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Out of My League




Jenna leapt from her spot on the volleyball court and extended her arm in one smooth, effortless motion. The gym lights caught the sheen of sweat on her shoulders as she made contact with the ball, sending it cleanly over the net. She moved like she was born for it, all long limbs and perfect timing. She was the most electric player on our team, and easily the most beautiful.

I was good enough at the sport to keep my head clear when I was playing next to her. Most of the time, muscle memory and adrenaline saved me from myself. But every now and then, my focus slipped. My eyes would track her a second too long. My thoughts would wander somewhere they absolutely shouldn’t.

On the court, I could manage it.

In the locker room, it was a wildly different story.

Her tan, slender legs seemed to go on forever, stretching up into a perfectly round ass that strained against her spandex shorts. She’d joked a few times about becoming a sports model, laughing it off like it was ridiculous, but everyone knew it wasn’t. If she wanted that life, she could have it. Cameras would love her. So would brands.

She had a rack that every girl on the team pretended not to stare at, even though we all did. It wasn’t just the size. It was the way she carried herself, confident but never desperate for attention. I tried not to let my mind linger there. I reminded myself that nothing could ever happen between us. That was the rule. The unspoken one. Teammates. Friends. Nothing more.

I hadn’t been on the team very long. I’d moved from North Carolina to California just before the semester started. Back home, I’d been one of the best players on the roster. Here, I was just good enough to earn my spot. Solid. Reliable. Not unforgettable.

It didn’t bother me as much as it probably should have. I’ve never loved the spotlight. I like the rhythm of the game. The focus. The burn in my legs after a long rally. The sharp sting in my palms after a hard dig.

The spotlight was better suited for girls like Jenna anyway. Gorgeous. Talented. Untouchable.

When the final point hit and the whistle blew, the gym erupted. We’d won. The whole season. Just like that, it was over. Everyone was shouting, laughing, running into each other’s arms.

I hovered for half a second on the edge of it all, unsure where to place myself in the chaos. Then Jenna walked straight toward me.

Before I could brace myself, she wrapped her arms around me and squeezed, her body pressing tight against mine. I felt the solid heat of her through our jerseys, the slick warmth of sweat between us. My hands landed automatically at her back.

Despite the salt and the gym air, I caught the scent of coconut in her hair. It cut through everything else, sweet and soft. Her dark ponytail whipped across my cheek as she pulled back slightly, and I had to fight the urge to close my eyes and breathe her in again.

“Good game,” she said, her hazel eyes shining as she looked down at me.

Her smile wasn’t polite. It was bright and real. Like she meant it.

“Yeah. You too,” I managed, hoping my voice sounded steady.

She gave my back an easy pat, then skipped off toward the bench to grab a towel, her hips swaying without her even trying. I watched her longer than I should have before forcing myself to look away. I swallowed hard, shoving my attraction back down where it belonged.

We filed into the locker room in a loose, noisy pack. A few of the girls were practically bouncing. It was the last game of the season, and we’d taken the whole thing. Someone turned on music from their phone. Someone else whooped loud enough for it to echo off the tile.

It should have felt bigger to me. More monumental. But I’ve always loved the playing more than the winning. The movement. The connection. The way everything else disappears for a few seconds when the ball is in the air.

I caught my reflection in one of the wide mirrors above the sinks. My forehead was slick with sweat, cheeks flushed. I brushed my long blond bangs back from my face, my fingers slightly shaky from leftover adrenaline. My ponytail had nearly come undone, strands escaping everywhere since my hair only brushed my shoulders. I tightened the elastic and fixed it high on my head again, trying to look put together.

Then I turned toward the showers.

Normally I’d wait until I got home, shower in the privacy of my own bathroom, where I didn’t have to think about where my eyes were landing. But tonight was different. We were all going out to celebrate. No one wanted to show up smelling like the gym.

I peeled off my jersey first, the fabric clinging stubbornly to my damp skin before finally sliding free. My shorts followed, sticking slightly to my thighs as I pushed them down. I folded both and laid them carefully on the nearest bench, trying to act like my heart wasn’t pounding.

It was the first time I’d shown this much skin in front of most of the team. We’d all changed before, but there’s a difference between half-dressed and fully exposed.

It wouldn’t have felt like such a big deal if I didn’t have such a huge crush on one of them.

