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Chapter 1: Invited
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So, you want to know how I met my girlfriend? Buckle up, it’s a doozy. It involves a metric tonne of chlorine, a questionable number of inflatable flamingos, and me having a minor existential crisis in a changing room.

But let’s rewind. It all started with an invitation from my friend Olivia. Now, Olivia is... a force of nature. Think of the most outgoing, glitter-bomb of a human being you’ve ever met, multiply it by ten, and give her a PhD in party planning. She’s the kind of person who’d host a ‘Celebrating Tuesday’ party and somehow get a mariachi band to show up. I love her, but my social battery usually needs a recharge just from reading her texts.

This particular text was all caps, of course: KRISTY! MY HOUSE. SATURDAY. POOL PARTY. IT’S A VIBE! BE THERE OR BE... NOT THERE, WHICH WOULD BE SAD.

I was about to type back my usual “Maybe, we’ll see!”—my classic shield against overwhelming social interaction—when a second message buzzed through.

P.S. This isn’t a backyard BBQ with my uncles, FYI. Different guest list. Very... fluid atmosphere. 😉

Ah. That kind of party. Olivia’s ‘fluid’ parties were legendary. Mostly women from our local LGBTQ+ scene, a glorious mix of lesbian, bi, pan, and just generally spectacular humans. There were usually a couple of gay guys, too—her roommate Marco and his eternal sidekick, Ben, who provided excellent sarcastic commentary and snack-based moral support. It was less of a ‘pool party’ and more of a ‘lightly chlorinated gay oasis.’

My relationship status at the time? Let’s call it “optimistically single.” My love life had been drier than a saltine cracker left in the Sahara. I’d been on more dead-end dates than I could count, and my most meaningful recent relationship was with my streaming subscription. I was starting to believe my cat was judging my game. So, the idea of a party packed with interesting, attractive women was equal parts thrilling and utterly terrifying.

Why did I say yes? Honestly, FOMO. And because Olivia, in her infinite wisdom, had added: There will be homemade sangria. And Shalyssa said she’s coming.

Shalyssa. I’d seen her around. Okay, fine, I’d noticed her in that way where you accidentally memorize the exact shade of someone’s laugh and the way they tilt their head when they’re listening. She was... effortless. The kind of cool that doesn’t even try. I’d never spoken more than two mumbled words to her, but she was a frequent star in my “what if” daydreams.

So, I typed back: “Okay, I’m in.” And then immediately stared at my ceiling, wondering what the hell to wear. What does one wear to a potential gay aquatic renaissance? A one-piece felt too much like I was attempting a lap swim. A bikini felt like I was announcing auditions for a role I wasn’t sure I could play. I settled on a tankini with pineapples on it. It said, “I’m fun!” but also, “My fruit-based fashion choices are my main commitment.”

Looking back, if I’d known exactly what would happen that night—the sparks, the chaos, the sheer, unadulterated life-changing weirdness of it all—I might’ve worn something else... or nothing at all. Would’ve saved on laundry, anyway.

Saturday arrived with a sun so bright it felt personally accusatory. I grabbed my towel, my sunscreen (SPF 50, because this girl doesn’t play games with the sun), and a courage-boosting iced coffee, and headed to Olivia’s.

I could hear the party from nearly a block away. The thump of a bassline, shrieks of laughter, and the distinct slap-slap of flip-flops on hot pavement. My heart did a little salsa dance in my chest. I stood at Olivia’s wrought-iron gate, looking through the bars at the kaleidoscope of colour and movement beyond. Bodies glistening in the sun, rainbows on towels and swimsuits, the smell of coconut oil and grill smoke hanging in the air. Marco and Ben were by the snack table, already holding court with a platter of kebabs.

I took a deep breath. This was it. The deep end. Literally and metaphorically.

“Okay, pineapple,” I muttered to my swimsuit. “Don’t let me down.”

And I pushed the gate open.
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Chapter 2: The Start


[image: ]


The gate clicked shut behind me, and the party noise swallowed me whole. The bass from the speakers pulsed right through the pavement, up my legs, and settled into my ribcage. Sunlight glared off the turquoise water, and the air was a thick soup of coconut sunscreen, grilling burgers, and chlorine.

“Kristy! You made it!”

Olivia materialized, a whirlwind in a neon-green kaftan, and pulled me into a hug that smelled like tequila and watermelon lip gloss. Over her shoulder, I did a rapid scan.

It was a vision. Beautiful people were everywhere—lounging on floaties, laughing on the deck, clustered around a cooler that was clearly the drink station. Two women were playing an intensely flirty game of volleyball in the shallow end, their laughter ringing out above the music. Near the grill, a girl with a razor-shade undercut was feeding a piece of veggie burger to her date, their fingers lingering. The vibe wasn’t just gay; it was joyfully gay.

“You weren’t kidding about the vibe,” I shouted over the music.

“I never kid about vibes!” Olivia beamed. “Now, circulate! Drink!” She shoved a red Solo cup of something cold and fruity into my hand and propelled me forward.

My first stop was the snack table—a safe, strategic base. Marco and Ben were there, as predicted.

“Kristy! Welcome to the Aqua-Gala,” Marco said, gesturing grandly with a cheese-stuffed mushroom. “We are the catering and commentary committee.”

“The snacks are impeccable,” Ben added, handing me a napkin. “And the people-watching is premium. See the couple by the hibiscus? That’s a third-date energy. Intense, but promising.”

I laughed, relaxing a little. “Thanks for the intel.”

After a fortifying sip of sangria (which was, as promised, lethal and delicious), I moved on. I waved at Priya, a graphic designer I knew from a queer book club, who was expertly applying sunscreen to her girlfriend’s back. I got a cheerful “Hey, Kristy!” from Lena and Sam, a couple who ran the local indie cinema, as they danced by with pool noodles.

Then, from the corner of my eye, I saw her.

