for the contact. She could barely process that this was real.

Jordan laughed softly, low and sultry, pressing the strap-on just a whisper inside Lila. “That’s it, baby… you’re perfect. So fucking tight, so warm… you feel amazing.” She rolled her hips slightly, pressing the base into Lila’s clit, grinding both of them, and Lila moaned, a high, breathless sound that echoed around the small apartment.

“Ohhh… holy fuck… I… I can’t… oh my god… Jordan… yes… yes…” Lila’s hands tangled in Jordan’s hair, tugging her closer, rocking her hips to match the teasing grind. Every motion, every press of the strap-on into her, sent jolts of electricity straight to her core, her mind melting in waves of bliss.

Jordan’s voice was everywhere at once, teasing, praising, commanding. “Such a good girl, baby… so wet, so fucking perfect… ride me…” She ground harder, rolling the base against Lila’s clit, thrusting gently, making Lila tremble, moan, and nearly collapse under the sensation.

Lila was lost—utterly, completely lost. “Ohhh… ohhh… yes…Jordan… holy… fuck… I’m gonna… ohhh god…” Her back arched, pussy clenching, every stroke, every press of the strap-on grinding her into absolute ecstasy. Her mind felt like molten sugar, soft and burning, floating somewhere between delirium and bliss.

Jordan leaned down, pressing her mouth to Lila’s ear, whispering, “You’re mine… all mine… let go for me…”

And Lila did. She let go. Every ounce of control, every rational thought, dissolved as waves of orgasm ripped through her body. Her pussy clenched hard against the strap-on, juices spilling, every nerve firing, every muscle trembling. “Ohhh… fuck… yes… Jordan… ohhhh!”

Jordan’s hands roamed her body, pressing her closer, grinding again and again, bringing them both to a sweat-soaked, gasping, shuddering crescendo. Lila’s mind went blank, floating in a dreamworld of pure, overwhelming pleasure, utterly consumed by Jordan’s dominance and the ecstasy they were sharing.

When it was over, they both slumped against each other, bodies slick with sweat, sticky with shared juices, breathing heavy and shallow. Lila’s head rested against Jordan’s shoulder, heart pounding, still riding the aftershocks of the orgasmic chaos they’d just unleashed. Every inch of her tingled, her body humming with overstimulation and bliss.

Jordan’s arm circled Lila’s waist, holding her close. She pressed a soft kiss to the top of Lila’s head, brushing damp strands of hair from her flushed face. “You did so good,” she murmured, voice low and warm. “I knew you needed this the second I saw you at the gym. You’ve got no idea how much I wanted to show you… how good you’d be for me.”

Lila let out a shaky laugh, still breathless. “I… I can’t believe any of this. You’re… crazy! Wow, Jordan. I… I’ve never felt anything like that in my life.”

Jordan chuckled, leaning back slightly, both of them collapsing fully onto the couch in a tangle of limbs. “Oh, you’re crazy too, baby. And don’t worry… you’re mine now.” She stroked Lila’s hair, trailing a finger lightly down her spine, teasing, gentle. “I can tell already… you’re gonna be so much fun to train.”

Lila blushed, still riding the afterglow, a small, content smile tugging at her lips. “Training… right,” she whispered, voice soft and giggling. “You mean… working out?”

Jordan’s grin was wicked, but warm. “Oh, yes… working out. But you’re going to need… many more sessions, baby. And I think we both know those sessions are going to be… very hands-on.” She nudged Lila with her hip, teasing, playful, letting the weight of the moment be hot and heavy but light at the same time.

Lila rolled slightly, propping herself on one elbow, eyes sparkling despite the sticky sheen of sweat. “I… I think I can handle that,” she said, voice low and teasing, her fingers brushing across Jordan’s arm. “If the coach is… uh… very encouraging.”

Jordan laughed, a warm, low sound that rumbled through her chest. “Oh, I’ll be more than encouraging. You’re only getting started, and trust me… we’re going to have a lot of fun together.” She tugged Lila closer again, their bodies pressing, sticky and warm, hearts still racing, but the tension replaced with laughter and a sense of intimacy that left them both grinning like fools.

For a few quiet minutes, they just lay there, sweaty, sticky, utterly exhausted, and completely content in the chaos they’d created. Lila felt a rare lightness, a freedom in surrendering to Jordan’s dominance, but also a strange sense of safety, of belonging.

Jordan finally shifted slightly, brushing a damp lock of hair from Lila’s face and pressing a soft, lingering kiss to her lips. “Come on,” she murmured, voice teasing. “Let’s get cleaned up before the real world catches up to us.”

Lila groaned softly, still wrapped in the haze of heat and pleasure, but she let Jordan guide her to the bathroom. The warm water of the shower rinsed away the sweat and sticky evidence of their morning, and even under the gentle spray, the tension between them didn’t fade. Fingers brushed, hips nudged, playful teasing with every step, small sparks of laughter punctuating the intimacy.

Wrapped in towels afterward, Jordan pulled Lila close again on the couch, holding her tight. “You did amazing today,” she said softly, voice almost reverent.

Lila smiled, heart still pounding, warmth still buzzing through her veins. “Thanks…she whispered, brushing her hand over Jordan’s arm, a gentle, teasing touch that made Jordan grin. “I think that was one of the best nights of my life,” she murmured, a shiver of anticipation running through her.

Jordan chuckled, tightening her arms around Lila.

“Me too,” Jordan said, smirking. Their eyes met, mischievous and heated, and for the first time since meeting, Lila felt a rush of certainty: this was more than just a workout. This was the start of something dangerously addictive, fun, and entirely their own.

They collapsed back onto the couch, tangled, sticky, warm, utterly content. Laughter and soft kisses punctuated the quiet aftermath, and for Lila, it was a rare, dizzying feeling—freedom, excitement, and safety all at once. Jordan held her close, and for the first time in a long while, Lila felt completely, perfectly… at home.

The afternoon stretched lazily around them, and though nothing more needed to be said, both knew the playful, scorching energy between them was just the getting started. Many more sessions awaited, and for both, the promise of it was enough to make the future feel bright, exciting, and absolutely theirs.

Jordan and Lila lived happily ever after…

The End


A Box of Pleasures

Emily propped the door open with her hip, balancing a cardboard box in her arms. The hinges gave a loud creak, like even the door was offended by what lay inside.

The room smelled like stale incense, perfume, and the faint musk of laundry left too long in a hamper. “Ugh,” Emily muttered, setting the box down. “I swear she never opened a window once.”

Behind her, Kayla strolled in barefoot, her phone in her hand, completely unbothered. She had her long hair swept into a messy bun, pink streaks catching the light. “Don’t lie. You’re gonna miss her.”

Emily turned, arching a brow. “Miss her noise? Her constantly ‘borrowing’ my almond milk? The fact that she had, like, three boyfriends on rotation?”

Kayla laughed, flopping down onto the unmade bed without hesitation. “Fair. But she did keep things… interesting.” She gestured lazily toward the mess. “Now you and me, we’re boring.”

“You mean I’m boring,” Emily corrected, tugging open the closet door. “You’re the human embodiment of chaos.”

“Aw, you say the sweetest things.”

Emily shook her head, but her lips twitched. This was how it had always been with them. Since freshman year, when they’d both shown up at a dorm mixer and wound up sitting in a corner together, mocking the terrible playlist. Emily had thought Kayla was way too cool for her—tattoos, camera slung over her shoulder, that confident spark in her smile. Somehow, though, Kayla had decided they were best friends, and Emily had just… gone along with it.

Now, two years later, she couldn’t imagine college without her. Even when Kayla was impossible.

She crouched by the desk, rifling through the first box. “God, look at this—cheap jewelry, half-burned candles, five different tarot decks…” She pulled one out, rolling her eyes. “Do you think she actually believed in this stuff?”

Kayla sat up and grabbed the deck, shuffling the bent cards like she’d done it a hundred times. “I’ll tell your fortune. You’ll fall in love with someone unexpected, blah blah, happy ending, fade to black.”

Emily snorted. “Wow. Very specific.”

Kayla grinned. “For you, it’s probably accurate.”

Emily shoved the box aside, ignoring the way her cheeks warmed. Kayla said things like that all the time—teasing, playful—but sometimes they stuck in Emily’s chest longer than they should.

They worked their way around the room in fits and starts, Emily dutifully bagging clothes while Kayla provided running commentary on Sara’s questionable taste in décor. A lava lamp got plugged in. A chipped mug got declared a “classic.” At one point, Kayla balanced a gaudy sombrero on her head, doing a mock dance until Emily nearly cried laughing.

For a while, it almost didn’t feel like cleaning. It felt like every other night they’d spent together—late hours, inside jokes, Kayla pulling Emily out of her shell without even trying.

When most of the floor was cleared, Kayla crouched down and peeked under the bed. “Hellooo… what’s this?”

Emily brushed her hands off on her jeans. “Probably more junk. Let’s just—”

“No, no, no. Mystery box. This could be the good stuff.” Kayla tugged out a medium-sized cardboard box, dust bunnies clinging to its sides. The tape at the edges was half-peeled, like it had been opened and resealed too many times.

A folded note sat taped across the top in Sara’s messy handwriting: Throw it away or keep it.

Emily groaned. “Sounds like the beginning of a horror movie.”

Kayla grinned, eyes bright with mischief. “Sounds like an invitation.”

Before Emily could protest, Kayla popped the lid. She peeked inside—then her brows shot up. “Oh. Ohhh, Emily. Jackpot.”

Emily frowned, stepping closer. “What are you—” She froze mid-sentence, her cheeks turning red.

Inside the box was a jumble of silk lingerie, a couple bottles of lube, and a neat lineup of sex toys—dildos in varying colors and sizes, bullet vibes, and one bright pink vibrator that looked particularly intimidating. And there was more.

Her jaw dropped. “Oh my god.”

Kayla laughed like a kid at Christmas, reaching in without hesitation. She plucked the pink vibrator free, holding it up like a prize. “Oh my god is right. It’s like a treasure trove of kinky shit!”

Emily’s face flamed. “Kayla, put that back right now!”

Kayla turned it over in her hand, curious. “Relax, it’s not radioactive.” She flicked the switch, and the toy buzzed to life, humming low and steady.

Emily jumped back like it might leap at her, though something pulsed between her thighs. “Oh my god—turn it off!”

Kayla laughed, then aimed it at her like a microphone. “So, Miss Emily. Tell me—what’s it like being the boring, responsible roommate?”

Emily lunged, trying to grab it, but Kayla pulled it just out of reach, grinning. The buzzing filled the room, and Emily’s heart hammered harder than it should.

“Kayla!” she hissed, cheeks burning. “I’m serious.”

“Mmhm.” Kayla tilted her head, eyes sparkling. “You’ve never used one of these before, have you?”

Emily’s mouth went dry. She opened it, closed it, then snapped, “That’s none of your business!”

Kayla’s smirk curved slow and knowing. “So… no.”

“…Maybe.”

Emily stood frozen, her palms pressed to her thighs, heart hammering. The faint hum of the pink vibrator filled the room, a low, insistent buzz that somehow felt… too intimate. And the dildos. Some of them looked so real. Big. Thick. Definitely bigger than all the dudes she had been with.

Kayla crouched closer, her grin softening into something a little more mischievous, a little more personal. She gently brushed a strand of blonde hair from her eyes. “Here—want to feel what it’s like? Just… on your arm. I promise it won’t bite.”

Emily’s eyes widened. “I—I’m not touching that. Kayla, seriously.”

Kayla leaned even closer, her warm breath tickling Emily’s cheek. “No one’s watching. It’s just us. And you—you’ve been curious. Don’t lie.”

“You’re so extra.”

Emily swallowed, noticing for the first time how close Kayla’s body was. Her toned arms, the way her shorts rode up slightly as she crouched, the curl of her hair brushing Emily’s shoulder—it was distracting in a way that made her knees feel weak. She shook her head. “I’m… not—”

But Kayla’s fingers gently took the vibrator from her hand, pressing it softly against the inside of Emily’s wrist. The buzzing made Emily jerk slightly, an involuntary shiver running up her arm.

“See?” Kayla teased, smiling as Emily’s breath hitched. “Nothing to be scared of. Just… nice.”

Emily’s cheeks flamed hotter than she expected. “It’s… weird.”

Kayla laughed, tilting her head to study Emily like she was a puzzle she couldn’t wait to solve. “Weird good, weird bad…?”

Emily bit her lip, heart thumping. “I… I don’t know. Good, I guess.”

Kayla laughed, her hand lingered a moment longer on Emily’s skin, and Emily felt her pulse spike. She had never noticed how soft Kayla’s touch could be, how playful yet deliberate. The small teasing, the intimate closeness—it made something coil tight in her stomach. Get over yourself, she thought. It’s just Kayla.

Kayla flicked the switch slightly, increasing the vibration. Emily jumped, letting out a small yelp that quickly turned into a nervous laugh. “Kayla! Let’s just keep cleaning up. I’m supposed to meet Josh in a bit, I don’t want this to take too long.”

“Oh, come on,” Kayla whispered, leaning even closer so their shoulders brushed. “You’re enjoying it. Admit it. And Josh can wait.”

Emily tried to protest again, but the warmth between them, the buzz against her skin, and Kayla’s teasing grin made it impossible. Her hands fisted at her sides as a wave of something new pulsed through her—curiosity, arousal, and maybe something she hadn’t fully named yet.

Kayla set the vibrator down for a moment, letting Emily catch her breath. “You’re cute when you’re flustered. I could watch this all day.”

Emily’s face flamed. “Shut up.”

“Shh,” Kayla said softly, pressing a finger to her lips, then leaning just a fraction closer. Their eyes met, a moment of charged silence hanging between them. Emily’s breath hitched, and Kayla’s hand brushed hers briefly, just enough to make her heart hammer.

Kayla tilted her head, voice low and teasing. “You know… there’s more in the box if you’re brave enough. I kinda wanna see! I wonder why she just left it all. Aren’t you curious?”

Emily’s curiosity indeed won over, small but undeniable. She peeked at the box again, heart hammering at the thought of what else lay inside—lingerie, toys, something… new. Different.

She sank onto the floor, still flustered, her legs crossed awkwardly in her leggings. Kayla perched beside her, barefoot and easy, letting her toes brush Emily’s as she reached for another item in the box. The pink vibrator had been safely set aside… for now.

“Look at this,” Kayla said, holding up a delicate black lace bralette. She draped it over her own shoulder like a hat. “I mean… it’s your size.”

Emily snorted, hiding a blush as she fingered a matching pair of silky panties.

Kayla leaned closer, nudging her with an elbow. “I dare you to try it on… just for fun. You know, see if it fits.”

Emily nearly choked on air. “I—I’m not trying on someone else’s lingerie!”

Kayla grinned, setting the bralette aside and rifling deeper into the box. “Suit yourself. How about… this?” She pulled out a small bullet vibrator, holding it like a wand. “Only, y’know… for experiments. Totally scientific.”

Emily rolled her eyes but couldn’t stop the flutter of heat in her stomach. “Experiments? That’s what you’re calling it?”

“Absolutely. We’re scientists. Explorers of the unknown. Pioneers.” Kayla leaned back on her hands, letting her shorts ride up slightly, revealing a hint of thigh. Her messy bun had come undone a bit, curls spilling across her shoulders. Emily’s eyes flicked to it, heart stuttering.

They paused, both of them pretending to focus on the next item in the box, though the air between them was thick with unspoken electricity. Kayla tugged out a long, sleek dildo, purple and shiny, and wiggled it like it was a prize from a carnival game.

Emily’s hands flew to cover her mouth, stifling a nervous laugh. “Kayla! Put that down before—before I faint or something!”

Kayla’s laugh was low, teasing. “Oh, don’t be dramatic. You’ve survived me before.” She leaned closer, brushing Emily’s hair back from her face, intentionally letting her hand linger against her cheek. “Besides… you’re curious. Admit it. Look how big it is! It’s like, almost heavy.”

Emily’s breath hitched. “I’m not curious! I don’t care. But yes, it is big.”

“Mmhm,” Kayla said, arching a brow, holding the dildo closer to Emily’s face. “Right.”

Emily’s fingers twitched, aching for something to do besides squirm. Kayla noticed, and her grin widened. She reached further into the box and—Emily nearly screamed—pulled out a black leather harness with a large, realistic strap-on cock attached.

“Oh…” Emily’s voice faltered. She was frozen in disbelief. “Oh… my… god.”

Kayla held it up carefully, giving it a little shake. “Well, would you look at that. Sara really left us the whole package, didn’t she?” She tilted it toward Emily, eyebrows mischievously raised. “Look how real it looks! It has veins and everything. It actually looks like a real dick.”

Emily’s hands shot up instinctively. “No! Kayla! That—no!”

Kayla plopped down beside her, the strap-on resting across her lap, her green eyes gleaming with teasing delight. “Relax. We’re just… checking it out. Handling the equipment. Totally innocent. I promise.”

Emily’s cheeks flamed hotter than ever. Her pulse raced as she tried not to imagine… too much. She peeked at it, then quickly looked away, mortified but secretly captivated. Kayla was right. It was veiny and tanned and big and… She pressed her thighs together instinctively.

Kayla nudged her playfully. “Come on, Emily. Just look. You might learn something… educational. Wanna try it on? Maybe you should bring it to hang out with Josh!” She laughed.

Emily groaned, leaning back onto her hands, trying to calm the wild heat coiling in her stomach. “I can’t believe you’re enjoying this as much as I’m not.”

“Oh, honey,” Kayla said softly, leaning closer so their shoulders touched, “I’m enjoying it a lot. Watching you squirm? Even better. You like it.”

Emily tried to roll her eyes, but her lips curved into a reluctant smile. “You’re impossible.”

“And yet… irresistible,” Kayla added with a wink, letting the strap-on rest between them, innocuous for now, but a promise of things to come.

They spent a few more minutes laughing and teasing, handling silky lingerie, bulbs, and small toys like innocent explorers of a forbidden land. Emily kept inching closer, drawn in despite her protests, her fingers brushing silk, plastic, and rubber, feeling the tension in the room thicken. Kayla’s every glance and smirk fanned a fire she didn’t know she wanted to feel.

∞∞∞

Emily sat cross-legged on the floor, hugging a throw pillow against her stomach like a shield. The open box sat between them, lingerie spilling over the edges like neon confetti from some debauched party. Kayla, predictably, looked like a kid on Christmas morning.

“Okay, tell me this doesn’t scream sorority hazing.” Kayla held up a feathered crop, flicking it against her palm with an exaggerated thwack.

Emily laughed, burying her burning cheeks in the pillow. “I think that’s less sorority hazing and more… um, dungeon chic.”

Kayla grinned wickedly. “Exactly. Maybe she was moonlighting as a dominatrix. Explains why she always had cash for Uber Eats.”

They kept pulling things out: lace teddies so tiny they could’ve doubled as doll clothes, a jeweled butt plug Emily refused to make eye contact with, and finally, another sleek black leather harness.

