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Her Hostel Mix Up








Chapter One




Kelsey had been vibrating with anticipation for months. The second she’d clicked “confirm” on her Eurail pass and zipped her backpack shut, she knew this trip was going to rewrite her. Nineteen years old, one year of university behind her, and finally, finally, she was loose in Europe with no curfew, no parents, no plan except the next train and the next city.

She was officially the freest she had ever been, and the thought almost made her dizzy with excitement.

The last three weeks had blurred by in a watercolor streak: Berlin’s brutalist edges, Vienna’s saccharine palaces, and now Prague, golden and impossible and humming with late-September magic. She’d spent her days wandering museums until her feet bled.

She stepped off the night train at Hlavní nádraží, suitcase wheels rattling, glasses fogging in the sudden warmth of the station. The last golden light was bleeding out of the sky as she dragged herself onto the tram, clinging to a pole while the city slid past in streaks of amber and violet. By the time she reached the Old Prague Hostel, her legs were jelly, her cardigan was damp with sweat, and the only thing keeping her upright was the electric buzz of being exactly where she felt she was supposed to be.

The lobby wrapped around her like a hug: low warm lighting, mismatched couches, the clink of beer bottles and laughter in five languages. Someone was playing music from a tinny speaker. Kelsey paused in the doorway just to breathe it in, to remind herself: this is real, you’re here, anything could happen.

She wheeled her suitcase to the front desk, cheeks already warm from the attention of being the new girl. A guy with a man-bun and a faded band tee looked up and grinned.

“Hey, hi,” she said, pushing her glasses up. “Checking in—Kelsey Hayes. Private single for tonight.”

Tamás, the receptionist with a nametag, typed, frowned, typed again. Then looked up with the face of a man about to deliver very bad news.

“Uh… big sorry. System double-booked your room. Girl already in there. Everywhere in Prague is slammed tonight—Oktoberfest refugees, some music festival. I can call around, but…Major glitch.”

Kelsey’s stomach dropped straight through the floorboards. She had been on trains and buses and walking, lugging her stuff around, for hours. Her feet hurt. She smelled like train and desperation. The idea of hauling her suitcase through the night again made her eyes sting.

“Wait, what? So, what am I supposed to do?” she asked, voice cracking on the last word.

Tamás opened his mouth, closed it, then glanced back at his screen like it might magically fix itself. “Actually,” he said, brightening a fraction, “I already explained the problem to the other woman who booked your room. She said she is okay with sharing.”

Kelsey blinked. “Wait… share?”

“Yeah. It’s a private double, technically. One bed. But she’s chill about it. Traveling, you know?” He shrugged again casually, like it was now only Kelsey’s problem. “Saves some money.”

One bed.

Damnit. Now what? She was prepared for wrenches in her travel plans, but it’s not like she could go wander around at night looking for a place to stay. One bed. The words pinged around her skull like a screensaver she couldn’t turn off. With a stranger. A female stranger, sure, but still.

Tamás was already waving her toward the stairs. “Room 204, top floor. You two can figure out what you want to do. Or I start phoning every hostel in the Czech Republic. Or you can sleep in the park? Your call.”

Kelsey swallowed. Wonderful customer service… The fairy lights blurred at the edges.

“I’ll… go up,” she said faintly.

Four flights later, thighs screaming, she stopped outside 204. The door was cracked open; soft music and warm light spilled into the hallway. She raised a trembling hand, knocked twice, then pushed inside before she could bolt.

The room was tiny and perfect: slanted ceiling, one tall window looking out over red rooftops, and one double bed currently occupied by the most unfairly beautiful woman Kelsey had ever seen in real life.

She was sprawled on her side, propped on one elbow, scrolling her phone in nothing but a loose black tank and grey cotton boy-briefs. Sun-kissed skin, tousled blonde hair, long legs for days. She looked up when Kelsey’s suitcase thudded over the threshold, and her slow smile felt like stepping into sunlight.

“Hey there,” she said, voice low and lazily Australian. “You must be my new roommate.”

Kelsey’s mouth went dry. All the oxygen in the room had apparently decided to relocate to this stranger’s general vicinity.

“I’m Skye,” the woman added, sitting up properly, tank riding just high enough to reveal the edge of a wave tattoo curling around her hip. “And before you freak out, yeah, there’s only the one bed. But I promise I’m house-trained.”

She grinned, easy and wicked, and Kelsey felt her knees forget their primary function.

“Hey, I’m Kelsey.” Kelsey stood in the doorway, suitcase still gripped like a life raft, staring at the single double bed that dominated the tiny room. One bed. One very real, very small bed with a rumpled white duvet and a single dent in the pillow where Skye’s head had obviously been five minutes ago.

Skye was watching her with open amusement, one brow arched, legs stretched out long and golden like she had all the time in the world.

“Wait… hold on,” Kelsey said, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. “There’s seriously only one bed? Not like a cot or couch or something too?”

Skye’s smile curled wider, slow and sunlit. “Yep. Just the one.” She tilted her head, openly studying Kelsey’s face the way someone might study a nervous deer they had no intention of scaring off. “But listen, I can take the floor if it’s weird. Got a sleep sheet and a blow-up pillow in my pack. No dramas.”

Kelsey blinked. The offer was so casually generous it threw her even more off balance. “No! God, no, you were here first. I can’t make you sleep on the floor. It’s all good.”

Skye shrugged, the movement making the thin strap of her tank slip off one tanned shoulder. She didn’t fix it. “Honestly, babe, I’ve slept in worse places than a wooden floor in Prague. Surf trips, music festivals… you name it.”

Kelsey felt heat flood her cheeks. She wasn’t sure if it was the “babe” or the mental image of Skye sprawled on some moonlit beach that did it. Maybe both.

“I just… wasn’t expecting to share a bed with a stranger tonight,” she laughed, pushing her glasses up with one finger. “Like, at all. Ever.”

Skye laughed, low and warm, the sound curling straight into Kelsey’s stomach. “Yeah, sometimes travelling alone has a way of throwing curveballs, doesn’t it?” She pushed off the bed and padded barefoot across the floorboards, stopping just close enough that Kelsey caught the scent of eucalyptus and something saltier underneath. “We’re both adults. I think we will survive.”