Shalyssa. She was standing by the deep end, talking to a girl with bright blue hair. She wore a simple, black one-piece that looked like it had been painted on. She was nodding at something, a small, easy smile on her face, one foot tracing circles on the wet, concrete pool deck. My heart did that salsa move again, this time with more urgency.

Before I could psych myself out, Olivia’s arm was hooked through mine again.

“Okay, come with me,” she said, her hostess smile never wavering as she began steering me toward the house.

“What? Why? I was just about to...”

“To hide by the guacamole? I don’t think so.” She nodded cheerfully at a passing guest. “We need to talk about the pineapples.”

I looked down at my chest. “What’s wrong with the pineapples? They’re festive!”

“They’re juvenile,” she hissed, still smiling, as she guided me through the sliding glass doors into the blessedly cool, quiet kitchen. The music became a dull thump. “This isn’t a family pool day, Kris. Look around. Everyone is serving look. You’re serving... canned fruit cocktail.”

I crossed my arms, stung. “I like it. It’s me.”

“The you that you are tonight is a gorgeous, single lesbian at a legendary party,” Olivia said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. She put her hands on my shoulders. “The ‘you’ you’re projecting is a nervous camp counselor. It’s sending the wrong signal.”

“What signal is a black one-piece sending?” I grumbled, thinking of Shalyssa.

“Confidence. Mystery. ‘I know how good I look and I don’t need fruit to prove it.’” She leaned in. “Upstairs, in my closet, on the back of the door, is a bikini. It’s a reddish-brown colour. Terra-cotta, or something. I bought it on a whim, never wore it. I think it’s your size.”

I wanted to protest. I really did. But the image of everyone outside—so effortlessly cool, so flirty and sure of themselves—flashed in my mind. My pineapple tankini suddenly felt about as sexy as a life jacket.

“Fine,” I muttered. “But if I look ridiculous, I’m blaming you and changing back.”

“Deal!”

Five minutes later, I was standing in front of Olivia’s full-length mirror. The suit was my size. The top was a simple but flattering bandeau, the bottoms were a mid-rise brief. The colour was incredible—a warm, rusty brown that made my skin look golden. It was... sophisticated. It was quiet. It was not pineapples.

I took a deep breath, left my cheerful fruit armor in a pile on Olivia’s bed, and walked back downstairs.

The blast of heat and sound felt different this time. I felt exposed, but in a thrilling way. As I stepped back onto the deck, Olivia caught my eye from across the pool. She gave me a slow, deliberate thumbs-up and a wink.

I grabbed a fresh cup of sangria for courage and tried to casually find a new spot to stand. As I turned, I nearly walked right into someone.

It was Shalyssa. She was holding two bottles of sparkling water.

“Oh! Hey,” she said, her eyes widening just a fraction. Her gaze flickered down to my new suit and then back up to my face, a little quicker than a casual glance. A slow, genuine smile spread across her lips. “You’re Kristy, right?”

My brain short-circuited. She knew my name. “Yeah. Hi. Shalyssa.”

“I love your suit,” she said, her voice warm. “That colour is amazing on you.”

All I could manage was a slightly dorky, “Thanks. Yours too. I mean, yours is... also great. Classic.”

Classic? I internally screamed at myself.

But she just laughed, a soft, sunny sound that cut through the bassline. “Thanks. Can’t go wrong with black, I guess.” She held up the bottles. “Hydration mission. It’s a killer out there.”

“Tell me about it,” I said, my own smile feeling more natural now.

We stood there for a second, in the middle of the swirling, laughing chaos of the party. The sun beat down, the music swelled, and a cluster of people cannonballed into the pool, sending a cool mist our way. We didn’t say anything else. We just smiled at each other, the kind of smile that holds a question and a promise all at once. The tension wasn't in the air; it was a live wire strung right between our matching lounge chairs, humming with potential.

Then, someone called her name from near the grill. She tilted her head, her smile lingering.

“I should... deliver these,” she said, lifting the waters. “See you around, Kristy.”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice thankfully steady. “See you around.”

She walked away, and I let out a breath I didn’t know I’d been holding. The party roared on, brighter, louder, and infinitely more interesting than it had been just five minutes ago.
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Chapter 3: Circling
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For the next hour, the party became a brilliant, dizzying kaleidoscope, and I was a tiny piece of coloured glass trying to find my place in the pattern.

The games started. Marco, having declared himself the ‘Cruise Director of Chaos,’ orchestrated an epic, shrieking battle for supremacy on a giant, rainbow inflatable flamingo. It was less a game and more of a slow-motion, aquatic wrestling match. Two women I didn’t know ended up toppling into the water in a tangled, laughing heap, their legs and arms a blur. From my new perch on a lounge chair—positioned strategically with a sightline to the snack table and the deep end—I watched, sipping my sangria.

Shalyssa was rarely far from my line of sight. She’d moved from the deep end to a cluster of people playing a sloppy, hilarious game of water volleyball. She wasn’t the loudest, but she was magnetic. She’d lunge for a ball with a focused grace that made my breath catch, or she’d throw her head back and laugh at a missed shot, the sun catching the water droplets on her throat.

And I caught her looking back.

The first time, it was a flicker. I’d just adjusted my new terra-cotta bikini top, feeling a flush of self-consciousness, and when I glanced up, her gaze snapped away, back to the game. Coincidence, probably.

The second time was during ‘Floatie Joust.’ Two people, seated on wobbly inflatable unicorns, tried to knock each other off with pool noodles. Ben was commentating like it was a royal tournament. I was laughing so hard I snorted into my cup. When I wiped my eyes, I found Shalyssa watching me from across the pool, a soft, knowing smile on her lips as if she’d seen the snort. This time, she didn’t look away. She lifted her bottle of sparkling water in a tiny, almost imperceptible toast. My entire chest went warm.

Okay. That was... something.

A subtle, delicious tension began to coil in my stomach. It was different from my earlier nerves. This was a humming awareness, a hyper-focus on where she was in the crowd, who she was talking to. The music, the splashing, the laughter—it all became a vibrant soundtrack to our silent, circling dance.