Kayla whistled low. “Ohhh, jackpot. This one looks more my size.” She held it up, the straps dangling like a spider’s legs. “And this bad boy, I assume, is the one that goes with it.” She reached back into the box and withdrew a fat, veiny cock, tan silicone gleaming in the light – though a little bit smaller than the last one.

Emily squeaked. “Kayla!”

Kayla burst into laughter, clutching it by the base like she was showing off a trophy. “What? It’s practically begging for attention!” She fitted the toy into the harness slot and held it up proudly. “What do you think? My size? Looks like it.”

Emily’s stomach twisted in knots, equal parts nerves and an ache she didn’t want to name. The fake cock bobbed between them, indecent and yet… kind of fascinating. She tore her gaze away, her face burning.

“You’re ridiculous,” Emily muttered, but her voice sounded thin, her eyes darting back against her will.

“Should I try it on?”

Without waiting for an answer, Kayla strapped the harness around her hips over her loose sleep shorts, adjusting it like she’d done it a hundred times. The dildo jutted out obscenely, bouncing as she wiggled her hips. She tightened the straps a bit more, and wiggled into place – and soon the cock was securely in place, pressed snuggly against her pussy.

Emily nearly choked on air. “You—you can’t just—”

“Oh, come on.” Kayla thrust her hips forward in a cartoonish pump, making Emily dissolve into embarrassed giggles. “What? You don’t like my new look? I feel powerful. Like… Lady Thor.”

“You’re insane,” Emily said, giggling too hard to stop. She noticed Kayla’s face had reddened a shade. She wondered how it felt – having a big cock protruding from her crotch.

But beneath the laughter, her thighs pressed tighter together, her pussy damp. She tried to focus on Kayla’s face, her messy bun, her mischievous smile—anything but the thick cock swinging between them. She’s just joking around… What would it feel like?

Kayla caught the flicker of her gaze. Her grin widened, softening into something sly. “What’s the matter, Em? Never seen one this close before?”

Emily grabbed the pillow tighter, half hiding her face. “Not—not like that.”

Kayla prowled closer on her knees, the harness creaking faintly. She lowered her voice, playful but edged with heat. “Want to touch it? Just to, you know… see what it’s like?”

Emily’s heart hammered so hard she thought Kayla might hear it. Her whole body buzzed, caught between say no, say no, say no and a desperate, aching curiosity that whispered yes.

The room suddenly felt too small, too warm, filled with Kayla’s scent—coconut shampoo and something distinctly her. Emily swallowed hard, licking her lips.

“Kayla…” Her voice cracked on her friend’s name.

Kayla tilted her head, teasing but not cruel. “Just pretending, remember?” She leaned back on her hands, spreading her knees slightly, the silicone cock jutting toward Emily. “Don’t I look hot?” She winked.

“Oh, soo hot.” Emily replied.

She hesitated—then slowly, almost against her own will, reached out with trembling fingers.

Her hand hovered, then brushed the tip. The silicone was cool, too real in its ridges and weight. Emily gasped and snatched her hand back like she’d touched fire.

Kayla laughed softly, but her eyes glimmered with something sharper than amusement. “See? Not so scary.”

Emily pressed the pillow against her chest, her breaths shallow. She couldn’t ignore the way her body hummed, how wet heat pooled between her thighs, making her panties damp.  

She could hardly breathe, her chest tight and fluttery. Kayla’s cock—oh god, she couldn’t even call it that in her head—looked like it belonged there, like this was normal, like Kayla had always just worn a cock to clean out Sara’s old room.

Kayla’s foot nudged Emily’s ankle. “Hey. You okay? You look like you’re about to pass out.”

Emily forced a smile, but her voice came out too high. “I’m fine. I just—um, what do you even do with it?” It sounded stupid the moment it left her mouth.

Kayla rolled her eyes, feigning exasperation. “What do you think you do with it, Em? You fuck.”

Emily squirmed, suddenly aware of how damp her panties were. She wondered how red her face looked. “I meant, like… how does it… strap on? Is it comfortable?”

Kayla flexed her hips, cock bobbing. “Surprisingly comfy. I like it. It’s snug.” Kayla twisted her torso, adjusted, then grinned, hands braced to her hips. She thrust experimentally, the bulge bouncing like a cartoon rocket. “You wanna try it on?”


Emily clamped her mouth shut. The part of her brain trained on survival screamed, absolutely not, while some small, traitorous shimmer in her stomach pulsed with a secret yes. She dropped her eyes, staring at the dimple in the carpet between her knees. Kayla was always daring her.


Kayla leaned over, voice low. “I’ll help you. You just have to say please.”


Emily felt her cheeks flame, humiliation mixing with something else, something she didn’t know the name for. “It’s not gonna fit me,” she managed, hoping Kayla would drop it.


But Kayla’s fingers were already unbuckling the harness, the cock slapping softly against her thigh. She shucked it off and offered it with both hands to her, straps dangling, cock bobbling between. Emily stared. Her skin prickled hot, arms shivering. 

“Oh my god.” It was heavier than she imagined. The leather—fake, probably—felt stiff and unfamiliar. The dildo drooped, ridiculous and alive. She half-expected it to come alive and thump her in the face.

“Put your legs through, genius. Unless you want it as a necklace.” Kayla cackled, but her hands were gentle, helping Emily put it on, buckling her into it with brisk, practiced movements. There was an intimacy in how Kayla’s fingers skimmed her thighs, knuckles brushing the barest edge of her lower belly. Emily inhaled sharply, the sensation fizzing like soda behind her ribs.

“There.”

Emily looked down and almost fainted. The cock jutted away from her groin like an alien appendage, heavy against her hips, a subtle pressure at her pubic bone where the harness yanked snug. She caught an involuntary thrill; her hands splayed over the straps, pressing, testing, as if maybe it would slice her in half if she moved wrong. “It feels…weird,” she whispered.

Kayla knelt in front of her, hands on her knees, face alight with impish pride. “You wear it well,” she said lightly, but there was a kind of charged hush in her voice Emily had never heard before.

A stupid, involuntary laugh tumbled out of Emily, wild and shaky. “God. Do I look like ridiculous?”

“You look badass. Hot. Seriously.” Kayla’s fingers brushed the base of the dildo, then gave it a two-fingered salute. Her cheeks were flushed. “Go ahead—stand up.”

Emily wobbled upright, knees nearly knocking, the rubbery cock thrusting out from her hips like a dare. The weight and bulk made her conscious of every movement, every shift of her leggings against her inner thighs. Whenever she moved, the base rubbed against her swollen, wet pussy, causing electricity to course through her veins. She tried to steady herself, eyes darting to Kayla, seeking anchor or relief. But Kayla just looked up at her—smirking, but with an intensity in her face Emily had never seen before.

Kayla sat back, legs crossed, arms draped over her knees. She let a beat pass, then nodded approvingly. “Yep. You are absolutely shattering all expectations right now. Total porn star vibes.”

The words zinged through Emily, mortifying and weirdly flattering all at once. She hovered, unsure what to do with her hands, until Kayla crooked a finger and beckoned her closer. Emily shuffled, the absurd appendage bobbing with each step. Each time the cock bounced, her own body tingled in sympathy, the motion sending a little pulse up her belly she pretended not to notice. Kayla beckoned her closer until Emily was standing right in front of her, the dildo nearly at eye level. Kayla grinned, then, with seriousness belying her clowning, wrapped her fingers around the shaft. “See? It suits you. Majestic. Turning me on. Like, seriously”

“Oh my god,” Emily whispered. “You’re such an idiot.” She had to clench her fists at her sides to stop from fidgeting, but it didn’t work. Her body vibrated with a kind of panic—maybe thrill, maybe terror, definitely mortification. Her face felt like it might combust. She knew Kayla was only half joking.

Kayla’s smile changed, softer, something close to kind. She looked up and said, “Do you want to take it off?” Her voice was quiet, almost too normal, like they hadn’t just spent ten minutes playing dick dress-up.

Emily opened her mouth to say yes—to end the madness, shove the harness back in the box, laugh it off like it had been nothing but a weird experiment. But the word stuck in her throat.

Kayla’s hand was still curled around the shaft, her thumb dragging absent little circles over the silicone like it was real flesh. Her lips were parted slightly, her cheeks red. She looked flushed. Emily’s belly clenched, her thighs pressing together before she could stop them. She was soaked.

“I don’t know,” Emily whispered, the truth slipping out before she could choke it back. She didn’t want it off. She didn’t know what she wanted, anymore.

Kayla’s brows lifted slightly, a tiny spark of victory lighting her eyes. She didn’t laugh this time. She didn’t tease. She just held Emily’s gaze, her grip on the cock steady and sure. “Then keep it on,” she murmured.

The room hummed with silence, save for the faint buzz of the ceiling fan. Emily felt the weight of the toy, the pressure of the straps against her hips, the slick heat building low in her belly as her heart hammered away in her ribs.

Kayla’s other hand slid slowly up her thigh, deliberate, pausing just before reaching the hem of her leggings. “You’re blushing all the way down your chest,” she said softly, almost in awe.

Emily’s breath caught. She glanced down—Kayla’s face was right there, framed by her own body and that absurd cock jutting out like a neon sign pointing to everything they weren’t supposed to be doing.

“Kayla…” Emily’s voice was thin, wavering. “This is—this is crazy.”

Kayla smiled, her lips curving in that wicked way that always made Emily cave to things she swore she’d never do. “I know.”

And then she leaned in, pressing her mouth to the silicone head. Just a brush of lips. A kiss that was equal parts mocking and reverent.

Emily gasped so loud it echoed. Her knees nearly buckled.

Kayla pulled back slowly, her grin molten now. “See? Not so scary either.”

Emily could only stare, dizzy, her hands clenching the straps at her hips like she needed to ground herself. Heat flooded her, sharp and undeniable. Her pussy throbbed in rhythm with her heartbeat, and for the first time she wasn’t sure if she wanted to rip the harness off or never take it off again.

Kayla’s voice dropped lower. “You’re shaking.”

“I know.” Emily barely recognized her own voice.

Kayla tilted her head, eyes burning into her. “Want me to help you with that?”

Emily gulped. Then nodded. “Okay…”

Emily didn’t know who moved first, only that Kayla’s mouth was suddenly on hers—soft, deliberate, achingly slow. The kiss was nothing like their usual joking pecks or exaggerated smooches; this was warm, intent, a tether that pulled the air out of Emily’s lungs.

The weight of the harness pressed into Kayla’s stomach as Emily leaned down, making her hyper-aware of every inch of herself. Her hands fumbled, unsure where to go, until Kayla slid one arm around her waist and tugged her closer, molding their bodies together.

Kayla’s other hand trailed down, not stopping at Emily’s hip but drifting lower, fingertips brushing the straps that framed her mound. The pressure of it, so close to where she ached, made Emily whimper into her mouth.

Kayla broke the kiss only to murmur against her lips, “God, you’re trembling. It’s kind of driving me insane. And you seriously look so hot wearing that harness…”

Emily squeezed her eyes shut, shuddering, as Kayla’s fingers slipped beneath the waistband of her leggings. She jolted when skin met skin, heat blazing through her.

“Relax,” Kayla coaxed, voice husky now, thumb stroking circles low on her belly. “I just want to touch you. Just for a second.”

Emily’s breath hitched as Kayla’s hand eased lower, grazing damp cotton, pressing just enough to make her buck helplessly against the harness still cinched around her hips. The absurdity of it—the cock jutting forward, Kayla’s hand pressing right where she throbbed—made her dizzy, strung tight between laughter and desire.

Kayla smiled against her jaw, whispering, “Look at you. Wearing a cock and so fucking wet.”

Emily gasped, cheeks flaming, and Kayla’s fingers pressed a little firmer, teasing over her panties until her knees gave another shake.

Emily’s breath came in shaky bursts, her fingers digging into the straps at her hips like she might float away if she didn’t anchor herself. Kayla’s hand lingered maddeningly at the curve of her mound, pressing just enough outside of her panties to make the wet heat spread, not enough to give relief.

Kayla kissed her again, slower this time, almost tender, while her palm rubbed lazy circles over Emily’s panties. The friction made Emily gasp into her mouth, a humiliatingly desperate sound she couldn’t bite back.

“You’re soaked,” Kayla whispered when she pulled away, her lips brushing Emily’s ear. “And you were pretending you didn’t want this?”

Emily let out a strangled laugh, her thighs quivering. “I’m not—god, I’m not pretending anything.”

“Good.” Kayla’s grin curved against her neck as she pressed firmer, letting her middle finger trace the swollen seam through the thin cotton. The harness tugged with every shift of Emily’s hips, the cock bumping against Kayla’s stomach as though mocking her.

“Oh, fuck… Kayla…”

Emily whined, hips jerking despite herself. She wanted to pull Kayla’s hand closer, wanted her inside, wanted something she couldn’t even name.

Kayla teased the edge of her panties, fingers sliding beneath the elastic, but she paused just short of where Emily burned. “Say it,” she murmured. “Tell me what you want.”

Emily’s throat worked, her whole body buzzing. She squeezed her eyes shut, humiliated by how badly she needed it, how wet she felt. “Please,” she whispered.

Kayla’s smile was molten. “That’s my girl.”

Then her fingers slipped lower, finally brushing bare, swollen heat—slick, hot, and aching. Emily gasped so hard it broke into a moan, her knees buckling as Kayla’s touch sank against her.

Emily’s breath hitched like she’d been struck, her hips jerking against Kayla’s hand. The pressure of the harness pressed the base of the cock against her pubic bone, every stroke magnifying the ache inside her.

Kayla kissed her hard, tongue sliding past her lips, while her fingers circled in slick, deliberate motions. Emily clutched at her shoulders, nails digging in, helpless against the flood of sensation.

“God, Em, you’re seriously dripping,” Kayla groaned into her mouth. Her fingers slid lower, dipping between swollen folds, sliding with obscene ease. She pressed two fingers inside, filling her in one smooth thrust. “Mmm… your pussy is so smooth…”

Emily broke from the kiss with a startled cry, her body snapping taut. Her head tipped back, a ragged moan tearing out of her throat. “Oh god—Kayla!”

Kayla grinned against her jaw, thrusting slow and steady, savoring every clench around her fingers. The cock bobbed obscenely between them, bouncing with each stroke, like it was part of Emily’s own body.

“You feel so good,” Kayla murmured, her voice low and rough. “Look at you—wearing a cock and falling apart on my fingers. You’re so fucking hot, Em.”

Emily whimpered, the filthy words shooting fire straight through her. She couldn’t stop herself from grinding down, riding Kayla’s hand, chasing the friction that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

Her moans came faster now, her thighs trembling, the harness tugging with every desperate thrust. The slick sound of Kayla’s fingers filling her was shameless, wet, undeniable.

Kayla’s free hand cupped Emily’s ass, pulling her down harder onto her hand. “Cum for me, babe. Show me how bad you needed this.”

That was it. Emily shattered with a cry, clenching around Kayla’s fingers, her whole body seizing as heat exploded through her. She buried her face in Kayla’s shoulder, sobbing out her release, hips still jerking against the straps and the cock as if she couldn’t get enough.

Kayla held her close, fingers still moving slow, coaxing every last ripple of pleasure from her. “That’s it, that’s my good girl,” she whispered, kissing the side of Emily’s head.

Emily sagged against her, trembling, panting, her chest heaving. She couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe—just knew she was ruined, undone, and wet beyond reason.

Emily was still shivering when Kayla’s hand left her, and she blinked dazedly, half-drunk on the aftershocks. Her pulse hammered, the harness still snug against her hips, the cock jutting shamelessly between them.

Kayla leaned back, eyes flicking down to it, then back up to Emily’s flushed face. Her grin was wicked, hungry. “You know,” she said slowly, almost like she was teasing herself, “I kind of want to try something.”

Emily’s stomach swooped. “W-what?”

Kayla’s fingers toyed with the base of the dildo, stroking it idly as though it were alive. Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Can I… try riding it?”

Emily’s mouth went dry. She felt dizzy, like the air had been punched out of her lungs. “What? Kayla—” Her best friend had just casually asked her to ride the big cock she was currently wearing.

Kayla pressed a soft kiss to her lips, then another, silencing her protest. “It’s just us. Just playing. Why not? You’re already strapped in… seems like a waste not to.”

Emily groaned, torn between panic and a pulse of molten heat deep in her belly. “This is insane. But, fuck yes” She laughed.

“Uh-huh.” Kayla shoved her lightly, playful but firm, until Emily toppled backward onto the bed. She climbed after her, straddling her hips, the cock nudging against the soft crotch of her leggings. “It’ll be fun.”

Emily’s hands fluttered uselessly at her sides, eyes wide as Kayla ground down once, making the silicone shaft drag against her own body, making Emily feel it press back through the harness. She gasped, hips jerking.

Kayla leaned down, whispering against her lips. “Relax, Em. Let me do the work.”

She peeled off her loose sleep shorts and kicked them away, then pulled her panties to the side in one slick move, baring herself, wet and swollen, glistening as she settled back over Emily’s hips. She held the cock in one hand, positioning it to her shaven pussy, her lips parting on a moan as the head nudged against her slit.

Emily’s brain short-circuited. “Oh my god…” She couldn’t believe what she was seeing, or how fucking hot and impossibly turned on it made her.

Kayla’s grin was molten. “Yeah. Oh shit… fuck yes…”

She sank down slowly, inch by inch, taking the cock inside her sopping pussy until she was seated fully on Emily’s lap, thighs snug around her hips. Her moan was guttural, shaking. “Fuck, Em. It feels so good. It’s so big.”

Emily could only stare, her hands grabbing Kayla’s waist instinctively. She felt everything in phantom echoes—pressure, heat, Kayla’s slick sliding down the shaft, coating it with her arousal, like her body had rewired itself to match Kayla’s pleasure.

Kayla rolled her hips experimentally, the dildo dragging inside her, and let out a helpless laugh. “God, you’re making me crazy already. I think I’m gonna cum so hard.”

Emily whimpered, eyes glazed. “You’re… riding me.”

“Mm-hm.” Kayla leaned down, kissed her hard, then rocked against her again, harder. “And you’re loving it.”

Kayla braced her palms on Emily’s chest, nails grazing lightly through her shirt as she began to move. Slow at first, testing, grinding down until the cock filled her and then sliding up again with a slick drag. Her head tipped back, a breathless laugh slipping free. “God, Em… fuck, it’s perfect.”

Emily’s hands clutched Kayla’s breasts under her shirt, not even sure when they’d grabbed on. Her own breath came ragged, eyes locked on the sight of Kayla lifting and dropping on her lap, the silicone cock vanishing into wet heat each time. Her whole body was thrumming, phantom sparks radiating from the harness into her core. She didn’t know if it was in her head or if Kayla’s pleasure was leaking into her somehow—but she felt it, every grind, every squeeze.

“Kayla—” Her voice cracked. “You look—oh my god—”

Kayla smirked, though her lips trembled with pleasure. “Say it. Say I look hot riding your cock.”