Kelsey swallowed. “Right. Totally.”

Skye’s eyes flicked down to Kelsey’s mouth and back up again, quick as a heartbeat. “Could even be fun,” she said, voice softer now, teasing laced with something darker. “Anyway, plans are overrated.”

Kelsey let the suitcase handle slip from her fingers. It thudded softly against the worn rug, the sound somehow louder than the muffled bar music downstairs.

Skye’s grin widened, lazy and knowing. “There she is. Brave girl.”

“I’m not brave,” Kelsey muttered, kicking the door shut behind her with her heel. “I’m just too tired to drag this thing back down four flights of stairs. And I have no where to go.”

“Same thing, really.” Skye shrugged, then flopped back onto the bed, stretching her arms overhead until the tank rode up another dangerous inch. The wave tattoo flexed with the movement, the inked lines disappearing under the waistband of her boy-briefs like a secret Kelsey suddenly wanted to know. “Come on, make yourself at home.”

Kelsey hovered awkwardly by the foot of the bed, clutching her backpack straps like a shield. “I, um… should probably shower first. Long day.”

Skye rolled onto her side, propping her head on one hand. “Bathrooms down the hall. Towels are clean-ish. Take your time.” Her gaze flicked over Kelsey’s flushed face, the cardigan clinging to damp skin. “Or don’t. I’m not going anywhere.”

Kelsey fled.


Chapter Two




The shared bathroom was mercifully empty. She locked herself in the furthest shower stall, stripped under the weak fluorescent light, and let the lukewarm water pound over her shoulders. Steam fogged her glasses on the hook. She closed her eyes and tried to think about anything except the fact that in ten minutes she was going to crawl into bed with one of the most beautiful women she’d ever seen.

It didn’t work.

Get it together, Kelsey told herself. She wasn’t gay, anyways. She had boyfriends. And she was sure that on this trip she was going to meet a handsome guy. But something about Skye…

By the time she padded back to 204—hair damp, glasses fogged again, wearing the least-sexy pajamas she owned - soft cotton shorts and an oversized University of Toronto tee that hung off one shoulder, Skye had changed too. Sort of. She’d ditched the tank for a loose, cropped muscle tee that showed much side boob and the smooth plane of her stomach. The boy-briefs were still there, grey cotton riding low on her hips.

Skye looked up from her phone and whistled, low and appreciative. “Cute. Very ‘I definitely don’t wanna get laid tonight.’”

Kelsey’s face went red. “I—shut up.”

Skye laughed, patting the mattress beside her. “I’m just joking. Sorry. I get told I tease people too much.”

Kelsey hovered by the foot of the bed like it might bite her.

Skye patted the duvet again, softer this time. “Sit, honey. Though I swear the mattress is older than both of us and twice as tired. It might eat you. Theres some serious sagging going on.”

Kelsey gave a nervous laugh and perched on the very edge, knees locked together, backpack still clutched in her lap like a chastity pillow. “Sorry. I’m… not great at the whole spontaneous-roommate thing.”

“First solo trip?” Skye guessed, rolling onto her stomach and kicking her feet in the air behind her. The cropped muscle tee gaped at the sides, offering a dizzying flash of tanned skin and the soft curve of her breast. Kelsey tried very hard to look only at Skye’s face.

“Yeah,” she admitted. “Three weeks in. Still waiting for the part where I turn into one of those cool backpackers who can sleep anywhere and talk to anyone.”

Skye grinned. “You’re talking to me right now.”

“You’re…” Kelsey gestured vaguely, cheeks hot. “You’re easy to talk to.”

“Dangerous words, Kelsey.” Skye winked, then rolled off the bed in one fluid motion. “Want a beer? I’ve got two warm ones left in my pack. Hostel currency.”

Kelsey hesitated. Warm beer sounded awful, but the idea of a prop to hold felt like mercy. “Sure. Thank you.”

Skye dug through her bag, came up with two cans of Pilsner, and tossed one underhand. Kelsey caught it against her chest with a startled squeak. Skye cracked hers open, took a long swallow, throat working, then flopped cross-legged at the head of the bed.

“So. History nerd?” she asked, nodding at the battered copy of some history book sticking out of Kelsey’s backpack side pocket.

Kelsey’s ears went pink. “Guilty. History and lit double major. I’ve basically been mainlining museums and old buildings since I landed.”

“Hot.” Skye said it so casually Kelsey almost missed it. Almost. “I did an arts degree for like five minutes before I realised, I’d rather surf than study. Where’ve you been so far?”

They fell into the easy rhythm of hostel small talk: Berlin’s brutalist hangover, Vienna’s obscene hot chocolate, the night Kelsey got lost in Krakow and accidentally photobombed a Polish engagement shoot. Skye told stories about wiping out in Bali, sneaking into festivals in Spain, the time she lived in a van in Portugal for three months with a girl who turned out to be married.

“She wasn’t married to a woman, right?” Kelsey asked, then immediately wanted to sink through the floor.

Skye just laughed. “Nah, married to a very confused accountant named Mark. Long story.”

The beers disappeared. The room got warmer. Kelsey’s hoodie came off somewhere around the second story about Skye motorcycling across the Nullarbor with nothing but a tent and sleeping bag. She sat curled against the headboard now, legs tucked under her, only six inches of mattress separating her bare knee from Skye’s.

Skye stretched, catlike, and the cropped tee rode higher. “You heading south next? I’m Budapest in three days, then Croatia if the weather holds.”

“Bratislava, then Budapest,” Kelsey said. “Same route.”

“No shit?” Skye’s grin was slow and delighted. “We should just… train together. Safety in numbers and all that.”

Kelsey’s heart did something complicated. “I—maybe. I mean, I hadn’t really planned—”

“Plans are overrated,” Skye said again, softer this time. She reached over and tugged gently on the hem of Kelsey’s oversized tee. “Cute shirt, by the way. Very ‘I definitely didn’t pack anything sexy just in case.’”

Kelsey groaned, hiding her face in her hands. “I hate you.”

“Liar.” Skye’s voice was warm. “Lights out? Big day tomorrow, and you look like you’re about to pass out.”

“Sounds good.” Kelsey nodded, suddenly shy again. Skye flicked off the lamp. The room dropped into city-lit darkness, the orange glow from the window painting soft stripes across the bed.