I got up to get another drink, passing a group lounging on the steps. A gorgeous woman with intricate henna tattoos swirled across her shoulders gave me an appreciative, lingering once-over. “Love the suit,” she said, her voice smoky.

“Oh, thanks!” I chirped, a little too brightly, and kept walking, feeling Shalyssa’s presence behind me like a physical touch.

At the drink cooler, Olivia appeared, refilling a pitcher. “See?” she murmured, nudging me. “Told you. The pineapples would not have gotten you that look from Maya the Henna Goddess.”

“Shush,” I whispered, but I was grinning.

“She’s watching you, you know,” Olivia sang, before flitting away to top up someone’s cup.

She’s watching you.

The idea sent a thrill through me. Was this just the general, flirty energy of the party? Or was there a specific, quiet current running between our two lounge chairs? Every glance felt like a question. Every smile felt like a private joke.

Then, a new game was announced: ‘Flamingo Ring Toss.’ The goal was to swim out to the deep end and from there, throw a pool noodle ring over the head of the giant pink flamingo, which was now anchored in the centre. It was harder than it looked, and the line to try became a mingling, dripping-wet queue of people.

I joined, mostly for something to do with my hands. Shalyssa was a few people ahead of me in line. When it was her turn, she swam out with smooth, efficient strokes. She missed her first toss, the ring bouncing off the flamingo’s beak. She treaded water, laughing at herself, and tried again. This time, she hooked it perfectly. A cheer went up. As she swam back to the line, passing me on her way to the end, her leg brushed against mine under the water.

It was an accident. It had to be. A brief, cool slide of skin against skin in the chlorinated blue.

But she paused, turning her head towards me. Water beaded on her eyelashes. “Sorry,” she said, her voice low, only for me.

“It’s a high-traffic area,” I managed, my heart hammering against my ribs.

Her smile was a slow, deliberate thing. “It is.”

She moved past, and the spot where her leg had touched mine burned.

The light started to shift, turning golden as afternoon leaned towards evening. People began to migrate from the water, wrapping themselves in towels, the energy mellowing into something warmer and more intimate. I was back on my lounge chair, wrapped in a towel now too, watching the flamingo drift.

A woman with a sharp bob and a confident smile—Maya, the Henna Goddess—approached Shalyssa, who was wringing out her hair by the pool’s edge. Maya said something, gesturing towards the house. Shalyssa listened, polite, then shook her head with a small, apologetic smile. She said something back, and Maya nodded, though her own smile dimmed a watt as she walked away.

A fierce, unexpected spike of jealousy shot through me, sharp and clarifying. It wasn’t just party energy. It was a competition I hadn’t even known I’d entered. And seeing Shalyssa deflect that attention felt like a victory.

As if feeling the weight of my stare, Shalyssa looked right at me. The setting sun lit her from behind, outlining her in gold. She didn’t smile this time. Her expression was thoughtful, serious.

Then, she did it.

She tilted her head, a slight, questioning gesture. Her eyes held mine, and she lifted her hand, not in a wave, but in a subtle, curling ‘come here’ motion. Just a single, slow crook of her index finger.

The signal was unmistakable. It wasn’t for the group. It wasn’t casual.

It was aimed directly at me.

The noisy world narrowed to that single, silent command. The coil of tension pulled taut.

I stood up, my towel falling forgotten to the chair.
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Chapter 4: Attempting to Cross
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My legs carried me across the deck on pure autopilot. The crowd, the music, the fading shouts from the pool—it all blurred into a watercolour wash of noise and colour. The only thing in sharp, crystalline focus was Shalyssa, watching me approach.

She didn’t move from her spot by the pool’s edge. She just waited, that thoughtful expression softening into something warmer as I closed the distance. I stopped a few feet away, the space between us feeling charged and significant.

“You summoned me?” I said, aiming for playful and landing somewhere in the neighbourhood of breathless.

“I did,” she said, her voice low. She glanced around at the thinning crowd. “It’s getting loud out here. There’s a... quieter spot. Around the side of the house. Less cruise director commentary.”

She wasn’t asking me a question. This was an offer. A line in the sand, and she was inviting me to cross it.

“Lead the way,” I said.

She nodded and turned, not towards the bustling back door, but along a flagstone path that skirted the side of the house, shaded by tall bamboo plants. The bass from the speakers became a muffled heartbeat. Back here, it was cooler, private. A small wrought-iron bistro set sat under a string of globe lights that hadn’t been turned on yet. She leaned against the stucco wall, and I mirrored her, facing her. The distance felt intimate, dangerous.

“So,” she said, a small smile playing on her lips. “Kristy.”

“So,” I echoed. “Shalyssa.”

“You’ve been watching the games pretty intently.”

“I’ve had a good view,” I said, then immediately wanted to kick myself. Smooth.

She chuckled, not fooled. “Yeah? From your strategically positioned lounge chair?”

My face flushed. “Was it that obvious?”

“Only to me,” she said, and the way she said it made my stomach flip. “I’ve been watching you watch the games. You have a great laugh. The snort is a highlight.”

I buried my face in my hands with a groan. “I knew you saw that.”

“It was cute.” She said it simply, a statement of fact. “I like it. It’s real.”

I lowered my hands, daring to look at her. The golden hour light was kind, painting everything in amber. “This feels... different from the party out there.”

“It is,” she agreed, her gaze steady. “That’s why I wanted to talk to you. The party out there is fun. But it’s... scattershot. This feels more specific.”

My breath hitched. “Specific how?”

She pushed off from the wall, taking half a step closer. The space between us shrank, humming with possibility. “I noticed you the second you walked in. Before the famous bikini upgrade, even.”

“You did not,” I breathed.

“I did. You had this look on your face. Like you were walking into a surprise exam you forgot to study for. All wide-eyed and determined. It was adorable.” She smiled. “Then you came out in that suit, and ‘adorable’ upgraded to ‘stunning.’ And you spent the whole afternoon being charmingly awkward and making me smile. So I figured I should probably say something before someone else did.”