Emily’s face burned. “You look so fucking hot,” she blurted, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. “So fucking hot riding my cock…”

“Mmm, good girl.” Kayla rolled her hips in a slow, filthy circle, her clit grinding down against the base. She moaned, sharp and high, before riding harder, faster, her breasts bouncing under her shirt, sweat beading along her collarbone.

Emily’s nails dug into Kayla’s waist, the pleasure, the sights, the sounds, the base of the cock rubbing into her swollen clit as her slutty best friend bounced up and down - all nearly unbearable. “You’re gonna make me—oh god—Kayla!”

Kayla leaned in, kissing her messy, biting her lip. “That’s it, Em. Let go. Feel it with me.”

Their bodies rocked together, the headboard tapping lightly against the wall. Kayla’s moans grew louder, more desperate, until she broke away from Emily’s mouth, gasping, “I’m close—I’m so close, fuck—”

Emily could barely breathe. She thrust up helplessly, meeting Kayla’s rhythm, the strap tugging tight against her clit with every movement. Her whole body shook, her orgasm climbing sharp and unstoppable.

Kayla’s nails raked down her chest as she slammed down harder, grinding furiously, voice breaking into a strangled cry. “Fuck, Emily—yes, yes, yes— I’m cumming!”

Emily’s world shattered. She cried out as heat tore through her, body convulsing under Kayla’s. At the same time, Kayla shuddered and collapsed forward, writhing through her climax, clutching Emily like she might drown as her pussy pulsed and squirted her arousal between them.

For long, ragged moments, the room was nothing but gasps, tangled limbs, and the scent of sweat and sex.

Finally, Kayla laughed weakly, still draped over Emily’s chest, the cock buried deep inside her. “Holy shit…Well… that escalated.”

Emily could only wheeze out a laugh of her own, stroking Kayla’s damp hair back from her flushed face. “You think? … Wow.”

Kayla grinned, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to her lips. “Best cleaning day ever.”

∞∞∞

Kayla lay sprawled across Emily’s chest, her breath still uneven, cheek pressed against the soft cotton of Emily’s shirt. The room was a mess—clothes, discarded straps, and half-folded boxes everywhere—but neither of them seemed to care.

For a long moment, they just breathed together. The hum of the ceiling fan, the faint scent of coconut shampoo, the quiet rhythm of their hearts.

Emily was the first to laugh—a small, nervous sound that broke the silence. “Well… that happened.”

Kayla shifted, lifting her head just enough to meet Emily’s gaze. Her hair was a wild halo around her flushed face. “Understatement of the year,” she murmured, smiling. “Remind me to send Sara a thank-you card for the box of wonders.”

Emily groaned, covering her face with one arm. “Please don’t.”

Kayla tugged the arm away, grinning wider. “What? You don’t think she’d appreciate knowing her old roommates put her… donation to good use?”

“You’re terrible.” Emily tried to sound exasperated, but her voice came out soft, fond.

Kayla brushed a thumb across her jaw, the teasing in her smile mellowing into something gentler. “You okay?”

Emily nodded slowly. “Yeah. Just… processing. That was…” She trailed off, unable to find the right word.

Kayla finished it for her. “Unexpectedly amazing?”

Emily met her eyes, laughter bubbling up again. “That works.”

Kayla rolled onto her back beside her, arm brushing against Emily’s. “You know,” she said lazily, “technically we still have half a box left to go through.”

Emily turned her head, mock-glowering. “You are not turning this into a hobby.”

“Who said anything about a hobby?” Kayla tilted her head toward her, voice dipping into a whisper. “I was thinking… research project.”

Emily snorted, then sighed, staring up at the ceiling. “You’re impossible.”

Kayla’s hand found hers under the sheet, fingers lacing through. “And yet,” she said softly, squeezing once, “you’re still here.”

Emily’s heart fluttered. She turned her head just enough to see Kayla smiling at her, eyes bright, a smudge of mischief still there but softened with something new—something that felt suspiciously like tenderness.

“Yeah,” Emily said quietly. “I guess I am.”

Kayla grinned. “Good. Because next time, I’m picking the toy.”

Emily laughed until her stomach hurt, the sound filling the room, warm and bright. And when she finally caught her breath, Kayla leaned over and kissed her cheek—just a quick, playful brush—before flopping back down beside her.

Outside, the afternoon light slanted through the blinds, striping their skin with gold. Inside, the air still shimmered faintly with laughter and a promise neither of them quite dared to say out loud yet.

Emily and Kayla lived Happily Ever After…

The End!


Catching Her

Paige jolted awake, her eyes snapping open to the frantic pounding on her bedroom door and the shrill buzzing voice of her mother.

Knock, knock, knock.

“Paige? Seriously? Don’t tell me you’re sleeping in again! Your first class already started!” Her mother’s voice cut sharply from the hallway.

“Uh—no! I’m up! Just… getting ready!” Paige mumbled, tossing her tangled honey-blonde hair from her face. Her thick comforter slipped off, leaving her clad only in a pair of lacy, pale-pink underwear, the cool morning air sending goosebumps across her skin. She swiped the alarm off, yawning, and squinted at the time: 8:12 a.m.

Crap. She’d overslept again. Being a freshman in the nursing program at the local community college, she couldn’t afford too many late mornings—especially since she had already racked up a few. He proff was gonna be mad.

Reaching for her phone, Paige scrolled through her notifications. Most were random notifications, except a some from her long-time best friend, Harper, and a cheerful “Good morning!” from her boyfriend, Dylan. Every morning, Paige was supposed to swing by Harper’s house—just five minutes away—before they both drove another ten to campus. Harper was finishing an academic prep course, and the girls were pretty much inseparable.

“Paige! You almost ready? Class started like ten minutes ago…” Harper had written.

“Paige? Come on! Where are you?!”

“Ugh, seriously…?” Harper’s next message carried a rolling-eyes emoji and a ‘disappointed’ face.

Paige scrambled, fumbling a reply with shaking fingers. “On my way! Slept in! Sorry!”

No time for styling. In record speed, she tossed her messy hair into a high bun, brushed her teeth, and pulled on a loose t-shirt, soft joggers, and her favorite hoodie—navy blue with her college swim team logo emblazoned across the chest. No bra, and sill in the panties she slept in. She could just shower later.

“Coffee to go?” her mom called from the kitchen as Paige raced past, keys in hand.

“Thanks! Gotta go pick up Harper!” she shouted, grabbing the travel mug, slipping into her sneakers and bolting for the door.

“Don’t forget dinner later, okay?”

“Yeah, yeah. I’ll be there, Mom!” Paige called, slamming the door behind her. The truth: she’d completely forgotten about the weekend party—Harper’s mothers birthday gathering. Harper and her family would be there, along with a handful of family friends – Paige and her family included. Paige made a mental note to help with prep later… if she survived this morning. She might have to stay late at campus.

Sliding into the driver’s seat of her cherry-red hatchback, Paige texted Harper again: “Be there in two!” She peeled out of the driveway, her tires squealing. Dylan texted again, but she ignored it, too pressed for time. He constantly texted her, anyway. She couldn’t possibly reply to them all.

Pulling up at Harper’s house, Paige could see the upstairs lights on. Harper’s dad’s car was gone—so Harper was home alone. Her parents always left for work before they left for class. I’m here, she texted Harper. Then, Paige waited. Nothing. Another minute – Nothing. Paige sighed, then killed the engine, grabbed her bag, and stepped into the crisp morning air. Her breath puffed in small clouds as she strode to the front door, careful not to slip on the thin layer of ice. Hopefully, Harper wasn’t too pissed at her for making them late again.

Knock, knock, knock. Silence. She decided to see if the door would open, as she was practically family. It wasn’t locked, so Paige opened it.

“Harper?” she called into the entryway. No answer.

She frowned. So, she’s home… then why isn’t she answering? Paige could hear a faint sound coming from upstairs, like music or a tv.

What the hell?

Paige decided to go surprise her. As she was creeping up the staircase, the sounds grew louder – the muffled sounds of a show or something. Then, there was soft thump of movement behind Harper’s closed bedroom door, like maybe she’d flopped onto the bed.

“Harper! Come on! I thought you needed to go?” she called, knocking lightly. Music continued. Then… a sound. A faint, breathy laugh—or something more delicate, intimate—escaped from behind the door. A gasp? A… squeal?

What is she doing… Paige thought, deciding to open the door. Hopefully she’s not changing. But she knew Paige was coming, and she should be ready for class, anyways. They were only gonna be like, 30 minutes late.

Rolling her eyes, she swung the door open, her jaw nearly smashing through the floor.

Paige froze in the doorway, her eyes widening as she took in the sight before her. On Harper’s bed lay a woman—completely naked, sprawled out in an unapologetic display of pleasure. Her skin glowed softly in the morning light, and her long, auburn hair tumbled in loose waves across her shoulders. Her chest rose and fell with a steady rhythm, her breasts large and perky with hard nipples in the cool air.

Paige’s gaze drifted lower, tracing the woman’s toned abs, the small silver ring glinting in her belly button. Between her legs, the woman was lost in herself, gently moving a slick, shimmering dildo against her folds. A soft pink flush colored the inner thighs, and a thin sheen of arousal glistened on her wet, bare pussy. Nearby, a laptop sat open, and over her ears rested a pair of oversized headphones, the woman entirely absorbed in her private world. The music was coming from a separate speaker on the dresser, muffling the sound of her masturbating.

Holy fuck… Paige’s heart hammered in her chest as her cheeks turned bright pink. She couldn’t move, couldn’t look away—her pulse spiking, her body suddenly aware of its own heat. It was like she was anchored to place. A shiver ran through her, and her thighs all of a sudden felt uncomfortably damp under her sweatpants. The woman’s quiet moans made her stomach flutter, and Paige’s breath caught in her throat.

Then, with a sudden, startling motion, the woman’s eyes opened, like she sensed Paige was there. Paige’s own pulse skipped as their gazes met for the briefest instant—before a shriek of surprise tore from the woman’s lips. In a flurry, she scrambled to cover herself with the blanket, knocking the laptop askew. Paige caught a fleeting glimpse of the screen: two women tangled together, one pressing a strap-on against the other, faces flushed with pleasure. She didn’t mean to; the whole scene transpired in seconds.

“Oh my God! I—I’m so sorry!” Paige stammered, fumbling, almost tripping over herself as she was shocked back to reality, wrestling with a coat snagged in the door, her cheeks burning hotter than the morning sun. “I thought… I thought Harper was in here.” She wrestled the coat free and slammed the bedroom door behind her, racing down the hall and into the bathroom, closing the door and locking it.

She leaned over the sink, splashing cool water over her face in a vain attempt to calm the sudden, dizzying heat inside her. Her pulse was still thundering, and a delicious tingle radiated low in her belly. Her nipples had hardened beneath her hoodie, and without thinking, she slid her hand under the waistband of her sweats, her fingers brushing against the damp warmth between her thighs. A shudder escaped her lips as she quickly jerked her hand away, guilt and curiosity warring inside her. She was fucking soaked.

Snap out of it. Who was that? Why was she in Harper’s room? Should I just leave? Or… wait? Where is Harper? Oh my god…

Her phone buzzed suddenly, breaking the spell. A message from Harper lit up the screen:

“Hey, my phone died! My Dad was able to drive me today, so I’m here now. Are you still coming?”

Great fucking timing. Before Paige could answer, footsteps sounded in the hallway. Shit.

“Hello?” The woman’s voice was calm, even, warm; tinged with… amusement? “You’re still here, huh? It’s okay.”

Paige’s stomach twisted. She couldn’t exactly just hide in the bathroom. Fuck. Fuck. Taking a deep breath, she stepped out of the bathroom, phone tucked into her pocket, her face and neck looking the color of a fire truck.

Standing there, wrapped in a soft, fluffy white robe cinched at the waist, the woman exuded confidence. One hand rested on her hip, the other casually hooked through the belt, her grey eyes flicking over Paige with a teasing amusement.

“Hi,” she said smoothly. “And you are…?”

Paige’s words tangled in her throat. “Uh… I’m Paige. I’m… um… Harper’s friend. Was supposed to pick her up, thought she was in here…” Her gaze fell to the floor as the heat in her body deepened.

The woman laughed, a soft, melodic sound. “Ah, that makes sense. Harper never mentioned I’d be staying here for the week? I kinda took over her room.” She shrugged.

“Oh… no,” Paige whispered, shaking her head. “Sorry...”

“Don’t worry! It’s okay. I’m Ava, by the way.” the woman said lightly, extending a hand. The brief touch sent an unexpected jolt through Paige’s body, and she quickly looked away again, picturing the dildo sliding in and out of this woman’s sopping pussy. Ava smiled again. “Harper’s cousin.” She chuckled. “Was just having a bit of fun before I started my day. Sorry.”

Paige let out a small, nervous laugh. Ava looked to be in her early thirties, youthful yet confident, but at least a good ten or fifteen years older than Paige or Harper, and impossibly captivating in that effortless way that made Paige’s stomach twist.

“Oh… I see. It’s okay. Well, it’s… nice to meet you,” Paige said, pressing her thighs together and forcing a polite smile, though every word felt awkward as if her tongue were tied.

“Likewise,” Ava replied, a mischievous smile tugging at her lips. “Though… I suppose it’s not the most conventional way to meet someone, is it? That image of me lying there like that—well, it’s probably seared into your memory now. Hope it wasn’t too much. But sometimes the unexpected can be just what we need, no?”

“I… uh…” Paige’s voice faltered, caught somewhere between embarrassment and something far more unfamiliar. She was still wet between her legs. Her mind was spinning. What in the actual fuck is happening… Paige thought.

Ava chuckled softly. “I’m teasing. It’s perfectly normal… you know, to touch yourself.”

Paige blinked, stunned at how forward Ava was. She wasn’t sure how to respond.

“Uh… yeah, I guess it is.”

“I mean… you probably do sometimes, right? Everyone does.” Ava took a small step closer, her gaze sharp and unflinching, almost like she could see straight into Paige’s chest.

Heat pooled low in Paige’s belly, her pulse spiking, her thighs shaking slightly. She swallowed hard, forcing herself to meet Ava’s grey eyes, her own voice coming out in a small, surprised whisper. “Y-Yeah…”

Her cheeks flamed hotter, and her body betrayed her with a sudden shiver. She shifted on her feet, squirming, acutely aware of every inch of herself.

Ava’s gaze roamed deliberately over Paige, slow and measured, finally settling back on her face. There was something magnetic about the way she looked, a quiet seduction in her eyes that made Paige’s stomach flutter with a delicious nervousness. This sexy, confident older lesbian looking at her like that…

“It’s healthy, too. To orgasm. Best way to start the day, with some stress release. Do they teach that in health class?” Ava murmured, her voice low, smooth, almost a purr.

“Oh… mhmm…I mean…no.” Paige breathed, barely above a whisper. Her head spun, heart hammering, cheeks burning as she shifted her weight from foot to foot, feeling more exposed than she ever had before.

Ava’s eyes glinted like a cat sizing up its prey, briefly glancing toward her bedroom door, still ajar. Paige caught sight of the messy bed—no sign of the laptop, but then Ava’s attention returned, sharp and focused.

“How old are you, sweetheart?” Ava asked softly, her tone casual but layered with something that made Paige’s chest tighten.

“Eighteen…” Paige answered quietly, exhaling shakily, her stomach twisting as the words tumbled out.

“You must be running late for class.” Ava said, biting her bottom lip.

“It’s probably too late now…” Paige admitted, letting a small laugh escape, her shoulders loosening. “No point in going half way through.”

Ava let her tongue slip across her bottom lip, considering Paige for a moment with an intensity that threatened to swallow her whole. “Well, then. I suppose… you could stay and have breakfast with me.” Ava’s smile curled at the edges, conspiratorial. “Unless you’re in a hurry to get out of here?”

Paige groped for an excuse, but she was unmoored, still trembling from the aftershocks. “Uh… no, not really. I mean, Harper isn’t home, and my mom thinks I’m already halfway to campus anyway. I’m not making it to class now.”

Ava gave a soft chuckle, the sound curling around Paige like a silk ribbon, and padded back towards the bedroom, glancing over her shoulder with a sly, beckoning tilt of her chin. Paige’s legs obeyed before her brain could issue any commands, trailing after, her body still thrumming. In the sunlight flooding the bedroom from the open window, Ava seemed even more unreal—tall and athletic, with a kind of effortless glamour—and the robe she wore barely clung to her body, gaping open enough to flash a deep, distracting triangle of cleavage every time she leaned forward.

“Let me just throw something else besides this little robe on.” Ava said, “Then, coffee? Do you take cream or sugar?” She raised an eyebrow.

“Uhm, both.” Paige croaked.

Ava strode to the dresser. The robe loosened as she moved, the pale column of her thigh flashing between the lapels, and Paige felt a hot, traitorous pulse surge through her. She wanted to look away, but her gaze hovered on Ava—mesmerized, hungry, embarrassed, and unable to stop processing the small, deliberate movements Ava made as she pulled open drawers and sorted through folded stacks of silky camisoles, soft, worn-in t-shirts, and jeans.

“So, Paige.” Ava said her name like a magician pulling a scarf from her sleeve. “You’re studying at the college?” She turned her back, then let the robe drop from her shoulders, casual as a yawn, standing naked and unhurried in the sunlight. It was the second time Paige had seen her bare, but this time, there was no frantic scramble, no apology—just the deliberate, almost clinical efficiency of a woman deeply comfortable in her skin. Ava’s hips flexed as she stepped into a pair of black cotton panties, her bare back smooth and pale under the shifting light. Paige caught another glimpse of her pussy as she bent, and quickly looked away again. Her palms were sweaty, and she wiped them on her sweatpants.

“Yeah, nursing. First year.” Her voice sounded both far away and shamefully close, echoing back at her from the walls of her own skull. She fidgeted with her bag, fingers worrying at the little plastic zipper tab until it threatened to pop off.

A white camisole came next, gliding up over Ava’s head and tumbling down her torso. She ran her hands absently through her hair and glanced at Paige’s reflection in the vanity mirror, catching her stare. Paige jerked her attention to the ceiling, then the window, anywhere but the flash of Ava’s gaze. Her own body tingled, as if each nerve was a wire drawn tight and ready to snap.

“You’re adorable,” Ava said casually. “You’d think you’d never seen a naked woman before.” She caught Paige’s gaze in the mirror again, a sly glimmer sparking in her gray eyes.

Paige could hardly breathe. Something about Ava’s presence—the boldness, the casual warmth—crashed through her with the force of an oncoming car. She’d never been especially shy, but now her limbs were wrong, her skin all too new and too obvious, as if every pore and freckle and hair on her arms was suddenly exposed. She wondered if Ava could tell that her pussy was wet, or see the stain of blush that must be climbing up the back of her neck. She half expected Ava to pounce on her any second.

She tried to laugh it off, but her throat only made a strangled, squeaky sound. “I mean, I haven’t, not really. Maybe in locker rooms or something but not… like that.”

Ava turned and faced her fully, clearly not the least bit self-conscious, and Paige caught herself cataloguing details—how the camisole clung, how Ava's nipples still showed faintly, how even the light dusting of freckles on her collarbones seemed deliberate. “And… what did you think?”