They climbed under the thin duvet from opposite sides, moving like magnets that weren’t sure if they wanted to repel or snap together. Kelsey lay ramrod straight on her back, arms pinned to her sides. Skye settled on her side facing away, giving Kelsey the illusion of space.

For a long minute the only sound was their breathing and the muffled thump of music downstairs.

Then the mattress dipped—old springs surrendering to gravity or weight—and Kelsey’s shoulder brushed Skye’s back. They both froze.

“Sorry,” Kelsey whispered.

“All good,” Skye whispered back, but she didn’t move away.

Another minute. The dip deepened. Skye’s calf slid against Kelsey’s. Heat flared up her leg like she’d touched a live wire.

She yanked her leg back so fast her knee knocked Skye’s thigh.

Skye let out a soft, sleepy laugh. “Relax, babe. It’s a small bed. Limbs happen.”

Kelsey stared at the ceiling, pulse hammering in her throat. “Right. Limbs. Totally normal.”

Skye’s voice dropped even lower. “You’re shaking again.”

“I’m cold,” Kelsey lied.

There was a rustle of sheets. Then, very carefully, Skye rolled over. Not touching—just there, warmth radiating across the tiny gap. She adjusted the covers slightly, so they were pulled up higher on both of them.

“Better?” she asked.

Kelsey swallowed. “Yeah.”

Silence stretched, thick and electric.

∞∞∞

Somewhere around the third church bell chime, Skye whispered into the dark, “Kelsey?”

“Mmm?”

“I can’t sleep.”

Kelsey’s answer was immediate. “Me neither…”

The mattress shifted again. This time when their legs tangled, neither of them moved away.

The quiet that followed felt different from the polite hush of a few minutes ago. It was heavier, humming, like the air just before lightning.

Skye’s voice came again, low and careful. “You wanna talk until we pass out? Works every time on long-haul flights.”

Kelsey let out a shaky breath that might have been a laugh. “Sure. What… what do people even talk about at two a.m. in a hostel bed with a stranger?”

“Exes. Worst kisses. The thing you’re most scared to admit out loud.” Skye’s tone was playful, but there was something gentle underneath, like she already knew Kelsey needed permission to be honest. “Dealer’s choice.”

Kelsey stared at the faint glow of the ceiling. Her heart was beating so hard she was surprised the mattress wasn’t vibrating. “I’ve uhm. I don’t know…”

“First time for everything.” Skye shifted, propping her head on her hand again; Kelsey could feel the movement more than see it. “Okay, I’ll go first. Worst kiss?”

Kelsey snorted despite herself, then smiled. “Easy. Grade eleven dance. Poor guy missed so bad he cut my lip with his tooth.”

Skye’s laugh was soft, delighted. “Fuck. That’s traumatic. Mine was this French guy in Lisbon who tasted like, so much garlic. And broken dreams. But mostly garlic. Zero out of ten, do not recommend.”

They traded stories like that for a while, just random silly stuff, and the longer they talked, the closer their voices got, the more the space between their bodies shrank. Kelsey didn’t notice exactly when Skye’s knee settled between hers, only that it felt natural now, like it belonged there.

Eventually the stories slowed.

Skye’s voice dropped to barely above a whisper. “Can I tell you something kind of real?”

Kelsey’s stomach flipped. “Yeah.”

“I broke up with someone right before this trip,” Skye said. “Liv. We were together two years. She cheated with her yoga instructor, classic I know. I thought I was over it, but… sometimes I still wake up reaching for her side of the bed.”

The confession hung in the dark, fragile and warm.

“I’m sorry,” Kelsey murmured.

“Don’t be. I’m better off.” A pause. “Your turn. Something real.”

Kelsey swallowed. All of a sudden, the words began pouring out. “I’ve never… I’ve never actually come with another person,” she whispered. “Like, ever. Two boyfriends and a lot of awkward fumbling. I thought maybe Europe would fix that. Like I’d meet some guy in a bar or museum and hit it off and finally figure it out. Instead, I’m in Prague sharing a bed with a hot girl and pretending I’m not freaking out.”

Silence.

Oops.

Then Skye’s voice, softer than Kelsey had ever heard it: “You think I’m hot?”

Kelsey’s face burned. “Shut up. You know you are.”

Skye laughed quietly, but it wasn’t teasing anymore. “Kelsey.”

“What?”

“You’re shaking again.”

This time when Skye moved, it wasn’t accidental. Her hand found Kelsey’s under the blanket, fingers sliding between fingers like they’d done it a hundred times. Her palm was warm, calloused from surfboard wax.

“I’m gonna ask you something,” Skye whispered, “and you can say no and we’ll pretend this never happened and wake up tomorrow like nothing’s weird. Okay?”

Kelsey’s heart was in her throat. “Okay.”

Skye’s thumb traced slow over Kelsey’s knuckles. “Can I hold you? Just…a cuddle. Nothing else. I sleep better like that, and you feel like you could use it too.”

It was the perfect out. Safe. Platonic. Deniable.

Kelsey turned toward her in the dark. “Yes.” Holy shit.

Skye moved carefully, like Kelsey was made of glass. One arm slid under Kelsey’s neck, the other around her waist, pulling her in until Kelsey’s forehead rested against the warm curve of Skye’s collarbone. Their legs tangled instinctively. Skye smelled like eucalyptus and salt and something indefinably safe.

Kelsey let out a breath she felt like she’d been holding for years.

“Better?” Skye murmured into her damp hair.

“That’s nice,” Kelsey whispered. She couldn’t believe what she was doing.

They stayed like that, breathing syncing, hearts slowing. Kelsey could feel Skye’s pulse under her cheek, steady and calm. She waited for the panic to come (this was a girl, this was wrong, this was not the plan), but it never did.

Instead, she felt herself sinking, melting, the last of her defences dissolving somewhere between one breath and the next.

Just before sleep took her, she thought she heard Skye whisper, so quietly it might have been a dream:

“I’ve got you.”


Chapter Three




Kelsey’s face was still tucked against Skye’s collarbone, breathing her in like oxygen she hadn’t known she needed. The room was quiet except for the soft hush of their breathing and the occasional creak of old wood settling. Somewhere far below, a tram rattled over cobblestones.