The confession was so direct, so unexpectedly earnest, it stole the air from my lungs. This was much more than just standard-fare flirtation. This was a blueprint of her interest, laid bare.

“Maya seemed like she wanted to say something,” I ventured, testing the waters.

Shalyssa’s nose wrinkled slightly, a gesture so quick I almost missed it. “Maya is... a lot. She’s fun, but she’s for everyone. That’s not what I’m looking for.”

The unspoken words hung in the air: I’m looking for you. The realization was a shot of pure, golden adrenaline. She wasn’t just flirting back; she had chosen. She’d been weighing options, and she’d picked me. The feeling was so foreign and so potent it made my head spin.

“What are you looking for?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

She held my gaze, her own turning serious again. “Tonight? A connection that doesn’t feel like party confetti. Something with a bit more... substance. A real conversation with someone who feels real.” She paused, her eyes searching mine. “I’m being really forward. I know this is a pool party, and maybe this is just supposed to be a summer fling vibe. But I’d regret not saying it.”

The last of my nerves dissolved, burned away by the heat of her honesty. “It’s not too forward,” I said, finding a newfound steadiness. “I’m... really glad you did. Because I’ve been circling you all afternoon like one of those inflatable flamingos caught in a jet stream. And I’m terrible at this part. The ‘making a move’ part. I usually overthink it until the moment sinks.”

A genuine, relieved laugh escaped her. “So what are you thinking now?”

Now? Now, I was thinking that her lips looked incredibly soft. That the fading light in her eyes was the most beautiful thing I’d seen. That the muffled pulse of the party felt a million miles away from this perfect, private pocket we’d found.

“I’m thinking,” I said slowly, the decision crystallizing inside me with absolute clarity, “that I don’t want to overthink this anymore. I’m thinking that I don’t want this to just be a ‘really great conversation at a party.’ I’m thinking...” I took a shallow breath, committing. “That before this night is over, I’m going to work up the nerve to do something about this... specific thing between us. Properly.”

Her eyebrows lifted, a spark of intrigue and amusement lighting her face. “Is that a promise, Kristy?”

“It’s a warning,” I said, a boldness I didn’t know I possessed colouring my words. “Consider yourself warned that I’m officially done just watching. The circling is over.”

The smile that spread across her face then was brilliant, triumphant, and utterly thrilled. “I’ll consider myself warned,” she murmured, her eyes dropping to my lips for a heartbeat before meeting mine again. “I should probably get back before Olivia sends a search party. But I’ll be looking forward to your... proper follow-up.”

She pushed herself away from the wall, and as she passed me to head back to the path, her fingers brushed lightly against the back of my hand. It was a whisper of a touch, but it seared once again.

“Don’t keep me waiting too long,” she said over her shoulder, and then she was gone, disappearing around the corner towards the music.

I slumped against the cool wall, a shaky, exhilarated laugh bubbling out of me. The coil of tension had snapped, and in its place was a clear, electric purpose.

I had a mission. The party wasn't winding down; it was just entering its most important phase. I was going to shoot my shot. Tonight. Before the last string light flickered off. Whether it was a kiss, an invitation, or something more, the decision was made.

I just had to figure out how to actually do it.
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Chapter 5: The Hot Tub Changes Everything


[image: ]


Stepping back into the party’s roar felt like surfacing from a deep, quiet dive. The world was too loud, too bright. I blinked, my eyes scanning the deck for a head of dark hair, a black one-piece.

I found her by the hot tub.

My stomach, which had been floating on a cloud of giddy purpose, did a nosedive. Shalyssa was perched on the wide, stone edge, testing the water with her toes. And she wasn’t alone. Maya, the Henna Goddess, was already sliding in, her smile as bright and intentional as a spotlight. With her were two other women I recognized vaguely from the queer scene—Jenna, who owned the vintage shop downtown, and Chloe, a drummer with a sleeve of nautical tattoos. They were all laughing, a tight, glittering circle, and they were all looking at Shalyssa.

A cold knot of social anxiety tightened in my chest. Of course. The prime real estate. The natural next move. And I’d just handed Shalyssa over by vanishing for too long, leaving the field wide open.

My usual instinct screamed: Abort. Retreat to the snack table. Live to pine another day. Competing, stepping on toes, inserting myself into a formed group—it was my personal hellscape. Office politics, but with swimwear and higher stakes.

But then I heard her voice in my head, low and sure: “I’ll be looking forward to your... proper follow-up.” I saw my own determined face in my mind’s eye, promising myself I’d shoot my shot. If I walked away now, the momentum from our perfect, private conversation would die. I’d be the charmingly awkward girl who flaked at the first sign of actual competition. I’d let us both down.

I took a steadying breath. The mission was still active. The parameters had just changed. This was a stealth operation now.

I walked over, my smile feeling plastered on. “Hey, guys. Room for one more?”

“Kristy! Absolutely,” Shalyssa said, her voice warm, but her eyes held a flicker of something else—apology? Warning? It was gone too fast to tell.

“The more the merrier,” Maya purred, shifting to make a space that was, notably, not next to Shalyssa. “That suit is still a total vibe.”

“Thanks,” I said, and lowered myself into the gloriously hot, bubbling water on the opposite side, next to Jenna. The contrast with the cool evening air was shocking, a total sensory overload.

For a while, it was just... tub talk. The easy, sprawling chatter of acquaintances. We talked about the brutal heat of the day, the hilarious disaster of the flamingo joust, a new queer film playing at Lena and Sam’s cinema. I laughed in the right places, added a comment about the vintage shop’s new window display. I was playing the game, being casual, friendly, unthreatening.

And I watched.

Maya was in her element. She was funny, engaging, her stories captivating. She’d touch Shalyssa’s arm to emphasize a point, a light, casual contact. She’d laugh and tilt her head, her hennaed shoulders glistening. She was a pro. Jenna and Chloe were also leaning in, asking Shalyssa questions, creating a bubble of attention around her.