Paige’s tongue fumbled behind her teeth, her thoughts tumbling incoherently. For a split-second Paige thought she’d imagined the question. But it was there, pulsing in the air between them. Her face burned, and she bit the inside of her cheek. “I…uhm…”

Ava’s mouth curved up, slow and sly, and she spoke again without waiting for Paige’s reply, “You know, Paige, one thing I’ve learned in all my years is that life is too short for shame and for regrets. You need to take the good times as they come. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Paige stared at her hands, then at Ava, then at her own reflection in the window. Something in her chest fluttered and tipped, and she tried to fish out a reply that wasn’t so humiliatingly earnest. “Yes, I agree,” she said, voice coming out as a little more than a squeak.

Ava grinned, and Paige realized her hands were trembling. She willed them to stop, gripping the strap of her bag so tightly she thought her fingers might cramp. Something in Ava’s face told her she’d said exactly what Ava had hoped to hear.

“Good,” Ava replied, and her tone made Paige’s bones hum. “Now, would you like some tea, or coffee, or…?”

“…Or?” Paige gulped. She didn’t know what had gotten into her. She had a boyfriend. She was straight. Ava - this stupidly sexy, bold older woman - was clearly getting at something. Paige wasn’t stupid. But what surprised her was… how much she wanted it to continue.

Her grey eyes were boring holes into Paige as Ava walked closer, her hips swaying. “Or…an orgasm.”

Paige felt like she was struck by lightening. What the fuck! Did she hear that right? Her thighs were sticky, her tits were aching, and she felt like she had fire running through her veins. Her body was betraying her.

“Since you interrupted mine, we can help each other out.” Ava continued, her voice never wavering.

“I…I have a boyfriend…” It sounded weak. Dylan had nothing on Ava, who was looking at her like some sex goddess.

“It really is the best way to start the day,” Ava shrugged, “And with you here all alone, looking at me like that… I just thought, what harm in two women helping each other out. Right?”

“Right…” Paige blurted out, her voice hoarse, “I don’t really have anything else going on…” Did I fucking say that? What the fuck is happening to me?

Ava laughed, hooking her fingers gently around Paige’s wrist, and Paige’s whole body felt like it almost seized around it, sparks shooting through her spine. “Is that a yes?”

“Yess,” Paige nodded. Her nerves were frayed. She wasn’t even sure if she walked or floated or just teleported to the bed, the sunlight floating through the window turning the white sheets to gold.

Ava released her hand and sat on the mattress, cross-legged and casual, then patted the spot next to her.

Paige perched on the edge, heart thundering. Part of her wanted to bolt; the rest wanted to see what would happen if she didn’t. Maybe I got in a car accident and this is my coma dream, she thought. Ava’s foot nudged hers, gentle, conspiratorial. Paige let out a nervous giggle, embarrassing herself, then clamped her mouth shut, trying to quell the butterflies in her tummy.

Ava’s expression softened. “You’re shaking.” Her hand came to rest on Paige’s knee, a simple touch but electrifying for Paige.

“I, uhm, have never……been with a woman," Paige finished, breath hitching. The muscles in her thigh twitched where Ava’s thumb pressed softly, kneading gentle circles through the thin fabric. Was she supposed to do something? Did she just wait, let Ava lead? A swirl of dread and thrill made her lightheaded. It shouldn’t have been this easy to say yes, and yet it was—she wanted to say yes, so badly, even if some voice in her brain was busy screeching are you insane, are you actually going to go through with this?

“Just relax, hon. Want me to touch you?” Ava purred. The question almost made Paige cum right then and there.

Paige gave a small nod, the “Okay” squeaking out soft and quiet, like she wasn’t fully responsible if she didn’t say it at full volume.

Ava smiled, a slow pull at the corner of her mouth. Then, with a kind of reverence that made Paige’s bones turn hot and syrupy, she reached out and cupped Paige’s cheek. Her skin was cool, palm dry and gentle. Paige’s breath rattled in and out, shaky, too loud in her own ears.

“You’re beautiful, Paige, you know that?” Ava said, then, she tilted Paige’s chin up and kissed her. It was soft, at first, gentle and exploratory—a simple brushing of lips. Nothing like the attacks of tongue and teeth she’d fumbled through with Dylan and every boyfriend before. This was slow, warm, deliberate. Paige let it happen, let herself be studied, mapped, melted. Ava’s mouth tasted faintly of cinnamon and mint. Her hand slipped down Paige’s neck, fingers splayed, thumb tracing the hollow place just above Paige’s collarbone. Paige’s whole body zinged with electricity, part terror, part thrill, pure pleasure. Her hands found Ava’s waist, hesitating. The silk of the camisole was cool and slippery beneath her fingers, but the heat of Ava’s skin radiated through it, and Paige let out a soft moan.

The kiss deepened—Ava’s tongue slipped between Paige’s lips, coaxing her to part them, and Paige let it in, let herself be devoured. Her own tongue darted awkwardly in response, but Ava matched her, encouraged her. The world outside the window shrank and blurred, and the only things left were Ava’s touch and Paige’s racing heart and the wild, queasy energy in her chest.

Then Ava pulled back just enough, holding Paige’s gaze, her own eyes unreadable. “You okay?” she asked quietly, like a secret only for them.

Paige bit her lower lip. She could feel her pulse in her mouth, in her wrists, her pussy, everywhere. “Yeah. Really… yeah.”

Ava’s hand lingered at her collarbone, then slid lower, teasing at the neck of the hoodie Paige wore. "Can I?" she whispered, tugging gently at the zipper. Paige nodded, barely trusting herself to speak. She shrugged off the hoodie in a single motion, the air prickling at the bare skin of her arms. Ava took her in, gaze lingering, silent approval radiating from her eyes. She leaned forward again, this time kissing Paige deeper, pressing their lips together until Paige’s jaw relaxed and she opened to the taste of Ava’s tongue.

It was intoxicating, and Paige faded into it, letting herself be led by sensation. She felt Ava’s fingers on her ribs, fingertips ghosting up, thumbs brushing beneath the edge of her t-shirt, cool against the soft, warm flesh of her stomach. Her own hands, untethered, found their way to Ava’s arms, to the smooth skin of Ava’s shoulders, fingers kneading instinctively at the taut muscle beneath.

Ava’s hand grazed the under the swell of Paige’s breast.  Paige gasped, feeling her nipples pebble even harder, the thin fabric brushing deliciously rough against them. She was aware, with burning clarity, of the wetness pooling between her thighs, the need curling tight and electric in her belly. This wasn’t what she was supposed to want, but she wanted it anyway, wanted it even more for the simple, shocking wrongness of it.

Ava’s fingers lingered just beneath the hem of her shirt. “This too?” She said softly, but Paige caught the want beneath the politeness.

“Yeah,” she croaked, desperate and awkward, and lifted her arms above her head so Ava could peel the shirt off. The air hit her skin in a shock, then Ava’s lips trailed along her collarbone, warm and slow. Then, she started kissing the slope between Paige’s shoulder and neck while a firm, practiced hand cupped her breasts—warm palm against warm flesh, thumb circling until Paige whimpered and arched toward her. The second Ava’s teeth grazed her skin, Paige’s insides snapped taut as wire. The urge to reach between her legs was overwhelming. She almost expected Ava to laugh at her shaking or to call the whole thing off, but instead, the older woman seemed to know exactly how to slide one arm around her and press their bodies together, hips aligned, legs tangled.

Heat surged across Paige’s chest, the burn radiating out to her shoulders and up her neck. Ava’s mouth was hungry but unhurried, tongue warm and slick, making languid explorations over the rise of Paige’s breast before moving to the nipple. Ava’s lips closed around it, soft then insistent, and Paige moaned—an ugly, raw sound, primitive enough to horrify her, but she didn’t care, not anymore, not with Ava’s hands tracing slow, certain paths along her ribs and spine and lower.

Every point of contact felt electrified. Paige’s own hands clamped awkwardly at Ava’s hips, unsure what to do, but needing to hold something. She was submerged beneath sensation, every touch a tidal pull. Ava’s hands coaxed her sweatpants down, dragging fingers like a caress across Paige’s thighs, all the way to the knees, then past the calves, and off.

It was unreal, Paige felt like she was being almost devoured by Ava, Ava’s bold hands coaxing her open as her breath gasped and stuttered in her chest. She tried to bite back another moan, then Ava grinned and pushed her back onto the bed, wearing nothing but the wet pair of panties that she slept in.

“God, you’re so fucking pretty,” Ava murmured, the words intense and shocking and hot. She let her lips drag across Paige’s jaw, nipping gently. “I’m gonna make you feel so fucking good, baby.”

A helpless whimper slid from Paige’s throat. Ava’s hand pressed between her knees, parting her legs further. Her palm slid up the inside of Paige’s thigh, stroking slow, lazy circles, not quite touching the soaked cotton of her panties but skirting so close that Paige’s hips jerked toward her, desperate for contact.

“Look at you,” Ava whispered. “I knew you needed this…I can always tell. Your little pussy is so fucking wet, isn’t it?”

“Yes…” Paige whined. This is happening. This is real life. I’m cheating on Dylan, in Harper’s bedroom, with her older cousin.

Ava’s mouth burned a path down the length of her body while Paige trembled and panted and tried not to shatter apart. Ava’s tongue flicked her nipple again, rough and soft and perfect, and then moved lower, trailing her stomach, dipping to her hip.

“Oh fuck…” Paige squealed.

She felt Ava’s breath brush hot across the waistband of her panties, felt the deliberate pause as Ava looked up at her, making sure Paige was watching. “You know what I want?” Ava’s voice licked at her, and Paige couldn’t remember ever being this desperate. “I want to taste how wet you are for me.” She bit at the edge of Paige’s panties, rolling them down with her teeth, eyes never leaving her face.

Paige gasped as the fabric slid away, her hot pussy exposed, sticky and shining in the morning light. She was trembling, hips arched upward, thighs spread wide and quivering, every single nerve ending tuned to the anticipation of contact. Ava hovered, her breath humid on Paige’s inner thigh. Paige’s whole world contracted to the inch of space between Ava’s mouth and her slick, swollen pussy.

Ava’s tongue touched her, slow and soft, from the bottom of her entrance all the way up to her clit, lingering there just long enough to make Paige gasp. Sparks burst behind her eyes. Ava did it again, firmer. Paige’s hands shot to the sheets, clutching tight as Ava’s mouth explored her with a kind of practiced devotion, every stroke and curl deliberate, holding her open and exposed, drinking in every sound she made.

“God, I fucking love how you taste,” Ava murmured, voice thick and low, before she licked again, this time swirling the tip of her tongue over Paige’s clit, lazy and slow.

Ava flattened her tongue, working steady circles around the spot that made Paige’s whole-body jerk and stutter. Paige bit her fist to keep from moaning so loud the neighbors would hear, but it didn’t matter, there was no chance of holding in these noises. It was all slippery, tangled limbs and Ava’s head buried between her thighs, her own hands gripping Ava’s hair so tight she was embarrassed but couldn’t stop. Each time she thought she was about to explode, Ava would ease off, swish her tongue somewhere unbearable, then return to her clit with a new pressure, a new rhythm, bringing her even closer than before. Paige couldn’t catch her breath—she twisted, writhed, let herself be reduced to a pure, shaking want.

“Oh shit… oh fuck… yes!” Paige squeaked.

She forgot about school, about Harper, even about the guilt that hovered like a wasp at the edges of her mind, trying to remind her that she had a boyfriend; she had class; and yet she was spread open on Harper’s bed getting her pussy devoured by a woman she had literally just met.

Ava’s lips closed around her clit, suddenly insistent. Paige’s vision went white at the edges, her back arching reflexively. She’d never felt anything like it—Dylan had tried, god bless him, but at best he was an eager golden retriever. Ava was something else entirely: a force of nature, all focus, all friction, all mouth and tongue and hands anchoring Paige to the bed so she couldn’t even flinch away from the pleasure. A first tremor hit, and she let out a noise that didn’t sound like herself, thin and high and helpless. Ava’s hands slid under her ass, lifting her, holding her steady as the orgasm built, then burst, then rolled on and on, wave after wave.

She felt her head thump against the pillow, her limbs boneless. Ava kissed her inner thigh—once, reverent—then crawled up to spoon closer, dragging her body over Paige’s until her head rested on Paige’s shoulder, breath warm on her cheek.

Paige didn’t want to open her eyes. If she did, she might see herself reflected in the vanity mirror: a flushed, panting girl whose body was still quaking from an orgasm that had detonated every one of her expectations about who she was. She was still slick between the thighs, still trembling, her chest sticky with sweat. Ava’s hand traced gentle circles on her hipbone, the touch grounding, almost sweet.

“Oh my god,” Paige whispered once she could breathe again.

Ava’s lips brushed the edge of her ear. “Told you it was the best way to start a day. But now you owe me.”

The words made Paige’s stomach flip. Something had definitely started, and now Paige had no idea where it would lead. She had just cum harder than she had in her life, from Harper’s older cousin, in her bed, while she was supposed to be in class. “I feel like I’m dreaming…”

“Maybe you are,” Ava chuckled, her hands curling around Paige, holding her gently. She nuzzled along her jaw, tender. “See?” She hummed, “Much better than coffee.”

Paige snorted, then groaned, flipping her face into the pillow. “Oh my god,” she mumbled again, words muffled by the fabric. “That was… I mean…Amazing.” Her thoughts scattered like marbles down a wood floor. Everything in her body felt rewired—her arms heavy, her heart soft, her skin humming. She just wanted to float, wanted to stay in this instant forever. Except her brain was already calculating the fallout. She had no clue what any of it meant. Or if she’d ever tell anyone.

This was how you started a day, Paige thought. Not by racing to a lecture or answering Dylan’s million texts or forcing herself into the tight logic of a schedule, but like this: floating, blissed, Ava’s hands on her skin, all possibility humming in the space between breaths. She forced herself to sit up. Ava didn’t seem in any rush to get dressed or to reassert normalcy. Instead, she just leaned back on her elbows, the camisole still clinging to her in ways Paige couldn’t not look at, and smirked. The older woman looked like she’d just won a bet, though Paige couldn’t figure out the stakes.

Ava propped herself on one elbow and watched her, a slow-building smile blooming across her face. The sunlight made Ava’s bare shoulder gleam. “You good?”

Paige tried for words but her jaw was soft; her lips felt too heavy to shape a syllable. “Yeah. Yes. More than good.”

Ava’s fingers drifted down to the sharp line of her hip, and for a moment Paige imagined being studied like a cut of glass, all edges and interior reflections. She couldn’t help but laugh softly, half-coughing, half-floating. “You are kind of… ridiculous, you know?”

“Oh?” Ava leaned in, lips brushing Paige’s earlobe. “How so?”

Paige thought about it, the words slow to surface. “You just…do what you want. Like there are no rules for you.”

Ava smiled wider, a sly dimple at the corner of her cheek. “There aren’t. Not anymore.” She smoothed a lock of Paige’s hair behind her ear, fingers warm, then ran her palm down Paige’s arm in a lingering glide. “It’s a better way to live. Trust me.” Then, Ava kissed her again, and the world receded to just them, this narrow bed, the sunlight painting shifting shapes across the ceiling.

“You made me so fucking wet, you know…” Ava purred, “And I still haven’t got to cum…” Her breath was warm, her palm sliding across Paige’s belly. She stretched, catlike, sweeping her leg over Paige’s hips and straddling her, the camisole riding up, barely concealing anything. Ava’s lips hovered a centimeter from Paige’s own, breath sweet and hot. “Stay with me a little longer? I’m greedy.”

Paige let herself be pushed back to the pillow, the sudden shift in power making her pulse throb in her throat. Part of her wanted to laugh, or protest, or tell Ava that she was a straight-A student with a decently committed boyfriend, but the words vanished as Ava rolled her hips, grinding onto Paige’s thigh with a shamelessness that made her moan. Ava’s lips smudged across hers, hungry, and then Ava caught Paige’s bottom lip between her teeth, drawing a gasp from her throat. The sound was needy, whimpering, and Paige felt herself blush deeper, the heat radiating to her earlobes. She could smell and taste her own arousal on Ava’s face, a humid musk that should have embarrassed her but instead felt like a secret.

Then, Ava shifted, swinging one leg between Paige’s and rocking her hips forward - She could feel the damp heat of Ava through the thin fabric of her underwear, two soft bulges pressed together, fabric wicking wetness between them. She squirmed, wanting more, but Ava just ground lazily, making the tension rise again, all sweet agony and slow burn.

Paige reached up, searching for somewhere to anchor her hands. She found the curve of Ava’s ass, the skin warm and impossibly smooth, and squeezed, nails digging in just enough to elicit a soft, delighted groan. That sound, that simple gut-noise, shot straight through Paige, making her shiver. Ava's hips moved again, slow and rolling, and Paige's hands clung harder, arms wrapped protectively around the older woman's waist. It was unreal, how easy it was to touch her, to want her. The way their bodies pressed together, skin and sweat and salt, felt more natural than breathing.

Ava found her mouth again, less gentle this time, and the kiss was open and messy and hungry. Paige lost the thread of who was in charge, and maybe that was the point. Ava moved with an urgency now, rutting against Paige’s thigh, breath hitching in shallow, open-mouthed pants. Her hands roamed, squeezing Paige’s shoulders, then up to fist in her hair, pulling her head back so Ava could bite under her jaw, just above the pulse point, sharp enough to make Paige’s breath snag in her lungs.

“Like that?” Ava purred, pressing her lips to Paige’s ear, nipping at the lobe. “God, you feel so good against me…”

Paige scrabbled for dignity, but all she could muster was a strangled, “Yes, please—” before Ava’s hand slid down, slipping between their bodies, and pulling her own briefs to the side - exposing her bare, swollen cunt and pressing it right against Paige’s. “Fuck!” Paige’s hips jolted at the contact. She needed more, she needed everything; she bucked into the touch, shameless, the rhythm addictive.

Ava’s pussy was hot and throbbing against her, their flesh meeting in a mess of wet, sticky heat. The sudden, slick pressure of their bare skin together made Paige’s spine snap taut and a whine slip from her throat. Ava’s hands braced her hips, grinding their bodies together, clit to clit, the friction excruciatingly perfect. Paige couldn’t think, couldn’t even catch her breath, every nerve ending in her body caught in the raw glide of Ava’s clit mashed to hers. They were pressed so close that every pulse and twitch seemed to echo between their bodies; Ava rocked, and the movement sent a shock straight into Paige’s clit, a bolt of pleasure so sharp she nearly yelped.

“Oh, fuck yeah, baby… You feel so fucking good… you’re gonna make me cum…” Ava purred and moaned, panting, her face just inches from Paige’s, mouth parted and damp, eyes half-lidded with a wild, urgent shine that made Paige’s insides coil up and burn. Paige watched her, watched the tendons in Ava’s neck strain and the muscles in her jaw flex as she rocked harder, faster, her hips rolling with a focus that made her spin.

