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Her First Taste



I kept checking my reflection in the darkened window, like it could tell me if I looked different enough. My roommates’ laughter carried faintly from the other side of the apartment, but the only thing I could focus on was the sound of my own heartbeat. Jade was almost here.

Two years wasn’t forever, but it was long enough for me to worry about how much we’d both changed. Long enough for me to wonder if the girl who used to sprawl across my bed in high school, eating candy and painting my nails, would even recognize me now.

When the knock came, sharp and certain, my chest tightened. I opened the door.

And there she was.

Jade looked like a memory sharpened into something dangerous. Her hair was shorter, cut to graze her collarbone and glossy under the porch light. Her lips—god, fuller than I remembered—stretched into a wide smile that nearly undid me. The jacket she wore hugged her waist, her tank top dipped low enough to draw my gaze before I could stop it, and her jeans… I almost laughed at myself, because it felt like her hips had been poured into them.

“Avery!” she exclaimed, and then her arms were around me.

The hug should have been ordinary. We used to hug all the time. But nothing about the way my body responded felt ordinary. She was warm and soft in places she hadn’t been before, her breasts pressing against mine in a way that made heat spark low in my belly. I breathed her in, some mix of perfume and skin, and for a moment I forgot how to let go.

When we finally pulled apart, she gave me a once-over that made my skin prickle. Her eyes dragged slowly down my body and back up, and the curl at the corner of her mouth told me she’d noticed every detail.

“You’ve changed,” she said. “Sophisticated. Confident. Sexy.” The word slipped out with a teasing lilt, but it landed heavier than it should have, leaving me flushed and restless.

“You too,” I managed, though my voice wasn’t steady. I meant it—her curves, her posture, even the easy tilt of her head—it all screamed woman now, not girl.

She wheeled her bag inside, pausing at the photo of me and my roommates on the counter before glancing toward the cracked door of my bedroom. Her smile deepened. “So… where am I sleeping?”

I swallowed, pretending it wasn’t a loaded question. “With me. My bed’s full-size. We used to share, remember?”

Jade’s eyes lingered on mine, just long enough for heat to creep into my chest. “Oh, I remember.”

She rolled her suitcase into my room, and I found myself watching the sway of her hips, the way denim pulled snug across her ass. I shouldn’t have, but my eyes followed anyway, greedy, curious, unwilling to look away.

I stood frozen for a second, pulse skittering. The weekend hadn’t even started, and already I could feel it—something shifting between us.
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Jade tossed her bag on the floor by my bed and flopped onto the mattress like she’d lived here forever. The springs creaked under her weight, and I caught myself staring at the way her tank top rode up, exposing a strip of smooth, pale stomach. She stretched, sighing dramatically, and I had to look away before she caught me.

“God, that drive was brutal,” she said, rolling onto her side to face me. “But your place is cute. Very college chic.” Her eyes sparkled as they darted around my room—posters taped to the walls, laundry basket tucked half under the desk, stacks of books teetering beside my laptop.

“It’s messy,” I admitted, kneeling to unzip her suitcase. “But it’s home.”

I started helping her unpack, just like we had in hotel rooms back in high school during those endless debate tournaments. Back then, it had felt easy—throwing bras and underwear across the bed, laughing about which boys had texted us, sharing snacks under the covers. This felt… different.

“So,” Jade said as she folded a dress and slid it onto the narrow closet shelf, “what’s the college life like? Do you have a boyfriend?”

Her voice was casual, but I didn’t miss the way she peeked at me from under her lashes.

“Nope,” I said, shaking my head. “Too much drama. Too many frat boys who think owning a ping-pong table makes them God’s gift to women.”

She laughed, a low, throaty sound that curled through me. “Sounds about right. Same for me. I’ve dated here and there, but nothing serious.” She paused, then tilted her head. “Guess we’re both still hopelessly single.”

I forced a laugh. “Hopelessly.”

We kept unpacking, but the air between us had thickened. I noticed the little things—the way Jade’s hair fell forward when she bent over her suitcase, the way the curve of her breast brushed against her arm as she reached for a hanger. Every time our shoulders touched, my skin prickled with awareness.

“So do you go out a lot?” Jade asked, placing a pair of boots neatly by the door.

“Sometimes,” I said. “There’s a party tonight, actually. My roommates are already planning outfits.”

Her face lit up. “Perfect. We should go. You can show me how sophisticated, college Avery parties.”

I groaned. “Sophisticated is not the word I’d use.”

She grinned, then glanced at me, her voice softening. “Remember when we used to get ready together before dances? Straightening each other’s hair and stealing each other’s clothes?”

The memory hit me like a pulse of heat. Jade in my bedroom mirror, brushing mascara onto her lashes while I tried not to stare at the way her dress clung to her body. Back then I’d called it admiration, maybe even envy. Now, looking at her in the dim light of my apartment, I wasn’t so sure.

“We should do that again tonight,” I blurted. “Help each other get ready. Like old times.”

Jade’s smile turned slow, knowing, as if she’d been waiting for me to suggest it. “I’d like that.”

Her gaze lingered a beat too long, sliding from my eyes to my mouth before flicking back up again. My heart skipped.

I sat on the edge of the bed beside her, close enough that our thighs brushed. The warmth of her body seeped into mine. She didn’t move away.