I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry, and reached behind my back to unhook my sports bra. The elastic snapped softly as I pulled it off, my breasts finally free from the tight compression. I resisted the instinct to glance around and see who was looking. Instead, I grabbed a towel and quickly wrapped it around my chest, tucking it securely under my arm.

For a second, I just stood there, bare from the waist down, hyperaware of every sound in the room. Lockers slamming. Laughter. The rustle of fabric.

Then I stepped out of my panties, letting them fall to the tile behind me before bending to scoop them up and place them with the rest of my clothes.

I told myself to breathe.

This was normal. We were athletes. We all had bodies. It didn’t mean anything.

I turned the corner toward the showers and immediately scanned the row of tiled stalls. There were three in a line, steam curling up from each one like soft white smoke. The middle stall was empty. I stepped toward it, hyperaware of the sound of running water echoing off the walls.

I hadn’t seen Jenna in a few minutes. My stomach tightened as I wondered if she’d end up to my right or my left. The thought alone made my cheeks flush hot.

I shook my head at myself and climbed in.

The hot water hit my shoulders and rolled down my back in heavy streams, loosening muscles I hadn’t realized were clenched. The heat should’ve been enough to melt the tension out of me, but it didn’t. Not completely.

We had plans to go to a bar after this. A couple of drinks. Celebrating the season. Laughing too loud. The idea should’ve felt harmless.

Instead, it made my pulse jump.

It wasn’t just about fitting in with the girls. I worried about that too, about saying the right things and not feeling like the transfer kid who never quite belonged. But what really made my chest tighten was the thought of being tipsy next to Jenna.

What if something slipped out? What if I laughed too long at one of her jokes, or stared too openly at her mouth? What if I said something I couldn’t take back?

Steam wrapped around my face, damp and heavy. I tilted my head back under the spray and let out a slow exhale.

Relax, I told myself. It’s just a night out.

By the time I shut off the water, my skin was flushed and warm. I stepped out of the shower at the exact moment Jenna stepped out of hers.

We both froze.

For a split second, it was just the two of us standing there with towels clutched around our bodies, steam drifting between us. Her eyes met mine, surprise flickering across her face.

Then I noticed something else.

Her gaze lingered.

It wasn’t long. Not dramatic. Just long enough that I felt it like a physical touch, sliding down and back up again. My blood roared in my ears. Her cheeks tinted slightly pink beneath her tan skin, and I couldn’t tell if it was from the heat of the shower or something else.

Why is she looking at me that way?

“Come on you two!” Brianna yelled from across the locker room, her voice bouncing off the tile.

Jenna and I both dropped our eyes at the same time, suddenly very interested in the floor. I swallowed and adjusted my towel, then moved quickly toward my locker.

The rest of the girls were already pulling on tight dresses, fitted tops, heels. Laughter filled the room again, normal and loud, like nothing strange had just happened.

When everyone was changed, we piled into two cars in a rush of perfume, hair spray, and leftover adrenaline.

“Ok,” Trisha said, twisting around in the passenger seat to face those of us in the back. “We need two designated drivers since we’ve got the two cars. Any volunteers?”

A collective silence fell. A few girls glanced at each other with exaggerated disappointment, clearly hoping someone else would take the hit.

My hands felt slightly shaky, but I raised one anyway.

“I’ll do it.”

Trisha’s face lit up. “You sure? That would be so great of you, Erin.”

I nodded and forced a smile. “Yeah. It’s fine.”

It wasn’t selfless. Not really. I just didn’t trust myself a few drinks in. The last thing I needed was to drunkenly confess my crush on Jenna in front of half the team.

The other girls breathed audible sighs of relief and immediately went back to their excited chatter, already debating shots and music and who might show up.

We pulled into the bar parking lot a few minutes later. Gravel crunched under the tires as we parked. A light rain had started, misting the windshield.

When we stepped out, a few girls groaned dramatically and lifted their arms over their heads to protect their hair.

I barely noticed the rain.

I was scanning the lot for the other car. The one Jenna was in.

Trisha waved us toward the entrance, heels clicking against the pavement. We hurried under the overhang near the door, huddling together to avoid getting soaked.

That’s when I heard it.

Pop music blasting from a car stereo behind us.

I turned.

Jenna’s car was pulling in.

I didn’t realize I’d stopped breathing until my chest started to ache.