Ava’s thighs squeezed in hard, trembling. She braced herself on both sides of Paige, then let her weight fall, burying her cunt against Paige’s, slippery and hot. Paige’s hands locked onto the back of Ava’s thighs, holding on for dear life, as Ava rolled and bucked, grinding her down into the mattress so perfectly rough. Her breath was a jagged, stuttery thing—her body all ache and electricity, the sound of Ava’s growing moans winding higher with every rut, every slap of wet against wet as they fucked each other.

It felt raw and animal and perfect. Ava’s hips jerked, her breath catching on a whimper that was half laugh, half sob. "You have no idea what you do to me," she hissed, the pads of her fingers digging into Paige’s ass, dragging her closer until their bodies were so tight it felt like they could fuse. Their slicks mingled, the obscene, wet sound of it making Paige’s stomach clench. Ava’s clit was swollen and slippery and hot, and when she ground down, Paige’s own clit rubbed on hers again and the jolt made her dizzy.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Ava moaned, the words spilling out in rhythm with each grinding stroke, voice dropping to a ragged growl. “Oh, baby, just like that—just like that, I need it, don’t stop—” Her hands raked up Paige’s torso, nails grazing her ribs, then grabbed Paige’s wrists and pinned them to the bed over her head. The power move made Paige’s cunt pulse. She was splayed open, entirely at Ava’s mercy, and she loved it. Ava’s mouth crashed onto hers; they kissed like they needed it to live, open and gasping, their teeth knocking together.Paige tried to breathe, but every drag of air was ripped away by sensation—Ava’s tits smashed to hers, Ava’s pussy grinding onto hers, the sticky, messy, perfect sound of their bodies fucking together.

The orgasm hit Paige like a truck, and for a second, she saw stars and then nothing, just a choked gasp as every muscle in her body seized, her vision sparkling at the edges with white and color, like she was being electrocuted by pleasure. She was vaguely aware of Ava bucking harder, relentless, the whole bed shuddering with the force of it, Ava’s moans collapsing into a single, low, desperate whine.

Paige came again, barely recovered from the first—her entire body wrung out and shaking, her cunt spasming so hard she thought she might die from it. Ava was sobbing her name, incoherent, hips jerking erratically, until finally, finally, her body shuddered and went limp, slumping down hard onto Paige. Their bellies pressed, hearts slamming together in wild sync.

Afterward, Paige lay stunned, staring at the stippled sunlight on the ceiling. She couldn’t remember ever being so completely, helplessly emptied out. There was a lightness in her chest, a sweet, trembling aftershock where her thoughts jostled and reeled. She was only vaguely aware of Ava sliding off her, sliding down the bed like a boneless animal, then flopping to her back in an unselfconscious, happy heap. She looked over at Paige, still splayed out and blinking, maybe a bit in shock.

“Holy shit,” Ava said, casting her arm dramatically over her face. “You, Paige, are the best surprise I have ever had.”

Paige let herself laugh. It was wild how light she felt, how free. She rolled to her side, mindlessly trailing her hand up Ava’s thigh, fingertips sticky. “You said you wanted a good start to the day,” she murmured.

Ava grinned, arm still over her eyes. “You’re not wrong.” She rolled her head to squint at Paige, looking her up and down. “You’re blushing everywhere, you know. Even your toes.” She propped herself on an elbow.

“I came so hard I think I almost died…” Paige stifled a laugh.

“Oh baby, me too. I don’t think I will be able to function anymore today.” Ava rolled onto her back, one arm flung over her face, the other slack around Paige’s waist. She laughed, breathless, a sound that filled the whole room and made Paige want to laugh, too—so she did, a quiet, helpless giggle that grew and grew until she was wheezing into the pillow beside Ava, the two of them shaking with a kind of aftershock giddiness and disbelief.

When the giggling subsided, Paige shifted onto her side, resting her cheek against the pillow, eyes fixed on the crosshatched patterns the window blinds painted on the wall. Her body felt new, the impossible lightness of it, as if some old heaviness had just been jerked out of her bones. Ava’s fingers, lazy now, traced long, ticklish lines down her back, raising goosebumps.

Paige thought about her classes, about Dylan’s unread messages lurking on her phone, about her mom’s warning to be home for dinner. About Harper, who’d never shut up if she found out what Paige had just done in her house, let alone in her room. She wouldn’t know. She couldn’t know. Harper would kill her.

Ava brushed a strand of hair from Paige’s damp face and kissed her softly. “Mmm… you literally taste so sweet... I might have become addicted.”

Paige giggled, still breathless, curling closer against her. “Uh oh… God… that was insane. I can’t believe we just did that.”

“You can’t?” Ava smirked, trailing a hand down to cup her pussy again, making her whimper. “Because I was planning on doing it again… and again.”

“Mmm, fuck…” Paige swatted her playfully, laughing. “I can’t even feel my legs.”

“That’s not a no,” Ava teased, kissing her neck.

“It sure wasn’t…”

Paige’s heart thudded with excitement. She knew she should be shocked, nervous, guilty—but all she could feel was a hungry thrill. She thought about her boyfriend. Did this mean she was gay, or bi? Paige decided it didn’t matter. She wanted more of Ava. Needed more.

“So…” Ava whispered, pulling her closer until their foreheads touched. “We keep this our dirty little secret for now?” She slipped a finger in Paige, eliciting a moan.

Paige bit her lip, eyes shining. “Yes. Fuck, oh that’s good… whatever you want…”

Ava grinned wickedly. “Good girl. My favorite kind of fuckbuddy. Give me your number… and we will keep having some fun whenever I’m in town. Harper won’t know. Your boyfriend won’t know. No one will know.”

“Fuck yess…” Paige squealed as Ava slipped a second finger inside her eager pussy.

They kissed again, a deep, lingering promise.

Both of them already knew this was only the very beginning. They were just getting started.

Paige and Ava lived happily ever after…

The end!


Spreading the Sitter




Claire Ashford let the heavy glass door of the restaurant swing shut behind her and stood on the sidewalk, breathing in the cold November air. She’d spent an hour getting ready for this dinner with a killer dress, perfect lipstick, the kind of heels that made her legs look endless, and now the whole thing had been cancelled with one polite text. Forty was still a year away, but tonight she felt every minute of the thirty-nine she carried. The black sheath dress she’d worn for the dinner clung in all the right places and sometimes she felt like it didn’t matter anymore. No one had looked at her like she was edible in so long she’d almost forgotten the sensation.

Almost.

The dinner had been cancelled after she had already ordered wine. So, here she was, overdressed and under-touched, sliding into the back of an Uber with a bottle of Pinot she hadn’t even opened. The driver asked if she wanted music. She told him silence was perfect.

In the dark window she caught her reflection: sharp cheekbones, the soft wave of dark auburn hair she paid too much to maintain, lips painted the same crimson she’d worn to her divorce signing. The lipstick had survived the evening untouched. Story of her life lately.

Two years since Daniel moved out. Two years since anyone had pressed her against a wall, dragged her skirt up, and made her forget her own name. She still had the body as long runs at 5:30 a.m. and spite were excellent motivators to keep it shape, but desire had become a private, shameful thing she fed in the dark with her own fingers and the low hum of a vibrator she kept hidden behind tax documents in her nightstand.

She thought about Mia Harper as the car turned onto her quiet, tree-lined street.

Sweet, responsible Mia who’d been watching Leo every Friday for the past year. Nineteen, home from college on weekends, all soft chestnut hair and earnest smiles. Mia still said “ma’am” and folded Leo’s tiny superhero underwear into perfect squares. Claire paid her twenty-five an hour. Too much, probably, but the girl never complained about late nights and always left the kitchen spotless. She was cute.

Claire had noticed other things lately, things she immediately scolded herself for noticing: the way Mia’s lower lip caught between her teeth when she concentrated, the curve of hip when she bent to tie Leo’s shoes, the faint scent of vanilla and something warmer that lingered after she left. Sometimes, Claire found herself oddly nervous excited at the thought of seeing Mia, and would make sure she always wore something nice when Mia was around. Stupid, she knew.

Tonight, Leo was almost certainly asleep; he’d been fighting a cold and had conked out at seven, Mia had texted. Claire pictured the girl curled on the couch with her organic chemistry textbook, highlighter tucked behind one ear, waiting politely for her ride.

The Uber pulled away. Claire let herself in through the side door, heels clicking across the heated travertine. The house was hushed, lit only by the under-cabinet glow in the kitchen and the faint night-light upstairs. She set her clutch and the unopened wine on the island, slipped out of her heels, and flexed her aching feet against the cool floor.

“Mia?” she called softly, not wanting to wake Leo.

Nothing.

Probably in the powder room. Or maybe she’d fallen asleep studying. Claire padded down the hallway in stockinged feet, the hem of her dress brushing her thighs. She was already calculating: pay the girl, send her home, pour that wine, and finally, finally, slide her hand into her own panties and let herself think about things she wasn’t allowed to want.

She was halfway to the stairs when she heard it: the soft electronic click of a phone camera.

Coming from her bedroom. What the hell?

The door was ajar, a blade of warm lamplight slicing across the hardwood. Claire’s pulse kicked hard. She told herself it was nothing. Mia was probably borrowing a charger, or stepping in to use the en-suite because the downstairs toilet was out of paper again.

Another click. Then a breathy, almost inaudible exhale that sounded nothing like studying.

Claire’s bare feet made no sound as she crossed the last few feet. She set her palm against the door and pushed.

The sight hit her like a slap and a caress at the same time.

Mia stood in front of the full-length mirror on the back of Claire’s closet door. Her back was half-turned, phone raised, lips caught between her teeth in concentration. She wore Claire’s midnight-blue La Perla set—the one Claire had bought in a fit of post-divorce recklessness and hadn’t even wore yet.

The silk robe hung open and useless, a dark puddle of fabric framing Mia’s body. The lace bra—delicate, balconette, absurdly expensive—clung to breasts fuller than Claire’s own, the swell of them pushing obscenely against the cups. The matching thong sat low on Mia’s hips, a thin strip of lace disappearing between the rounds of an ass that definitely hadn’t looked that criminal in sweat pants.

Click.

Mia shifted her weight, arched her back just a fraction, and the mirror reflected her face: flushed, eyes glittering, nothing like the shy college girl who still blushed when Claire complimented her highlights.

Claire’s mouth went dry. Heat, unwelcome and undeniable, slammed low in her belly. She must have made a sound, because Mia spun, phone clattering to the rug.

“Oh my God—Mrs. Ashford—” The robe fluttered as Mia snatched at it, clutching the silk to her chest like it could hide what Claire had already seen. Her cheeks blazed crimson. “I’m so sorry, I—I didn’t hear you come in, I thought you’d be late, I—”

Claire couldn’t speak. The words stuck behind the sudden, ferocious thud of her heartbeat. Anger should have been first. Betrayal. Outrage that this girl had rifled through her drawers, stretched her most private things over that gorgeous, lush body.

But what Claire felt was hunger. Raw, humiliating, and instantaneous.

Mia’s eyes filled, actual tears, glistening on her lashes. “I’ll take it off, I swear, I just—” Her voice cracked. “I don’t know… I guess I just wanted to feel pretty. I thought it wouldn’t matter.”

The sentence hung in the air between them, fragile and far too heavy.

Claire found her voice, but it came out rougher than she intended. “You can’t just… put on someone else’s things, Mia. Especially not—” She gestured, helpless, at the lingerie currently molding itself to every curve the girl had. Fuck, she was sexy. So soft and smooth. It fit her perfectly.

Claire’s gaze dragged down the length of Mia’s body like a physical touch, slow and deliberate. The midnight lace cupped those full, perky breasts so perfectly the scalloped edges bit softly into tender skin. A faint sheen of perspiration glowed at Mia’s collarbones; the girl was trembling, but not from fear. Claire could see it in the stiff peaks of her pink nipples pressing against the bra, in the way her thighs pressed together like she was already aching.

Silence stretched, thick enough to taste. Claire felt her heart hammering, and a wetness forming on the tiny slit of fabric between her legs. It was like the sitter sensed it.

Mia’s voice came out small, breathy, laced with something far too knowing for the girl who folded superhero underwear. “Do I… look okay in it, Mrs. Ashford?”

Claire’s pulse thundered in her ears. Did she just fucking ask me that? She should speak. Should scold. Should do anything except stand here drowning in the sight of this nineteen-year-old poured into her most secret lingerie.

“Wh-what?” Claire croaked.

Mia took one tiny step closer, silk robe still clutched uselessly against her chest. Tears shimmered, but those wide hazel eyes never left Claire’s. “I can take it off,” she whispered. “Right now. Or… I can keep it on if you want.” A swallow, delicate throat working. “Please don’t be mad. Please don’t fire me. I’ll do anything. I’ll make it up to you… any way you want.”

The last five words fell into the room like a match struck in dry grass.

Claire felt it ignite low in her belly, a white-hot bloom that spread outward until her fingertips tingled. Two years. Two fucking years since anyone had looked at her like they were starving. And here was Mia…sweet, responsible Mia, begging in Claire’s own bedroom, wrapped in lace and desperation and something that felt dangerously like power.

Claire took a single step forward. The carpet was plush beneath her stockinged feet, but the distance between them shrank like it was nothing.

“Anything?” Claire heard herself ask. Her voice sounded scraped raw. She felt something come over her, a need, a desperation. Fuck it. If fate was going to hand her this needy, desperate 19-year-old wrapped in a bow and waiting in her bedroom, she was going to finally have some goddamn fun.

Mia’s nod was small, eager. The robe slipped lower in her nervous fingers, revealing the soft upper curve of one breast, the delicate lace barely holding her in. “Anything,” she breathed. “Just… tell me what you want me to do. Please.”

Claire’s hand rose before her brain caught up. She watched her own trembling fingers brush a stray lock of chestnut hair back from Mia’s flushed cheek. The girl’s skin was fever-hot. What a little slut…

“I want,” Claire said, low and deliberate, “To see exactly how my lingerie looks on you. If you’re gonna wear my things and take pictures in my room, you can’t hide it from me. Lose the robe. Or, you can go change and go home, and we will forget this ever happened. Up to you. Fair?” She heard her own voice like it belonged to a stranger.

Mia’s breath hitched and she nodded. The robe slid from her fingers and pooled at her feet.

There she stood. Nineteen, trembling, and utterly bare except for midnight-blue lace that now looked obscene in all the best ways. The bra cupped her luscious breasts, the thin straps cutting delicate lines into her shoulders. The thong sat low on her hips, a tease of fabric barely covering the soft swell between her thighs. Claire could see the faint shadow of arousal darkening the lace there, and thought she could smell the faint, intoxicating sweetness of it in the warm air between them. She must be so wet already.

Claire circled her slowly, predator-still, letting her gaze linger on every inch. When she stopped behind Mia, close enough that the heat of her body radiated against the girl’s back, she let her hands settle lightly on Mia’s hips, her thumbs tracing the lace edge of the thong.

Mia shivered hard enough that Claire felt it travel through both of them, and it spurred her on. She decided she was going to take Mia for all she was worth, and she grinned wickedly. Mia’s breath stuttered as Claire’s thumbs traced slow, deliberate circles along the lace at her hips. The girl’s skin was velvet-warm, gooseflesh rising under Claire’s palms like she was a live wire.

“Look at yourself,” Claire murmured, lips brushing the shell of Mia’s ear. She nudged her forward until they both faced the mirror again, Mia’s reflection flushed and trembling between Claire’s arms. “Look how fucking perfect you are in my things.”

Mia’s gaze flicked up, met Claire’s in the glass. Her pupils were blown wide, lips parted on tiny, shaky exhales. Claire watched the girl take in the picture they made: the elegant older woman in her sleek black dress and stockings, the half-naked college sitter trembling in midnight lace, Claire’s hands possessive on those sexy hips.

“Mrs. Ashford—” Mia started, voice cracking.

“Claire,” she corrected, low and rough. “You’re in my bedroom wearing my lingerie and begging to make it up to me. You don’t get to call me Mrs. Ashford tonight.”

A soft whimper escaped Mia’s throat. “Claire,” she whispered, tasting the name like it was candy. “I—I’ve thought about this. About you. So many times.”

The confession hit Claire like a shot of whiskey. Her pussy tingled, her panties now unmistakably soaked. She slid one hand up Mia’s ribcage, stopping just beneath the swell of a breast, feeling the frantic thud of the girl’s heart.

“Have you?” Claire asked, letting her thumb graze the underside of the lace bra, teasing the soft skin there. “When you’re folding Leo’s laundry? When you’re supposed to be studying on my couch? Tell me, baby.”

Mia’s knees buckled slightly; Claire tightened her grip to keep her upright.

“I touch myself after I leave here,” Mia breathed, cheeks scarlet but words tumbling out like she couldn’t stop them. “In my car sometimes. I think about you coming home early and… catching me. Touching me. Telling me what to do. Now it… now it’s fucking happening. I can’t believe it…”

Claire’s control snapped like a frayed thread. She imagined Mia in her bedroom at night, her hand rubbing herself until she came and moaned under her blanket. Holy shit.

She spun Mia around and backed her up until her thighs hit the edge of the bed. Then Claire kissed her—hard, filthy, two years of pent-up hunger poured into one bruising crush of mouths. Mia made a desperate little sound and opened for her instantly, tongue sliding against Claire’s like she’d been starving for it.

Claire’s hands were everywhere: cupping that lace-clad ass and hauling Mia closer, sliding up to fist in soft hair, tilting the girl’s head exactly where she wanted it. Mia’s arms wound around Claire’s neck, pressing those lush breasts against Claire’s chest, nipples hard points through silk and lace.

When they broke apart, both were breathing like they’d run miles.

“On the bed,” Claire ordered, voice ragged. “Sit.”

Mia scrambled back obediently, perching on the edge of the mattress, thighs pressed tight together. Claire stood over her, drinking in the sight: flushed cheeks, swollen lips, chest heaving so hard the lace bra strained with every breath.

“Spread your legs,” Claire said.

“Yes…”

Mia hesitated only a second, then let her knees fall open. The thong was soaked through, the delicate fabric clinging to every soft fold beneath. Claire’s mouth watered. She had never licked another woman’s pussy before, but she had fantasized about it sometimes while watching porn. Now, her sitter was spread on her bed in a tiny pair of panties, needy and wet and aching for her. She licked her lips.

“Look at you,” Claire murmured, stepping between those spread thighs. She braced one knee on the bed, leaning down until her lips brushed Mia’s ear again. “Nineteen years old and dripping all over my thong like a desperate little slut. Is this what you wanted when you went through my drawers?”

Mia whimpered, nodding frantically. “Yes—God, yes—Claire, please—”

“Please what?”

“Please touch me. I’m so wet it hurts.”

Claire’s smile was slow and wicked. She dragged one manicured finger up the center of that soaked lace, pressing just hard enough to make Mia jerk and cry out.

“Ahh…” Mia moaned.

“Like this?” Claire asked innocently, circling the swollen bud of Mia’s clit through the fabric. “Or do you want my mouth?”

