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Hungry for Her




My thighs were still screaming from the three-hour suicide drills Coach had put us through, but even that didn’t come close to the weight sitting in my chest. The physical burn I knew how to handle. This felt heavier, like something lodged under my ribs that wouldn’t shift no matter how steady I tried to breathe.

I leaned back against the cool metal of my locker, letting it press into my damp skin as my breathing finally started to even out. The chill grounded me for a second.

Around me, the locker room blurred into motion and noise, a familiar chaos that usually felt like home. Locker doors slammed shut in uneven rhythms, the showers hissed and echoed behind the tiled wall, and the whole space buzzed with the high, excited chatter of fifteen girls riding the adrenaline of a win.

We’d just locked in a top seed in the conference, and it showed in every laugh, every raised voice, every careless movement.

“Great sets today, Lauren,” Becca said as she passed behind me, her hand landing on my shoulder in a quick, sweaty squeeze that lingered.

“Thanks,” I muttered, forcing the smile everyone expected from me. The Golden Girl smile. It came automatically, practiced and polished, but it didn’t feel like mine anymore. It felt like something I put on for them, something that stretched a little tighter every time I used it.

I pushed off the locker and turned toward the mirror bolted at the end of the row. The fluorescent lighting didn’t do me any favors.

My blonde hair had completely lost the fight, frizzed out and escaping my ponytail in damp, tangled strands that stuck to my neck and temples. My skin was flushed from exertion, my sports bra digging into my ribs in a way that made me want to rip it off, and my spandex shorts were riding higher than they were supposed to.

The boosters loved them for that reason. They always talked about our “athletic builds” like it was part of the brand.

I looked exactly like what everyone thought I was supposed to be. Lauren Vance. All-American setter. 3.8 GPA. Reliable. Focused. Predictable. The girl who had it all figured out, or at least looked like she did.

Then Chloe walked past me on her way to the showers.

She didn’t even glance in my direction. It shouldn’t have meant anything. But as she reached up and pulled her jersey over her head, the movement slow and absentminded, my stomach flipped in this drawn-out, almost painful way.

My eyes caught on the smooth line of her back, the subtle definition in her muscles, the way the overhead light traced the dip of her spine like it had something to say about it. Her skin looked damp, almost soft in a way that didn’t match the intensity of the practice we’d just survived.

Stop it.

The thought came sharp and immediate, like I could cut the moment off if I was quick enough. I dragged my gaze back to the mirror, to myself, but my heart was already racing in a way that had nothing to do with cardio. It felt off-beat, out of sync with everything else, like it had its own agenda.

This was the thing I didn’t talk about. The thing I didn’t even fully let myself think about unless it forced its way in. I’d started calling it the “secret hunger” in my head because I didn’t have better language for it.

It wasn’t just a passing thought or a harmless crush. It was heavier than that. It was this constant, low pull under my skin, like a magnet I couldn’t turn off, drawing me toward the women around me in ways I wasn’t supposed to feel. It made my body feel too tight, like I was being held together by something that might snap if I pushed it.

It was wrong. Or at least it wasn’t part of the version of my life I’d built. I was supposed to be thinking about scouting reports, rotations, the next match. I was supposed to be focused on my post-grad internship, on keeping everything lined up the way it had always been.

Not this.

Not standing in a locker room wondering what it would feel like to lean in close to a teammate, to press my face into the curve of her neck just to see if she tasted as sweet as she smelled.

The air felt thicker the longer I stood there. The locker room always smelled like this after practice, a mix of body spray, expensive shampoo, and sweat that clung to everything, but it had never hit me like this before.

Usually, it just meant we’d worked hard. Today it felt like too much, like every scent was amplified, pressing in on me from all sides. Every time a towel snapped or a laugh rang out, it felt sharper than it should have, like I was tuned into something just slightly off from everyone else.

Get it together, Lauren. You’re just tired.

“You coming to the pre-game party at the frat house?” Becca called from across the room. She’d already showered, a towel wrapped loosely around her, her shoulders still dotted with water that caught the light when she moved.

“Can’t,” I said, my voice tighter than I meant it to be. I turned back to my locker and started shoving my knee pads into my duffel bag, my movements a little too forceful, like I could pack this feeling away with everything else. “I need to pack. Miami, remember?”

“Right. The big tournament,” she said with a grin, like the whole thing was one long reward waiting for us. “Sun, sand, and hopefully some hot guys from the beach patrol.”

“Exactly,” I said, and the word felt dry the second it left my mouth.

I focused on that. Miami. The tournament. The next thing, the next step, the next version of myself that didn’t feel like this. It had to be my way out.

Once we were in Florida, once I was out of the routine and away from campus and all the people who already had me figured out, this would settle. It had to.

I just needed distance. Distraction. Heat and pressure and the kind of noise that would drown everything else out. I pictured the games, the crowds, the neon blur of South Beach at night, anything that could override the voice in the back of my head that kept pushing the same thought forward.

You’re not who you think you are.

I yanked the zipper of my bag closed, the sound cutting sharp through the humid air. It felt final, like I was sealing something off, even if I knew I wasn’t.

I was the Golden Girl. I was straight. I was fine.

That’s what I told myself as I glanced back at the mirror one last time, but the reflection didn’t fully cooperate. There was something there I couldn’t smooth over, something flickering behind my eyes that didn’t match the rest of me. It looked too close to panic, too close to wanting something I couldn’t say out loud.

I held that gaze for a second longer than I should have, then looked away.

Because the truth was, I didn’t feel fine. I felt like I was barely keeping my head above water, pulled under by something I didn’t understand and couldn’t admit to anyone else. And as much as I wanted to believe Miami would fix it, that it would give me space to breathe again, there was a part of me that already knew better.

Miami wasn’t going to quiet this. It was going to bring it to the surface.
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The second the bus doors hissed open, the Miami heat slammed into me like something solid, like I’d walked straight into a wall I hadn’t seen coming. It wasn’t just the temperature climbing up my skin, it was the humidity that came with it, thick and heavy, clinging to every inch of me. The air tasted salty with something tropical underneath, like expensive coconut oil layered over the sharper edge of engine exhaust and hot pavement.

I stepped down onto the asphalt, my sneakers hitting the ground with a dull thud, and immediately felt my Nike shorts stick to my thighs in a way that made me hyper-aware of my own body. My team polo clung too, the fabric damp almost instantly, like it had shrunk two sizes in the span of a breath.

Back home, everything had structure. My days were mapped out down to the minute. Practice, weights, film, sleep. There wasn’t space for anything else to creep in. But here, standing in front of a hotel that looked more like a palace carved out of glass and gold than somewhere people actually slept, that structure felt like it had dissolved the second I stepped off the bus.