And Shalyssa... Shalyssa was being lovely. She was engaged, smiling, answering questions. She gave Maya’s stories her full attention. A sick, sinking feeling began to replace the anxiety. This wasn’t just me being insecure. It looked like genuine interest. Maybe our talk had just been a nice moment, and now, back in the real world with more dynamic options, she was re-evaluating. Maybe I’d already had my shot and hadn’t realized the window was so small.

The bubbly water felt suddenly suffocating. I was the odd one out, the fifth wheel who’d misread a moment of kindness for something more. I wanted to sink under the jets and disappear.

Then, from the pool, Marco yelled, “Incoming!” and a soaked Ben half-tumbled, half-was pushed into the hot tub with an enormous splash, right between Maya and Chloe.

Water erupted everywhere. We all shrieked, laughing, as the tub’s equilibrium was shattered by the sudden displacement.

“Sorry! Sorry! Marco is a menace!” Ben sputtered, wiping his eyes.

In the chaotic reshuffling—everyone scooting over to make room for Ben’s flailing limbs—the seating order broke down completely. Jenna moved left, Chloe shifted right, and in the general musical chairs of it all, Shalyssa seized the opportunity.

She didn’t make a show of it. She simply stood up in the bubbling water as Ben settled, and instead of sitting back down in her original spot, she smoothly sank onto the stone bench right next to me. Our shoulders brushed under the churning, frothy surface.

“Quite the entrance,” she murmured to me, her voice barely audible over the jets and the renewed laughter.

“Aqua-Gala, remember?” I whispered back, my heart beginning to thump again.

We fell silent as the conversation picked back up, now focused on grilling Ben about his push into the tub. But under the cover of the bubbling water, hidden from view, I felt a shift.

Then, a hand—warm, smooth, certain—found mine where it rested on the bench between us.

Shalyssa’s fingers laced through mine, giving a firm, unmistakable squeeze. A secret handshake. A silent message in the dark.

The world, which had narrowed to a tunnel of social panic and doubt, suddenly exploded back into vivid, brilliant colour. The laughter around me became music again. The hot water felt like a healing balm.

She wasn’t re-evaluating. She was playing it safe, being polite, navigating the same awkward politics I was. And she was telling me, in the only way she could, that I was still in the game. More than that—I was the one holding her hand.

I squeezed back, a pulse of acknowledgment. We didn’t look at each other. We stared straight ahead, listening to Ben defend his honour, our joined hands a hidden anchor in the warm, chaotic sea.

The road was bumpy, alright. But I hadn’t struck out. I was still at bat, and the most beautiful player on the field was secretly holding my hand.

The mission was not only alive; it had just gotten a whole lot more interesting.
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Chapter 6: After Midnight
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The secret handclasp under the churning water changed everything. The hot tub was no longer a battleground; it was a sanctuary, its bubbling surface a perfect shield for what was happening beneath. We stayed like that for what felt like both an eternity and a single heartbeat, our conversation with the group continuing on autopilot while our hidden hands spoke a silent, thrilling language of their own.

The party began its slow, natural dissolution around us. The music shifted from pulsing beats to a mellower playlist. Laughter echoed from inside the house, where most of the crowd had migrated to escape the evening chill. The pool lights cast a shimmering, electric blue onto the empty water. Marco and Ben had long since retreated inside, declaring their commentary duties complete. Jenna and Chloe eventually climbed out, shivering and reaching for towels, murmuring about finding their Uber.

Maya was the last to go. She lingered, her eyes lingering on Shalyssa with a mixture of curiosity and resignation. “You two sticking out here a while longer?” she asked, her gaze flicking between us.

“Just for a bit,” Shalyssa said, her voice perfectly neutral, her thumb tracing a slow circle on the back of my knuckles under the water. “It’s peaceful now.”

“Sure is,” Maya said, with a final, unreadable smile. “Don’t freeze! Night, you two.” She unfolded herself from the water and disappeared into the house, the sliding door whispering shut behind her.

Silence descended, broken only by the low hum of the hot tub jets and the distant thrum of bass from indoors. We were alone. Truly, completely alone.

Shalyssa let out a long, slow breath, the tension visibly leaving her shoulders. She finally turned her head to look at me, our joined hands still resting between us on the bench. “Finally,” she whispered.

“I thought she’d never leave,” I admitted, my own voice hushed in the quiet.

“She’s persistent. I’ll give her that.” Shalyssa shifted, turning her body towards me in the water. The movement brought her knee against my thigh. “You held your own in there. I was watching you. You’re a better actor than you think.”

“I was screaming internally the whole time.”

“I know,” she said, a soft smile playing on her lips. “I could see the little crisis in your eyes every time Maya touched my arm. It was kind of adorable.”

“Oh god, was it that obvious?”

“Only to me,” she said, echoing her words from earlier. She lifted our joined hands, breaking the surface of the water. Our fingers, pale and pruned from the heat, were still tightly laced. She studied them for a moment, then looked back at me. “This okay?”

“More than okay,” I breathed.

She didn’t let go. Instead, she used her free hand to push a strand of damp hair from my forehead, her touch lingering on my temple. The gesture was so tender, so unexpectedly intimate, it stole my breath. The air between us, already warm from the tub, seemed to crackle.

“Come on,” she said softly, standing up in the water. “It’s getting late. And I’m actually starting to prune into a raisin.”

She kept hold of my hand, helping me up. We stepped out into the cool night air, and the contrast was shocking, raising goosebumps on our heated skin. We grabbed our towels from nearby chairs, not letting go of each other to do it, fumbling one-handed. It was clumsy and perfect.

Instead of heading inside, she led me to the far side of the pool deck, to a secluded double lounger tucked under a sprawling bougainvillea. A citronella candle flickered on a low table nearby, casting dancing shadows. We sat side-by-side, wrapped in our towels, shoulders pressed together for warmth.