The passenger door opened first, then hers. She stepped out slowly, and for a second everything else blurred.

She looked unreal.

Her jeans clung to her hips like they’d been made for her, the denim hugging every curve. The black V-neck t-shirt dipped just low enough to show the soft line of her cleavage. Her dark hair was down now, loose around her shoulders, glossy under the parking lot lights.

And the heels.

Black. Sharp. High enough to make her calves flex as she walked.

They were killing me.

Every step made her leg muscles tighten and release, and her ass popped even more than usual. I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry.

Breathe.

“Did you guys pick a driver?” Rachel called as she shut her door.

“Yeah, Erin said she’d do it,” Trisha answered.

“Ok, ours is Jenna.”

Jenna’s eyes found mine instantly. She smiled and gave me a small nod, like we’d just been assigned to the same secret.

I mirrored her nod, hoping my face didn’t give anything away.

She walked straight toward me.

Up close, I could smell her perfume layered over that familiar hint of coconut from earlier. Warm. Sweet. Intoxicating in a way that had nothing to do with alcohol.

She slipped her hand into mine without hesitation, her fingers warm and confident around my own.

“Let’s entertain each other tonight, ok?” she said, her voice low enough that it felt private.

My heart slammed against my ribs.

I nodded again, suddenly too excited to trust my voice.

She squeezed my hand once and guided me toward the door.

This definitely wasn’t my kind of scene, but I was grateful for the camaraderie. That part felt real. Solid. Familiar in a way the rest of it didn’t.

The bar itself was polished and almost elegant. Dark wood tables, gold-toned light fixtures, warm lighting that reflected off the glossy floor. It looked upscale at first glance. But past the main seating area there was a wide open room where raunchy dancers moved under colored lights, bodies swaying in ways that didn’t match the classy décor at all.

It felt like two different places stitched together.

Too refined for the crowd that showed up here. Too wild for the polished trim and decorative molding.

I shrugged to myself and slipped onto the bench at the end of a long wooden table, glad to have a little distance from the chaos. Jenna followed without hesitation and sat beside me, close enough that our thighs nearly brushed.

“Can I get you guys anything to drink?” asked a short blond waitress who looked barely older than us.

“Just water,” Jenna said easily.

“Me too,” I added, trying to sound casual.

The waitress nodded and turned away, weaving back toward the bar. For a second it was just the two of us at the table.

I glanced around, scanning the room for the rest of our teammates. They were already crowded at the bar, elbows propped up, laughing loudly as they flagged down the bartender. A few were bouncing on their toes like they’d been waiting all night for this first drink.

The music was loud. Heavy bass, some kind of dance-pop track that made the glasses vibrate faintly against the wood. Jenna leaned in so she could be heard, her shoulder brushing mine.

She’d changed her perfume. It wasn’t just coconut anymore. There was something woodsy layered over it now, warm and slightly spicy. When she leaned closer, the scent wrapped around me, pulling me into her space without asking permission.

“So, you’re new?” she asked, her mouth close to my ear.

I nodded.

“Yeah.”

“Where did you transfer from?”

“North Carolina.”

Her eyes widened slightly, genuine curiosity flashing across her face. “Never been to the east coast. Did you play there?”

I nodded again, suddenly aware of how close we were. The warmth of her body. The brush of her knee against mine every time someone walked past and jostled the table.

“Yeah,” I said. “But we weren’t as good.”

Even as the words left my mouth, I regretted how they sounded.

She laughed softly. “Don’t be so quick to put down your old team.”

Heat crept into my cheeks. “I didn’t mean to. I love them all. It’s just that your team is better.”

“Shhh.” She smiled and tilted her head. “Our team. I was only poking fun at you.”

As she said it, she lifted her finger and jabbed it lightly into my shoulder.

It was barely a touch. Playful. Innocent.

Still, it felt electric.

My skin reacted before my brain did. A small spark that traveled down my arm and settled low in my stomach. I looked up at her, and my eyes lingered longer than they should have.

Her expression shifted. The teasing softened. Her eyes grew more serious, more focused, like she was trying to read something on my face.

Her face was only inches from mine now.

I watched the subtle movement of her throat as she swallowed. The music thudded around us, but in that moment everything felt oddly muted.

We were interrupted by the sharp sound of glasses hitting the table.

“Two waters,” the waitress said.