“Holy shit,” Becca breathed beside me, sliding her sunglasses up onto her nose as she tilted her head back to take it all in. “Are we sure the athletic department paid for this? This place looks like an influencer’s paradise.”

I didn’t answer her. I couldn’t seem to get my voice to cooperate. My heart was beating too fast, thudding unevenly against my ribs in a way that didn’t feel right. It was the same kind of rush I got before a championship serve, that spike of adrenaline that sharpened everything and dried out my mouth, except this time there was no ball in my hands, nothing to focus it on.

We moved inside with the rest of the team, and the shift from heat to air conditioning should have been a relief, but it wasn’t. The lobby hit me all at once, a full sensory overload that made it hard to think straight.

The ceilings stretched impossibly high overhead, white marble floors gleaming under the lights, reflecting flashes of neon pink from a bar tucked off to the side. Somewhere out of sight, a bass-heavy house track pulsed through hidden speakers, low and constant, like a heartbeat that didn’t belong to me.

Everywhere I looked, there was skin. Tan shoulders catching the light, deep necklines that drew my eyes before I could stop them, long legs moving across the polished floor like they had nowhere to be but still all the time in the world. It felt like the entire room was built to be seen, to be looked at.

And for some reason, I couldn’t stop looking.

Get a grip, Lauren, I told myself, tightening my hold on the handle of my rolling duffel until my fingers ached. You’re here for the tournament. You’re here to win.

We lined up at the check-in desk, and I tried to focus on anything that felt neutral, anything that wouldn’t pull me off balance, but my body wouldn’t cooperate. A bead of sweat slid slowly down the center of my chest, tracing a line between my breasts before disappearing into the elastic of my sports bra, and I felt every inch of it like it was amplified.

I was suddenly aware of everything at once. The way the girl behind the counter had her dark hair pulled back into a sleek, sharp bun that made her look almost untouchable. The clean line of her neck. The way the overhead lighting caught along the curve of her collarbone when she leaned forward to grab a key card.

I forced my gaze away, dropping it to a neat stack of tourist brochures on the counter like they were the most interesting thing in the world. My thoughts were a mess, slipping out of place faster than I could catch them.

Being away from campus felt like stepping onto unstable ground. Back there, I knew exactly who I was supposed to be. Lauren Vance, the girl with the plan, the one everyone could count on. Here, under neon lights and swaying palm shadows, that version of me felt distant, like a role I’d been playing for so long I’d forgotten what it was like to stop.

“Lauren, you okay? You look like you’re about to pass out,” Becca said, nudging her shoulder lightly into mine.

“Just the heat,” I said quickly, wiping the back of my hand across my forehead even though it didn’t do much. “It’s intense.”

“Tell me about it. I’m dying to get into a bikini and find the nearest body of water,” she said, leaning into me as she spoke. Her bare arm brushed against mine, warm and slightly damp, and my whole body reacted before I could stop it. I jerked back a fraction, the contact hitting me like a live wire, sharp and immediate, sending something tight and unfamiliar twisting low in my stomach.

“I think I’m just going to unpack and maybe hit the gym,” I said, the words coming out too fast, like I needed them to build distance for me.

“The gym? We just spent six hours on a bus, Lauren. Live a little.”

She laughed it off, already turning back toward the rest of the team, her attention shifting as easily as always, but I stayed where I was, my feet planted against the marble like I’d forgotten how to move.

My pulse wouldn’t slow down, each beat coming a little too quick, a little too heavy. This was supposed to feel like a reward, like something we’d earned, but instead it felt like I’d stepped into something I didn’t have control over.

I could feel it happening in real time, the version of me I’d built starting to crack at the edges. The Golden Girl wasn’t holding together the way she was supposed to. The pieces felt loose, like they were already slipping, already scattering across the polished floor beneath my feet.

I stood there for a second longer than I should have, breathing in air that still felt too thick, too full of everything I wasn’t ready to deal with, and tried to steady myself. There was something building under my skin, something I couldn’t ignore no matter how hard I tried to push it down. It was in the way the air seemed to hum around me, in the way every sensation felt just a little too sharp.

I wasn’t just here for volleyball. I could feel that now, even if I didn’t want to say it out loud. I was here because I was running out of places to hide, and this city wasn’t going to let me pretend otherwise.

I turned slightly, my gaze drawn toward the massive glass windows that stretched along the far wall. Beyond them, the ocean spread out in a wide, darkening line, the last light of the sun slipping down into it. The sky was shifting colors, soft gold bleeding into deeper shades, and somewhere out there the real Miami was starting to wake up. A city built on want. On indulgence. On people letting themselves cross lines they swore they wouldn’t.

The air in my hotel room felt wrong the second I shut the door behind me, too still, too quiet, even with the steady hum of the AC filling the space. It should have been calming after the chaos of the lobby, but it only made everything louder in my head.

Every time I closed my eyes, the same flashes came back, uninvited. The curve of a shoulder. The sheen of damp skin under fluorescent lights. The way my gaze had lingered longer than it should have. My whole body felt keyed up, like I was vibrating just under the surface, my skin humming with something I couldn’t switch off no matter how hard I tried.

I paced once across the room, then again, my bare feet sinking into the carpet, but it didn’t help. The energy didn’t dissipate. It just built, coiling tighter inside me until I couldn’t ignore it anymore.

I needed to move. I needed something to cut through this.

Water.

The thought came fast and clear, and I latched onto it like it might save me. I dug through my bag and pulled out the black string bikini I’d bought months ago on a whim, something that had felt bold and a little reckless at the time.

I’d never actually worn it. Back home, there had always been a reason not to. Too much going on. Too many eyes. Too many expectations. Here, none of those excuses felt solid enough to hold.

I changed quickly, the thin fabric of the bikini settling against my skin in a way that made me suddenly aware of every inch of myself. I grabbed one of the hotel robes and pulled it over my shoulders, tying it loosely at my waist. For a second, I just stood there, hand still on the knot, like I was waiting for something to stop me. Nothing did.

I slipped out into the hallway, the door clicking softly behind me, and the quiet felt different out here. Suspended. Like I was stepping into something I wasn’t supposed to be part of. The walk to the elevator felt long, each step echoing faintly, my pulse keeping time with it. When the doors finally slid open and I stepped inside, I caught my reflection in the mirrored wall, my hair still slightly damp, my face flushed in a way that had nothing to do with heat.

The ride down to the spa level stretched out, the seconds dragging, my anticipation twisting into something tight and unfamiliar. By the time the doors opened again, I was almost holding my breath.

The outdoor spa area felt like stepping into another world entirely. The air was thick again, but softer here, layered with the faint scent of water and greenery instead of exhaust. Palm fronds rustled overhead, their leaves brushing together with a quiet, rhythmic sound that blended into the distant hum of the city. The pool stretched out in front of me, its surface smooth and glassy, reflecting the pale glow of the moon above.