“What about you?” I asked, my voice softer than I intended. “Any crushes?”

Her lips curved, secretive. “Maybe.”

I tried to laugh it off, but my throat was dry. “You’re not going to tell me, are you?”

“Not yet,” she teased. “But maybe after a couple of hours of us doing hair and makeup, I’ll crack.”

The promise in her tone sent a shiver down my spine. I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, suddenly restless, too aware of the space between her mouth and mine.

I stood, needing movement. “Okay then. Tonight, we’re doing it right. Music, makeup, outfits. Just like old times.”

Jade leaned back on her elbows, her body stretched out across my bed like a dare. Her tank top rode up even higher, and I forced my eyes not to linger on the soft swell of her breasts.

“Deal,” she said, her grin lazy and confident. “But you better let me pick your outfit. I remember how tragic some of your skirts used to be.”

I threw a pillow at her, laughing, but my laughter didn’t mask the truth: I wanted her attention, her hands on me, her approval.

And I couldn’t ignore it anymore—this wasn’t just nostalgia. This was hunger, curling deep and low, waiting for the chance to break free.

By the time we started getting ready for the party, the apartment was buzzing. Music thumped faintly from the living room, laughter spilled from the kitchen, and the smell of cheap pizza drifted under my door. But none of it mattered, not when Jade was standing in the middle of my room, digging through her suitcase, peeling off her tank top without hesitation.

I’d seen her change a hundred times before. At sleepovers, before dances, in locker rooms. But it hadn’t felt like this. Back then, I was just a girl, and she was my best friend. Tonight, I couldn’t stop noticing the slope of her shoulders, the pale line of her spine, the way her bra cradled breasts fuller than I remembered.

I pretended to be busy in my closet, yanking hangers too hard, just to avoid staring. My mouth was dry. My heart beat so loudly I was afraid she’d hear it.

“So,” she said, pulling a short black skirt from her pile of clothes, “what’s the vibe for this party? Casual cute? Or slutty cute?”

I laughed, though it came out shaky. “Somewhere in between. You’ll be fine. You could wear a trash bag and still get attention.”

She smirked, slipping out of her jeans and stepping into the skirt. Her thighs were smooth, strong, the kind of thighs that made me ache to look away and ache harder not to.

“What about you?” she asked, zipping up and tugging at the waistband. “What are you wearing?”

I held up a black mini skirt I hadn’t worn in months. “This. If it still fits.”

“Try it,” she urged, crossing her arms under her breasts, the movement lifting them higher. Her eyes glinted as if she knew exactly how flustered I was.

I turned my back to her, unbuttoned my shorts, and let them slide down my legs. Standing there in only my bra and panties, I felt her gaze like fingertips on my skin. Every nerve lit up, every breath came shallow. I told myself it was stupid to feel this way. She was Jade. My friend. This shouldn’t matter.

I stepped into the skirt, tugged it over my hips, and tried to zip it up. The zipper stuck halfway. I swore under my breath, fumbling with it.

“You need help?” Jade’s voice was low, teasing, but there was something else beneath it.

I froze. “Uh… maybe. It’s being difficult.”

“Let me,” she said, already moving closer.

She came up behind me, so close I felt the heat of her body before her hands touched me. She dropped to her knees, tugging gently at the zipper. My breath caught when her fingers brushed the small of my back, just above the swell of my ass. I stared at the mirror across from us, at the sight of her kneeling, head bent, hair falling forward as her hands worked near places no friend’s hands should linger.

The zipper budged, then stuck again. Her fingertips skimmed my waist as she adjusted her grip. Every accidental brush felt deliberate, charged, dangerous.

“You weren’t kidding,” she murmured, her breath warm against my spine. “This thing is stubborn.”

I swallowed hard. My skin tingled where her fingers pressed into me, steadying the fabric. I shouldn’t have noticed how natural it felt, how much I wanted her to pause longer than necessary.

Finally, with a sharp tug, the zipper gave. She laughed, triumphant, but didn’t move away right away. Her hands lingered at my waist, too close, too much.

I looked up, straight into the mirror. Her face was lifted now, eyes meeting mine in the reflection. The sight stole my breath—the intimacy of it, her kneeling behind me, our gazes locked. For a heartbeat, it felt like everything stopped.

Her eyes darkened, lips parting just slightly. My chest rose and fell too quickly, heat spiraling low in my belly. I wanted her to keep looking at me. I wanted to turn, to see if she’d kiss me.

And then, like cowards, we both broke the gaze at the same time. I cleared my throat, tugging at the hem of my skirt. She stood quickly, brushing dust from her knees.

“There,” she said, too brightly. “Good as new.”

“Thanks,” I managed, my voice tight.

We moved around each other awkwardly after that, each pretending the tension wasn’t swirling between us. She brushed powder onto her cheeks, swiping carefully with a small mirror. I sat on the edge of the bed, pretending to scroll through my phone, stealing glances when I thought she wouldn’t notice.

Her lips, glossed to a shine. Her hair, falling in sleek waves around her face. The line of her collarbone, the faint swell of her breasts above the low neckline of her top. Every detail felt dangerous to notice, but I couldn’t stop.

“You okay?” she asked suddenly, catching me staring.

I blinked too quickly. “Yeah. Just… thinking.”

Her gaze lingered on me, curious, as if she could see right through me. Then she smiled, soft and careful. “We’ll have fun tonight. Just like old times.”