Mia’s head fell back, exposing the long line of her throat. “Mouth—please—your mouth—”

Claire dropped to her knees without another word.

She hooked her fingers in the thin straps of the thong and dragged it down Mia’s trembling legs, revealing slick, pink perfection. The scent of her—sweet and sharp and fresh—made Claire dizzy. She pressed Mia’s thighs wider, thumbs spreading her open, and looked up the length of that gorgeous body.

“Eyes on me,” Claire commanded.

Mia lifted her head, gaze glassy and desperate.

Claire leaned in and licked one long, slow stripe from entrance to clit.

Mia’s back arched off the bed, a broken moan tearing from her throat.

Claire didn’t tease after that. She devoured—tongue plunging deep, lips sealing around Mia’s clit and sucking hard, two fingers sliding inside tight, wet heat and crooking just right. Mia’s hands flew to Claire’s hair, hips rocking helplessly, thighs shaking around Claire’s ears.

It took less than a minute.

Mia came with a sharp, shocked cry, entire body seizing, pussy clenching hard around Claire’s fingers. Claire worked her through it—slow licks, gentle thrusts—until Mia collapsed back against the duvet, chest heaving, thighs still trembling.

Claire rose slowly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She looked down at the wrecked girl spread out on her bed with her lips bitten red, lace bra askew, pussy glistening—and felt something feral and triumphant bloom in her chest.

“Take the bra off,” Claire said, voice husky. “Then lie back properly. We’re nowhere near done.”

Mia’s dazed, blissed-out smile was pure sin.

“Yes, Claire,” she whispered, already reaching for the clasp.

Claire stood at the foot of the bed; eyes locked on Mia while the girl fumbled with the clasp of the midnight-blue bra. The lace fell away, and those perfect, full breasts spilled free… her rose-pink nipples tight and begging. Mia’s chest rose and fell in shallow, eager breaths, her gaze never leaving Claire’s face.

“Lie back,” Claire ordered, voice rough with want. “Head on the pillows.”

Mia scrambled to obey, sliding up the bed until her chestnut hair fanned across Claire’s Egyptian cotton sheets. She looked like sin incarnate: thighs still trembling from her orgasm, pussy glistening and swollen, nipples hard enough to cut glass.

Claire reached behind herself and drew the zipper of her black sheath dress down in one slow pull. The fabric whispered off her shoulders, down her arms, and pooled at her feet. No bra tonight (she’d been feeling reckless when she dressed for the cancelled dinner). Only sheer black thigh-high stockings and a scrap of lace panties that were now soaked straight through.

Mia’s eyes went huge, pupils blown wide. “Claire…” she breathed, the name trembling on her lips like a prayer.

Claire hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and dragged them down her legs, stepping out of them deliberately. She let Mia loo, let her see the trimmed auburn curls, the slick shine on her inner thighs, the way her clit already peeked swollen and needy from its hood.

Two years. Two fucking years without a mouth on her, without anyone aching for her.

Claire crawled onto the bed, knees sinking into the mattress on either side of Mia’s shoulders. She braced one hand on the headboard and looked down at the girl beneath her - flushed, eager, lips parted and wet from nervous little licks of her tongue.

“You wanted to make it up to me,” Claire said, voice low and dangerous. “Here’s your chance, sweetheart. You’re going to eat my pussy until I come all over that pretty face. And you’re going to love every second of it.”

Mia whimpered, nodding frantically. “Yes—please—let me taste you—”

Claire lowered herself slowly, savoring the way Mia’s breath hitched, the way her hands immediately came up to grip Claire’s thighs like she was afraid she’d float away. When Claire’s knees settled on either side of Mia’s head, the girl’s first tentative lick sent a bolt of pure electricity up Claire’s spine.

“Fuck,” Claire hissed, hips jerking forward. “Oh, fuck…”

Mia moaned against her, hot, wet, and desperate. She dove in like she’d been dreaming of this for months. Her tongue was soft and eager, lapping broad stripes through Claire’s folds, circling her clit with shy little flicks that quickly turned bold. Claire rolled her hips, grinding down, smearing wetness across Mia’s lips and chin.

“That’s it,” Claire groaned, fingers tightening on the headboard. “Lick me just like that—fuck—use your whole mouth, baby—”

Mia obeyed instantly, sealing her lips around Claire’s clit and sucking hard while her tongue flicked fast and filthy. Claire’s head fell back, a low, guttural moan tearing from her throat. She reached down with her free hand and tangled her fingers in Mia’s hair, holding her exactly where she wanted her.

“Inside,” Claire demanded, voice ragged. “Tongue-fuck me—”

Mia thrust her tongue deep, curling it, pumping in and out while her nose rubbed Claire’s clit with every motion of Claire’s hips. The wet sounds were obscene. Slurping, gasping, the creak of the bed filled the room as Claire rode her face harder, chasing the edge that had been building forever.

Mia’s hands slid up to grip Claire’s ass, pulling her down, encouraging her to grind harder. Claire looked down and, God, the sight. Mia’s eyes were closed in bliss, lashes dark against flushed cheeks, mouth buried in Claire’s cunt, chin slick and shining.

“I’m close,” Claire panted, thighs trembling. “Don’t you dare stop—fuck—right there—”

Mia hummed against her, the vibration shattering what little control Claire had left. She came with a sharp cry, hips bucking hard, flooding Mia’s mouth as wave after wave crashed through her. Mia drank her down greedily, tongue still moving, drawing it out until Claire was shaking and gasping for air.

Finally, Claire lifted herself off, collapsing to the side and dragging Mia up into a messy, desperate kiss. She tasted herself on the girl’s tongue, the taste salty, sharp, and perfect, and groaned into her mouth.

Mia was trembling, lips swollen, face streaked with Claire’s release. She looked wrecked and triumphant all at once.

Claire cupped her cheek, thumb brushing over that wet, shiny mouth. “Good girl,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “Such a good fucking girl.”

Mia’s smile was slow, filthy, and utterly unrepentant.

“My turn again?”

“Oh, sweetheart,” she said, “You needy fucking thing…”

Claire rolled them in one smooth motion, pinning Mia beneath her for a heartbeat before shifting. She hooked one of Mia’s legs over her hip, slid her own thigh snug between Mia’s, and settled her weight so their slick, swollen pussies pressed flush, hot skin on hot skin.

“Like this,” Claire breathed, guiding Mia’s knee higher until the angle was perfect. “Feel how wet you made me?”

Mia’s answer was a broken whimper. Claire started slow, a lazy roll of her hips that dragged her clit up the length of Mia’s slit and back down again. The first glide tore a gasp from both of them.

“Look at me,” Claire whispered.

Mia’s eyes fluttered open, glassy and huge, locking on Claire’s. Claire held that gaze like it was the only thing tethering her to earth and began to move.

Slow, filthy circles at first, just enough pressure to make them both tremble. Claire could feel every slick fold, every pulse of Mia’s clit against her own. Their wetness mingled, obscene and perfect, coating both their thighs.

“That’s it, baby,” Claire crooned, voice velvet and rough. “Grind that pretty pussy on me. Show me how bad you need it.”

Mia’s hips jerked, chasing the friction. Claire rewarded her with a harder roll, clit catching clit, sparks shooting up her spine.

“God, you feel so fucking good,” Claire groaned. “My sweet girl, dripping all over me. You’re going to come again, aren’t you? Going to come just from rubbing your cunt on mine like a desperate little thing.”

Mia sobbed, nodding frantically, nails digging into Claire’s shoulders. “Claire—please—don’t stop—”

“Never,” Claire promised, and the rhythm turned frantic.

Hips snapped, thighs burned, breath came in ragged gasps. The room filled with the wet slap of skin, the creak of the bed, the raw, broken sounds spilling from both their throats. Claire kept her eyes on Mia’s the entire time, watching every flicker of pleasure, every tear that slipped free.

“Come with me,” Claire rasped, feeling the coil snap tight low in her belly. “Right now, baby—come on my pussy—”

Mia shattered first, a high, keening cry muffled against Claire’s neck as her whole body seized, pussy pulsing hard against Claire’s. The clench and throb of it dragged Claire over the edge a heartbeat later; she buried her face in Mia’s hair and came with a low, guttural moan, hips jerking helplessly through the waves.

They clung together, shaking, sweat-slick and trembling, riding the aftershocks until the world came back in pieces.

Minutes or an hour later, (Claire couldn’t tell), they lay tangled in the ruined sheets. The room smelled of sex and vanilla and the faint trace of Claire’s perfume. Moonlight striped across the bed through half-closed blinds.

Claire stroked damp strands of hair from Mia’s forehead, fingertips tracing the delicate curve of her temple, the flushed shell of her ear.

Mia’s voice was small again, shy and drowsy against Claire’s collarbone. “Was that…I mean… that was my first time with a woman.”

Claire’s laugh was soft, fond. She pressed a slow, lingering kiss to Mia’s forehead. “Sweetheart, you just made me come so hard I saw stars. You were perfect.”

Mia’s smile was sleepy and radiant, even in the dark. She nuzzled closer, lips brushing the swell of Claire’s breast.

“Next Friday,” Claire murmured, tracing idle circles on Mia’s bare back, “Leo has a sleepover at his Grandma’s. All night.”

Mia’s answering hum was pure bliss. She tucked her face into the warm curve of Claire’s neck, one leg sliding possessively between Claire’s, and let out a contented little sigh that sounded like home.

Claire held her tighter, feeling the steady beat her heart against her own, and smiled into the dark.

Friday couldn’t come soon enough.

∞∞∞

The doorbell rang at 7:02 p.m. Claire opened it wearing nothing but a short black silk robe, loosely belted, the fabric clinging to every curve she hadn’t bothered to hide. Mia stood on the porch in a little sundress and sneakers, cheeks already pink from the November chill, or maybe from the memory of what Claire’s mouth had done to her a week ago.

“Hi,” Mia whispered, eyes flicking down to the deep V of Claire’s robe and back up, nervous and starving all at once.

Claire didn’t speak. She simply caught Mia’s wrist, pulled her inside, and kissed her so hard the girl stumbled back against the closed door. By the time they broke apart, Mia’s sundress straps were sliding off her shoulders and her breath came in tiny, desperate pants.

“Leo’s at Grandma’s until Sunday afternoon,” Claire murmured against her lips. “That means I have you for forty-eight hours, and I’m not wasting a single one.”

She took Mia’s hand and led her down the hallway, straight to the bedroom. The lights were low, candles flickering on the dresser, and in the center of the king bed waited the surprise: a sleek black leather harness and a thick, realistically veined silicone cock. It was seven inches, curved just right,  and gleaming with promise.

Mia’s sharp inhale was the most delicious sound Claire had ever heard.

“Strip,” Claire said softly.

“Yes ma’am.”

Mia obeyed instantly, dress pooling at her feet, revealing she’d worn nothing underneath but a tiny white thong already soaked at the crotch. Claire let the robe slide off her own shoulders and stepped forward, naked and unhurried, drinking in the way Mia’s gaze devoured her.

“On your back, sweetheart. Legs up.”

Mia scrambled onto the bed, lying in the middle, knees drawn to her chest. Claire climbed between them, pushing those slim thighs over her own shoulders until Mia was folded nearly in half, completely exposed. The full-length mirror on the closet door gave the girl a perfect view of her own glistening pussy and Claire’s wicked smile.

“Look at you,” Claire crooned, dragging one finger through slick folds. “Already dripping for me again. Such a greedy girl.”

Mia whimpered, hips twitching.

Claire slicked two fingers and pressed them slowly inside, watching Mia’s face in the mirror as that tight heat swallowed her inch by inch. “So fucking tight,” she praised, curling her fingers, stroking that spot that made Mia’s back arch. “Relax for me, baby. Let me open you up before I fuck you.”

She worked her slowly - three fingers now, scissoring, stretching, leaning down to lick soft circles around Mia’s clit every time the girl started to tense. The room filled with wet sounds and Mia’s broken pleas.

“Claire—please—I need—”

“Need what?” Claire asked, voice velvet and cruel. She crooked her fingers hard, making Mia cry out. “Tell me exactly.”

“I need you inside me—please—fuck me with it—”

Claire withdrew her fingers, wiped them on Mia’s trembling thigh, and reached for the harness. She stepped into it like armor, buckling the leather snug around her hips, adjusting until the thick silicone cock jutted proud and heavy from her body. Mia watched, wide-eyed, lips parted, a steady stream of soft little noises escaping her throat.

Claire crawled back over her, the head of the dildo nudging Mia’s entrance. Their eyes locked.

“Breathe,” Claire whispered, and pushed.

The first inch breached her slowly, stretching that slick, virgin-tight heat. Mia’s head fell back, mouth open on a silent scream. Claire paused, letting her adjust, then slid deeper, steady and relentless, until she was buried to the hilt and Mia was shaking around her.

“Good girl,” Claire breathed, dropping to her elbows so they were chest to chest. “Taking every inch like you were made for it.”

She started to move with long, slow strokes that dragged the curved head across Mia’s front wall with every thrust. Their mouths met in messy, open-mouthed kisses, tongues sliding, breath shared. Mia’s legs tightened around Claire’s shoulders, heels digging into her back.

“Harder,” Mia gasped against her lips. “Please—”

Claire pulled out, flipped her over in one smooth motion. Mia landed on hands and knees, ass high, face turned so she could still watch in the mirror. Claire fisted a hand in that chestnut hair, pulled her head back gently, and drove in again.

“Ah, fuck…”

The new angle was devastating. Claire fucked her deep and hard, hips snapping, the slap of skin-on-skin echoing. The thick cock dragged over Mia’s g-spot with every thrust, relentless, perfect.

“Look at yourself,” Claire growled, meeting Mia’s eyes in the mirror. “Look how gorgeous you are taking my cock.”

Mia sobbed, pushing back to meet every thrust, tears of pleasure streaking her cheeks. Her arms gave out; she collapsed to her elbows, ass still high, completely surrendered.

Claire reached underneath, fingers finding Mia’s swollen clit, rubbing fast, tight circles. “Come on my cock, baby. Let me feel it.”

Mia shattered a raw, broken cry, pussy clamping down on the cock as she saw stars. A hot gush of wetness soaked Claire’s thighs, the sheets, the base of the dildo. Mia squirted, again and again, shaking through the most intense orgasm of her nineteen year old life.

Claire followed seconds later, grinding deep, the pressure on her own clit from the harness sending her over. She collapsed forward, covering Mia’s trembling body with her own, both of them panting and wrecked.

Eventually Claire eased out, unbuckled the harness with gentle hands, and gathered Mia close. She grabbed a warm cloth from the en-suite, cleaned them both with slow, reverent strokes, kissing every patch of skin she touched.

Mia was boneless, glowing, eyes heavy-lidded.

Claire pulled the duvet over them, tucking the girl against her chest.

“Amazing,” Claire whispered into soft blonde hair, “That was so beautiful, Mia.”

Mia’s answering smile was sleepy, sated, and utterly shameless. She pressed a soft kiss to the swell of Claire’s breast and whispered, “Can I… stay the whole weekend?”

Claire’s arms tightened around her, lips brushing her temple.

“Baby,” she murmured, “we don’t have to leave this bed until Sunday night.”

Mia’s blissful little hum was the last sound before they both drifted off, tangled together, candlelight flickering over bare skin and the promise of so many more nights to come.

∞∞∞

The front door had barely clicked shut before Mia was on her.

Claire dropped her keys on the console, kicked off her heels, and found herself backed against the hallway wall by a very eager twenty-year-old in one of her old college T-shirts and nothing else. Mia’s mouth was hot and demanding, hands already sliding under Claire’s pencil skirt.

“Leo’s at that birthday sleepover until tomorrow noon,” Mia whispered between kisses, teeth grazing Claire’s jaw. “We have fourteen hours.”

Claire laughed, low and delighted, and let the girl drag her upstairs.

The bedroom had changed in small, delicious ways: a second pillow permanently dented on the left side of the bed, a spare charger coiled on Mia’s nightstand, a locked drawer that held three harnesses, two plugs, and a growing collection of toys they’d christened one by one.

Claire let herself be pushed onto the duvet. Mia crawled over her, straddling her hips, chestnut hair loose and wild.

“Missed you,” Mia breathed, peeling Claire’s blouse open button by button. “All week I kept thinking about your mouth.”

Claire arched up, capturing those lips again. “Show me how much.”

They undressed each other slowly this time with no frantic rush, just the quiet certainty of two women who knew exactly how to unravel the other. When they were naked, Mia stretched out on top of her, skin on skin, hearts hammering in the same rhythm they’d found months ago and never lost.

Claire traced the faint marks on Mia’s inner thigh and smiled against her shoulder.

“Still the best secret I’ve ever kept,” she murmured.

Mia lifted her head, eyes soft and shining. “The best,” she said, pressing a gentle kiss to Claire’s lips. “Just ours.”

Claire rolled them so Mia was beneath her, fitting their bodies together the way they’d learned felt like home.

Hours later, tangled and breathless, moonlight spilled across the bed where they lay wrapped around each other. Mia’s head rested on Claire’s breast, one leg hooked possessively over Claire’s thigh.

Claire stroked lazy circles along Mia’s spine and felt the last piece of her lonely old life click quietly into place.

It turned out that Happily Ever After tasted like warm skin, Mia’s wet mouth, and the soft, steady beat of their delicious little secret.

And every Friday (and most Tuesdays, and half the Sundays), it tasted even better.

The end!


Study Session

Chapter One




Chloe kicked the front door shut behind her with one drenched show, raindrops still clinging to the ends of her honey-blonde hair. The house was dark except for the glow leaking down the staircase from her best friend’s bedroom. She could already hear Haven singing off-key to whatever indie playlist she’d had playing tonight.

“Yo! I’m here!” Chloe called, kicking her shoes off.

She paused in the foyer, catching her reflection in the big mirror. Cheeks pink from the cold, hazel eyes a little too bright, lips still tingling from Ethan’s perfectly polite and boring good-night kiss. Two years of dating a perfect gentleman, and she still felt exactly nothing when he kissed her. Not a single spark. Just the faint taste of spearmint gum and the pressure of wanting to feel something she didn’t. Almost two years of safe, polite, hands-above-the-waist dating, and she still felt nothing below the belly button except mild boredom.

Whatever. This weekend what gonna be awesome.

She bounded up the stairs two at a time, gray thigh-high socks slipping a little on the hardwood. Her outfit was pure sleepover comfort: tiny pale-pink sleep shorts that barely peeked out from under an oversized marching-band hoodie she’d stolen from Haven sophomore year and never given back. No bra because bras were invented by Satan and sleepovers were sacred ground. This weekend was about maximum comfort. And studying. Her hair was twisted up in a messy knot on top of her head, a few damp strands already escaping to frame her face.

She shoved Haven’s bedroom door open with her hip.

Haven was laying sprawled across her bed. Long legs stretched out, one ankle crossed over the other, toes painted black. She wore an ancient black Nirvana T-shirt that had once been Chloe’s dad’s and was now basically a crop top on Haven’s taller frame, the hem riding up just enough to flash a strip of warm olive skin and the waistband of her black boyshorts. Her dark wavy hair was piled into a chaotic bun held together by a purple scrunchi. Multiple silver hoops glinted in her ears, and the tiny stud in her nose caught the fairy lights strung across the headboard.