But it was the hot tub that pulled my attention without hesitation. I should’ve been headed to a pool to cool down the heat in my body, but the thought of a hot tub soaking into my muscles felt like more of a relief.

It was tucked into a corner designed to feel hidden, surrounded by curved rock and lush ferns that softened the edges of everything. Steam curled up from the water in slow, lazy spirals, catching the glow of the underwater lights and turning the whole space into something hazy and unreal.

For a second, I thought I was alone.

Then I saw the dark shape at the far edge, a spill of dark hair resting against the stone.

“Water’s perfect,” a voice said, low and smooth, threaded with a slight rasp that made something in me tighten before I could stop it.

I froze, my hand still gripping the tie of my robe. “Oh. I didn’t mean to. I can go.”

“Don’t be boring,” she said, turning her head toward me.

The word boring landed in a way that felt more like a challenge than a comment, and I found myself looking at her fully for the first time. She was beautiful in a way that didn’t fit into any of the categories I was used to.

She didn’t look like the girls on my team, all strength and structure and sharp edges built from repetition and discipline. She was lean instead, her body relaxed against the curve of the tub, her skin pale where it broke the surface of the dark water. Her arms were covered in fine-line tattoos, delicate but intricate, vines weaving into abstract shapes that shifted subtly as the water moved around them.

I hesitated for half a second longer, then loosened my grip and let the robe fall from my shoulders. The fabric slipped down my arms and pooled at my feet, and I felt it the moment her attention shifted. It wasn’t like the looks I was used to at parties, quick and evaluative, like someone was deciding what I was worth in a glance. This was slower. Intentional. Her gaze followed the line of my collarbone, dipped lower to where my bikini top held my breasts in place, traced the tension across my stomach, and then, finally, lifted back to meet my eyes.

My breath caught, but I didn’t look away.

I stepped carefully down into the water, the heat wrapping around my legs first, then rising higher, soaking into muscles that were still sore from practice. It stung for a second, almost too much, before it settled.

I moved to the opposite side and sat, keeping what felt like a safe distance between us, even though the space was small enough that I could feel the subtle current of her movements brushing against my skin.

“You’re with the volleyball team, right?” she asked, leaning back against the edge. Her arms stretched out along the ledge, exposing the inside of her wrist where a delicate moth tattoo rested, its wings detailed and precise. “I saw the bus. And you… you have that ‘I could kill you with a spiked ball’ vibe.”

I let out a small laugh, the sound thinner than I intended. “Is it that obvious?”

“The posture gives it away,” she said, her eyes flicking over me again, not in a way that felt invasive, but not neutral either. She tilted her head slightly, watching the steam drift between us. “I’m Serena. I’m here for the art festival. Mostly just looking for things worth sketching.”

“Lauren,” I said, and my voice came out softer than I meant it to. I shifted slightly, trying to settle more comfortably against the heat, and my thigh brushed lightly against her foot under the water.

The contact was brief, almost nothing, but it hit me like a spark. A jolt that shot straight through me, low and intense, tightening something in my stomach before I could process it. I pulled my leg back quickly, my face heating as I stared down at the water like it might give me something to focus on.

“So, Lauren,” Serena said, and there was something different in her tone now. She moved then, gliding through the water with an ease that made it look effortless, closing some of the space between us without hesitation. “Does you ever get tired of it?”

I blinked, the question catching me off guard even as something in me reacted to it instantly. “Tired of what?”

“The performance.” She stopped a few feet away, the water shifting gently between us, her tattoos blurring slightly beneath the surface. “The straight-A, star-athlete, perfectly put together act. You’re wearing it like armor.” Her gaze held mine, steady and unflinching. “But you look like you’re about to shatter.”

My breath hitched before I could stop it. The instinct to deny it rose up immediately, familiar and practiced. I could feel the words lining up, ready to come out the way they always did. Something about discipline. About focus. About knowing what mattered.

But standing here, sitting in front of her with the heat pressing in from all sides and her eyes fixed on me like she could see through every layer I’d built, the lie felt heavy. It felt obvious.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said quietly, but I didn’t move. I didn’t pull away.

“Sure, you don’t.” Serena’s mouth curved into a small smile, something knowing and just a little dangerous. She let her fingers drift through the water, the movement slow, the ripples spreading outward until they brushed lightly against my knee. “But you didn’t come down here because you were thinking about volleyball, Lauren.”

My pulse was loud in my ears now, drowning out everything else.

“You came down here,” she continued, her voice softer but more certain, “because you’re hungry for something you don’t let yourself have back home.”

I stared at her, the words landing somewhere deep, somewhere I couldn’t immediately push them away from. The heat of the water felt different now, heavier, like it was closing in on me, seeping under my skin instead of just around it. Every instinct I had told me I should leave, that I should get out, go back upstairs, put the door between me and this moment before it went any further.

But I didn’t move.

For the first time in my life, the part of me that followed the rules without question, the part that kept everything in line and under control, felt quieter.

And I wasn’t sure I wanted to listen to it anyway.

The water churned around us, the jets humming beneath the surface in a low, steady rhythm that seemed to settle somewhere deep in my bones. The vibration blurred the edges of everything, but it didn’t touch the tension sitting between us. That felt separate. Heavy.

Serena didn’t speak right away. She just watched me, her gaze steady, her dark eyes catching the reflection of the moonlight in a way that made them look almost lit from within. Then she shifted, not with any sudden movement, not like someone trying to close distance, but with this slow, controlled drift that felt deliberate.

Her shoulders cut through the surface of the water as she moved, smooth and unhurried, like she was completely at ease in a space that suddenly felt unfamiliar to me.

I should have moved back. The thought came clearly, like a voice I recognized. But my body didn’t follow through. My legs felt heavy, anchored in place, like the weight of the water had doubled without warning.

Then it happened.

It could have been nothing. It should have been nothing. As she shifted to sit beside me on the bench, her thigh brushed against mine, the contact starting at the outer edge and sliding inward.

It wasn’t quick or accidental in the way things sometimes are when people move around each other. It was slow, sustained, the slick glide of skin against skin under the water that made it impossible to ignore.

The reaction hit me instantly. My toes curled against the tiled floor of the tub as something surged up from the point of contact, not a simple spark but something heavier, more physical. It rushed through me, settling low in my stomach in that same tight, aching place I’d been trying to push away for months. My breath caught in my throat, a small, uneven hitch that sounded louder than it should have in the quiet.

“You’re not moving away,” she murmured, her voice soft, close enough now that it felt like it was brushing against my skin.

She was close enough that I could smell her, the clean bite of chlorine mixed with something warmer, something faintly citrus that lingered just under it. It grounded the moment and made it sharper at the same time.