Old times. If only it felt that simple.

I stood, tugged at the hem of my skirt again, and forced a smile. “Yeah. Just like old times.”

But the truth curled low in my body, restless and undeniable: there was nothing innocent about what I felt when Jade’s hands had been on me. Nothing friendly about the way I’d wanted her eyes to stay locked on mine.

And as we slipped on our shoes, grabbed our jackets, and headed out into the noise of the party waiting for us, I knew one thing with certainty. Tonight would be nothing like old times.

[image: ]


The night air was cool as we walked side by side, our arms brushing now and then. Each accidental touch sent a ripple of heat through me, though I told myself it was nothing. Just nerves. Just old comfort wearing a new, dangerous skin.

The closer we got to the house, the louder the music pulsed, bass thudding in the pit of my stomach. Lights spilled out from open windows, voices rising and falling with the chaotic energy of a Friday night. But all I could feel was Jade’s presence beside me—her perfume still clinging to the jacket she’d slipped on, the sway of her hips just at the edge of my vision.

When we stepped inside, the air grew hotter, thicker, bodies pressed together in the living room, laughter echoing off the walls. Heads turned toward Jade almost immediately. I wasn’t surprised. She was stunning, with her dark hair framing her face and her skirt hugging every curve.

A guy with a backwards cap and a lazy grin leaned toward her. “Hey, gorgeous. Haven’t seen you around before.”

Jade smiled politely, but I caught the way her shoulders stiffened. She turned to me instead, as if to pull me into the exchange. “I’m visiting a friend,” she said lightly, brushing her fingers against my arm. The touch was brief, casual enough to pass for nothing, but it sent sparks racing up my skin.

The guy’s eyes flicked to me, then back to her. “Well, if you get bored, I can show you a good time.”

Jade’s smile sharpened. “Thanks, but I’m good.” She slipped past him, and I followed, my chest tight.

We hadn’t gone two steps before another guy blocked our path, this one taller, with that too-practiced smirk. “Ladies,” he said, his gaze sliding over me in a way that made my stomach twist. “Either of you need a drink?”

“No thanks,” I said quickly, my tone sharper than I intended. His eyes narrowed, but I didn’t care. The idea of his hands on me made my skin crawl in comparison to the memory of Jade’s fingertips lingering at my waist.

As we moved deeper into the party, I caught Jade watching me out of the corner of her eye. There was something in her expression—satisfaction, maybe, or relief. Like she’d wanted to see if I’d flirt back.

I wanted to test her, too. I wanted to know if she would look at me differently if I let one of them press closer, if I laughed too long at some crude joke. But the thought of it filled me with a strange ache, because the truth was I didn’t want their hands. I wanted hers.

She leaned in close to speak over the music, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. “They’re persistent,” she murmured, and the warmth of her breath nearly undid me.

I nodded, my voice lost in my throat. Men circled like moths to her flame, but neither of us gave them what they wanted. Instead, we gave each other stolen glances, subtle tests, silent questions.

And every time her gaze lingered, I burned hotter, wishing she would say out loud what her eyes already confessed.
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The kitchen was crowded, bodies pressed close around the counter where someone had dumped a mountain of red cups. The music was too loud to think, but Jade and I carved out a little corner by the fridge, away from the worst of the chaos. She leaned back against the wall, arms crossed beneath her breasts, and I couldn’t help noticing how the position pushed her cleavage higher, catching the dim light.

“You okay?” I asked, shouting a little over the bass.

She nodded, then leaned closer until her hair brushed my shoulder. “I just don’t want you to feel like you’re stuck with me tonight,” she said. Her voice was low, almost swallowed by the noise, but I heard every word. “If you want to go hook up with someone, don’t hold back on my account.”

The words cut sharper than they should have. I forced a smile, even as my chest tightened. “Thanks. But I’m not really interested.”

It was true, though not for the reasons she probably thought. I wasn’t interested because none of the guys who had tried to flirt with me could hold my attention when she was standing in the same room.

I looked at her, searching her expression. Her lips were parted, her gaze fixed on me as if she was weighing something. My heart hammered. For one breathless moment, I thought she might say what I needed to hear—that she didn’t want me with anyone else because she wanted me for herself.

But then she just shrugged, too casual. “Okay. Just making sure.”

Disappointment sank low in my belly, hot and heavy. I covered it with a laugh that didn’t sound real. “Well, same goes for you. If you see someone you like, don’t hold back.”

Her eyes lingered on mine, dark and steady. That same tension from the mirror earlier flickered between us, the kind that made my pulse skip. Then her gaze dropped briefly to my mouth. It wasn’t subtle, and the sight made my thighs press together automatically.

“Right,” she said, almost a whisper. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

Her lips curved, but she didn’t move. For a second, I thought she might close the distance, lean in, say something reckless. My whole body tensed in anticipation, every nerve tuned to her.

And then someone jostled past us, spilling half a cup of beer onto the floor, breaking the moment. Jade stepped back, shaking her head with a laugh, and the charged silence shattered.

I tried to act unfazed, but inside I was a mess. Every time she gave me those almosts—almost touching, almost confessing—it lit something hotter and sharper in me. Desire mixed with frustration until I didn’t know which was stronger.

