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    Hello to all my readers, new and old!
 
I wanted to say thank you so much for reading this book of mine. It is a labour of love for me to work on my craft!
 
As a show of gratitude for you enabling me to live my dream, please visit my substack page. I often give out free audiobooks and e-books for my fans over there. And the best part is, there is ZERO cost. It will always be 100% free to follow me and my stories over there.
 
If you'd like to claim your FREE audiobook, head to https://msnaughtee.substack.com/
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Chapter 1: The Mystery Admirer
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Jasmine perched on the edge of her bed, the familiar scent of roses and lilies filling her small apartment. A half-finished bouquet lay in front of her, its vibrant reds and pinks a tribute to the Valentine’s spirit she both loved and dreaded. Her fingers trembled slightly as she tied a satin ribbon around the stems, the finishing touch that made her heart race every year.

She set the bouquet down gently and stared at the small white card tucked into its centre. The words she’d written earlier—To someone who brightens every room, Happy Valentine’s Day—felt warm and heartfelt but incomplete. It wasn’t just any Valentine; it was for Clara. Her Clara.

Well, not her Clara. Not yet, anyway.

For the past five years, Jasmine—Jaz to her friends—had been Clara’s secret admirer, leaving her carefully crafted bouquets on Clara’s doorstep every Valentine’s morning. Clara always gushed about them during their coffee dates, wondering aloud who could be so thoughtful. Each time, Jaz had smiled and nodded along, her heart both swelling and aching. She had dreamed of confessing for years, but every time she thought about it, fear paralyzed her. What if Clara didn’t feel the same? What if it ruined their friendship?

This year felt different, though. Jaz didn’t know why—maybe it was the way Clara had laughed and held her hand for a moment too long after their last movie night, or maybe it was the way her own feelings had grown too big to contain. Whatever the reason, this year’s bouquet felt like a tipping point. She grabbed a pen and hovered it over the card, debating whether to sign her name. Her heart hammered in her chest.

A knock at the door startled her. Jaz jumped, the pen dropping from her hand. She quickly shoved the bouquet behind her as she stood up and opened the door. There stood Clara, her auburn hair pulled back in a loose ponytail, her cheeks flushed from the chilly February air.

“Hey, Jaz!” Clara said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. She carried a to-go coffee cup in one hand and a familiar grin on her face. “I brought your favourite. Thought you could use a pick-me-up.”

Jaz’s stomach flipped. “Oh, thanks,” she said, taking the cup. She inhaled the comforting aroma of caramel and espresso, grateful for something to distract her. “What brings you by?”

Clara plopped onto Jaz’s couch, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “Nothing specific, just thought I’d swing by and see what you were up to. You’re not busy, are you?”

“No, not at all,” Jaz said quickly, glancing over her shoulder at the bouquet hidden behind her. She perched on the arm of the couch, trying to act casual. “Just the usual Valentine’s prep for the shop. It’s chaos this time of year.”

Clara nodded sympathetically. “Bet it’s wild. You deserve a break after all that. Maybe we could grab dinner tomorrow? Celebrate surviving the day of love?”

Jaz blinked, caught off guard. “Dinner?”

“Yeah, you and me,” Clara said casually. “We’ll get all dressed up and go somewhere nice. You’ve been working so hard; you deserve it.”

Jaz’s cheeks flushed. “That sounds... nice.”

Clara smiled warmly. “It’s a date, then. And who knows? Maybe we’ll really like each other?” she teased with a wink. It was beyond evident that the two friends did, in fact, like each other. It just hadn’t been obvious to Jasmine. At least, not yet.

As Clara chatted about her plans for Valentine’s Day, Jaz’s mind raced. Tomorrow morning, she’d place the bouquet on Clara’s doorstep, just like always. But this time, she’d do something she’d never dared before. She’d sign her name. After all, this was her opportunity. She was sure of it.

After Clara left a short while later, Jaz sat back down beside the bouquet. Her fingers hovered over the card again, her mind racing. For five years, she’d been too scared to take the leap. Too scared to admit her feelings to her friend. But maybe Clara was right. Maybe this could be her big romantic story, too.