“I… I should,” I said, but the words felt disconnected from the rest of me. Under the surface, our legs stayed pressed together, her skin warm in a way that felt different from the heat of the water. More concentrated. More real.

Serena lifted her hand slowly, breaking the surface, droplets sliding down her wrist. She didn’t reach for my face outright. Instead, she moved with an ease that made it feel like the space between us had always been hers to cross, her fingers brushing a damp strand of hair away from my temple and tucking it gently behind my ear.

Her touch was cool for a second before the warmth returned, and the light graze of her knuckles against my skin sent a rush through me that made my pulse stutter, then race.

“You’re vibrating, Lauren,” she said quietly, her tone low, almost thoughtful. “And it’s not just the jets.”

She leaned closer, the distance between us narrowing until I could feel the heat of her breath near my ear. Her voice dropped even further, soft but certain.

“I think you’ve been performing for everyone else for so long that you’ve forgotten what it feels like to actually want something for yourself.” Her words lingered for a beat, then sharpened just slightly. “And right now, I think you want me to touch you.”

My chest tightened, my heart pounding hard enough that it felt like it might break through my ribs. The worst part wasn’t that she said it. It was that something in me responded immediately, a recognition I couldn’t push down.

My body reacted before my mind could catch up, every nerve pulling toward her, toward the idea of her hand moving just a little lower, of feeling the lines of her tattoos beneath my fingers, of finding out if her lips felt the way they looked in the dim light.

The intensity of it scared me. Not just the wanting, but how quickly it had taken hold, how little control I seemed to have over it. It felt too big, too immediate, and completely wrong in a way that made panic rise up fast and sharp.

“I can’t,” I said, the words catching as I forced them out. This time, my body followed.

I pushed myself up, my legs unsteady for a second as I stood, the sudden shift from sitting to standing making the world tilt slightly. The air hit my skin immediately, the contrast from the hot water to the humid night sending a chill through me that had nothing to do with temperature. I stepped out of the tub too quickly, water dripping down my legs, my pulse still racing out of control.

I didn’t look back. I didn’t give myself the chance to.

I grabbed my robe from where I’d left it, the fabric clinging awkwardly to my damp skin as I pulled it around me and tied it with shaky hands. Then I moved, fast, my feet carrying me across the stone and toward the path that led back inside, away from the grotto, away from her.

The walk back felt like a blur. The elevator ride, the hallway, the key card slipping once before I managed to get it right. I didn’t slow down until I was inside my room again, the door closing behind me with a solid, final click as the lock slid into place.

I leaned forward, pressing my forehead against the cool wood, my breath coming in uneven pulls that I couldn’t seem to steady. My thighs still tingled where her skin had touched mine, the sensation lingering in a way that felt impossible to ignore, and my heartbeat pounded in my ears, loud and insistent.

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to anchor myself in something familiar, something solid.

I was Lauren Vance. I was the star setter. I was straight.

I repeated it silently, like it might settle something if I said it enough times, but the words didn’t land the way they used to. They felt thin, like something I’d memorized instead of something I knew.

I stayed there in the dark, my damp bikini clinging to my skin, a chill settling in that had nothing to do with the temperature of the room, and let the truth press in around me.

I was lying to myself. And somehow, without even trying, Serena had seen right through it.
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We’d just crushed State in three straight sets. It should have felt clean and simple, the kind of win that left you buzzing, lungs full, everything fun and bright. Usually, I rode that high for hours. I’d be loud with the girls, replaying big moments, already arguing over which South Beach club we were going to take over like we owned the city.

Instead, I was sitting at the hotel’s rooftop bar with a sweating glass of club soda and lime in my hand, feeling like I didn’t belong in my own body.

The night air was warm and soft, the kind that wrapped around your skin instead of cutting through it, and the city stretched out below us in a blur of neon and movement. Music drifted up from somewhere far below, layered with the low thrum of conversation and laughter around me. It should have been perfect. It should have been easy.

Becca was already three drinks in, leaning over the railing with her hair loose and wild, pointing out something down on the street like it was the most important thing in the world. The rest of the team clustered around the tables, their voices rising and falling in waves of laughter, glasses clinking, someone calling out another round of toasts in my direction.

I smiled when I was supposed to. I lifted my glass when they did. I let Coach clap me on the shoulder and tell me how proud he was, nodding along like I felt it too. I played the part the way I always had, steady and effortless on the surface. But underneath it, everything felt off.

Every time my arm brushed against someone else’s bare skin, even accidentally, my stomach tightened. Every time a trace of someone’s perfume drifted too close, something in me reacted before I could stop it, a slow, uneasy roll that left me feeling slightly off balance. It was subtle enough that no one else would notice, but it was constant.

And I couldn’t stop thinking about her.

I wasn’t thinking about the match. Not the finals tomorrow. Not anything I was supposed to be focused on.

I was thinking about Serena.

The image came back without warning. The way the water had clung to her skin under the moonlight. The way her voice had sounded when she leaned in close. The exact moment our legs had touched and everything in me had reacted like I’d been wired wrong.

Get it together, Lauren.

I tightened my grip on my glass, the condensation making it slick against my fingers as my knuckles went pale with the pressure. You’re a straight girl from the suburbs. You have a boyfriend back home, or whatever he is now, something paused and unfinished but still real enough to count. You have a life that makes sense. You don’t do this.

“Excuse me, Miss Vance?”

The voice cut through my thoughts, and I blinked, pulling myself back to the present. A server stood beside me, dressed in a crisp white vest that made him look almost too polished for the chaos around us. He didn’t wait for me to respond before sliding a small piece of thick, cream-colored cardstock onto the marble bar next to my hand.

“Someone left this for you,” he said, his expression neutral but edged with something that felt almost knowing. Then he was gone, disappearing back into the crowd before I could ask anything.

My heart slammed hard against my ribs, sudden and heavy. For a second, I just stared at the card where it rested against the marble, my pulse climbing up into my throat. The noise around me faded slightly, like it had been pushed a step further away.

My fingers weren’t steady when I picked it up. The cardstock felt heavier than it should have, the edges smooth and deliberate. I turned it over slowly, my breath catching without warning.

The handwriting was unmistakable. Looping, confident, a little bold. It looked exactly like the lines of ink I’d traced with my eyes last night, the same controlled fluidity I’d seen on her skin.

Forty floors up. The rooftop bungalow. No eyes, no labels. Just us.

My breath hitched, the words settling somewhere deep before I could process them properly. It wasn’t just an invitation. It felt like a challenge. A line drawn clearly in front of me.

I lifted my gaze toward the main tower of the hotel, my eyes tracking up the glass and steel until they reached the top. The highest floor glowed differently from the rest, a softer amber light that felt separate, removed, like whatever existed up there didn’t follow the same rules as everything below.