The party was still alive inside—a muffled pulse of music and voices—but out here, we were in our own private world. The nervous energy that had fueled me all evening finally drained away, replaced by a deep, humming calm.

“So,” she said, her head leaning back against the cushion, looking up at the few stars visible through the city glow. “A real conversation with someone who feels real. Mission accomplished.”

I looked at her profile, the candlelight gilding the line of her nose, her cheekbone, the curve of her lips. “This feels different,” I said, the words coming out unbidden, soft with wonder.

She turned her head, her blue eyes finding mine in the semi-darkness. “Different how?”

I searched for the words. “Earlier... the flirting, the looks, even our talk by the side of the house... it felt like possibility. Like the first few notes of a song you really want to hear.” I paused, gathering my courage. “This... right now... this feels like the song itself. It feels intentional. Not like we just happened to find ourselves alone, but like we... chose this. Built to it.”

She was quiet for a long moment, just looking at me. Then she nodded, a slow, definitive motion. “We did. I saw you at the gate, looking brave and terrified. I chose to watch you. You chose to come talk to me. I chose to pull you away. You chose to give me a warning.” A smile touched her lips. “I chose the seat next to you in the tub. You chose to hold my hand back. Every single step.”

Her accounting of our night, of every small decision that led us here, sent a shiver through me that had nothing to do with the cold. She was right. This wasn’t an accident. It was a series of deliberate choices, a mutual, silent agreement to find each other in the chaos.

The realization deepened the intimacy, thickening the air around us. It was no longer just attraction. It was recognition.

She shifted, turning to face me more fully on the lounger. The towel gaped slightly at her chest. The candlelight danced over her skin, over the sleek black material of her one-piece. My gaze dropped to her mouth, then back to her eyes.

“Kristy,” she whispered, her voice a low vibration in the space between us.

“Yeah?”

“I really want to kiss you.”

The directness, after all the subtlety and secret hand-holding, was electrifying. The erotic tension that had been simmering all night finally reached its boiling point.

“That works out,” I managed to whisper back, my heart a wild drum against my ribs. “Because my warning? The follow-up? This is it.”

A slow, triumphant smile spread across her face. She lifted her hand, cupping my cheek. Her thumb stroked my skin, and her eyes held mine, asking one final, silent permission.

I leaned in, closing the last inch of space between us.

The world—the distant party, the cool night, the flickering candle—all of it fell away. There was only the soft, insistent pressure of her mouth on mine, warm and tasting faintly of chlorine and sangria. It was gentle at first, a question, an exploration. Then it deepened, her other hand coming up to tangle in my damp hair, pulling me closer.

And as I kissed her back, my hands finding her waist under her towel, one thought echoed, clear and sure amidst the whirlwind:

This. This is different. This is just the beginning.
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Chapter 7: A Night to Remember
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The kiss didn’t end. It deepened, multiplied, and became a series of discoveries. Her mouth was soft and sure, her hands framing my face, then sliding into my hair. My own hands, emboldened by the roaring silence of the night and the feel of her, explored the taut line of her back through the damp towel, the dip of her waist. A low hum of pleasure vibrated in her throat, and the sound went straight through me, liquid and hot.

We finally broke apart, breathing ragged, foreheads pressed together. Her blue eyes were dark in the candlelight, her lips swollen from mine.

“Inside,” she breathed, the word more a plea than a suggestion. “Before I completely forget we’re in my friend’s backyard.”

I nodded, unable to form words, every nerve ending singing. We stood on unsteady legs, clutching our towels, and moved toward the sliding glass door. The transition was surreal—from our private, shadowed world into the bright, leftover chaos of Olivia’s kitchen.

The party had thinned to a core group. A few people were dancing lazily in the living room to a slow song. Olivia was holding court on the sofa, telling an animated story to a rapt audience. She spotted us, our hair damp, our towels held tight, and her eyes widened with delight. She gave me a subtle, emphatic thumbs-up from behind her wine glass.

Shalyssa squeezed my hand. “We’re just going to... change,” she announced to the room, her voice impressively steady. “Pruned beyond recognition.”

There was a chorus of good-natured “okays” and “take your times.” We slipped down the hallway, past a bathroom with the door ajar, past a closed door that likely led to a den. At the end of the hall, Shalyssa opened a door, pulled me inside, and clicked the lock shut with a definitive snick.

It was a guest room, cool and quiet. A queen-sized bed with a rumpled coverlet, a dresser, soft grey light from a streetlamp filtering through the blinds.

The moment the lock engaged, the last pretense fell away. She turned to me, her back against the door, and pulled me to her by the edges of my towel. This kiss was different: hungry, urgent, all-consuming. It tasted of midnight and promise and the faint, sweet tang of sangria.

“Kristy,” she whispered against my mouth, her hands sliding my towel from my shoulders. It pooled at my feet. The cool air hit my skin, raising goosebumps, but her gaze was a physical heat, sweeping over me in the near-dark. “You are so incredibly beautiful.”

The words, raw and sincere, melted any last shred of self-consciousness. I was fully present in my body, in this moment, feeling powerful and desired. I reached for her towel, tugging it free. It joined mine on the floor. She stood before me in her simple black one-piece, a silhouette of pure, elegant want.

“You’re overdressed,” I murmured, my voice husky and unfamiliar to my own ears.

Her answering smile was wicked. She reached behind her back, and with a deft twist, the straps of her suit loosened. She peeled the sleek material down, stepping out of it, and kicked it aside. And then she was just... Shalyssa. All smooth, golden skin and gentle curves in the dim light. My breath caught.

The emotional heat was just as intense as the physical. This wasn't just bodies colliding. It was the culmination of every glance, every laugh, every secret touch. It was the "something specific" we’d built together, hour by hour.

Before I knew it, Shalyssa was helping me with my own bikini top. Being wet, it made a sort of ‘plop’ sound when it hit the floor. But that was literally the only unsexy thing about this scene.

Immediately after that, my bottoms joined my top down by my feet. And the kissing resumed, even hungrier than it’d been outside.