When I looked away, I found myself watching the other girls in the room, noticing how Jade’s eyes didn’t follow them. She wasn’t looking at anyone else. Only me. And that knowledge twisted inside me until it almost hurt.

I leaned closer, letting my arm brush against hers, just to feel the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric. “So,” I said lightly, though my voice caught, “no one catching your eye tonight?”

Her gaze lingered on me, long enough that I thought she might finally admit it. But she only smiled faintly and shook her head. “Not really.”

My heart clenched at the restraint in her tone, the way she seemed to be holding something back. I wanted to scream at her to stop pretending, to tell me the truth. But instead, I swallowed it, pressing the ache down.

She tilted her head, eyes glinting like she knew more than she was letting on. “What about you? Nobody tempting you?”

“No,” I said quickly, maybe too quickly. “Nobody worth it.”

The corner of her mouth lifted, almost smug. “Good.”

That single word lingered between us, thick and heavy with implication. My pulse quickened, and I felt the heat spread low in my body, a guilty kind of arousal that I tried to disguise with another sip of soda.

She looked at me like she wanted to add something more. Her lips parted, her body leaning slightly toward mine, and I held my breath. Say it. Please just say it.

But she didn’t. She closed her mouth, smiled like nothing had happened, and turned her attention back to the party.

The ache between my thighs sharpened, born of frustration and hunger all tangled together. I pretended to laugh at something someone shouted across the room, but my focus never left Jade. Every almost-touch, every withheld word, every flick of her gaze over me—it was driving me mad.

And the worst part was knowing that she knew it, too.

The living room had become a crush of bodies, the air thick with sweat and cheap body spray. Music throbbed against the walls, rattling in my chest. For a while, Jade and I had stuck close together, moving from one knot of people to the next. But somewhere between the kitchen and the hallway, I lost her.

At first, I told myself it wasn’t a big deal. She was sociable, good at slipping into conversations with strangers. But after a few minutes of scanning the crowd and not seeing her dark hair, a low, restless panic settled under my skin.

I weaved through the press of bodies, my eyes searching. Each face I passed made me more tense, more aware of the possibility that she was laughing with someone else, letting them lean too close, letting their hands rest on her arm.

A sharp sound cut through the music. A moan.

It came from the hallway bathroom, curiosity leading me toward it. I froze, my pulse stuttering. The voice was unmistakable. Jade.

My stomach dropped, hot and cold colliding in a rush of jealousy. I told myself I shouldn’t be surprised—she was beautiful, magnetic. Of course someone would want her. Of course she’d let them. But the thought of her pressed up against some guy, of his hands on her hips, his mouth on her throat, made my chest tighten painfully.

Another moan, breathier this time, filtered out into the hall. My legs went weak. I should have walked away. I should have given her privacy. Instead, I found myself frozen in place, ears straining, my whole body tuned to her sounds.

It wasn’t just jealousy that clenched inside me. It was arousal, fierce and wrong. The heat between my thighs pulsed sharper with every noise she made. I leaned against the wall, breath shallow, my knees pressing together.

God, she sounded wrecked.

My hand hovered uselessly at my side before I let it slip lower, brushing against my skirt. I pressed my thighs tighter, rocking slightly, desperate for some kind of relief. The music in the background masked the small, shameful sound that escaped my throat.

I closed my eyes, picturing her in there. Bent over the sink. Back arched. Hair falling into her face as she gasped for breath. Some faceless man behind her, holding her steady, pushing her toward climax. The image burned me alive with jealousy, but I couldn’t stop. My fingers dragged lightly over my skirt, pressing into the damp heat already gathering beneath the thin fabric.

I bit my lip hard, torn between wanting to cry and wanting to come. Each moan from the bathroom only twisted me tighter, my body trembling at the edge.

Then the moans stopped. Silence filled the hall, broken only by the sudden rush of water as the faucet turned on.

Panic jolted through me. I yanked my hand back as if caught, my breath ragged. Shame flushed hot across my cheeks. If she opened the door and saw me standing there, flushed and trembling, there’d be no hiding it.

I bolted, slipping quickly back into the chaos of the living room. My heart slammed against my ribs, my thighs still sticky with want. I grabbed a half-empty soda from the counter just to give myself something to hold, something to ground me.

From across the room, laughter rose, people cheering at some drunken game. I tried to focus on that, but my whole body still hummed with Jade’s sounds echoing in my head. I couldn’t unhear them, couldn’t shake the way my body had betrayed me.

When Jade finally reappeared a few minutes later, her cheeks were flushed, her hair a little mussed. She looked like she’d been touched, kissed, maybe more. My stomach clenched, jealousy roaring back.

But when her eyes found mine across the room, something flickered there—something unreadable, but not guilt. Something indefinable.

I forced a smile, sipping my drink to hide how shaky my hands were. My body still ached from being left on the edge, and every glance at her only made the ache worse.

I didn’t know what scared me more—that she’d been with someone else, or that I wanted so badly for those moans to have been for me.
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The night air hit cooler than before, crisp against my overheated skin as we left the party behind. Music still throbbed from the house, fading with every step, but my body hadn’t cooled. My thighs still carried the ghost of what I’d done in the hallway—what I almost did. Every nerve hummed with the echo of Jade’s moans, replaying in my head like a song I couldn’t escape.

We walked side by side down the quiet street, our footsteps uneven against the cracked pavement. The silence stretched until it was too heavy, and I couldn’t stand it anymore.