Up there, I wouldn’t be the captain. I wouldn’t be the girl everyone expected me to be. I wouldn’t have to pretend that none of this was happening, that my body wasn’t reacting in ways I didn’t understand every time I let myself feel it.

“Hey, Lauren! You okay? You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Becca said as she stumbled back toward the table, her balance just a little off, her grin easy and unfocused.

“I’m fine,” I said, but my voice sounded distant, like it was coming from somewhere slightly removed from the rest of me. I slipped the card into the pocket of my denim shorts, my fingers pressing it flat against my thigh like I could hide it that way. “Just… a little wiped from the match. I think I’m gonna head up and crash early.”

“Lame. It’s Miami,” she groaned, already half turning away, her attention caught by something else before she could push it further.

I stood, my legs feeling strange under me, heavy and unsteady at the same time. The noise of the bar rushed back in as I stepped away from the table, weaving through the crowd without really seeing anyone.

The closer I got to the elevators, the more it felt like I was approaching an edge I couldn’t quite see the bottom of. I knew what was waiting for me upstairs. I knew what stepping into that space meant, even if I couldn’t fully articulate it.

I also knew there was no version of this where I walked in and everything stayed the same.

I pressed the button, watching the light flicker on, my pulse steady and fast in my chest. The doors opened after a beat, and I stepped inside, the cool air brushing against my skin as I turned and faced forward.

Don’t do this, a voice in my head said, quiet but persistent.

But something deeper, something heavier, pushed back against it. Go.

The doors slid shut with a soft, final sound, sealing me inside as the elevator began to move.

I felt it then, clear and undeniable. I was crossing a line. And for the first time in my life, I wasn’t trying to stop myself.

The elevator ride felt stretched out, every second dragging just enough that I couldn’t ignore what I was doing. It felt like a countdown I hadn’t agreed to, ticking steadily toward something I knew was going to change things in a way I couldn’t undo.

My ears popped somewhere around the thirtieth floor, the pressure shifting in a way that made me swallow hard, and my stomach dropped in that same weightless, unsteady way it did when I was suspended mid-air at the net, reaching for a block with nothing under me but timing and instinct.

You can still turn around.

The thought slipped in quietly, almost reasonable, as the indicator light climbed higher. You can go back to your room. You can shower, get into bed, call your mom, tell her about the win, pretend this whole thing never happened.

The numbers kept climbing anyway.

By the time the light for the penthouse glowed a soft, muted gold, my pulse had settled into something steady but heavy, like it had already made the decision for me.

The doors slid open, and whatever breath I’d been holding left me all at once.

The space in front of me didn’t feel like part of the same building. It felt separate, removed, like it existed above everything else in a way that made the rest of the world seem smaller. The bungalow was all glass and clean lines, perched right at the edge of the skyline.

Floor-to-ceiling windows wrapped around it, offering an uninterrupted view of the city below. Miami stretched out in every direction, glowing in layers of neon pink, electric blue, and soft gold, like some kind of living circuit board.

It was beautiful in a way that should have taken my attention completely.

But it didn’t.

My focus landed somewhere else immediately.

Serena stood near a sleek, dark wood bar, one hip angled against it like she’d been there long enough to settle into the space. A bottle sat nearby, something clear and expensive-looking, catching the low light.

She wore a thin black silk slip that skimmed her body without really hiding anything. The fabric clung lightly at her hips, the hem just short enough to make me aware of the length of her legs. The straps were delicate, barely there, leaving her shoulders exposed, the ink that traced over them and down her spine visible in the warm, amber light.

For a second, she didn’t look real. She looked like something placed there on purpose, like part of the design of the room itself.

“You came,” she said.

It wasn’t a question. It sounded more like confirmation, like she’d already known the answer before I stepped off the elevator.

She picked up two glasses filled with something pale and lightly bubbling, the liquid catching the light as she moved. When she walked toward me, it was with the same ease I’d noticed before, that quiet confidence that made it feel like she didn’t need to hurry for anything.

“I’m just… curious,” I said, and even as the words left my mouth, I knew how thin they sounded.

I glanced down at myself, suddenly aware of every detail. Jeans that fit a little too snug, a white tank top that clung in places I usually didn’t think about. It had felt normal when I’d put it on. Now it felt wrong in a way I couldn’t explain, like I’d shown up to something I didn’t understand the rules of.

“Curiosity is a good place to start,” she said, handing me one of the glasses.

Her fingers brushed mine as I took it, just a brief contact, but it was enough. That same sharp, electric sensation shot up my arm, quick and undeniable, settling somewhere in my chest before I could process it. I took a sip almost immediately, the drink cold and bright, the tartness cutting through the dryness in my throat.

She turned away then, moving toward the glass wall, her attention shifting to the view beyond it. The city glowed behind her, the reflection of it layering faintly over her silhouette.

“Up here, nobody’s watching, Lauren,” she said, her voice quieter now, but no less steady. “No teammates. No coaches. No fans. Just forty floors of empty space between you and the girl everyone expects you to be.”

I stayed where I was for a second, then took a step forward without really thinking about it. Then another. I stopped a few feet behind her, my gaze catching on the way the silk of her dress rested against the small of her back, the faint movement of it when she shifted her weight.

The room was quiet in a way that felt almost unnatural. The bass from the city below was reduced to a distant pulse, barely noticeable, and without it, everything felt clearer. For the first time in what felt like years, the constant pressure I carried around in my chest started to loosen, just slightly. The need to be perfect, to stay in control, to hold everything together, it didn’t disappear, but it wasn’t as loud.

“It is quiet,” I said, my voice softer than I intended as I stepped a little closer.

“It’s private,” she corrected, turning to face me.

She leaned back against the glass, the city stretching out behind her, the light framing her in a way that made everything feel more deliberate. Her gaze moved over me slowly, not rushed, not distracted, like she was taking the time to actually see me.

“You can stop holding your breath now,” she said. “You don’t have to win anything here.”

I hadn’t realized I’d been holding it until that moment. My shoulders dropped slightly, tension slipping out of them as I let out a breath that felt shaky on the way out. It was deeper than anything I’d taken since stepping off the bus, like my body was finally catching up to something it had been trying to ignore.

The voice in my head that usually filled every quiet moment, the one that reminded me what I was supposed to be doing, what mattered, what I couldn’t afford to mess up, went still.

“I don’t even know what I’m doing,” I said, and my voice cracked just enough to make it real.

The honesty of it sat heavy for a second, unfamiliar but not unwelcome.

“You’re being yourself,” Serena said, her tone softer now.

She set her drink down on a nearby table and stepped closer, her hand lifting slightly, hovering just off my waist without touching me. The space between her fingers and my skin felt charged, like the air itself had weight to it.