Skye’s thumb kept moving in slow, soothing arcs along Kelsey’s spine, just under the hem of her tee. Not pushing. Just… there. A silent reminder.

Kelsey’s entire body felt like it had been plugged into a low current. She tried to catalogue the feeling the way she catalogued dates in her history notes, but her brain kept short-circuiting.

Skye spoke first, voice barely louder than the city outside. “You went all stiff again. You okay?”

Kelsey swallowed. “Yeah. Just… processing.”

A soft huff of laughter vibrated under her cheek. “Take your time, babe.”

The endearment did something unfair to Kelsey’s stomach. She shifted a fraction, trying to give Skye more space, well, space, and somehow ended up with her thigh sliding higher between Skye’s. Both of them inhaled at the same time.

“Sorry—” Kelsey started.

“Don’t,” Skye murmured. “It’s nice.”

Silence again. The kind that felt like it was holding its breath.

Kelsey’s hand, which had been curled against Skye’s ribs sometime in the last five minutes, flexed involuntarily. She could feel the steady thump of Skye’s heart under her palm. Fast. Not as calm as Skye sounded.

“Your heart’s racing,” she whispered, before her brain caught up with her mouth.

Skye let out a quiet, rueful laugh. “Yeah, well. You’re warm and soft and currently draped all over me. Biology’s a bitch.”

Kelsey’s face went scarlet, but she didn’t move away. Instead her fingers spread a tiny bit wider, like they were trying to memorize the shape of Skye’s ribcage through cotton. “I’ve never… cuddled anyone like this before.”

Skye’s hand stilled on her back. “Never?”

“Sleepovers were strictly sleeping-bag-on-the-floor, lights-on, movie-marathon rules.” Kelsey’s voice was muffled against Skye’s skin. “This is… new.”

Skye’s arm tightened, just a fraction. “Good new or freak-out new?”

Kelsey thought about it. Really thought about it. The panic she’d expected (the Catholic-guilt alarm bells, the “what are you doing” spiral) never came. Instead there was only warmth. Safety. A low, steady hum undercurrent of want she didn’t have a name for yet.

“Good new,” she said, surprised at how steady her voice sounded.

Skye exhaled, then laughed. “Thank fuck.”

They lay like that for a long time. Minutes, maybe an hour. The church bells chimed once, twice. Kelsey counted them without meaning to. At some point her thumb started tracing tiny, unconscious circles on Skye’s side, just above the waistband of her boy-briefs. Skye’s breathing changed, deepened, but she didn’t say anything.

Eventually Skye spoke again, so softly Kelsey felt it more than heard it. “Can I ask you something without making it weird?”

Kelsey’s heart tripped. “Maybe.”

“When you said earlier you’ve never… finished with someone else.” Skye’s voice was careful, like she was walking across thin ice. “Was that, like… a complaint about the guys you’ve been with? Or… guys in general?”

Kelsey’s entire body went hot. She pressed her face harder into Skye’s neck, mortified. “Both? I don’t know. It always felt like… like I was performing. Like there was a script and I kept missing my lines.”

Skye was quiet for a beat. Then: “That sounds exhausting.”

“It was.”

Another silence. Skye’s fingers started moving again, slow strokes up and down Kelsey’s spine. “You know it’s not supposed to feel like that, right?”

Kelsey’s laugh came out shaky. “I’m starting to suspect.”

Skye’s hand slid a fraction higher under Kelsey’s tee, palm flat against the bare skin of her mid-back. Still safe territory. Still deniable. “You deserve to feel good, Kelsey. Not… tolerated.”

The words landed somewhere deep in Kelsey’s chest and cracked something open. Skye was right…

She didn’t answer with words. Instead, she turned her face up, just enough that her lips brushed the warm skin under Skye’s jaw. Not quite a kiss. Not yet. Just a question.

Skye went very, very still. “Kels,” She whispered. It sounded like a warning and a plea at the same time.

Kelsey’s lips hovered there, a whisper of heat against Skye’s skin. The room felt smaller, the air thicker, every breath shared between them like a secret.

Skye’s fingers dug a little harder into Kelsey’s hip, not painful, but insistent. “Kels,” she repeated, the word rougher now, laced with something hungry. “You gotta tell me what you’re doing, babe. Because if you keep teasing me like that, I’m not sure I can stop myself.”

Kelsey’s heart slammed against her ribs. Teasing? She hadn’t meant to tease. But the way Skye’s voice cracked on the last word, the way her body tensed under Kelsey’s touch—it sent a rush of warmth straight between Kelsey’s legs. She shifted again, thigh pressing higher, and felt Skye’s hips twitch in response.

“I… don’t know,” Kelsey whispered. That was no lie. She had no idea what she was doing.

Skye let out a low groan, her hand sliding up Kelsey’s back, fingers splaying wide against bare skin.

They moved clumsily, sheets twisting around their legs, until they were facing each other in the dim glow from the window. Skye’s eyes were dark, pupils blown wide, and she looked at Kelsey like she was something to devour. It made Kelsey’s stomach flip in the best way—nerves and want tangled so tight she couldn’t tell them apart.

Skye reached out, cupping Kelsey’s cheek with one hand, thumb stroking over her bottom lip. “You’re killing me,” she murmured. “All flushed and shy and trying to act all normal. Do you have any idea how hot that is?”

Kelsey’s breath hitched. “Skye…” She felt a fresh surge of arousal form on her panties. Oh fuck.

“Shh.” Skye leaned in, closing the distance until their mouths were a breath apart. “I’m gonna kiss you now. And if you want me to stop, you say so. But… I really hope you don’t.”

Kelsey felt like she was struck by lightening.

The kiss started soft, Skye’s lips gentle against Kelsey’s, giving her time to pull away. But when Kelsey sighed into it, parting her lips, Skye took it as permission and deepened the kiss, tongue sliding in slow and sure. Kelsey melted, hands fisting in Skye’s cropped tee, pulling her closer. The taste of her—mint and salt and heat—made Kelsey’s head spin.

Skye broke the kiss first, nipping at Kelsey’s bottom lip. “Good?” she asked, voice husky.

Kelsey nodded, dazed, almost seeing stars. “More.” She croaked.