“So,” I said lightly, though my voice caught, “I heard you getting some back there.”

Jade’s head whipped toward me. Her eyes widened, and then her cheeks flushed pink even in the dim streetlight. She opened her mouth, closed it, then gave a nervous little laugh. But she didn’t deny it.

Something twisted low in my belly. I forced a grin, teasing. “Bathroom walls aren’t exactly soundproof, you know.”

Her blush deepened, blooming across her throat. She shoved her hands into her jacket pockets and looked away, chewing her lip. The silence that followed was louder than any denial could have been.

My heart thudded. She wasn’t going to correct me. She wasn’t going to tell me I was wrong, that the voice couldn’t have been hers. Which could only mean…

The ache between my thighs sharpened, my frustration building on top of jealousy. I tried to laugh it off, tossing my hair back. “Guess I shouldn’t be surprised. You always had admirers. High school dances, prom—remember how half the guys would line up just to ask you for one dance?”

Jade’s lips curved faintly, but her gaze stayed fixed on the ground in front of her. Her blush lingered, spreading with each step we took.

I wanted her to tell me the truth. I wanted her to say I’d been mistaken. But she stayed quiet, and her silence was unbearable.

The whole walk stretched taut, charged. My chest rose and fell too quickly, my skin prickling beneath my clothes. Every time her arm brushed mine, my breath stuttered.

Finally, Jade glanced at me, her eyes catching mine in the glow of a passing streetlamp. There was something there—something unsaid, heavy and pulsing, a secret balanced on the edge of her tongue. For one second, I thought she might say it.

But then she looked away again, jaw tight. Holding it back.

I bit down on my frustration, heat coiling in my stomach. She was hiding something, and part of me burned to tear it out of her. Another part—the weaker, cowardly part—wasn’t sure I could handle hearing it.

So we walked on in silence, the sound of our footsteps echoing in time with my pulse. I kept teasing words on the tip of my tongue, but none of them came out.

By the time the lights of my apartment complex came into view, the tension had become unbearable. I was still throbbing with need, still restless from what I’d overheard, and Jade’s blush had burned a hole straight through me.

Neither of us spoke, but the air between us said everything: she was holding something back. And I was too afraid—and too desperate—to push her harder.
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By the time we stumbled back into my room, the party noise had dulled to a memory. My roommates were still laughing in the living room, but here, behind the closed door, it felt like another world. A smaller one. A heavier one.

Jade dropped her bag by the bed and sat down with a sigh, kicking off her boots. She tugged at the zipper of her skirt, shimmying it over her hips in one easy motion. My eyes followed the movement before I could stop myself, heat sparking low in my belly at the flash of thigh and the outline of her panties beneath.

I turned quickly, pretending to rummage through my dresser. My fingers brushed clumsily over a folded pair of pajamas, tugging them free just to keep my hands busy. My pulse was still hammering from the walk home, from her blush, from her silence.

When I finally dared to glance over my shoulder, she was peeling off her top, the fabric sliding over her head and leaving her in nothing but a bra. The sight knocked the air from my lungs. Her breasts pushed against the cups, full and heavy, and the way her hair tumbled loose around her shoulders made her look undone in a way I wasn’t prepared for.

I changed quickly, tugging off my skirt, slipping out of my bra under the cover of my tank top, and pulling on loose shorts. Still, I couldn’t escape her gaze. I caught her watching me, eyes dragging over my bare legs, then flicking away as if she hadn’t been caught.

We slipped under the covers, the full-size bed suddenly far too small. The warmth of her body seeped through the sheets, through the inches of space I was desperately trying to keep between us. I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling, every muscle in my body wound tight.

But my body betrayed me. My breathing was uneven, shallow. Heat pooled between my thighs, dampness spreading slowly against the fabric of my shorts. I shifted restlessly, thighs pressing together, the motion so slight I prayed she wouldn’t notice.

Silence stretched, thick and heavy. I could feel her beside me, could sense the way she wasn’t asleep either. Her breathing hitched once, soft, and then she cleared her throat.

“I didn’t get laid tonight.”

The words cut through the dark. My stomach dropped, twisting with jealousy and confusion. I turned my head toward her, blinking in the pale light filtering through the blinds. “What?”

She rolled onto her side, facing me now. Her features were shadowed, but I could make out the curve of her mouth, the flicker of her eyes. “At the party. I didn’t hook up with anyone.”

My chest tightened. “But I heard you. In the bathroom. You were—” My voice faltered. “You were moaning.”

Her blush returned, even in the dim light. She hesitated, then whispered, “I was alone.”

The words sent a shock through me, sharper than anything else tonight. “Alone?”

Her gaze didn’t waver. “Touching myself.” She paused, then swallowed, voice breaking soft. “To the thought of you.”

My whole body went still. My breath caught, the sound loud in the silence. Heat roared in my chest, spiraled down to the ache already wet between my thighs. I couldn’t process it, couldn’t hold it.

“Jade…” I breathed, but I couldn’t finish the sentence.

Before I could think, she leaned forward, her lips brushing mine. It was tentative, a question. The softness of her mouth against mine sent sparks through every nerve. My body froze, a reflex born of shock, but my heart thundered with need.