“And for the record,” she added, her eyes steady on mine, “I think ‘yourself’ is a lot more interesting than the girl on the posters.”

The way she looked at me made something in my chest shift, something deeper than the surface-level reactions I’d been trying to manage all night. It felt like she was seeing past everything I’d built up, past the version of me everyone else knew, straight through to something I hadn’t let anyone else look at.

My knees felt weaker than they should have, my balance slightly off in a way that had nothing to do with the height or the view behind her. I knew, standing there, that staying meant something. That stepping any further into this moment meant letting go of the version of myself I’d spent years building piece by piece.

I stood there like I was waiting for a serve, the posture settling into me without thought. My knees bent slightly, shoulders squared, hands hovering near my sides like I might need them at any second. It was instinct. It was habit. It was how I’d learned to exist in every room I’d ever walked into.

The openness of the bungalow didn’t feel expansive anymore. It felt close, like the height and glass and city beyond us were pressing inward, narrowing everything down to just the two of us.

“You’re still doing it,” she murmured, her voice low enough that it seemed to settle into the quiet instead of breaking it.

“Doing what?” I asked, but the words came out soft, barely more than breath.

“The athlete thing. The captain thing.” Her hand lifted, her fingers brushing lightly against the hem of my white tank top, the contact almost absent but impossible to ignore. “The ‘I’m unbreakable’ thing. You’re standing here forty floors up with a woman who wants to wreck you, and you’re still trying to play a game.”

A jagged laugh slipped out of me before I could stop it, the sound tight in my chest. “I don’t know how else to be, Serena,” I admitted, the truth of it sitting heavy as soon as I said it. “This is the only version of me that works.”

“Then let it break for one night.”

Her hand moved higher, her palm settling against my shoulder, and the contrast made me suck in a breath. My skin was warm, almost overheated from everything building under the surface, but her touch felt cool at first, grounding in a way I hadn’t expected. She traced slowly along the curve of my shoulder, her fingers following the shape of muscle I’d spent years building without thinking twice about it.

To everyone else, this was strength. Function. Something measured in stats and wins and discipline.

The way she touched me, it felt like something else entirely.

My breath hitched as her thumb drifted inward, settling into the hollow at the base of my throat. I could feel my pulse there, fast and unsteady, pressing against her skin like it was trying to give me away. Every instinct I’d ever had told me to pull back, to reset, to put distance between us before I lost control of something I didn’t fully understand.

Then her other hand came up, slower this time, more deliberate. Her fingertips traced along my collarbone, following the line of it before sliding down to the center of my chest, right over my heart.

“Your heart is going a mile a minute, Lauren,” she said quietly, stepping closer until there was almost no space left between us. The heat of her body reached me before she actually touched me, the proximity enough to make everything sharpen. “Is it fear?”

Her gaze held mine, steady and searching.

“Or is it because you’ve been starving for this since the first time you walked into a locker room?”

The question landed harder than anything else had. It didn’t feel like a guess. It felt like she’d reached into something I’d been trying not to name and pulled it into the light without hesitation.

The feeling in my chest tightened, then shifted, something deeper rising up to meet it. That same hunger I’d been trying to ignore flared again, stronger this time, impossible to push aside. I looked at her, really looked, at the way her hair fell loosely around her face, at the soft movement of the silk against her body, at the calm certainty in her expression.

The lie didn’t hold.

It didn’t even try.

“I’ve wanted this,” I said, the words catching on the way out, rougher than I expected.

Serena stilled slightly, her eyes searching mine more carefully now. “Wanted what?” she asked, her voice softer, but no less certain. “Say it.”

The air felt heavier, like it was waiting with her.

“I’ve wanted to be touched like this,” I said, my voice unsteady, the truth of it hitting me as I spoke it. My chest rose and fell unevenly as I forced myself to keep going. “By a woman. By you. I’ve been… I’ve been so hungry for it, Serena. It’s all I can think about.”

Saying it out loud didn’t feel subtle. It didn’t feel controlled. It felt like something breaking open, everything I’d been holding back spilling out all at once. The version of me that had kept everything neat and contained didn’t stand a chance against it.

I didn’t wait this time.

My hands moved before I could second-guess them, finding her waist, the silk of her dress smooth under my palms as I pulled her closer. The contact hit instantly, the warmth of her body pressing against mine, solid and real in a way that made my head feel light for a second.

Nothing about this felt like a performance.

Nothing about it felt measured or controlled.

It felt immediate. Honest. Unfiltered in a way I’d never allowed myself to be.

“Then let me feed that hunger,” Serena said, her voice barely above a whisper as she leaned in, her breath warm against my lips. Her hands slid upward, threading into my hair, holding me there without force but without hesitation.

Serena tilted her head slightly, her gaze dropping to my mouth with a focus that made everything else fall away. Whatever hesitation I had left didn’t just fade, it burned out completely under the weight of that look.

She closed the distance without waiting, and when her lips met mine, it wasn’t hesitant or unsure. It was immediate, a firm, certain connection that pulled me into it before I could think about what I was doing.

A soft, unsteady sound slipped out of me, something caught between surprise and release, as my hands tightened at her waist. I’d kissed before, plenty of times, but this felt different. Her lips were soft but purposeful, warm and sure, carrying the faint citrus from her drink and something deeper that felt like it belonged entirely to her.

The moment stretched, and something in me gave way completely.

Everything I’d been holding back, every moment I’d brushed off or explained away, rose up all at once, not chaotic but clear. The tension I’d carried for so long shifted into something else, something that felt less like confusion and more like recognition.

I leaned into her, letting myself feel it instead of analyzing it. My balance wavered for a second, my body adjusting to the intensity of it, and I reached back instinctively, my hand catching the edge of the bar behind us just to steady myself.

“Easy, Lauren,” Serena murmured softly, her voice close, grounding. Her hands came up to frame my face, her touch steady, her thumbs brushing lightly along my jaw in a way that slowed everything just enough for me to breathe again. “You don’t have to rush it.”

“I… I can’t slow down,” I admitted, my voice uneven as I rested my forehead briefly against hers. My breath came faster than I wanted it to, my thoughts struggling to keep up with what I was feeling. “It’s like everything’s been building and I didn’t even realize it.”

“Then don’t fight it,” she said quietly, her tone shifting, softer but more certain.

She guided one of my hands, not forcing it, just redirecting it with a light touch until my palm rested more naturally against her side. The silk of her dress moved under my fingers, smooth and warm, and the contact felt grounding in a way that helped me focus.

“You don’t have to hold yourself back here,” she continued. “You’re allowed to feel it.”

Her words settled into me, not overwhelming, just steady. Something clicked into place, not like a switch flipping, but like I’d finally stopped resisting something that had been there all along.