Skye’s grin was wicked. “Greedy girl already. I like it.” She rolled them slightly, so Kelsey was on her back, Skye braced above her on one elbow. Her free hand traced down Kelsey’s side, over the curve of her hip, thumb hooking under the hem of her tee.

Skye’s thumb stayed there, tracing the same tiny circle over and over, like she was waiting for the exact moment Kelsey’s nerves would snap.

Kelsey’s whole body felt like it was vibrating. She could feel the damp spot in her cotton shorts growing, could feel her nipples so hard they ached. She’d never been this turned on in her life, and they were still almost fully clothed.

“Tell me yes,” Skye whispered against her mouth. “I need to hear it.”

“Yes,” Kelsey breathed. “Please.” She felt like she was dreaming. Was she really hooking up with another woman in her hostel bed? She was straight.

Skye’s grin was soft and feral at once. She sat back on her knees, straddling one of Kelsey’s thighs, and slowly, so slowly Kelsey wanted to scream, and pushed the oversized tee up. Cool air kissed Kelsey’s stomach, then her ribs, then the undersides of her breasts. Skye paused there, eyes locked on Kelsey’s.

“Arms up.”

Kelsey obeyed, lifting her arms over her head. The shirt came off in one smooth motion and was tossed somewhere across the room. She lay there, topless, vision slightly blurry, chest rising and falling too fast. She fought the urge to cover herself, knowing she was probably the color of a fire truck.

Skye just looked. Not leering, reverent. “Fuck,” she said quietly. “You’re unreal.”

Kelsey’s blush went all the way to her toes. Skye leaned down and kissed her again, deeper this time, tongue stroking in a rhythm that made Kelsey’s hips roll helplessly. While they kissed, Skye’s hand slid up Kelsey’s side, slow, deliberate, until her palm cupped one breast fully.

“Ohh…”

Kelsey broke the kiss with a gasp. The feeling of another woman’s hand on her bare skin was electric, different, softer than any boy had ever touched her, but confident in a way that made her melt.

Skye pulled back just enough to watch her own thumb circle Kelsey’s nipple, slow, teasing. The peak tightened instantly. “This okay?” she asked, voice low.

“More than okay,” Kelsey managed. Her voice cracked again on the last syllable.

Skye’s smile was pure sin. She lowered her head and flicked her tongue over the same nipple, once, twice, then closed her lips around it and sucked gently.

Kelsey’s back arched off the bed. “Oh my god.”

Skye hummed, the vibration shooting straight between Kelsey’s legs, her pussy throbbing with a needy ache. She lavished attention on one breast, then the other, alternating soft licks with firm pulls of her mouth, teeth grazing just enough to make Kelsey whimper. Every time Kelsey tried to reach for her, Skye gently pressed her wrists back to the mattress.

“Not yet,” she murmured against damp skin. “Let me take care of you first.”

Kelsey was beyond arguing. She was a live wire, every nerve singing. When Skye finally lifted her head, both of Kelsey’s nipples were red and swollen, glistening, and Kelsey was pretty sure she was soaking through her shorts.

“Oh fuck… Your turn,” Kelsey said, voice shaky but determined. She tugged at the hem of Skye’s cropped muscle tee. “Off. Please.”

Skye sat up, knees still bracketing Kelsey’s thigh, and peeled the shirt off in one smooth motion. The silver stud in her left nipple caught the faint light, and Kelsey’s mouth actually watered.

She reached up with trembling fingers, tracing the curve of Skye’s breast, circling the piercing. Skye’s breath stuttered.

“Sensitive?” Kelsey asked, emboldened.

“You have no idea,” Skye laughed, the sound ragged. “Go on. Touch me.”

Kelsey cupped both breasts, thumbs brushing over the pierced nipple, then the bare one. Skye’s head fell back, a low moan escaping her throat. Encouraged, Kelsey leaned up, took the pierced nipple into her mouth, tongue flicking the metal.

“Fuck, Kelsey,” Skye hissed, fingers threading into Kelsey’s hair, not pushing, just anchoring. “Just like that.”

Kelsey lavished the same attention Skye had shown her, licking, sucking, grazing with teeth until Skye was rocking subtly rocking against Kelsey’s thigh, leaving a damp trail on the cotton of Kelsey’s shorts.

They traded like that for what felt like forever, mouths and hands mapping every inch of exposed skin above the waist. Necks, collarbones, the soft undersides of breasts, the spot just above the waistband that made the other gasp. Every new sound, every new shiver, felt like a revelation to Kelsey. This was what it was supposed to feel like - wanted, worshipped, undone.

Eventually Skye pulled back, cheeks flushed, lips swollen, hair a wild mess. She rested her forehead against Kelsey’s, both of them breathing hard.

“I need to touch you properly,” she said, voice wrecked. “Can I?”

Kelsey’s answer was immediate, desperate. “Yes. God, yes.”

Skye’s smile was soft and filthy all at once. “Good girl.”

Her hand slid down Kelsey’s stomach, stopping at the waistband of her shorts. She didn’t move further, just waited, eyes locked on Kelsey’s.

Kelsey’s hips lifted without permission, seeking.

Skye’s grin widened. “Soon, baby. But first… I want to hear you ask for it.”

Kelsey whimpered, half mortified, half desperate. “Please, Skye…”

“Please what?”

Kelsey closed her eyes, face burning. “Please touch me.”

Skye kissed her once, soft and rewarding. “That’s my girl.”

And then her hand slipped lower… “Lift your hips for me, babe.”

Kelsey obeyed instantly, heart hammering so hard she was sure Skye could feel it. The shorts and panties came down in one slow, deliberate slide, catching for a second on Kelsey’s thighs before Skye tugged them free and dropped them off the side of the bed.

Cool air hit wet heat and Kelsey instinctively tried to close her legs. Skye’s hands were there immediately, warm and firm on the insides of her knees.

“No hiding,” Skye murmured, voice velvet and steel. “Let me see how gorgeous you are.”

Kelsey’s face burned, but she let her legs fall open. The way Skye looked at her, hungry, reverent, almost worshipping, made the nerves worth it. Here she was, in her hostel bed in the middle of the night with a stranger, her legs spread open exposing her bare and glistening pussy. She couldn’t decide if she was being brave or slutty. Maybe both.