Haven didn’t even look up from her phone. “Tell me Captain Vanilla at least tried to cop a feel this time. Please.”

Chloe snorted, flopping face-first onto the bed beside her. “He kissed my cheek. Like I’m his grandma.”

“So brave of him,” Haven said, deadpan. She finally glanced over, smirking. “You’re literally wearing the tiniest pair of shorts that make the booty look magnificent, and he can’t even attempt to grab your ass. I’m embarrassed for him. I swear if he doesn’t make a move, I will.”

“He’s a gentleman,” Chloe protested lamely, grinning, voice muffled by the duvet. She rolled onto her back, arms flopping dramatically. “Maybe it’s because this hoodie still smells like you. He got freaked out.”

“You think I scare him?” Haven’s smirk softened into something dangerously fond, then, “Thief.”

“You left it at my place on purpose,” Chloe accused, kicking her foot against Haven’s calf. “You literally said, and I quote, ‘Keep it, you look cute flopping around in it.’”

Haven’s eyes flicked down to where the hoodie had ridden up, exposing a sliver of Chloe’s stomach and the waistband of those ridiculous pink shorts. Something quick and unreadable flashed across her face before the smirk returned full force.

“Still waiting for you to grow into it, short stuff.”

Chloe stuck her tongue out. Haven laughed and reached over, flicking the tip of Chloe’s nose.

“Rude,” Chloe said, but she was still grinning. She rolled onto her side, propping her head on one hand. “Okay but seriously, your parents are gone until Sunday night. We have the whole house, an unholy amount of junk food, and zero adult supervision. What are we doing first: binge the new season of that vampire show you’re obsessed with, or pretending to study for chem?”

Haven tossed her phone onto the nightstand and stretched like a cat, arms over her head. The Nirvana shirt lifted dangerously high; Chloe’s eyes tracked the movement without permission before she forced them back to Haven’s face, not her abs. She had better abs than Ethan.

“Chem,” Haven said, mock-serious. “Because I’m a responsible adult who definitely isn’t failing if I don’t memorize polyatomic ions by Monday.”

Chloe groaned and buried her face in a pillow. “You’re the worst influence. I hate you.”

“Liar,” Haven said softly. She poked Chloe’s side. “You love me.”

Chloe’s heart did something stupid. She always did. She peeked out from the pillow, cheeks warm.

“Yeah, yeah,” she mumbled. “Get your notebook, loser. Let’s at least pretend we’re not going to bomb this midterm.”

Haven rolled off the bed with exaggerated slowness, padding over to her backpack. Chloe watched the way the fairy lights painted gold across Haven’s shoulder blades, the tiny sway of her hips, the way the boyshorts hugged her ass…

Haven bent over her backpack, rummaging with a dramatic sigh. The motion pulled the Nirvana shirt tight across her back and then, when she straightened, let it fall loose again, except the hem caught on the curve of her hip for a second. Just long enough for Chloe to notice that Haven definitely wasn’t wearing a bra. The soft cotton clung in all the wrong-right places; the faint outline of her nipples showed clearly whenever the fairy lights hit her just so.

Chloe swallowed and pretended to be very interested in uncapping her neon-yellow highlighter.

Haven flopped back onto the bed, notebook in one hand, iced coffee in the other. She stretched out on her stomach beside Chloe, propping herself on her elbows. The shirt gaped at the armholes. Chloe got a flash of smooth side-boob and immediately stared at her textbook like it contained the secrets of the universe.

“Quit hogging the good pillow,” Haven complained, yanking the big body pillow out from under Chloe’s arm. Their fingers brushed; Chloe’s skin tingled like she’d touched a live wire.

They settled in shoulder-to-shoulder, legs tangled at the ankles the way they always did. Chloe’s thigh-high socks against Haven’s bare calf. Haven’s skin was warm even through the fabric, and Chloe had to force herself not to rub her leg against it like a needy cat.

Haven smelled like vanilla and the coconut conditioner she’d been using since freshman year. Chloe’s hoodie still carried the faint trace of Haven’s perfume from the last time she’d borrowed it. They were basically marinating in each other and neither of them had said a word about it in five years.

Haven tapped her pen against her lower lip, pretending to read. Chloe watched the motion out of the corner of her eye and felt her stomach flip.

“Okay, quiz me,” Haven said, rolling onto her side so they were face-to-face, barely a foot apart. “Hit me with the ions, Everett.”

Chloe cleared her throat. “Nitrate.”

“NO₃⁻,” Haven answered instantly, smug.

“So humble. Carbonate.”

“CO₃²⁻. Easy.” Haven’s knee nudged Chloe’s thigh, casual, thoughtless. Except it left a trail of heat that refused to fade.

Chloe’s voice came out breathier than intended. “Sulfate.”

“SO₄²⁻.” Haven’s eyes flicked down to Chloe’s mouth for half a second, then back up. “You okay? You’re all flushed.”

“It’s hot in here,” Chloe lied. The room was actually chilly; goosebumps prickled along her arms and made her nipples tighten under the hoodie.

Haven’s gaze dipped again, lingering on the way the hoodie stretched across Chloe’s chest. Chloe’s heart thudded so loud she was sure Haven could hear it. “I think its chilly.”

They kept studying. Every time Haven leaned forward to point at something in the textbook, the neck of her shirt gaped and Chloe caught another glimpse of soft olive skin and the gentle curve of breast. Every time Chloe shifted to grab a new flashcard, her hoodie rode higher on her thighs and Haven’s eyes tracked the movement like she couldn’t help herself.

At one point Haven reached across Chloe to steal a gummy worm from the bag on the nightstand. Her whole body stretched over Chloe’s lap, shirt riding up in the back, boyshorts hugging the perfect curve of her ass literally inches from Chloe’s face. Chloe froze, breath caught somewhere between her lungs and her throat.

Haven settled back like nothing happened, popping the candy into her mouth and licking sugar off her thumb. Chloe watched the motion of her tongue and felt a sudden, mortifying rush of heat between her legs. At some point Haven stretched, arms over her head, shirt lifting enough to flash the underside of one breast. Chloe’s highlighter squeaked across the page.

Jesus. Get it together. Chloe told herself, I need to get laid.

“You’re distracted,” Haven teased, voice low. She nudged Chloe’s knee with her own again, letting it rest there this time. “Fantasizing about Ethan’s good manners? Soo hot.”

Chloe barked out a laugh that sounded way too nervous. “Definitely not.”

Haven’s eyebrow arched. “Then what?”

Chloe opened her mouth. Closed it. The air between them felt thick suddenly, charged like the storm outside hadn’t actually ended.

Haven’s gaze dropped to Chloe’s lips again. Stayed there.

Chloe’s heart was sprinting. “Just kinda tired of studying.”

“Dude, same.” Haven responded. “Let’s take a break. Do something else now, we can study more tomorrow.”

“I agree. Just lemme finish the part I’m on or I’ll have to do the equation all over again.”

“Alright alright. Want something to drink? I’ll be right back.” Haven rolled off the bed with a lazy stretch.

“I’m gonna make us some real food before we die of gummy-worm poisoning,” Haven announced. She padded barefoot toward the door, hips swaying, the shorts bunched a little between her cheeks. “Want grilled cheese? Or those little mozzarella stick things my mom hides in the freezer?”

“Surprise me,” Chloe managed, voice only cracking a tiny bit.

Haven threw a grin over her shoulder and disappeared down the hall. The second her footsteps faded, Chloe let out a shaky breath and flopped backward onto the pillows.

Holy shit. What is happening to me tonight? She always thought Haven was attractive. But she was straight. So was Haven. Maybe it’s just because I’m frustrated about Ethan, Chloe thought. Maybe if he actually made a move and did something besides kiss her on the cheek, she souldn’t be feeling so pent up.

But right now, she was on fire. Her nipples were aching against the inside of the hoodie, and there was a steady, humiliating throb between her legs that refused to quit. She pressed her thighs together and tried to think about polyatomic ions. It didn’t help.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand (battery 3%, then 1%, then black). Dead. Of course.

She needed to look up the last stoichiometry problem or she’d lose the whole train of thought. Haven’s phone was right there on the duvet, screen still glowing faintly from where Haven had tossed it earlier.

Chloe had used Haven’s phone a thousand times. No big deal. They’d had each other’s passcodes since middle school.

She grabbed it, typed in Haven’s birthday (easy), and the lock screen slid away.

Safari was already open.

Three tabs.

The first one loaded instantly.

Thumbnail: two girls on a dorm-room bed, one straddling the other, mouths open, fairy lights in the background. Title in bold pink: “REAL Best Friends First Time – She Had NO Idea I Was Into Girls.”

Chloe’s breath stopped.

She swiped to the next tab before she could think.

Different video. A brunette with a nose ring (Jesus, she looked like Haven) wearing nothing but a harness, absolutely railing a blushing blonde from behind. Her thick strap on dildo shining with arousal as it slid in and out of the blondes pink pussy, Title screaming: “Rough Strap-On Pounding – Cute Girl Begs For More.”

Chloe’s entire body flashed molten.

Third tab: “Secretly Filmed Sleepover Hookup – Best Friends Finally Give In.”

Her hands were shaking. She clicked that one on pure reflex.

The video started auto-playing, volume low: soft moans, whispered “we shouldn’t… oh god, don’t stop,” the unmistakable wet sound of fingers sliding in and out, muffled moans and whines.

Chloe slammed the phone face-down on the bed like it had burned her, heart jackhammering so hard she could hear it in her ears. Holy shit. Holy shit. Holy shit.

Haven watched this.

Haven touched herself to this. Probably earlier that day. Right before Chloe got there.

Haven maybe… thought about her when she—

Footsteps down the hall.

Chloe fumbled the phone back exactly where it had been, screen dark now, and yanked her hoodie down over her thighs like it could hide the fact that she was suddenly, painfully wet. Her pussy was throbbing, her nipples were so hard they hurt. She grabbed her dead phone and pretended to be very busy staring at a black screen.

Haven came back in carrying two plates piled with mozza sticks and a bowl of marinara sauce balanced precariously on top. She kicked the door shut with her heel.

“Food, my lady,” she announced, then paused. Her eyes narrowed playfully. “Why do you look like you just saw a ghost? Or… wait. Did you sneak-watch the vampire show trailer without me?”

Chloe’s laugh came out high and strangled. “N-no! Just… my phone died and I was… bored.” It sounded so stupid.

Haven set the plates on the nightstand and flopped back down beside her, closer this time. Their thighs pressed together, warm skin on warm skin. Haven smelled like butter and vanilla and Chloe couldn’t get the image of the brunette fucking the blonde with the strap on out of her brain.

“Cool, cool,” Haven said, casually, licking a smear of marinara off her thumb exactly the way she’d licked gummy-worm sugar earlier. “Kinda weird to stare at your dead phone, no?”

Chloe stared at that thumb way too long. He pulse hadn’t slowed. Fuck.

Haven noticed. Her brow quirked.

“…You sure you’re okay, Chlo?” she asked, softer now.

Chloe’s heart was going to explode. She could still hear those whispered wet moans echoing in her head.

She swallowed hard.

“Your phone’s… right there,” she heard herself say, voice barely above a whisper. “If you need it.”

Haven’s eyes flicked to the phone, then back to Chloe. Suddenly, she knew.

Something in the air shifted again.

Haven’s lips parted.

Chloe couldn’t breathe.

Haven’s eyes flicked to the phone again, then back to Chloe.

The playful tilt of her mouth faltered.

She reached past Chloe, slow, deliberate, and picked up her own phone.

One swipe. One glance at the screen.

“…Oh my god,” Haven whispered.

Her face went scarlet in half a second – a deep, mortified red that spread from her cheeks all the way down her neck. She turned the screen away like Chloe hadn’t already seen everything.

“I am literally going to die,” Haven muttered, voice cracking. She tried to laugh it off, but it came out strangled. “I swear I closed those tabs. I was— I was just— I thought I hit the little X, I—”

Chloe sat frozen, pulse hammering in her ears, thighs still pressed tight together under the hoodie.

Haven risked a glance at her. “Please say something so I can stop spiraling.”

Chloe opened her mouth. Closed it. Opened it again. Then, she let out a small laugh.

“…The second one,” she managed, voice tiny, “the strap-on one… the girl looked kinda like you.”

Haven made a choked noise that was half laugh, half groan, and dropped her forehead to Chloe’s shoulder like she couldn’t bear to make eye contact anymore.

“As if you just said that! Kill me now,” she mumbled into a pillow. “Just push me out the window and end my suffering.”

The room was dead quiet except for the soft patter of rain and the low hum of the fairy lights.

Chloe’s heart was sprinting so fast she felt dizzy.

She reached out, tentative, and curled her fingers into the hem of Haven’s Nirvana shirt.

“I’m not… it’s all good,” Chloe whispered. “Don’t worry, seriously.”

Haven went very still.

Slowly, she lifted her head. Her eyes were huge, dark, searching Chloe’s face like she was terrified of what she might find.

“You’re not what?” Haven asked, barely audible.

Chloe shook her head. “I…I mean, I watch the same kind of stuff. Like. All the time.” She in a strange place: Horny and wet, but nervous, and also trying to make her best friend feel better without going too far.

Haven blinked. Once. Twice.

The phone slipped from her fingers and landed on the duvet between them, screen still glowing with the last thumbnail: two girls tangled in fairy lights, mouths open, hands everywhere.

Neither of them moved to close it.

Haven’s throat worked as she swallowed.

“So, you…” she started, then stopped, voice cracking again.

“Yeah,” Chloe breathed.

The air between them felt like it was vibrating.

Haven’s gaze dropped to Chloe’s mouth, then lower, lingering on Chloe’s neck, then flicking to the tiny strip of pink shorts visible where the hoodie had ridden up.

Chloe’s breath hitched.

Haven’s fingers twitched against the mattress like she was fighting herself.

Another long, charged second passed.

Then Haven whispered, so quietly Chloe almost missed it:

“…Do you want it watch it?”

Chloe’s heart slammed against her ribs so hard she was sure Haven could feel it through the mattress, and she was fucking soaked. She could hardly believe her own ears.

She could hardly speak. First, she just gave the tiniest, shakiest nod. “…Okay.” Her voice sounded like it didn’t even belong to her. Did she just agree to watch porn with her best friend?

Haven swallowed again, throat bobbing. Her fingers hovered over the phone like it might burn her, then slow and deliberate, she tapped the screen awake.

The thumbnail filled the display: two girls on a bed just like this one, string lights behind them, one straddling the other, mouths open, hands already under clothes.

Haven turned the volume up slightly until they could here the murmur of breathy moans and wet sounds. Then, she set the phone on the duvet between them, propped against a pillow so they could both see.

Neither of them moved.

On screen, the brunette whispered, “We shouldn’t… what if someone finds out?” The blonde answered by pulling her down into a slow, filthy kiss.

Chloe’s thighs clenched involuntarily. She felt the slick heat soaking through her little pink shorts and prayed the hoodie was long enough to hide it, and had to consciously stop her hand from slipping into her waistband.

Haven wasn’t breathing right. Chloe could hear the tiny hitch every time the girls on screen moaned.

Thirty seconds in, Haven’s pinky brushed Chloe’s on the blanket, maybe accidently, maybe not. Neither of them pulled away.

On screen, the blonde’s shirt came off. Small, perfect breasts. Hard nipples. The brunette’s mouth closed over one and the blonde arched with a broken little cry that went straight between Chloe’s legs, and she had to bite her own lip.

“That one is so cute…” Haven said softly.

Chloe let out the tiniest whimper. “Yeah…” She couldn’t help it. Holy fuck. This is happening.

Haven’s head turned. Slowly. Her eyes were black in the low light. Then, she turned back to the video.

The blonde on screen gasped as the brunette’s fingers disappeared under soft cotton panties. The camera zoomed in, wet sounds suddenly loud in the quiet room. Chloe’s hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk.

Haven’s hand had vanished under the waistband of her black boyshorts. Just the tips of her fingers at first, barely moving, like she was pretending she wasn’t doing it. But her breathing was shallow, ragged.

Chloe couldn’t look away from Haven’s face. The glow from the phone painted gold across her cheekbones, her parted lips, the flutter of her lashes every time the girl on screen moaned.

“Fuck,” Haven whispered, so low it was almost lost under the video. Her fingers moved a little faster. The shorts shifted with the motion, revealing the shadow of her knuckles pressing in slow circles.

Holy fuck. Her best friend was masturbating right beside her. Chloe’s own hand was trembling. She slid it under the hem of her hoodie, past the waistband of her pink shorts, and finally (finally) cupped herself over damp cotton. The first touch made her gasp out loud. “Ohh…”

Haven’s eyes snapped to her.

They stared at each other, both frozen, both touching themselves through their clothes, the porn still playing between them.

On screen: “You’re so wet for me already… good girl.”

Haven’s lips parted. She hooked her thumbs in her shorts and dragged them down her thighs in one slow motion, kicking them off under the blanket. The phone’s light caught the sheen on her inner thighs, the neat dark curls, the way her fingers immediately slipped back between her legs with no fabric in the way now.

Chloe’s mouth went dry.

She shoved her own shorts and panties down in one frantic push, letting them tangle at her ankles. Cool air hit slick, swollen skin and she whimpered.

Haven’s gaze dropped between Chloe’s legs and stayed there.

They were both naked from the waist down now, knees bent, thighs spread just enough, fingers moving in matching slow circles. The wet sounds from the phone mixed with the real ones filling the room as they both masturbated.

On screen the girls were scissoring now, moans loud and desperate.

Chloe’s answer was to spread her legs wider, letting the blanket fall away. Haven made a broken little sound and shifted closer, phone forgotten for a second.

Haven’s free hand landed on Chloe’s bare thigh, high up, thumb stroking the soft skin right at the crease. Chloe’s hips rolled into her own touch without permission.

“Haven… Please,” Chloe whispered. She didn’t even know what she was asking for.

Haven understood anyway.

She leaned over, slow enough that Chloe could stop her, and replaced Chloe’s fingers with her own.

The first glide of Haven’s fingers through her, warm, slick, and perfect, made Chloe cry out, back arching off the bed.

“Oh my god… Haven…” she moaned.

Haven groaned like she was the one being touched. “You’re so fucking wet,” she rasped, circling Chloe’s clit once, twice, then sliding lower, pressing one finger inside.

Haven’s finger slid in slow, deliberate, like she was memorizing every inch. Chloe’s head fell back against the pillow, mouth open on a silent gasp.

“Fuck, Chlo,” Haven breathed, eyes locked between Chloe’s legs. “Look at you… So pretty.”

Chloe’s hips rolled up to meet her, greedy. “More… please…” She felt like she was dreaming.

Haven added a second finger, curling them just right, thumb brushing Chloe’s clit in tight, perfect circles. The wet sound of it was obscene, louder than the forgotten video.