Jenna leaned back slightly and looked up at her. “Thanks.”

She didn’t return her eyes to me right away. She reached for her glass instead, taking a slow sip.

“Lucky bastards,” she muttered, glancing toward our teammates at the bar. “Maybe I’ll have a drink when I get back to my place.”

The idea made my stomach flip.

“That’s not a bad idea,” I said before I could stop myself.

She turned toward me slowly, a sly grin spreading across her lips. One eyebrow lifted.

“Are you inviting yourself over for drinks?”

My heart jumped into my throat. “No, I meant⁠—”

“Just teasing. God, you’re so easy.”

I couldn’t help it. I blushed again, heat rising up my neck.

“I mean,” she continued, her voice lowering into something softer, slower, “if you wanted, you could come over.”

Her head dipped slightly, and she looked up at me through her lashes. She tried to make it look uncertain, almost shy.

But her eyes gave her away.

There was nothing unsure about her.

“That would be cool,” I managed, my voice catching halfway through. “I don’t really have many friends here yet.”

The corner of Jenna’s lips inched up slowly on one side, like she was holding back a smile she didn’t want anyone else to see. Up close like this, she was almost terrifyingly beautiful. Not just pretty. Not just attractive. The kind of beautiful that made you feel like you were stepping into something you couldn’t fully control.

I wasn’t sure what I was getting myself into.

All I knew was that I didn’t want to miss a single possible moment with her.

She tilted her head back toward the bar, pretending to watch our teammates laugh and lean into their drinks. But under the table, she angled her legs toward mine until her knees gently bumped against me.

The contact was subtle. Casual, if anyone had been looking.

It didn’t feel casual.

My gaze dropped slowly to her hand resting on her thigh. Her palm was turned upward in a way that wasn’t natural at all. It was deliberate. An offering. A question.

My pulse thudded in my ears. I bit my lower lip and told myself I could still pull back.

Instead, I let my fingers slide forward.

When my hand grazed hers, I paused, watching for any sign that I’d misread the situation. A flinch. A shift. A teasing withdrawal.

She gave me nothing.

She remained composed, eyes fixed ahead on the crowd, jaw relaxed, shoulders loose. If someone had been watching us from across the room, they would’ve thought nothing was happening.

But I could feel it.

The awareness.

My palm settled against hers. Slowly, carefully, our fingers intertwined.

Her mouth parted slightly, and she released a long, controlled exhale. I watched her chest sink as the air left her lungs. Her eyelids lowered just a fraction. Her skin looked warmer, flushed under the soft gold lighting.

What are we doing?

The question hit me all at once. This wasn’t an accidental brush in the locker room. This was deliberate.

I wanted to kiss her.

God, I wanted to.

But the crowded bar, the music, the dancers, the teammates only a few feet away, it wasn’t the place.

She leaned her head back slightly, lips still parted, throat exposed. The line of her neck caught the light, smooth and inviting. I imagined leaning in, pressing my mouth to her collarbone, tasting her skin. The thought alone made my legs ache with want.

I exhaled slowly, trying to steady myself. There was nothing we could do about it here. Not yet. Even if she wanted to.

My heart beat faster, anticipation coiling tight in my chest.

Then Jenna stood abruptly.

Our fingers slipped apart, and she moved around the table with that same effortless grace she had on the court. When she reached the other side, she glanced back at me and curled her finger once in a silent invitation.

Follow me.

I stood, my legs feeling slightly unsteady, and watched her carefully. She didn’t hesitate. She led me past the bar, past the dancers, into a narrow, dim hallway that led toward the bathrooms.

The music dulled the farther we went. The lighting shifted from warm gold to low and shadowed.

When she was certain we were out of sight, she turned and pushed me gently but firmly against the wall.

My back hit cool plaster. Her face was inches from mine.

We stared at each other, breathing heavier than we had any right to be. My chest rose and fell against hers. I could feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of her shirt.

She let out a low, nervous laugh.

I couldn’t help but smile in response. The tension was sharp, almost unbearable, but there was something real underneath it. Something that made this feel less like a reckless impulse and more like a choice.

When the corners of my lips lifted, she took it as permission.

She inched closer, slowly, giving me every chance to pull away.

I didn’t.

Her breath was sweet when it hit my mouth. I was suddenly grateful I’d stayed sober. I could feel everything. Every second stretching out, heavy and electric.