I leaned in again, slower this time, more aware of the moment instead of being swept up in it. My movements felt more deliberate, less frantic, like I was learning the rhythm instead of trying to force it. I let my hands rest where they were, taking in the simple reality of her being close, of this being real.

The heat coming off Serena was all I could feel. My brain was still trying to mount a defense—reminding me about my "real" life, my reputation, the fact that I didn’t do this—but my body had already surrendered.

"The bed," Serena whispered against my jaw, her breath hitching. "Lauren, look at me."

I opened my eyes. She was flushed, her dark eyes blown out with a hunger that matched the ache centering itself between my hipbones. She took my hand and led me toward the massive bed that sat like an island in the middle of the room, the white linens glowing under the moonlight.

I sat on the edge, my heart doing a frantic, heavy thud. When she reached for the hem of my tank top, I instinctively tensed my core—the "Golden Girl" armor again.

"Relax," she murmured, her hands sliding underneath the cotton. "Just let me see you."

I lifted my arms, and the tank top was gone, tossed somewhere onto the dark hardwood floor. I felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with the glass walls. I was a star athlete; I was used to being seen in spandex and tiny jerseys, but not like this. Not for this.

Serena’s eyes traveled over my sports bra—a high-impact, black compression top that felt like a suit of armor I wasn't ready to take off. Her gaze tracked the curve of my waist and the way my stomach muscles were still twitching with leftover adrenaline.

"You're beautiful," she said, her voice thick.

She reached back and let the straps of her silk dress slide down. For a second, my chest went so tight I actually forgot how to breathe.

Serena didn't have the hard, corded muscles of the athletes I spent my life around; she was all soft, inviting curves and pale skin that looked impossibly plush in the moonlight. My eyes tracked the heavy, perfect swell of her breasts, which were tipped with dark, rose-colored nipples that were already puckered and hard against the cool air of the bungalow.

A delicate, black-inked vine wound its way around the underside of one breast, highlighting the soft weight of it before disappearing into the waistband of her tiny black lace panties. Her waist dipped in sharply, flaring into hips that looked like they were specifically designed to be gripped

I felt a sharp, heavy throb deep inside me—a physical response so intense it almost hurt.

She pushed me back onto the pillows, hovering over me. Her hands slid to the bottom edge of my sports bra, her fingers hooking under the thick, tight elastic.

"This has to go," she whispered.

I sat up just enough to let her peel the stubborn fabric over my head. The cool air of the bungalow hit my bare breasts, making my nipples instantly tighten. I felt a flush of heat crawl up my neck. I’d seen a thousand naked chests in the locker room, but seeing her look at mine made my breath hitch.

When she leaned down and her bare breasts finally brushed against my chest, the friction of skin on skin made me gasp. It was so soft. That was the thing that kept breaking my brain—the softness. Everything about being with a woman was a revelation of texture.

"I don't... I don't know what to do," I admitted, my voice a wrecked whisper.

"You don't have to do anything yet," she said, her lips finding the sensitive spot just below my ear. "Just feel."

She started a slow, agonizing trail of heat. Her lips moved from my jaw, grazing the pulse point at my neck that was thudding like a trapped bird. She kissed the hollow of my throat before moving lower, her tongue tracing the dip between my collarbones.

When she reached my breasts, I arched my back off the bed, my fingers tangling in her hair. She circled one nipple with her tongue, her breath hot against my skin, before finally taking my nipple into her mouth.

A jagged, high-pitched sound escaped me as she began to suck. It was a completely different sensation than a guy’s mouth—gentler, but somehow more intense, more focused. She used her tongue to flick against the hard peak, swirling around the areola until I was shaking, my hands gripping her shoulders for balance. The tugging sensation sent a direct, electric line of heat straight down to my crotch, making me ache with a desperate, heavy wetness.

"Serena... oh god," I breathed, my head tossing back against the pillow.

She moved to the other side, giving it the same devouring attention until I was a mess of sensory overload. Only then did her hand slide down my stomach, her fingers hooking into the waistband of my denim shorts.

She worked my shorts down, and then my underwear, until I was completely bare. The air from the AC hit my damp skin, making me shiver, but then Serena was there, her body a warm weight pressing me into the mattress, her eyes promising me that the trail was only just beginning.

Her hand moved with a terrifying, beautiful confidence. She traced the line of my inner thigh, her fingers grazing the sensitive skin there until I was shaking. I’d spent my whole life being "strong," but under her touch, I felt like I was melting.

When she finally found me—the slick, swollen heat of my center—I arched off the bed, a jagged sound tearing out of my throat. Her touch was light, rhythmic, circling the tiny, sensitive nub of my clit with a precision that no man had ever bothered to find.

"Serena," I choked out, my fingers tangling in her hair, pulling her closer.

I was a "straight" girl. That’s what I told myself. But as she slid two fingers inside me, the wet, tight friction making my vision blur, I knew that was a lie. The way my body responded—the way I was opening up for her, my internal muscles clenching around her—was the most honest thing I’d ever experienced.

I watched her through half-lidded eyes as she moved against me. Her face was focused, intense. She leaned down, her tongue replaced her fingers, and the first touch of that wet heat against my most sensitive spot sent a literal jolt through my spine.

I wasn't just "trying something out." I was waking up.

The orgasm hit me with the force of a freight train. It wasn't the quick, mechanical release I was used to. It was a full-body explosion that started in my toes and radiated outward, making my quads cramp and my breath catch in a silent, open-mouthed scream. I felt every nerve ending fire at once, my body vibrating with a power that had nothing to do with volleyball and everything to do with the woman between my legs.

I lay there for a second, my chest heaving, the aftershocks of that orgasm still radiating through my thighs like a low-voltage current.

Serena moved up, hovering over me with a soft, knowing smile, her dark hair a messy curtain around her face. She looked like a goddess in the moonlight, and the sight of her—bare, beautiful, and the reason I was currently a puddle on these high-end sheets—made my stomach do another slow, heavy flip.

But it wasn't just about me anymore. The hunger I’d been fighting for years hadn't disappeared just because I’d finally "hit the mark." It had shifted.

"I want to taste you,” I said.

The words felt heavy in the air, a final surrender. I wasn't just the girl who let things happen to her anymore. I wanted to be the one who did them.

Serena’s breath hitched, her eyes darkening. She didn't say a word; she just shifted, sliding back to give me room.

I sat up, my movements still a little shaky, and crawled down the bed. Being an athlete meant I was used to focusing on a goal, to studying the mechanics of a play until it was second nature. But this wasn't a drill. My heart was thumping against my ribs so hard I thought it might bruise.

I reached out, my hands trembling as I slid her panties down her legs slowly. Her skin was like heated silk, a stark contrast to the hard muscle of my own legs. I felt her muscles jump under my touch, a silent acknowledgment of the power I now held.