She pulled back immediately, whispering, “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have—”

The apology cracked something open in me. All the restraint, all the denial, all the hunger I’d been burying surged to the surface. I grabbed her face and kissed her back, hard, desperate.

The kiss deepened instantly, our mouths colliding, breath mixing. Her tongue brushed mine, and I opened for her, hungry in a way I didn’t know how to disguise anymore. Her hand slid into my hair, tugging just enough to make me gasp.

I shifted closer, our bodies pressing together under the thin covers. Her hip pressed against me, the pressure against my soaked shorts making me moan into her mouth. I felt her answering shiver, the tremor in her body matching my own.

Reluctance battled with desire inside me. I told myself this was dangerous, that I should pull back, but the ache in my core screamed louder. My hands slid over her sides, feeling the heat of her through her thin cotton tank, the swell of her breast under my palm. She gasped against my lips, arching into the touch.

I broke the kiss just long enough to suck in a shaky breath. “We shouldn’t…” I whispered, but the words came out ragged, unconvincing.

“Then stop me,” she whispered back, her lips grazing mine.

But I didn’t stop her. I couldn’t.

I kissed her again, deeper, harder, until we were writhing in the sheets together, until every shift of her body against mine sent waves of fire through me. Her hands roamed, teasing but bold, tracing my waist, my hips, dipping lower before retreating, as if she too was caught in the same push and pull of hunger and fear.

Our thighs tangled, the friction unbearable. I ground down against her leg, a whimper breaking from me before I could bite it back. She swallowed the sound with another kiss, her breath hot, her body trembling.

Every part of me screamed with need, every part of me terrified of what came next. But in that moment, pressed against Jade, tasting her lips, feeling her body slide against mine, I knew there was no turning back.

The second our mouths crashed together again, all the hesitation that had held me back earlier tore open like paper. Jade’s lips were soft but urgent, her tongue brushing mine in a rhythm that made my whole body shiver. Every kiss grew hungrier, wetter, messier, as if we’d both been starving and suddenly realized what we’d been starving for.

Her hand slid into my hair, fingers curling tight at the nape of my neck, pulling me closer. I clutched at her waist, feeling the firm curve of her body beneath her thin tank top, the heat of her skin bleeding through the fabric. My breath came in shallow bursts, but I couldn’t stop kissing her, couldn’t get enough of the taste of her mouth, faintly sweet and entirely intoxicating.

We shifted under the covers, sheets twisting around our legs as we moved closer, closer still. Our thighs brushed, then tangled, and I nearly lost it when she shifted one leg between mine. The contact made me gasp, my hips jerking forward instinctively, pressing down against the solid heat of her thigh. The friction was unbearable in the best way, sharp and sweet all at once, sending sparks up my spine.

Her answering moan vibrated into my mouth, and I felt it everywhere. She rocked her hips too, grinding against me with the same restless hunger. The thin fabric of my shorts clung to me, damp and sticky, every roll of my hips spreading the ache deeper.

For one breathless moment, guilt slammed into me. This was Jade. My best friend. The girl who used to braid my hair, who ate popcorn in my bed during endless movie marathons, who knew all my secrets. I shouldn’t have wanted her like this, shouldn’t have been writhing against her thigh, shouldn’t have been aching for more.

But then her hand slid under my tank top, palm warm against the bare skin of my waist, and my inner conflict shattered. I arched into her touch, my moan spilling between our kisses, my body choosing for me.

I surrendered. Completely.

Her tongue swept deeper into my mouth, claiming, demanding, and I gave her everything. My fingers clawed at her back, pulling her closer until our chests pressed together, the swell of her breasts soft and perfect against mine. The sensation made me dizzy, drunk on her without a drop of alcohol.

We rolled together, shifting positions, legs tangling tighter. I ground down harder, chasing the friction shamelessly now, my breath breaking into gasps. She moved with me, our rhythm messy but urgent, bodies sliding against each other as if we’d done this forever.

Her thigh pressed right against the soaked heat between my legs, and the pressure built fast, curling low in my belly. My moans grew louder, matching hers, the sound of us filling the small room, louder than I ever thought we could be.

“Jade,” I gasped against her mouth, the word breaking into a whimper.

She kissed me harder in response, her hips jerking against my thigh. The damp heat of her pressed into me, proof that she was just as wrecked, just as desperate. The realization sent another wave of arousal crashing through me.

We broke apart only for air, foreheads pressed together, breaths hot and ragged. Her lips were swollen, slick from my kisses, her hair mussed around her flushed face. She looked at me like she wanted to devour me whole, and I couldn’t look away.

“You feel so good,” she whispered, her voice rough, broken.

My body clenched at her words, my hips grinding harder, chasing the friction shamelessly. “You too,” I gasped, my voice trembling. “God, you—” The sentence broke into another moan as the pressure built higher, sharper.

Her leg flexed beneath me, pressing harder against my swollen, needy center, and I nearly came right then. My whole body trembled, caught between restraint and desperation, the reluctance still flickering in the back of my mind but losing the battle fast.

“Tell me to stop,” Jade breathed, though her hips kept moving, rocking against me.

I shook my head, my fingers gripping her shoulders tight. “Don’t stop.” The words tore out of me, raw and honest, and the instant I said them, something inside me cracked wide open.