Skye settled between her thighs, palms gliding up smooth skin until her thumbs brushed the crease where leg met hip. She didn’t touch where Kelsey needed her yet, just traced maddening circles, watching every twitch, every shudder.

“You’re soaked,” Skye said, wonder in her tone. “All this for me?”

Kelsey could only nod.

Skye leaned down and pressed a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the inside of one thigh, then the other, working higher with agonising patience. Every kiss left a wet spot that cooled instantly, making Kelsey shiver.

“Fuck…”

When Skye finally, finally licked one long, slow stripe up her centre, Kelsey’s hips jerked off the bed and a broken “oh fuck” tore out of her throat.

Skye hummed, the vibration perfect torture. “Taste so good, Kels. Been thinking about this since you walked in the door.”

She licked again, slower, parting Kelsey with the flat of her tongue, exploring every fold like she was memorising her. When she circled Kelsey’s clit, light and teasing, Kelsey’s hands flew to Skye’s hair.

“Skye, please—”

“Please what, baby?” Another slow lick, deliberately avoiding where Kelsey needed it most.

Kelsey’s head thrashed on the pillow. “Please… I need it…”

Skye rewarded her with a soft kiss directly to her clit, then slid one finger down, tracing her entrance. “This what you want?”

Kelsey nodded frantically.

Skye pushed in, slow and steady pressure, watching Kelsey’s face the whole time. Kelsey was tight, impossibly wet, and the stretch felt incredible. When Skye crooked her finger just right, Kelsey’s back bowed and a strangled moan escaped.

“There?” Skye asked, voice rough.

“Yes, yes—”

Skye added a second finger, scissoring gently, stretching her open while her tongue went back to work on Kelsey’s clit in tight, perfect circles. The dual sensation was overwhelming; Kelsey had never felt anything like it. Every thrust of Skye’s fingers hit that spot inside, every flick of tongue sent sparks up her spine.

Pressure coiled low and fast. Kelsey had no hope of lasting.

“Skye, I’m…gonna…cum…”

“Beautiful, baby,” Skye soothed, not letting up. “Let go for me. I’ve got you.”

Kelsey came with a sharp cry, thighs clamping around Skye’s head, whole body shaking as pleasure crashed over her in waves. Skye kept moving, gentler now, drawing it out until Kelsey was a boneless, trembling mess.

When the aftershocks finally faded, Skye crawled back up, kissing her softly so Kelsey could taste herself, sweet, salty, new.

∞∞∞

Kelsey floated.

Her whole body felt like it had been dipped in warm honey and then set on fire in the best possible way. She was pretty sure her bones had melted. The ceiling above her looked soft, like she could reach up and push her fingers through it.

Skye’s weight settled beside her, one arm draped possessively across Kelsey’s stomach. She pressed a lazy kiss to Kelsey’s shoulder.

“You still with me?”

Kelsey let out a breathless laugh that sounded nothing like her normal voice. “I think I just left my body for a second. Like… actually astral-projected.”

Skye’s grin was smug and soft all at once. “Good?”

Kelsey turned her head, meeting those sea-glass eyes. “I didn’t know it could feel like that,” she admitted, cheeks pink. “I thought maybe I was broken or something. Turns out I just needed…” She gestured vaguely at Skye’s mouth. “…that.”

Skye laughed, low and delighted. “Happy to be of service.”

Kelsey’s brain supplied an instant replay: the way Skye had looked between her legs, the filthy-sweet things she’d murmured against her skin, the moment everything had gone white-hot. A fresh pulse of heat throbbed low in her belly.

Holy crap, I just had sex with a woman. And I want to do it again. Like, immediately.

She rolled toward Skye, emboldened by the afterglow. “Your turn,” she said, trying for confident and landing somewhere closer to eager puppy.

Skye’s eyebrow arched. “Yeah? You sure? You look like you might pass out.”

“I’m very awake,” Kelsey insisted. She propped herself up on one elbow, tracing a finger down the centre of Skye’s stomach, stopping just above the waistband of her boy-briefs. “I want to know what you feel like. What you taste like.”

Skye’s breath caught. “Fuck. Okay. That just made me so wet.”

Kelsey nodded, heart racing again, but for an entirely different reason now.

She hooked her fingers in the elastic and tugged. Skye lifted her hips to help, and the last scrap of clothing disappeared. Kelsey sat back on her heels, just looking.

Skye was golden everywhere, trimmed neatly, already glistening. Kelsey’s mouth actually watered.

“You can touch me,” Skye said, voice gentle but rough at the edges. “However you want.”

Kelsey started with her palms on Skye’s thighs, sliding up slowly, thumbs brushing the creases where leg met hip. Skye’s muscles jumped under her hands. Encouraged, Kelsey traced one finger down the seam of her, parting slick folds. Skye was hot, silky, and so wet Kelsey’s finger came away shining.

“Oh my god,” Kelsey whispered, half to herself. She did it again, bolder, circling the swollen clit she found at the top. Skye’s hips rolled into the touch.

“Oh shit…Right there, baby. Just like that.”

Kelsey added a second finger, sliding through wetness, learning the shape of her. When she pushed one finger inside, Skye clenched around her, a low moan spilling out.

“You’re so warm,” Kelsey breathed, awed. She crooked her finger experimentally and Skye’s back arched.

“Fuck, yes, again.”

Kelsey added a second finger, thrusting slow and deep, curling on every stroke the way Skye had done to her. Skye’s hand found her wrist, not stopping, just guiding the rhythm faster, harder.

“I want your mouth,” Skye panted. “Please, Kels.”

Kelsey didn’t hesitate. She lowered herself between Skye’s thighs, inhaling the musky-sweet scent of her, and licked one broad stripe up her centre.

“You taste so good…”

Skye’s whole body jolted. “Oh fuck—”

Kelsey did it again, slower, tasting, exploring. She circled Skye’s clit with the tip of her tongue, then sucked gently. Skye’s thighs trembled around her ears.

“Inside,” Skye gasped. “Tongue inside while you—”

Kelsey pushed her tongue in as deep as she could, curling, while her fingers rubbed tight circles over Skye’s clit. Skye’s moans climbed higher, hips grinding against Kelsey’s face.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop—”

Kelsey didn’t. She licked and sucked and thrust until Skye’s whole body went rigid, a broken cry tearing from her throat as she came hard, pulsing around Kelsey’s tongue, wetness coating her chin.