We moved to the bed, a tangle of limbs and seeking mouths. The world narrowed to the space between us: the slide of skin on skin, the catch of a breath, the whisper of sheets.

I learned the geography of her. The sensitive hollow at the base of her throat, where my lips made her gasp. The way her back arched off the mattress when I traced the line of her ribs with my tongue. The soft, desperate sound she made when I finally took her nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the peak. Her hands were everywhere—in my hair, skimming down my spine, clutching at my hips—guiding, urging, praising.

“God, yes... right there,” she’d whisper, her voice a ragged thread of sound. We were trying to be quiet, conscious of the party mere walls away, and the effort made every suppressed moan, every bitten-off cry, feel a thousand times more intimate.

The focus was exquisitely mutual. It was a conversation. When I shifted to lay beside her, kissing her deeply, her hand slid down my stomach, her fingers dipping between my thighs. I cried out into her mouth, my hips bucking against her touch.

“Shh, I’ve got you,” she soothed, her lips at my ear before she kissed a burning trail down my neck, my chest, my stomach. She didn’t stop until her head was between my legs, her breath hot on my most sensitive skin. My hands balled into fists in the sheets, as a choked-off whimper escaped me.

“Let me hear you,” she whispered, her voice a vibration against me. “Just quiet, just for me.”

And then her mouth was on me, and all coherent thought dissolved. Her tongue was clever, relentless, attuned to every tremble and twitch of my body. She built the pleasure slowly, then fiercely, a masterful crescendo that had me biting my own wrist to stifle my cries. 

“Mmm! Ahhh!” I couldn’t stop myself from moaning, desperately twisting my body into knots as I tried to remain quiet. But Shalyssa held on tight, practically glued to me. There was no escaping the pleasure she was giving me.

“Oh! Ugh! Shalyssa... st-stop! Stop or I’m going to! Ahhh!” I screamed, failing to remain silent. The climax tore through me, a silent, shattering wave that left me trembling and breathless, seeing stars behind my closed eyelids.

Before I could even float back down, or stop myself from shaking, I knew what I needed to do. Next thing Shalyssa knew, I was pulling her up, rolling her onto her back, and covering her body with mine. I was ravenous for her, drunk on my own pleasure and the need to give it back. I kissed her deeply, letting her taste herself on my lips.

“My turn,” I breathed, and the hungry gleam in her eyes was all the answer I needed.

I worshipped her with the same devoted attention she’d just shown me. I learned that she loved the scrape of my teeth on her inner thigh, that a particular spot just below her ear made her whole body shudder. When I finally replaced my fingers with my mouth, she arched off the bed with a sharp, gasping inhale. Her hand flew to my hair, not pushing, just holding on.

“Oh, fuck... Kristy...” Her whisper was strained, taut with pleasure. I felt the tension coiling tight in her muscles, heard her breathing grow erratic and shallow. This was exactly what I wanted. What I craved. To do to her what she did to me.

Her attempts to stay quiet were beautiful and futile—little choked moans, whispered curses, the rhythmic creak of the headboard against the wall that we both ignored. 

“Oooh, that’s so good!” Shalyssa moaned.

“Yeah? Well I’m glad you’re enjoying it, ‘cause I’m not gonna stop,” I teased her back.

“Fuck...” she groaned, trailing off.

“Mmm, yeah baby, take it. Enjoy every second of it,” I commanded her.

When she finally broke, her release was a silent, powerful convulsion, her thighs tightening around my head as a long, shuddering sigh of pure release escaped her.

“Fuck! Kristy! Oh my FUCKING GOD!” she cried, as her body thrashed violently, making far more noise than she’d likely intended.

“Yes Shalyssa! Cum for me! I want you to cum for me!”

“Ohhh! Ahhh! AHHHH!” she screamed, before her mouth went agape but no further sounds escaped.

The silence that followed was profound and sweet, broken only by our ragged attempts to breathe. I crawled up her body, collapsing beside her, our limbs instinctively entwining. We lay there in a heap of sweaty, sated skin, hearts hammering in a slowing, synchronized rhythm.

She turned her head on the pillow, her nose brushing mine. A slow, dazed, utterly triumphant smile spread across her face. In the grey half-light, she looked like a dream.

“So,” she whispered, her voice raspy. “That was the follow-up.”

A laugh, low and full of wonder, bubbled out of me. “Don’t blame me! I warned you, remember?”

She laughed too, a soft, breathy sound, and shifted closer, tucking her head under my chin. One of her legs slipped between mine. Her hand came to rest over my heart, which was still beating a joyful, frantic tattoo against my ribs.

We didn’t speak. There was no need. The emotional heat settled into a deep, radiant warmth, a quiet closeness that felt more intimate than anything that had come before. The distant thump of music from the living room was a reminder of the world outside, but in here, with the door locked and her skin against mine, we were in a universe of our own making.

I kissed the top of her damp hair, breathing her in. The peak had been scaled, the summit reached in a glorious, noisy, pleasurable rush. And now, we were just here. In the perfect, quiet aftermath. Together.
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Chapter 8: Sleepless
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Reality, gentle but insistent, eventually tapped on the door.

It wasn’t a sound, but a creeping awareness. The music from the living room had stopped. Muffled voices and the clatter of cleaning up filtered down the hall. We were curled together in a nest of cool sheets, limbs tangled, skin dewy and marked with the faint, pink evidence of our passion. Shalyssa was tracing idle patterns on my shoulder.

“They’re going to notice we’ve been locked in here for an hour,” she murmured, her lips brushing my collarbone.

“Let them notice,” I sighed, nuzzling into her hair, breathing in the scent of us—sex, chlorine, and somehow her clean, singular perfume.

She laughed softly. “Olivia will break the door down with a crowbar out of curiosity. And as much as I’d love to stay in this bed with you forever, I don’t think my reputation can handle being the girl who defiled her best friend’s guest room at a pool party.”

The word ‘defiled’ made me giggle, which turned into a snort, which made her giggle. We lay there, shaking with silent, post-coital laughter, and I knew with absolute certainty I’d never been happier.