She picked up the pen and, with a deep breath, signed her name at the bottom of the card. She struggled to calm her nerves, staring at the card for several minutes, before finally accepting her new reality.

One way or another, Clara would find out that Jasmine had been her secret admirer for all these years. The gears of fate had already begun to grind, whatever the result would be, remained to be seen.
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Chapter 2: The Reveal
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Valentine’s morning arrived with the faintest dusting of snow in the air. A soft, delicate layer that seemed to make the world a little quieter. Jaz could feel her heart thudding in her chest as she slipped into her coat, the bouquet of roses and lilies tucked into her arms, the ribbon carefully tied. It wasn’t just any bouquet. This one had Clara’s name on it—along with Jasmine’s bold declaration of love; something she’d never dared to do until now.

She paused at the door, her fingers hovering over the handle, unsure whether she was making the right decision. It felt like the universe was holding its breath, waiting for her next move. She didn’t even realize how tightly she was gripping the door frame until she let go and stepped outside, the cold air biting at her cheeks.

The walk to Clara’s apartment wasn’t far, but each step felt like it took a lifetime. Her breath came in short bursts as she approached the familiar building, her footsteps crunching in the snow. She stood at the base of the steps, looking up at the windows of Clara’s apartment, her stomach a fluttering mess of excitement and nerves.

This was it.

The bouquet felt heavier than ever as Jasmine walked up to Clara’s doorstep, placing the flowers gently on the ground. She glanced up once more to make sure she hadn’t been spotted, then turned to leave, her heart racing in her chest. She was so nervous about the entire thing that she’d forgotten to leave the card with her name on it.

But as she was about to make her way back down the steps, the door to Clara’s apartment opened, and there she was, standing in the doorway, her auburn hair falling around her shoulders, her eyes bright with curiosity.

“Jaz?” Clara called out, her voice soft but sharp with surprise. “What are you doing here?”

Jaz froze, her heart skipping a beat. For a moment, neither of them said anything. They just stood there in the chill of the morning, the awkward silence stretching between them.

“I... uh...” Jaz stammered, caught off guard. “I just wanted to, uh, drop something off. For... for you.” Every word sounded so hesitant. So nerve-wracking. This only added to Jasmine’s fear that she was embarrassing herself.

Clara’s gaze dropped to the bouquet, her lips curving into a soft, knowing smile. “A Valentine’s bouquet?” she asked, her voice filled with warmth. “That’s sweet of you.”

Jaz nodded, a lump forming in her throat. “Yeah. I just thought...” She cleared her throat, her fingers trembling. “I thought you deserved it. For all the light you bring into my life.”

Clara’s expression softened, her eyes searching Jaz’s face. “You know, I’ve been wondering who’s been leaving these for years,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I always thought it was someone who really knew me.”

Jaz swallowed hard, her mind racing. This was it—the moment where everything could change. She couldn’t back out now. Slowly, she reached into the pocket of her coat and pulled out the card, the signature still fresh in ink. Jasmine stepped towards Clara, reaching out to give it to her.

Clara’s eyes widened slightly as she took the card from Jaz’s hand. She read it quietly, her fingers brushing over the words Jaz had written so carefully. When she finished, she looked up at Jaz, her expression unreadable for a moment.

“You...” Clara started, her voice thick with realization. “You really are the one. The one who’s been leaving them for me, for all these years now.”

Jaz nodded, her heart pounding. “I’ve been your secret admirer for five years, Clara. I couldn’t tell you before, but I just couldn’t keep it a secret anymore.”

The silence between them was thick, and for a long moment, Jaz thought Clara might say something—anything. She could feel the weight of the confession hanging in the air, uncertain and vulnerable.

Finally, Clara stepped forward, closing the distance between them. Her hand reached up to brush a lock of hair from Jaz’s face, her touch gentle. “I didn’t know,” she murmured, her voice filled with wonder. “I genuinely had no idea.”

Jaz’s breath hitched in her chest, her heart pounding. “I didn’t want to ruin our friendship. I was scared. But I couldn’t keep it from you anymore. I’m sorry I didn’t say something sooner.”