Reluctance melted away, burned up in the heat of what we were doing. I didn’t care about the rules we were breaking, the labels we were defying, the friendship we might be risking. All I cared about was her, her body grinding against mine, her mouth on mine, her thigh slick with my arousal.

I kissed her again, harder than before, my hips moving faster now, chasing release. The sound of her moans mixed with mine, a symphony of hunger and surrender.

Every part of me was alive with her touch, every nerve lit up by her body pressing into me, her heat, her scent, her taste. The world outside my room no longer existed. There was only Jade.

And as I ground against her thigh, trembling with the force of my own need, I knew with terrifying certainty that I wasn’t going to stop. Not tonight. Not ever.

Jade shifted. Her body pressed me deeper into the mattress, her hands sliding up my arms until my wrists were pinned above my head.

I gasped at the sudden dominance, at the weight of her holding me down. My chest rose and fell too quickly, my heart hammering. I should have resisted. I should have said something. But the truth was, my whole body trembled at the thrill of being trapped beneath her.

Her gaze locked on mine, dark and fierce, asking a question without words. My breath hitched, and in that silence I gave her my answer. I didn’t want her to let go.

She kissed me again, slow at first, then harder, dragging her teeth along my lower lip until I whimpered. My thighs clenched around her, desperate, aching. She pulled back just enough to look at me, her mouth curved in a smile that made my stomach flip. Then she began kissing down my jaw, my throat, her lips hot against my racing pulse.

“Jade…” I breathed, my voice shaky, torn between fear and need.

She hushed me with her mouth, trailing lower, her kisses searing. My wrists flexed against her grip, but I wasn’t fighting. I was surrendering. Completely.

Her lips closed around the swell of my breast through my thin tank top, and I cried out at the shock of sensation. She sucked gently, then harder, until my back arched off the bed. The fabric dampened under her mouth, my nipples straining tight against the cotton.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, writhing. I had never felt anything like it. With men, kisses on my chest had been perfunctory, something rushed before the main event. But Jade lingered, teasing, savoring. She kissed one breast, then the other, dragging her tongue over the hard peaks until I was gasping, moaning, begging without words.

Finally, she released my wrists. My arms fell limp at my sides, too weak to hold her back even if I’d wanted to. She tugged my tank top up, baring my breasts to the cool air, then took one nipple into her mouth. The suction was sharp, perfect, sending jolts of heat straight between my legs.

I grabbed at her hair, tangling my fingers in the silky strands, holding her to me even as I cried out at the overwhelming intensity. My thighs rubbed together, desperate for friction, my shorts soaked through with arousal.

“Please,” I gasped, though I didn’t even know what I was begging for. More. Everything.

She kissed down my stomach, slow and deliberate, her tongue circling my navel before trailing lower. My hips bucked helplessly, anticipation burning me alive. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my shorts and panties, tugging them down in one smooth motion until I was bare beneath her.

The vulnerability of it stole my breath. I wanted to cover myself, to hide, but the hunger in her eyes when she looked between my legs rooted me to the mattress.

“You’re so beautiful,” she whispered, and before I could respond, she lowered her mouth to me.

The first stroke of her tongue against my aching center made me cry out loud. My hips jerked, my fingers clutching the sheets so hard my knuckles ached. The sensation was too much, too sharp, too good. I had been touched there before, clumsily, hurriedly, but never like this. Never with such focus, such hunger.

Her tongue moved slowly at first, circling, teasing, then pressing harder, licking me in long, deliberate strokes that made my entire body tremble. She flicked against the most sensitive part of me, then pulled away just long enough to make me whimper before returning, deeper, wetter, better.

“Oh god—Jade,” I gasped, my voice high and broken.

She hummed against me, the vibration sending another wave of pleasure through me. My thighs clamped around her shoulders, holding her there, my hips grinding shamelessly against her mouth.

The pressure built fast, unbearable, curling low in my belly. My breath came in ragged gasps, my body arching, desperate. She slid her tongue inside me, then back up to circle and suck until I was thrashing, moaning her name over and over.

The pleasure was overwhelming, sharper than anything I’d ever known. I couldn’t hold it back. My climax crashed over me hard, ripping a cry from my throat as my whole body convulsed. My hands pulled at her hair, my hips jerking against her mouth, riding the wave until I was left trembling and gasping, drenched in sweat.

Slowly, she kissed her way back up my body, her lips slick with me. She hovered over me, her mouth finding mine again, and I tasted myself on her tongue. The intimacy of it made me shudder, my body still pulsing with aftershocks.

I stared up at her, dazed, overwhelmed, undone. My chest heaved, my skin flushed, my body humming with the memory of her mouth.

“I…” My voice cracked. “I didn’t know it could feel like that.”

Her smile was slow, satisfied, her fingers brushing my cheek tenderly. “Now you do.”

I lay beneath her, chest heaving, still trembling from the force of my climax. My body felt loose, wrecked, but my mind buzzed sharp with a new kind of hunger. Jade hovered above me, her lips curved in a knowing smile, her mouth still glistening with proof of what she’d done to me.

Something inside me shifted. A spark of daring. Of need.

Before I could overthink it, I pushed at her shoulders and rolled us over. She let me, her eyes widening in surprise, then softening with something close to pride. Now she was on her back, hair fanned across my pillow, her chest rising and falling fast.

The sight of her like that—vulnerable, waiting—made my pulse race. My courage wavered, but the memory of her mouth on me gave me strength. I wanted to give that back. I wanted to know how she tasted, how she sounded, how she fell apart.