Reluctantly, we untangled ourselves. We found our discarded swimsuits and towels, moving in the soft grey light. Getting dressed felt surreal, like putting on costumes after baring our souls. Shalyssa helped me hook my bikini top, her fingers lingering on the clasp at my back. I turned and kissed her, slow and deep, a promise.

“We don’t have to stop,” I whispered against her mouth.

“We’re not stopping,” she assured me. “We’re just... changing venues.”

We emerged, trying and failing to look casual. We’d both made the mistake of not bringing our bags into the bedroom, so we couldn’t actually change, despite that being our excuse.

Our damp hair and flushed cheeks were a dead giveaway. Olivia was in the kitchen, loading the dishwasher. She took one look at us, a slow, knowing smile spreading across her face.

“Find everything you needed?” she asked, her voice dripping with faux innocence.

“The guest room was very... accommodating,” Shalyssa said smoothly, squeezing my hand.

“I bet it was,” Olivia winked. “Don’t run off. The stragglers are about to do a wind-down on the back deck.”

We didn’t run off. We quickly changed into actual clothes, before we joined the last few guests—Marco, Ben, Priya and her girlfriend—on the deck as the sky lightened from black to indigo. We sat on a wide outdoor sofa, Shalyssa tucked under my arm, my fingers absently playing with the ends of her hair. We drank water and shared a blanket as the conversation drifted, sleepy and content.

And we talked. Not the flirty, charged banter from earlier, but the easy, meandering talk of two people who have crossed a threshold. We talked about stupid jobs we’d had in university, our favourite terrible movies, our irrational fears. Hers were moths. Mine were automated car washes. We talked about the party, laughing at the memory of Ben’s dramatic hot tub entrance. Every so often, she’d tilt her head up and I’d kiss her, soft and unhurried, a private punctuation mark in a public sentence.

The others drifted away with hugs and yawns, until it was just us and Olivia, who was finally succumbing to exhaustion.

“You two are welcome to crash in the guest room,” she said, her words slurring slightly with tiredness. “Just... maybe air it out first.”

Shalyssa looked at me, a question in her eyes. I shook my head minutely. I didn’t want to share her with a house full of sleep. I wanted this night, every last second of it.

“I think we’re gonna stay up a bit,” Shalyssa said.

“Of course you are,” Olivia grinned, and shuffled inside. “Goodnight you two,” she said as she closed the door on the way in.

We were alone again, wrapped in the blanket, watching the first pale streaks of dawn bleed into the sky over the quiet, chlorinated pool. The inflatable flamingo, deflated now, lay in a colourful heap by the fence.

“I don’t want this to end,” I said, the truth of it aching in my chest.

“It doesn’t have to,” she said simply. “This is just the first night, Kristy.”

Her saying my name like that—a fact, a certainty—made my heart swell. We stayed until the sun was properly up, painting the deck in gold, before gathering our things. We helped Olivia with a few final pieces of cleanup, and then, in the bright, clear light of morning, sticky and tired and utterly blissful, Shalyssa drove me home. We kissed in her car for another twenty minutes, until my neighbours started walking their dogs.

“So,” she said, brushing my cheek with her thumb. “Can I take you out tomorrow? On a real date? One that doesn’t involve pool noodles or audience participation?”

I beamed. “I’d love that.”

“Good.” She kissed me once more, sweet and lingering. “Now get some sleep.”

I didn’t, of course. I lay in my bed, buzzing with the memory of her, replaying every look, every touch, every whispered word. The pool party wasn’t a memory yet; it was a living vision, feeling much like a hallucination, still sparking inside me.

—
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PRESENT DAY

That was over a year ago.

A lot has lasted. The easy way we talk. The way she still looks at me sometimes, like I’m a surprise she gets to unwrap every day. My snort-laugh, which she still claims is a highlight. The inflatable flamingo, which Olivia has threatened to bring out of retirement for our anniversary.

A lot has changed, too. We have our own place now, a cozy apartment with a balcony far too small for a pool. We have routines, inside jokes, and a shared Google calendar. We’ve met each other’s families. We’ve had fights, and made up, and learned how to be a team. The white-hot intensity of that first night has banked into a deeper, steadier flame—one that warms every corner of my life.

But every now and then, we’ll pass a public pool, or smell coconut sunscreen, and we’ll catch each other’s eye and smile. Because that party wasn’t just where we met. It was the turning point. It was the night I stopped watching from the sidelines, took a deep breath, and stepped into my own life. It was the night she chose me, and I, terrified and thrilled, chose her back.

And that wild hookup with my now-girlfriend, Shalyssa? It turned out to be the best decision I ever made. It changed everything.

So, if you’d told me that night, as I stood panicking at Olivia’s gate in my pineapple tankini, that I was about to meet the love of my life... I might have believed you.

But I’m still glad I changed into the bikini.

––––––––
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If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the platform you purchased this from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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        Girls Trip: A Lesbian Fantasyby Ms Naughtee
 
A tropical vacation. A long-held secret. One chance to finally tell the truth.
When Stacy agrees to a week in Mexico with her beautiful best friend Joella, she tells herself it's just a getaway. Sunshine, cocktails, beaches... and a chance to stop thinking about how badly she wants more.
But sharing a suite—and a king-size bed—with the woman she's secretly in love with? That's a recipe for temptation. Especially when Joella struts around in barely-there bikinis, flashes flirty smiles, and draws the attention of a sexy stranger… right in front of her.
As Stacy tries to hide her feelings, the pressure builds—and so does the heat. When secrets are finally confessed, passion erupts in a steamy, unforgettable night that changes everything. Will this girls' trip end in heartbreak... or a happily ever after?
Perfect for fans of emotional slow-burns and explosive first times, Girls Trip: A Lesbian Fantasy is a sexy, heart-melting novella about friendship, fear, and finally going for what you really want.
 
One bed. Seven days. Zero regrets.
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