Clara’s eyes softened, a smile slowly spreading across her lips. “You didn’t ruin anything, Jaz,” she said, her voice filled with tenderness. “You’ve been so patient. So kind. I’m just... surprised.”

Jaz’s breath caught in her throat, her chest tightening with emotion. “You don’t think I’m crazy?”

“No,” Clara said with a soft laugh. “I think you’re brave.”

Clara’s hand slid to Jaz’s cheek, her thumb brushing against her skin as she leaned in, closing the final gap between them. Jaz’s heart skipped a beat as their lips met, the kiss soft and tentative at first, as if both of them were testing the waters. But as the kiss deepened, Jaz could feel the weight of years of longing melt away, replaced with the warmth of something new—something real.

When they finally pulled apart, both of them were breathless, their faces flushed with the intensity of the moment.

“So,” Clara said with a shy smile, “about that dinner... How about we officially make it a date?”

Jaz grinned, her heart soaring. “I think I’d like that.”

As the snow continued to fall gently around them, it felt like everything had finally fallen into place. Both for Jaz, and for Clara, too.
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Chapter 3: Preparation
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The sun streamed through the blinds of Jaz’s bedroom, casting a golden glow over the chaos of her closet. Clothes were strewn across the bed, the floor, even the chair in the corner—a graveyard of discarded outfits that didn’t feel right. She stood in the middle of it all, arms crossed, wearing nothing but a lacy black bra and matching panties, her hair loosely piled on top of her head.

“Ugh! Why is this so hard?” she groaned, grabbing a red dress from the pile and holding it up to her body. She turned to the full-length mirror, tilting her head. “Too much?” she muttered, tossing it back onto the bed.

She reached for a black jumpsuit next, slipping into it and zipping it up. It hugged her curves perfectly, but when she spun in front of the mirror, she frowned. “Too serious. Clara’s not into serious! She’s... playful. Fun.”

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand, and she snatched it up, her heart skipping a beat when she saw Clara’s name on the screen. ‘Don’t overthink it,’ the text read. ‘It’s just dinner. Wear something comfortable.’

Jaz exhaled sharply, her fingers hovering over the screen. Just dinner. Right. Except it wasn’t just dinner. It was the first time Clara would see her—really see her—as more than a friend. The first time they’d be together since Jasmine had unveiled the truth.

She tossed the phone back onto the bed and turned back to the closet, her eyes landing on a navy-blue dress she hadn’t worn in years. It was simple, elegant, with a slit up the side that added just the right amount of allure. ‘Sexy and fun,’ Jasmine thought to herself. She pulled it on, smoothing the fabric over her hips, and stepped in front of the mirror.

“Okay,” she whispered, running her hands over her thighs. “This could work.”

The clock on her nightstand told her she had an hour before Clara would pick her up. Her stomach churned as she sat down at her vanity, staring at her reflection. Her hands trembled slightly as she reached for her makeup bag, pulling out her foundation and blending it into her skin. She dabbed on a light layer of blush, then moved onto her eyes, careful not to overdo it.

“Subtle,” she reminded herself. “Clara likes subtle.”

As she applied a coat of mascara, her mind wandered back to the kiss they’d shared that morning—the soft press of Clara’s lips against hers, the way her heart had felt like it might burst out of her chest. It had been everything she’d dreamed of... and yet, now that the moment had passed, she couldn’t shake the nerves.

Her phone buzzed again, and she glanced at the screen. ‘Excited for tonight. Can’t wait to see you!’

A shiver ran down her spine, and she quickly typed back, ‘Me too!’

When she was finished with her makeup, she stood and turned to face the mirror one last time. She ran her hands over the dress, adjusting the neckline, then stepped into a pair of black heels. “Okay,” she said, taking a deep breath. “You’ve got this.”

Her eyes flicked to the clock. Thirty minutes left. She grabbed her phone and a small clutch, stuffing it with her wallet, keys, and a tube of lipstick. Her heart was pounding now, the reality of the evening sinking in.