Her lips brushed mine.

The contact was soft at first, barely there, but it sent a shock through me. Our chests heaved against each other as the kiss deepened. She slid her hands up, gripping the back of my neck, her thumbs stroking lightly along my cheeks.

We breathed hard through our noses, unwilling to break the connection.

I didn’t want to come up for air.

I wanted more.

I parted my lips slightly, and she mirrored me without hesitation. I rested my tongue against the edge of my teeth, tentative, and felt hers press forward to meet it.

The first touch of her tongue against mine made my knees weaken.

They moved together slowly, testing, swirling in a rhythm that felt instinctive and hungry all at once. My hands hovered at her waist, unsure where to settle, afraid of moving too fast and yet desperate not to stop.

One of her hands began to drift lower, sliding down from my neck to just above my chest.

And then, suddenly, she pulled away.

“Is everything okay?” I asked, my voice softer than I intended. For a split second I was terrified I’d crossed a line. That I’d moved wrong. Kissed wrong. Wanted too much.

“I just want to watch your face for a minute,” she whispered.

Her voice was low and steady, almost reverent.

Being watched like that should’ve made me self-conscious. And it did. My skin felt hyperaware, like every nerve ending had been switched on. But the intensity of her gaze only made whatever came next feel sharper.

Her hand moved slowly from my neck down over my collarbone, deliberate, giving me time to react. It continued lower until she was cupping one of my breasts through my shirt.

Her palm settled lightly over my protruding nipple, the heat of her hand seeping through the thin fabric. I bit my lip instinctively, my body responding before my brain could catch up.

“Beautiful,” she murmured.

The word landed heavy in my chest.

Her other hand slid down the curve of my waist. She paused at my hip, then traced upward slightly until her thumb rested just under the hem of my shirt against my bare abdomen.

I shivered at the contact. She noticed.

I could see it in the subtle change in her expression. The way her lips parted slightly as if she liked knowing she had that effect on me.

She bent her thumb, hooking it under the waistband of my jeans, and gave a gentle tug. My pelvis shifted forward into hers.

I sucked in a breath.

Then she slid one of her legs between mine, pressing her thigh firmly against me.

I gasped.

“Mmmm,” she hummed, licking her lips as she watched my reaction like it fascinated her.

The heat pooling low in my stomach spread fast. My knees felt weak. My head spun with the closeness of it all.

Footsteps echoed suddenly down the hallway.

Someone rounded the corner.

Jenna dropped her hands instantly, stepping back and smoothing her shirt as if nothing had happened. I straightened too, heart racing. It wasn’t one of our teammates, just a stranger heading toward the bathrooms, but the reality hit us both at the same time.

This wasn’t a safe place to keep exploring each other.

When the person disappeared behind a door, Jenna leaned in and gave me one quick, firm kiss. Just enough to promise more.

Then she took my hand and led me back toward the table.

My insides were burning where she’d touched me. Every brush of fabric against my skin felt exaggerated. I could feel the damp warmth between my legs, my panties growing wetter by the second.

It was going to be torture sitting through the rest of the night pretending nothing had happened.

She turned toward me once we sat down, her eyes bright and calculating.

“You know,” she said casually, “we could probably head to my house for a few and come back before anyone even notices we’re gone.”

Her eyelashes lifted as she looked at me, not quite pleading, but close.

Under normal circumstances, I would’ve thought that was risky. Obvious. Impossible to pull off.

But my body was still buzzing from her touch. I wanted her hands on me again. I wanted to know how far she’d go if we didn’t have to worry about hallway traffic.

I nodded slowly.

She smiled.

Without another word, she stood. I followed her out of the bar and across the damp parking lot toward her car. The rain had mostly stopped, leaving the pavement slick and reflective under the streetlights.

“It’s just five minutes down the road,” she said, gesturing vaguely toward the highway as she unlocked the car.

I slid into the passenger seat, closing the door with slightly trembling hands. The interior smelled faintly like her perfume and clean leather. I stared ahead, trying to process the fact that Jenna was taking me to her house.

“You’re kind of quiet, hm?” she asked as she started the engine.

“You just make me nervous, I guess,” I admitted.

“Oh.”

Her reaction made me panic for a second.

“No, it’s not like that,” I said quickly, letting out a small laugh. “I’ve just had a crush on you for a while.”