When Skye finally went limp, Kelsey crawled back up, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, grinning like she’d won the lottery.

“Oh my god,” Skye pulled her down into a lazy, filthy kiss, tasting herself on Kelsey’s tongue. “You’re a natural,” she murmured against Kelsey’s lips.

Kelsey laughed, giddy and proud. “Beginner’s luck.”

Skye’s eyes sparkled. “You literally made me cum in literally like 30 seconds”

They both dissolved into breathless laughter, tangled together, the way only brand-new lovers can, equal parts stunned and starving for more.

They didn’t bother with clothes after that. Skin on skin, slick and warm, they curled together like they’d been doing it for years. Skye tucked Kelsey’s head under her chin, one leg thrown over Kelsey’s hip, fingers tracing lazy figure-eights on her back. Kelsey’s palm rested over Skye’s heart, feeling it slow from frantic to steady.

Every so often one of them would press a sleepy kiss to whatever skin was closest, shoulder, collarbone, the corner of a mouth, and they’d both hum, content little sounds that dissolved into the quiet.

“You wrecked me,” Kelsey mumbled against Skye’s neck, voice thick with oncoming sleep.

Skye’s laugh rumbled under her cheek. “Feeling’s mutual.”

The last thing Kelsey remembered was Skye’s lips brushing her forehead and the soft whisper, “Sleep, baby. I’ve got you.”

Then nothing but the gentle hush of Prague outside and the steady beat of two hearts finally synced.


Chapter Four




Golden light was already spilling across the bed when Kelsey surfaced again.

The room smelled like sex and sleep and sweat. The sheets were a disaster, half on the floor, half twisted around their legs. Skye was on her back, one arm flung above her head, the other still curled possessively around Kelsey’s waist. Her mouth was slightly open, hair a wild halo against the pillow.

Kelsey watched her for a long moment, heart doing something soft and ridiculous. I had sex with this woman. I made her cum. She made me cum. And she’s still here.

The thought sent a fresh pulse of heat between her legs.

She shifted closer, pressing her lips to the warm slope of Skye’s breast. Skye stirred, making a low, sleepy sound, but didn’t wake. Kelsey smiled against her skin and kissed lower, soft, open-mouthed presses down the centre of Skye’s stomach. When she reached the sharp cut of a hipbone, Skye’s fingers finally threaded into her hair.

“Morning,” Skye rasped, voice gravel-rough and perfect.

Kelsey looked up the length of Skye’s body. “Morning.”

Skye’s eyes were heavy-lidded, pupils already blown again. “You starting something, babe?”

“Maybe,” Kelsey said, emboldened by the way Skye’s thighs parted without hesitation. She crawled up, kissing her slow and deep, tasting sleep and last night’s pleasure still lingering.

Skye rolled them so they were on their sides, facing each other, legs sliding together until their centres lined up perfectly. The first slick drag made them both gasp into the kiss.

“Fuck yeah…Like this,” Skye whispered. She hooked one of Kelsey’s legs over her hip, opening her wider, then rocked forward experimentally, pressing her soaking slit to Kelsey’s.

The pressure was immediate and perfect. Kelsey’s head fell back with a broken moan.

Skye set a lazy rhythm at first, slow rolls of her hips that had their clits gliding together in wet, filthy friction. Every grind sent sparks up Kelsey’s spine; every exhale was shared breath against the other’s mouth.

“God, you feel incredible,” Skye groaned, forehead pressed to Kelsey’s. “Such a beautiful, wet little pussy...”

Kelsey couldn’t form words. She just clung to Skye’s shoulders and matched the rhythm, rolling her hips up to meet every thrust. The angle was exquisite, pressure exactly where she needed it, building slow and relentless.

Skye’s hand slid between them, not to touch, just to feel the slick slide of them moving together. “Look at us,” she breathed. “So fucking pretty.”

Kelsey glanced down. The sight of their bodies joined, hips rolling in perfect sync, slick shining on both of them, nearly undid her.

“Faster,” she begged.

Skye obliged, pace quickening, breath hitching. The bed creaked softly beneath them, headboard tapping the wall in a gentle, steady beat. Their mouths found each other again, messy, open, swallowing every moan.

Kelsey felt it building again, that bright, coiling heat. “Skye, I’m close—”

“Me too, baby, me too—”

Skye shifted the angle just slightly, grinding harder, clit to clit, and the world whited out.

Kelsey came first, a long, trembling cry muffled against Skye’s neck. The clench and pulse of her body dragged Skye right after; Skye buried her face in Kelsey’s hair and shuddered through it, hips stuttering, thighs shaking.

They rode it out together, rocking slower, softer, until the last aftershock faded and they were just clinging, sweaty and smiling and breathless.

Eventually Skye flopped onto her back, pulling Kelsey half on top of her. The morning sun painted gold across their tangled limbs.

“Best wake-up call ever,” Skye said, voice hoarse.

Kelsey laughed into her collarbone. “We’re never leaving this bed.”

“Deal,” Skye murmured, kissing her temple. “Budapest can wait another day.”

Outside, church bells rang eight. Inside room 204, two girls who’d stumbled into the same bed by accident decided some mistakes were meant to last a lifetime.

∞∞∞

The next six weeks were a blur of golden light and stolen breath and orgasms.

They never did separate in Budapest. One look at Kelsey’s flushed, hopeful face over breakfast trdelník on the Charles Bridge and Skye had simply said, “Fuck it, come with me,” and Kelsey had cancelled every solo reservation from Bratislava to Split without a second thought.

They moved through Europe like a couple of hedonists:

A tiny pension in Ljubljana where they fingered against the window while fireworks exploded over the river.

A night train to Zagreb where they learned how quiet you have to be when the bunk is barely wider than their bodies.

A beach in Hvar where Skye taught Kelsey to ride a surfboard after riding her face.

Every city was a new adventure, together. Every new language on Kelsey’s tongue turned into dirty talk into Skye’s ear. They collected memories with each other: the taste of gelato on each other’s mouths in Rome, the way Kelsey’s glasses fogged in the steam of a thermal bath in Budapest, the night Skye cried into Kelsey’s name into a pillow in Sofia the first time she rimmed her.