I leaned in, my nose brushing against the soft hair at her mound. She smelled incredible—like the sandalwood of her perfume mixed with a sharp, musky sweetness that was purely feminine. It was intoxicating. It was the scent I’d spent years subconsciously looking for in locker rooms and crowded bars.

"Lauren," she groaned, her hips lifting slightly off the bed as I pressed a soft kiss to the sensitive skin of her inner thigh.

I didn't wait. I moved closer, my fingers gently parting the soft, swollen folds of her labia. Everything was so pink, so wet, and so perfectly intricate. I felt a surge of something that wasn't just lust—it was a deep, visceral fascination.

I flicked my tongue out, just testing the waters, and the taste hit me like a physical shock. She was salty and sweet, a complex flavor that made my mouth water. I heard her breath hitch, and that was all the encouragement I needed.

I focused on the tiny, hooded nub of her clit, the center of her world. I used my tongue in long, slow strokes, mimicking the way she’d touched me, before picking up the pace. I used my hands to steady her, my thumbs hooked into the creases of her hips, feeling the way her body tightened and relaxed in a rhythmic dance.

It was a revelation. Every sound she made—the low, guttural whimpers, the way she called my name—felt like a victory. I wasn't just "playing for the other team"; I was the star player, and I was finally in the right game.

I slid a finger inside her, feeling the slick, tight heat of her internal muscles as they clamped around me. She was so wet, so ready, and as I increased the pressure of my tongue, her breathing turned into a frantic, jagged staccato.

"Lauren... please..." she gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair, pulling me harder against her.

I didn't let up. I used everything I had—the focus, the stamina, the raw, unbridled desire I’d suppressed for twenty years—to drive her over the edge. When she finally broke, her body arching and her heels digging into the mattress, I didn't pull away. I stayed right there, drinking in the release I’d caused, feeling the way her pulse thrummed against my lips.

As I finally pulled back, resting my chin on her stomach, I looked up at her. Her eyes were closed, her face flushed with the kind of peace I’d never known existed.

I was a "straight" girl. That’s what everyone thought. But as I tasted Serena on my lips and felt the heavy, satisfied weight of her body against the bed, I knew I’d never be able to go back to that version of myself.
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The first sliver of dawn poked through the floor-to-ceiling glass, turning the Miami skyline from a neon playground into a hazy, bruised purple. My body felt heavy—not the usual post-game "I need an ice bath" heavy, but something different. My muscles were loose, my skin felt hyper-sensitive where the silk sheets brushed against me, and there was a low, dull ache in my core that made me want to curl up and never leave this bed.

I shifted slightly, and the scent of us wafted up from the pillows.

Beside me, Serena was a quiet silhouette. Her dark hair was a tangled mess across her face, and one of her tattooed arms was flung over her head. In the growing light, I could see the faint marks I’d left on her shoulder—the ghost of a bite, a reminder that the I had some teeth after all.

Holy shit, I thought, staring at the ceiling. I actually did it. I went there.

As I lay here, my thighs still slightly trembling from the way she’d worked me over, I didn't feel horrified. I felt... solved. Like a puzzle piece that had been jammed into the wrong box for twenty years had finally found its actual set.

I sat up slowly, my bare skin cooling in the AC. I looked at Serena. She opened one eye, a lazy, gorgeous smirk pulling at the corner of her mouth. She didn't ask if I was okay. She didn't ask if I regretted it or if I was going to go back to being "straight" once the bus pulled out of the hotel driveway.

She just reached out, her fingers tracing the line of my quad, her touch grounding and steady. "Morning, superstar," she rasped.

"Morning," I said, my voice sounding deeper, scratchier.

The look she gave me wasn't a "thanks for the hookup" look. It was a "nice to finally meet you" look. It was heavy with the realization that this wasn't just a road-trip whim. Serena reached for her phone on the nightstand, the screen’s glow highlighting the delicate ink on her wrist. She didn't say anything at first, just opened a new contact and slid the phone across the rumpled white sheets toward me.

"I'm not letting the girl I met last night disappear," she murmured.

I picked it up, my thumb hovering over the keypad. Typing my name and number felt like signing a contract—not for a team, but for myself. I handed it back, and a second later, my own phone buzzed from the heap of my discarded jeans on the floor. I didn't even need to check it to know it was her, making sure she had a way back to me. I’d let her see the part of me I didn't even show myself, and she’d held it like it was something precious.

I stood up, walking toward the glass wall as the sun finally broke over the Atlantic, turning the water into molten gold. I caught my reflection in the window—a naked, slightly wrecked version of the girl on the volleyball posters. My hair was wild, my lips were swollen from her kisses, and my eyes didn't have that panicked, "performing" flicker anymore.

For the last three years, I’d felt like I was holding my breath, deep underwater, waiting for someone to notice I was drowning. I’d been so scared that if I stopped pretending to be the girl everyone wanted, I’d just disappear.

But as the light filled the room, hitting the glass and warming my skin, I realized I hadn't disappeared at all. I was right here. I was Lauren. I was an athlete. I was a woman who was crazy about another woman.

I took a long, slow breath, my chest expanding without that familiar, tight ache of anxiety. I wasn't drowning anymore. I was finally coming up for air.

Check out my full catalog!

[image: ]


Want more lesbian first time stories?

Make Me Curious

Tasting Her

Girlfriend Privilege

Out of My League

One Bed, No Rules

Shared on Camera

Her New Favorite Neighbor (Age Gap)

Faking It

Full Contact

Dirty Roommate

Experimenting

Cabin Secrets

Locked in With Her

Massage Practice

Dirty Talk

Tempting Coach

My Boss’s Secret

The Fire Between Us

Forbidden Lessons

Sorority Secrets (three women menage)

Practice Kiss

Haunted by Her Touch

Her First Taste

Cheerleader Secrets

After Midnight

Elevator Confessions

Close Enough to Touch

Teacher’s Pet

Roommate Privileges

Her Best Friend’s Ex

Touched by Her

Dare Me Again

Maid of Dishonor

Roommates With Benefits

Fake Date

Body Language

Power Outage

My Ex’s Ex

Only One Bed

If Only She Knew

Breathless

After Dark

Extra Credit

Giving In

Cheerleaders

Power Play

Between Us

Snowed In

Fake Girlfriend


Want to know about new releases?




Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of dozens of stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my amazing readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://mailchi.mp/8db97a52e910/julia-young

No spam, just romance goodies!


Want More Lesbian Stories?




Check out my full catalog!
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About the Author




Julia Young is an author of lesbian FF short stories.

Through her writing, she explores ideas of growing up, sexual awakenings, and adventures with other women.

Some events are loosely based on her personal experiences and some are pure fantasy.
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