The words hung between us, bold and undeniable.

She smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips, and pulled out of the parking lot.

The ride to her house was short. Painfully short. Every red light felt too quick. Every turn too soon. My mind raced with possibilities, with images of her hands sliding under my clothes without interruption.

I didn’t know exactly what she had in mind.

But I was hopeful for more of the same.

“Here we are,” she said, shifting the car into park and turning toward me with a slow exhale.

Her phone buzzed loudly in the cup holder.

She glanced down at the screen, her expression tightening with irritation. “Shit. Someone’s already noticed we left.”

She answered the call and stepped out of the car, shutting the door behind her for privacy.

I watched her through the windshield as she paced near her door, one hand on her hip, the other holding the phone to her ear. I couldn’t hear what she was saying, only the faint rhythm of her voice rising and falling.

My heart pounded.

After a minute, she ended the call and walked back over. The passenger door opened, and she leaned her head inside.

“We’re good for now,” she said. “If you still wanted to come up.”

Still wanted to.

As if there was any doubt.

I nodded and stepped out of the car, my legs feeling slightly unsteady.

She led me toward her first-floor apartment, keys jangling softly in her hand. The building was quiet. The night air cool against my flushed skin.

My heart lodged itself in my throat.

I can’t believe I’m walking into Jenna’s apartment alone with her.

Jenna flipped on the light in her living room, and the space filled with a soft, warm glow. She turned back toward me, the door clicking shut behind us.

Her décor was simple and modern. Clean lines. A neutral couch. A glass coffee table. A framed print or two on the wall. It was neat without feeling staged. Comfortable without trying too hard.

I barely noticed any of it.

Nothing in that room could distract me from her.

She kicked off her heels with a small sigh of relief and nudged them aside with her foot, pushing them toward the edge of the sofa. Then she leaned back against the couch, palms braced behind her, and just stared at me.

The look in her eyes made my stomach flip.

I couldn’t tell if she was waiting for me to make a move or just enjoying watching me squirm. I didn’t want to overstep. Didn’t want to assume this was something more than heated bar flirting.

But the air between us didn’t feel uncertain.

It felt charged.

She lifted her hand slowly and curved her index finger at me again.

Come here.

My hesitation dissolved instantly. I crossed the room in a few quick steps and stopped in front of her. I slid my hands onto her hips, feeling the firmness beneath the denim, and leaned in.

My lips met hers.

This kiss wasn’t careful.

She met me with wild, unfiltered passion, her mouth opening immediately, her hands gripping me like she’d been waiting to do it all night. I realized then how much she’d been holding back at the bar. That hallway kiss had only been a taste.

Here, in her apartment, she didn’t have to restrain herself.

Her hands slid to the back of my head, fingers threading into my hair. She pulled me closer and slipped her thigh between my legs again, pressing upward.

I pushed my pelvis against her leg without thinking, the friction sending a rush of heat through me. Our tongues darted and tangled, wet and hungry. Her breathing turned heavy, almost ragged, and she rocked her hips with an eager rhythm that made me dizzy.

She bit my lower lip.

The sharp tug sent a shiver racing down my spine.

I let my hands wander slowly up her sides, feeling the warmth of her through her shirt, then wrapped my arms around her back and pulled her tight against me. She dropped one hand from my neck and brought it to my breast, cupping it tenderly through the fabric.

My fingers brushed the ends of her loose hair. I curled them and gave a gentle tug.

She arched her neck instantly, dropping her head back and exposing the long line of her throat. I leaned in and bit lightly at her earlobe, letting my teeth graze before I soothed the spot with my tongue.

She moaned against my ear.

The sound vibrated straight through me, her breath hot against my cheek.

The heat of her body seeped into mine, loosening muscles I hadn’t even realized were tense. She was both grounding and intoxicating. I could almost feel the space between us growing warmer with every grind of our hips.

Her skin sparked under my lips. Every touch felt amplified.

Small beads of sweat formed at the base of her neck. I pressed my mouth there and tasted the salt of her skin. It was warm and real and made me want more.

I wanted to devour her.

I slid one hand up to her breast, teasing her nipple through her shirt the way she’d done to me. I rubbed slowly, deliberately, desperate to hear that moan again.

“Fuck,” she whispered, her voice thick and low.