Kelsey stopped pretending she was straight and she was just experimenting somewhere around the Croatian coastline. Skye stopped pretending this was just a fling somewhere around the third time Kelsey said “I love you” half-asleep on a ferry to Korčula.

They never said it awake until much later, but they both knew.

And then, eight weeks and four countries after a double-booked hostel room changed everything, they arrived in Santorini.

Skye had booked one room in a tiny white-washed hotel carved into the cliff in Oia. Blue dome, infinity pool, the whole postcard. Kelsey stepped onto their private terrace, sunset bleeding pink and orange across the caldera, and actually teared up.

“Too much?” Skye asked, wrapping arms around her from behind, chin on her shoulder.

“Perfect,” Kelsey whispered.

That night they made love slow and reverent on the sun-warmed tiles, waves crashing far below, until the sky was full of stars and neither of them could move.

The next morning Kelsey woke to an empty bed and the smell of coffee. She padded out in one of Skye’s oversized tanks, rubbing sleep from her eyes, and found Skye on the terrace in nothing but bikini bottoms, hair wild from saltwater and sex, holding two cappuccinos and looking nervous - actually nervous, which was new.

“Morning, gorgeous,” Skye said, voice softer than usual. She handed Kelsey a cup with slightly shaky fingers. “Got something for you.”

Kelsey took a sip, confused. “You already gave me like four orgasms last night. I’m pretty spoiled.”

Skye laughed, but it was thin. She set her own cup down and reached into the pocket of the discarded shirt beside her. When her hand came back, there was a small, battered velvet box resting on her palm.

Kelsey’s heart stopped.

“It’s not—” Skye started quickly, cheeks pink. “I mean, it is, but it’s not… just open it before I die of embarrassment.”

Kelsey’s hands trembled as she took the box. Inside, on a thin silver chain, was a tiny silver wave, exactly like the tattoo on Skye’s hip, soldered to a delicate compass rose.

“I know we’re not… there yet,” Skye said, rushing the words now. “But I want you to know I’m not going anywhere. When we get home…wherever home ends up being, I want it to be ours. Together. If you want that too.”

Kelsey stared at the necklace, then at Skye’s hopeful, terrified face.

“Skye,” she said, voice cracking.

“If you hate it I can—”

Kelsey shut her up with a kiss, coffee forgotten, arms around Skye’s neck, legs around her waist, the little velvet box clutched tight in one fist.

When they broke apart, both crying a little, Kelsey laughed wetly. “Put it on me?”

Skye’s hands shook as she fastened the chain. The wave and compass rested just above Kelsey’s heart.

“East, west, north, south,” Skye whispered, pressing her lips to the pendant, then to Kelsey’s skin. “Doesn’t matter. I’m already home.”

Kelsey pulled her down onto the sun-lounger, coffee cups tipping forgotten into the tiles, and showed her exactly how perfectly they fit.

Later, when the sun was high and their skin was salty again, Kelsey traced the new necklace and smiled.

“Best hostel glitch ever.”

Skye grinned against her shoulder.

“Told you plans were overrated.”

She pulled back just enough to meet Kelsey’s eyes, suddenly shy in a way that made Kelsey’s heart flip. “Actually… the necklace wasn’t the only surprise.”

Kelsey raised an eyebrow. “There’s more?”

Skye reached under the sun-lounger pillow and pulled out a small, discreet black box. Inside was a sleek, midnight-blue silicone strap-on with a harness and a bottle of lube—perfectly packed, clearly chosen with care.

Kelsey’s mouth fell open, then curved into a delighted, wicked smile. “Oh my god. You’re so bad! Like actually evil.”

“Guilty,” Skye laughed, cheeks pink. “Saw it in Split, thought of you riding me on a terrace in Santorini with that view behind you… figured it was worth the luggage space.”

Kelsey’s laugh turned into a hungry little moan. She was already wet again, just from the promise in Skye’s eyes, the idea of trying something like that. Before this trip, she had never thought she’d… get fucked by a strap on cock. Now, she wanted nothing more. “Get it on. Right now.”

Minutes later Skye stood at the foot of the lounger, harness snug around her hips, the blue toy catching the sunlight. She looked like a goddess who’d decided to ruin Kelsey in the best possible way.

Kelsey lay back, legs already spread, necklace glinting between her breasts. “That’s so fucking hot…Come here.”

Skye crawled over her, kissing her slow and deep, lube-slick fingers sliding inside first to make sure Kelsey was ready. When Kelsey started rocking against her hand, begging, Skye lined up and pushed in—slow, steady, watching every inch disappear.

Kelsey’s head fell back against the cushions, a long, broken moan spilling out as she was filled perfectly. The angle was incredible; every thrust nudged that spot inside that made her see stars.

“Oh shit… Skye…”

“Fuck, you take me so well,” Skye whispered, voice shaking with how good it felt to watch Kelsey take her dick. She set a lazy, sun-drenched rhythm—deep rolls of her hips that had the lounger creaking softly, the sea sparkling below them like it was cheering them on. “Look at your pretty pussy take my cock.”

Kelsey’s hands gripped Skye’s ass, pulling her deeper, faster. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, Skye… fuck me—please—”

Skye obliged, bracing one hand beside Kelsey’s head, the other slipping between them to circle her clit. The necklace bounced with every thrust, wave and compass catching the light.

Kelsey came first, back arching off the lounger, crying Skye’s name loud enough that she was vaguely glad the nearest neighbour was three terraces away. Skye followed seconds later, grinding deep, shuddering through it with Kelsey’s legs wrapped tight around her waist.

They stayed locked together, breathing hard, the toy still buried inside, hearts hammering against each other. Skye finally eased out gently, then collapsed beside Kelsey, pulling her close.

Kelsey traced lazy circles over Skye’s hip, the necklace cool against her flushed skin. “Best surprise ever,” she whispered.

Skye kissed the compass pendant, then Kelsey’s lips—soft, sated, and stupidly in love.

And somewhere far below, the waves kept curling, steady and endless, just like the life they were about to build together—one accidental room, one brave yes, one silver compass, and one perfect sunrise strap-on session at a time.

Kelsey and Skye lived Happily ever after…

The End.
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