I kissed her hard, pressing my body to hers, our breasts crushed together, my tongue sliding against hers. She moaned into my mouth, her hands gripping my hips.

I pulled back just enough to trail kisses along her jaw, her neck, down to the hollow of her throat. Her skin was warm, salty with sweat, intoxicating. I lingered at her breasts, tugging her tank top up and over her head, baring them completely. Her nipples were already peaked, begging for my mouth.

Slowly at first, I sucked gently, the way she had done to me. Her back arched instantly, a sharp cry spilling from her lips. Encouraged, I took her harder, rolling my tongue over the tight peak, tugging it between my lips until she writhed beneath me.

“God, Avery,” she gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair. The sound of my name on her lips like that sent a thrill through me, a shiver straight to my core.

I moved lower, kissing across her stomach, tasting the faint sheen of sweat, savoring every gasp, every shiver. When I reached the waistband of her shorts, I hesitated. My heart thundered, nerves threatening to undo me.

But I looked up at her—flushed, eyes dark with want, lips parted—and I knew I couldn’t stop. Not now.

I tugged her shorts and panties down together, baring her completely. My breath caught at the sight of her, glistening and swollen with need. For a moment, all I could do was stare, overwhelmed by the intimacy of it.

Then I lowered my mouth to her.

Her taste hit me instantly—warm, slick, musky-sweet—and I moaned against her without meaning to. I licked tentatively at first, tracing the folds, teasing. Her hips jerked, a sharp gasp tearing from her throat.

“More,” she pleaded, voice broken.

I obeyed, circling her with my tongue, then flicking against her most sensitive spot. She cried out, her thighs clamping around my head, her fingers pulling hard at my hair. The sound of her undone like that spurred me on.

I sucked gently, then harder, finding a rhythm that made her writhe. Her moans grew louder, desperate, her body arching off the bed.

“Oh god, Avery—don’t stop—”

I didn’t. I couldn’t. The taste of her, the sound of her, the way she trembled—it was intoxicating, addictive. I pressed my tongue deeper, then slid back up to circle and suck until her whole body tensed beneath me.

Her climax hit hard, her cry sharp and beautiful. She bucked against my mouth, clutching me tight as wave after wave rolled through her. I held on, licking her through it, until she finally sagged against the mattress, spent and shaking.

I kissed my way back up her body, pausing at her breasts, then her lips. When I kissed her, she groaned softly, tasting herself on my tongue.

We collapsed together, tangled and breathless, naked skin pressed against naked skin. The air was thick with heat, with the scent of us, with the truth of what we’d done.

And as I lay with her, my head on her chest, listening to her heartbeat, I realized I never wanted to let go.
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The room was quiet except for our breathing, ragged and uneven, slowly finding its rhythm again. The sheets were twisted around our bodies, damp with sweat, carrying the faint salt of our skin. I lay draped across Jade’s chest, her heartbeat steady beneath my cheek, my arm wrapped around her waist.

For a long moment, I couldn’t move. I didn’t want to. My body still trembled faintly, the aftershocks of what we’d done rippling through me. The taste of her lingered on my lips, the memory of her mouth on me still sharp in every nerve.

I had never felt anything so overwhelming. So consuming.

Her hand stroked lazily down my back, fingertips tracing the curve of my spine. The tenderness of it made my throat tighten. This was Jade—my best friend, the girl who had known me longer than anyone. And now she had known me like this. Intimately. Completely.

“I can’t believe…” I started, then trailed off, the words dissolving into the hush of the room.

She tilted her head down, pressing a kiss to my hair. “I know,” she whispered. “Me either.”

The simplicity of it, the quiet honesty, unraveled me more than anything. I closed my eyes, breathing her in, holding on to the moment as if it might slip away if I blinked too long.

Tenderness wrapped around us, soft and heavy, but beneath it something else pulsed—an undercurrent of heat that hadn’t faded. My body hummed with it, restless despite how wrecked I felt. Every shift of her skin against mine sparked new want.

Her fingers brushed over the curve of my hip, then lower, skimming the edge of my thigh. I tensed, not from discomfort, but from the ache that flared instantly at her touch.

“You’re still trembling,” she murmured.

“Because of you,” I admitted, my voice shaky.

Her laugh was low, throaty, delicious. She tilted my chin up, kissed me softly at first, then deeper, her tongue sliding against mine in a way that made my thighs press together all over again. My body, traitorous and greedy, stirred back to life.

I pulled back just enough to whisper, “We should… we should probably stop.”

But even as I said it, I didn’t move away. My hand traced idle patterns along the side of her breast, the skin warm and smooth under my fingertips. She sucked in a breath, her nipple hardening against my touch.

“Do you want to stop?” she asked, her voice rough, intimate.

I couldn’t answer. Not honestly. The silence stretched, my body pressed to hers, every inch of me betraying what I felt.

She kissed me again, slower this time, coaxing, patient. When her lips left mine, she stayed close enough for her breath to mingle with mine. “We don’t have to be done,” she whispered.

The pulse between my thighs throbbed at her words, hot and insistent. My heart pounded, torn between exhaustion and hunger.

As I curled against her, her hand splayed across my back, I knew the truth: tonight wasn’t the end. Not for either of us.
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