Our hips kept moving against each other. I nipped at the taut tendons of her neck, savoring the way her breath hitched.

She lowered both hands to my hips and gripped me hard, fingers digging in as I ground myself more firmly against her thigh. My panties were soaked, clinging to me, every movement spreading the damp heat further.

She softened for a moment, resting her lips against my cheek. Then she kissed her way back to my mouth, slow and lingering.

My free hand slid down to her lower back, exploring the smooth skin there. Her muscles were tight beneath the softness. My fingers dipped into the groove of her spine, tracing the subtle hills and valleys as she pressed closer.

Her lips parted against mine and another moan slipped out, her hot breath swirling over my tongue. I tasted the faint sweetness of whatever she’d been drinking earlier, mixed with her.

Jenna’s hand moved with purpose.

She slid it down over my stomach and to the button of my jeans. With quick, practiced fingers, she unfastened them.

The small metallic sound felt impossibly loud in the quiet apartment.

Then she paused.

Her knuckles rested lightly against my lower abdomen, just below my navel. She looked up at me, her eyes glistening, dark and daring.

It wasn’t a question.

It was a challenge.

She knew better.

She knew I couldn’t resist her touch.

She lowered her thigh from between my legs, and I felt the sudden absence of pressure like a small loss. Slowly, deliberately, she slid her hands to the waistband of my jeans and rolled them down over my hips.

The denim dragged against my skin, inching lower as she crouched slightly in front of me.

My breathing turned shallow.

She lifted my shirt up to my chest, folding the fabric over my breasts so they were exposed to the warm air of her apartment. My nipples tightened instantly, sensitive from the coolness and from the way she was looking at me.

Then she gripped my waist and pulled me closer.

Her lips pressed softly against the middle of my stomach.

The kiss was gentle, almost tender, and it made me gasp in short, shaky breaths. My abs tightened involuntarily beneath her mouth. She smiled when she heard the sound escape me, clearly pleased with herself.

She rested her knuckles against my stomach again and slowly dragged her hand downward, her touch feather-light. Every inch she traveled felt amplified.

When her fingers reached the waistband of my cotton panties, she paused just long enough to make me ache.

Then she slipped one fingertip under the fabric teasingly.

I bit down on my lower lip hard enough that I tasted the faintest hint of copper. The lower her fingers slid, the hotter the room seemed to become. My skin felt slick, oversensitive.

A single drop of sweat slipped from my temple as her fingers moved deeper, nearing the damp heat between my legs.

She found me wet.

Her fingers dipped into the slick crease between my thighs and brushed gently against my clit.

The contact sent a sharp pulse through my body.

My knees locked, thighs trembling as anticipation flooded me. I felt every tiny movement of her fingertip like it was wired directly into my nerves.

She withdrew her fingers slowly, glistening in the light, and brought them to her lips.

Without breaking eye contact, she licked them clean with a slow stroke of her pink tongue.

My vision blurred from the heat rushing to my head.

She gripped my hips again and shifted us both, guiding me backward. In one smooth motion, she pushed me over the armrest of her couch so that my ass rested against it, my back angled slightly downward.

The new position left me exposed.

She tugged my jeans and panties down to my ankles. The fabric pooled there, heavy and damp.

I kicked off my shoes clumsily, then shook free of the wet cotton and denim, letting them fall to the floor.

Jenna placed her hands on my bent knees and gently spread my legs wider so they wrapped around her waist. She stepped closer, filling the space between them.

Her palms slid slowly up my thighs, fingers pressing into my skin as she looked at me with focused intensity.

Like a tiger deciding exactly when to pounce.

“You’re so sexy,” she said, her smile crooked and confident.

My stomach flipped. I bit my lip again, careful not to break the skin this time.

She moved her thumb to my clit and began circling it slowly.

The sensation was immediate and consuming. It felt like she was pulling an invisible string that connected my cunt straight to my throat. Each slow circle tightened that string until I couldn’t hold back the sounds rising out of me.

A soft moan slipped free.

Then another.

I was already teetering on the edge of begging her to use her tongue.

She shifted her hand, turning it so her palm rested firmly against my mound. The weight of it grounded me for half a second before her middle finger slid down my slick slit and pushed in slightly.

I closed my eyes and gasped.

The pressure of her finger entering me was slow and deliberate. I felt the tip drag back out, collecting wetness, then trace upward again to my clit.