“Ah! Shit…Haven…” Chloe whined.

“You’re dripping down my hand,” Haven whispered, voice wrecked. “Been thinking about this forever, baby. You have no idea.”

Chloe whimpered, thighs trembling. “Haven… I’m gonna cum…”

“So fucking hot,” Haven said, slowing down on purpose, dragging it out until Chloe was writhing. “Let go, Chlo....”

She leaned down and kissed Chloe deep and messy, tongue sliding against tongue, while her fingers kept that torturous rhythm. Chloe moaned into her mouth, nails digging into Haven’s shoulder.

“Pleasepleaseplease—”

Haven curled her fingers again and pressed her thumb hard.

Chloe broke.

She came with a sharp cry, back bowing off the bed, pussy clenching hard around Haven’s fingers in pulsing waves. Haven kept moving through it, drawing it out until Chloe was shaking, oversensitive, pushing weakly at her wrist.

Haven finally pulled out slow, bringing her fingers to her mouth and licking them clean while Chloe watched, dazed and panting.

“Oh shit,” Chloe rasped. “Oh my god… I…wow…” She could hardly function.

Haven grinned, wicked and soft all at once. “Your turn.”

She flopped onto her back, legs falling open without shame. The fairy lights painted gold across her slick thighs, her swollen clit peeking out from dark curls.

Chloe eyes widened, and she didn’t hesitate. She was going to lick another woman’s pussy. Her best friends.

She crawled between Haven’s legs, kissing a path up one thigh, nipping at the soft skin until Haven was squirming.

“Tease,” Haven laughed breathlessly.

“Payback,” Chloe murmured against her.

Then she licked one long, slow stripe from Haven’s entrance to her clit.

Haven’s hips bucked. “Fuck—Chloe—”

Chloe hummed, doing it again, slower, savoring the taste - salty-sweet, pure Haven. She circled Haven’s clit with the flat of her tongue, then flicked it fast.

Haven’s hands flew to Chloe’s hair, gripping tight. “Right there… don’t stop… oh my god, your mouth—”

Chloe slid two fingers inside without warning. Haven was so wet they went in easy. She curled them up, sucking Haven’s clit at the same time.

Haven’s thighs clamped around Chloe’s head. “I’m gonna— fuck— Chloe, I’m—”

“Cum on my tongue,” Chloe whispered against her. “I want it.”

Haven shattered.

Her back arched hard, a broken moan ripping out of her as she came, pulsing around Chloe’s fingers, flooding her mouth. Chloe kept licking softly until Haven was twitching, pushing her away with shaky hands.

They collapsed sideways, foreheads pressed together, breathing hard.

Haven laughed first, soft, disbelieving. “So… still straight?”

Chloe kissed her slow and lazy, tasting both of them.

“Shut up,” she mumbled against Haven’s lips, grinning. “I’m very busy being extremely gay for my best friend right now.”

Haven’s arms wrapped around her, pulling her close.

“Good,” she whispered. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

∞∞∞

The room was quiet except for their breathing and the soft hiss of rain against the window. The fairy lights glowed the same as always, but everything felt different now, shifted, like the world had tilted a few degrees and would never quite sit straight again.

Chloe’s cheek was pressed to Haven’s collarbone, one leg still hooked over Haven’s hip. Their skin was sticky, hearts still racing. Chloe could feel Haven’s pulse under her lips, fast and unsteady.

Haven spoke first, voice small and cracked open. “…Are we okay?”

Chloe swallowed. The question was huge, even if it was only three words. She lifted her head so she could see Haven’s face. Haven looked terrified, eyes glassy, like Chloe might vanish if she blinked.

Chloe reached up and tucked a damp strand of dark hair behind Haven’s ear. “I’ve never been more okay in my life,” she whispered. “I’m just… trying to catch up to the fact that this is real.”

Haven’s breath hitched. A tear slipped sideways into her hair. “I was so scared you’d hate me. Or laugh. Or—” Her voice cracked. “I’ve wanted you for so long it stopped feeling like a crush and started feeling like part of my skeleton.”

Chloe’s chest ached in the best way. She pressed her forehead to Haven’s. “I was scared too. Every time I touched myself thinking about you, I felt like the worst friend on earth.” She laughed, wet and shaky. “Turns out we were both idiots.”

Haven huffed a watery laugh. “Massive idiots.”

They kissed again, soft this time, slow, like they were learning a new language with their mouths. When they pulled apart, Haven’s thumb traced Chloe’s bottom lip.

“I don’t want to go back to pretending tomorrow,” Haven said quietly. “I can’t.”

“Then we won’t,” Chloe answered, simple and sure. “Ethan’s getting dumped on Monday. And you’re… mine now. If you want to be.”

Haven’s smile was small and blinding. “Been yours since the day you stole my hoodie, short stuff.”

Chloe rolled on top of her, pinning Haven’s wrists above her head just to feel her squirm. “Good. Because I’m nowhere near done with you.”

Haven’s pupils blew wide. “Prove it.”

Chloe kissed down her neck, nipped at her collarbone, then slid lower until Haven was arching again, impatient little whines escaping her throat.

“Spread your legs for me,” Chloe murmured against Haven’s stomach.

Haven obeyed instantly, knees falling open. Chloe settled between them, but instead of going down again, she shifted up, slotting one thigh between Haven’s, lining their centers up.

The first slide of slick heat against slick heat made them both gasp.

“Oh fuck,” Haven breathed, hips rolling up to chase more. “That’s so hot. I’ve always wanted to try this…”

Chloe braced her hands on either side of Haven’s head and started to move, slow, deliberate grinds, clit dragging against clit in perfect, filthy friction.

“Look at me,” Chloe said, voice low.

Haven’s eyes locked on hers, dark and wrecked.

“Feel how wet you make me?” Chloe rolled her hips harder, moaning when Haven met her thrust for thrust. “This pussy’s been mine all along, hasn’t it?”

“Yes, fuck, yes,” Haven panted, nails raking down Chloe’s back. “All yours, always yours, please don’t stop—”

Their rhythm picked up, messy and desperate, wet sounds filling the room again. Chloe dropped to her elbows so they were chest to chest, mouths brushing with every grind.

“Gonna cum on you,” Chloe whispered against Haven’s lips. “Cum with me…”

“Chloe, Chloe, I’m—”

“Now, baby, cum with me… oh fuck…”

They crashed together, clits pulsing against each other, hips stuttering in perfect sync. Chloe felt Haven clench and shudder beneath her at the exact moment her own orgasm tore through her, bright and blinding.

They clung, shaking, riding the aftershocks until the world came back in pieces.

Eventually Chloe collapsed half on top of Haven, both of them laughing breathlessly into each other’s necks.

Haven kissed Chloe’s temple, voice hoarse and happy.

“Round three after snacks?”

Chloe grinned against her skin.

“Obviously.”

Chapter Two

Sunlight slipped through the gap in Haven’s curtains, thin and golden and way too bright for however early it was.

Chloe woke first, disoriented by the weight of an arm across her waist and the warm press of a naked body curled against her back. For one sleepy second, she thought it was a dream. Then Haven made a small, grumpy noise and tugged her closer, nose nuzzling into the crook of Chloe’s neck, and every second of last night slammed back into her body like a tidal wave.

They were naked. They had kissed. They had cum, multiple times, screaming each other’s names. They had fallen asleep tangled up like they’d done it a thousand times before.

Chloe’s heart did a slow, terrified somersault.

Haven stirred again, lips brushing Chloe’s shoulder in an unconscious kiss. “Stop panicking,” she mumbled, voice gravelly with sleep. “I can literally feel you freaking out.”

Chloe let out a shaky laugh. “How did you know?”

“Because your whole body just went stiff as a board, dummy.” Haven pressed closer, leg sliding between Chloe’s. “Talk to me.”

Chloe rolled over carefully so they were face-to-face. Haven’s hair was a wild halo, eyeliner smudged into soft shadows, lips swollen from kissing. She looked wrecked and perfect and Chloe’s chest physically hurt with how much she wanted her all over again.

“I’m not freaking out because I regret it,” Chloe said quietly. “I’m freaking out because I’ve never been this happy waking up and I’m scared it’s going to disappear when we leave this bed.”

Haven’s expression softened so completely it cracked something open in Chloe’s ribcage.

“Hey.” Haven cupped Chloe’s cheek, thumb stroking just under her eye. “I’m not going anywhere. I meant it last night. I’m yours. All the way.”

Chloe’s eyes welled up without permission. “I’ve liked you for so long I didn’t even know what to do with it,” she whispered. “I thought if I admitted it, I’d lose you.”

Haven made a hurt little sound and pulled her in until their foreheads touched. “You’re never losing me. Not ever.”

They stayed like that for a long minute, just breathing each other in.

Then Haven’s mouth curved into a tiny, wicked smile. “Also, morning breath and all, you’re still the hottest thing I’ve ever woken up to.”

Chloe laughed, wet and relieved, and kissed her, slow and lazy, morning-soft. Haven hummed into it, hand sliding down to Chloe’s bare hip like it belonged there.

When they pulled apart, Chloe’s panic had settled into something warm and steady.

“So,” Chloe said, tracing idle circles on Haven’s back. “We’re really doing this? Like… dating?”

Haven grinned, bright and unguarded. “Yeah, Chlo. We’re doing this. You, me, stealing each other’s hoodies forever, making out in the chem lab supply closet, the whole disgusting-cute girlfriend thing.”

Chloe’s smile felt too big for her face. “I’m breaking up with Ethan today.”

“I’m telling the entire soccer team you’re my girl and if they look at you too long, I’ll break their legs,” Haven said cheerfully.

Chloe snorted. “Romantic.”

“I’m very romantic,” Haven insisted, and rolled them so she was on top, pinning Chloe gently. “Watch. I’m about to romance the hell out of you right now.”

Chloe’s laugh turned into a soft moan as Haven kissed down her neck, slow and reverent.

Outside, the rain had stopped. Inside, everything felt brand new.

∞∞∞

Some months later

The apartment was still half chaos: boxes labeled “random crap” and “Haven’s gay books” stacked against the wall, fairy lights strung crookedly over the couch because neither of them could reach the ceiling properly. Their first place together. Tiny, creaky, perfect.

Chloe was cross-legged on the living-room rug in one of Haven’s old soccer jerseys and nothing else, trying to assemble a cheap IKEA coffee table while swearing under her breath. Haven was sprawled on the couch behind her, pretending to help by reading the instructions upside-down and mostly just staring at Chloe’s bare thighs.

The doorbell buzzed.

Haven shot upright so fast she almost fell off the couch. “That’s it. That’s the package.”

Chloe’s head snapped up, screwdriver forgotten. “No way. It wasn’t supposed to be here until Tuesday.”

Haven was already vaulting over the back of the couch, socked feet sliding on the hardwood. “Amazon loves us. Come on!”

They raced each other to the door like kids on Christmas morning. Haven signed for the plain brown box with a scribble that definitely wasn’t her name, then bolted back inside, Chloe hot on her heels. They slammed the door, threw the deadbolt, and stared at the box on the rug like it might explode.

Haven grabbed a pair of scissors and sliced the tape with theatrical slowness. “You ready, baby?”

Chloe was practically vibrating. “Open it before I spontaneously combust.”

Haven flipped the flaps.

Nestled inside, wrapped in discreet black tissue, was a sleek black box with a single silver logo neither of them could pronounce.

Haven lifted the lid like it was sacred.

There it was: deep violet silicone, soft curves, perfect O-ring, the exact harness they’d spent three very distracting nights picking out together on Chloe’s laptop, whispering measurements and giggling into each other’s necks.

Chloe let out a low, reverent, “Holy shit, it’s gorgeous.”

Haven ran a careful finger over the shaft, eyes dark. “We’re really doing this today.”

Chloe’s grin was slow and filthy. “Oh, we’re doing way more than just ‘this’ today.”

Haven set the toy on the coffee table like it was made of gold, then turned and tackled Chloe to the rug, kissing her breathless.

“Assembly can wait,” Haven murmured against her lips.

Chloe laughed, wrapping legs around Haven’s waist. “Fuck the coffee table.”

“Later,” Haven promised, voice already wrecked. “First I’m fucking you.”

They didn’t walk to the bedroom. They sprinted, hands linked, laughing breathlessly, bare feet slapping on hardwood. Chloe almost tripped over a stray box; Haven caught her by the waist and spun her the last few steps, pushing her through the doorway with a hungry little growl.

The bedroom was still half-unpacked, mattress on the floor, fairy lights draped over the headboard like always. Haven kicked the door shut behind them and flicked on the bedside lamp. Warm gold spilled over the sheets.

Chloe’s chest was heaving, eyes bright. “Give me a show,” she whispered.

Haven’s grin was pure mischief. She peeled off her T-shirt in one smooth motion, sports bra following, then shoved her shorts and boxer briefs down in a single impatient push. Naked, flushed, gorgeous. The violet harness lay waiting on the duvet like it had always belonged there.

Haven stepped into it slowly, deliberately, letting Chloe watch every second. She slid the soft leather straps up her toned thighs, adjusting the waistband low on her hips. The O-ring settled just right. She picked up the dildo, thick and curved, that perfect deep violet, and eased it through the ring with a soft click that made Chloe’s breath catch.

She tightened the buckles, one by one. The harness hugged her hips like it was custom-made, framing the toy so it jutted proud and obscene between her legs. Haven gave it an experimental roll of her hips; the silicone swayed heavy and promising.

“You like my new cock?” Haven asked, arching an eyebrow.

Chloe’s mouth went dry. Haven looked like every fantasy she’d ever had come to life: strong thighs, sharp hipbones, the glint of the nose stud, that cocky little smirk, and now a thick, gleaming strap nestled against her pussy.

“Fuck,” Chloe breathed, crawling backward onto the bed, knees falling open without thinking. “You look insanely sexy.”

Haven’s eyes raked over her, the way Chloe’s borrowed jersey had ridden up to her waist, the damp patch already darkening her pale-pink panties. She palmed the base of the dildo, giving it a slow stroke like it was real.

“Take those off,” Haven said, voice low and rough. “Want to see how wet you already are for me.”

Chloe obeyed instantly, shimmying out of her panties and tossing them somewhere across the room. She spread her thighs wide, slick and flushed and aching.

Haven climbed onto the mattress, slow and predatory, the harness shifting with every move. She settled between Chloe’s legs, the silicone nudging teasingly against her inner thigh.

“Tell me what you want, baby,” Haven murmured, leaning down until their lips brushed. The tip of the dildo slid through Chloe’s folds, not inside yet, just gliding, coating itself in her.

Chloe’s hips bucked involuntarily. “You,” she gasped. “Want you to fuck me with it. Please, Haven—”

Haven kissed her hard, swallowing the plea, and lined herself up.

Then, she pressed forward, slow, deliberate, eyes locked on Chloe’s face. The blunt head of the violet silicone nudged against Chloe’s entrance, slick and warm from how soaked she already was. Chloe’s breath stuttered.

“Relax for me, baby,” Haven whispered, voice velvet and filthy. “Let me in.”

One smooth, steady push and the head slipped inside. Chloe’s back arched off the mattress with a broken moan.

“Fuck, look at you,” Haven rasped, watching herself disappear inch by thick inch. “Taking my cock so perfectly. Such a good girl.”

Chloe’s hands scrabbled for Haven’s shoulders, nails digging in. “More… please, Haven, I need all of it—”

Haven gave it to her in one long, slow thrust until her hips met Chloe’s and the harness pressed flush against her clit. They both groaned at the same moment.

“Feel that?” Haven rolled her hips once, deep and grinding. “Feel how full you are? That’s all me, baby. All yours.”

Chloe’s head thrashed on the pillow. “So good… you’re so deep… fuck—”

Haven pulled back until just the tip stayed inside, then slammed home again. Chloe cried out, legs wrapping tight around Haven’s waist.

“That’s it,” Haven praised, setting a slow, punishing rhythm. “Take every inch. You were made for this, weren’t you? Made for me to fuck you exactly like this.”

“Yes, yes, only you—” Chloe babbled, hips rising to meet every thrust. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room, obscene and perfect.

Haven shifted the angle, hips snapping forward, and Chloe screamed.

“Right there?” Haven grinned, wicked. “Yeah? That spot that makes you stupid?”

She started pounding into it, relentless, one hand braced beside Chloe’s head, the other sliding between them to circle Chloe’s swollen clit.

“Look at you,” Haven growled, voice ragged with her own pleasure as the base of the strap rubbed her clit with every stroke. “Creaming all over my cock. Such a pretty mess for me.”

Chloe was beyond words, just high, desperate moans, thighs shaking. “Close… Haven, I’m gonna—”

“Do it,” Haven ordered, leaning down to bite Chloe’s neck. “Come all over me, baby. Show me who this pussy belongs to.”

Chloe shattered.

She came with a raw, broken cry, pussy clenching hard around the silicone, whole body seizing as wave after wave crashed through her. Haven fucked her through it, drawing it out until Chloe was sobbing, oversensitive and trembling.

Only then did Haven let herself go. She buried her face in Chloe’s neck, hips stuttering, grinding the harness against her clit until she came with a low, filthy groan, thighs shaking.

They stayed locked together, panting, sweat-slick and wrecked.

Haven eased out gently and unbuckled the harness with shaky fingers, tossing it aside. She gathered Chloe close, kissing her slow and sweet.

“You okay, baby?” she murmured against damp hair.

Chloe laughed, breathless and blissed-out. “I’m never moving again. You broke me. In the best way.”

Haven grinned, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Good. Because I’m keeping you forever.”

∞∞∞

Haven came back from the kitchen with two bottles of water and the biggest, goofiest grin on her face.

“Rehydration for the thoroughly ravished,” she announced, crawling back onto the bed. She cracked one bottle open and held it to Chloe’s lips first. “Drink, princess. I worked you hard.”

Chloe took a long, grateful sip, then flopped back against the pillows with a dramatic sigh. “I’m dead. You killed me. Tell the coroner it was death by girlfriend.”

Haven snorted, took her own drink, then ditched both bottles on the nightstand and slid under the blanket. Chloe immediately burrowed into her chest, leg thrown over Haven’s hip like she was trying to fuse them together.

“Your heart’s still racing,” Chloe mumbled, tracing lazy circles through the sweat on Haven’s skin.

“Yeah, well, you just let me rail you into next week with a purple dick. I’m allowed to be a little out of breath.”

Chloe laughed into her neck. “Dork.”

“Your dork,” Haven corrected, kissing the top of her head. “Forever contract signed in multiple orgasms.”

They dozed like that, tangled, sticky and stupidly happy, until the late-afternoon sun turned the room peach and gold.

Eventually Chloe lifted her head. “Hey. Love you.”

Haven’s whole face went soft. “Love you more, short stuff.”

Chloe grinned. “Not possible.”

Years later, people would ask how they knew it was forever.

They’d just smile and say: It started with a stolen hoodie, a forgotten porn tab, and one rainy Friday night when two best friends finally got brave enough to ruin each other in the best way.

And they never stopped.

Chloe and Haven lived Happily Ever After…

The End!
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