She circled it once more.

My body felt like it was burning from the inside out, and she was feeding the flames with every careful movement.

I reached up and threaded my fingers through my hair, pushing it back from my face so I could see her clearly.

I opened my eyes and met her gaze.

Wide. Smiling. Disbelieving.

I couldn’t believe this was happening.

I couldn’t believe the gorgeous woman I’d been crushing on was standing between my legs, fingering my wet pussy in her apartment like this.

I couldn’t believe our team was still at the bar, celebrating, completely unaware.

For a split second, I wondered if I’d fallen asleep somewhere earlier in the night.

If this was the kind of dream that felt too vivid to be real.

But the way her thumb pressed down again, firm and knowing, reminded me that I was very much awake.

She bent over me slowly, her hair falling forward as she tilted her head and looked at me through the tops of her eyes. That look alone made my stomach tighten. Her mouth hovered inches from me, so close I could feel the warmth of her breath before she even touched me.

When she exhaled through her nostrils, the soft stream of air brushed over my clit. My slit opened instinctively, my body responding to her before I could think about it. I watched her tongue slide over her lips, slow and deliberate, and the small smile that followed almost pushed me over the edge by itself.

She pressed a kiss to my mound, soft and lingering.

Then another to one side of my wet slit. Then the other.

My hips twitched at the teasing pace of it.

Finally, she pushed her tongue through my folds, dragging it upward until it rested at my entrance. The sensation made my breath hitch. I reached under my shirt and squeezed my nipples between my fingers, needing something to anchor me as pleasure flooded my body.

She slid her tongue into me, slow and confident, then withdrew and moved it back up to my clit, laying it flat against the sensitive bundle of nerves.

I rocked my hips instinctively, pressing myself harder into her mouth.

The heat ignited instantly. It started low and spread upward along my spine, curling into my shoulders and making my head spin. My fingers tightened around my nipples as I struggled to hold onto something solid.

I closed my eyes without meaning to.

She was so beautiful bent between my legs that it almost overwhelmed me. Her hands rested firmly on my waist, holding me in place as her breath traveled up my abdomen between licks, warm and ticklish.

My gasps turned sharper, almost frantic, as the pressure built in my midsection. She slid her tongue back and forth between my entrance and my clit with practiced precision, adjusting the angle each time, like she was studying exactly what made me unravel.

My legs began to quiver.

The tremor started in my thighs and traveled upward through my torso before rolling back down again. Heat washed over me in waves, tightening the muscles in my legs until they trembled around her.

Then it hit.

My body shook, my pussy pulsing hard against her tongue. A loud moan tore out of me as I pinched my nipples through the shattering rush of pleasure. For a moment everything went red and bright behind my closed eyes. The room disappeared. There was nothing but sensation and heat and her mouth.

Then slowly, the world returned.

My breathing echoed in my ears as it began to slow. My limbs felt heavy, loose, almost weightless.

When I opened my eyes, Jenna was standing up between my legs, a satisfied smirk spread across her soft face.

I started laughing, breathless and disbelieving. The intensity of it all. The fact that we were here. That this was real.

Jenna reached her arms out to me.

I placed my hands in hers, and she pulled me upright until I was sitting on the armrest again. She wrapped me into her body, holding me close. I rested one hand at the back of her head and stroked her hair gently, smoothing it down.

I breathed her in.

Coconut. Sugary sweat. Something warm and distinctly her. I tried to memorize it, like I could store it somewhere safe for later.

She kissed my cheek softly.

“We should probably head back soon,” she said.

I nodded, still floating.

She lifted her hand and brushed her thumb along my cheek, her touch gentle now. I looked into her eyes, letting everything I was feeling sit there openly. Gratitude. Awe. Something deeper I wasn’t ready to name.

She smiled back.

“Let’s do this again sometime,” I said, hopeful and maybe a little vulnerable.

She nodded quickly, her eyes widening in a way that felt sincere.

I smiled.

She stepped back and gave me space to finish dressing. My legs were still slightly shaky as I pulled my jeans and panties back on, smoothing my shirt down over my body.

When I was ready, she led me back out to her car.

The night air felt cooler against my flushed skin. My body still hummed from what she’d done to me.

I couldn’t wait to walk back into that bar with our little secret wrapped tight between us.
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