“What if it’s awkward?” she muttered to herself, pacing the room. “What if she changes her mind? What if—”

The sound of the doorbell interrupted her spiraling thoughts, and she froze. “No. No, no, no. She’s early!”

Jasmine rushed to the door, smoothing her hair and taking one last deep breath before opening it.

There stood Clara, her auburn hair cascading over her shoulders, wearing a deep green dress that hugged her curves in all the right places. Her lips were painted a soft pink, and her eyes sparkled as she smiled at Jaz.

“Hey,” Clara said, her voice warm and inviting.

“Hi,” Jaz replied, her voice barely above a whisper. She stepped aside to let Clara in, her heart racing as their eyes met.

Clara’s gaze swept over her, and Jaz felt a flush creep up her neck. “You look... wow,” Clara said, her voice filled with awe.

Jaz’s cheeks burned. “So do you.”

The tension between them was palpable, and for a moment, neither of them spoke. Then Clara stepped closer, her hand brushing against Jaz’s. “Are you ready?” she asked softly.

Jaz nodded, her throat dry. “Yeah. I think so.”

Clara’s fingers intertwined with hers, and Jaz felt a jolt of electricity shoot through her. “Let’s go,” Clara said, leading her toward the door.

As they stepped out into the cool evening air, Jaz couldn’t help but feel like this was the start of something new. Something real. But as they walked hand in hand toward Clara’s car, one question lingered in the back of her mind: What happens next?

The car ride was filled with light conversation, but Jaz’s mind was elsewhere. She couldn’t stop stealing glances at Clara, admiring the way her lips curved when she smiled, the way her hair caught the light as they drove.

When they arrived at the restaurant, Clara turned to her, her eyes filled with warmth. “Ready?” she asked, her hand resting on Jaz’s arm.

Jaz nodded, her heart pounding. “Ready.”

They stepped inside, the scent of garlic and herbs wafting through the air. The hostess led them to a quiet table in the corner, and Jaz’s stomach fluttered as they sat down. Clara’s hand brushed against hers under the table, and Jaz felt a jolt of electricity shoot through her.

“So,” Clara said, leaning in slightly, her eyes locking with Jaz’s. “Tell me something I don’t know about you.”

Jaz’s breath hitched, her mind racing. “Something you don’t know?”

Clara nodded, a playful smile tugging at her lips. “I feel like there’s still so much to discover.”

Jaz’s heart pounded, her fingers trembling under the table. “Okay,” she said, taking a deep breath. “But you have to promise not to laugh.”

Clara’s smile widened. “I promise.”

Jaz leaned in, lowering her voice to a whisper. “The first time I saw you, I thought you were the most beautiful person I’d ever met.”

Clara’s eyes softened, her hand squeezing Jaz’s. “And now?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jaz’s breath caught in her throat, her heart hammering in her chest. “Now... I think you’re even more beautiful.”

The two women’s smiles were practically bright enough to melt the entire room.

Their grins remained prominently displayed for all to see for the rest of the evening.
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Chapter 4: The Date, Plus a Night Cap
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The soft hum of the restaurant’s ambiance faded into the background as Jaz and Clara lingered over the last remnants of their dessert. The chocolate mousse was rich, decadent, and yet it paled in comparison to the way Clara’s eyes sparkled across the table. Jaz couldn’t help but feel a shiver of anticipation run down her spine as Clara’s foot brushed against hers under the table—a subtle, but deliberate touch.

“So,” Clara said, her voice low and playful, leaning forward slightly. “What’s next?”

Jaz’s heart skipped a beat. She twirled her spoon in the remnants of the mousse, trying to steady herself. “Well, I was thinking... maybe we could go back to my place? I mean, if you want to.”

Clara’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

The waiter approached with the check, and Jaz quickly waved him over to her, insisting on covering it. Clara raised an eyebrow, her smile turning mischievous. “You’re spoiling me tonight, huh?”

“You deserve it,” Jaz replied, her voice soft but steady. She caught the way Clara’s eyes darkened, the way her breath hitched just slightly. It sent a thrill through her, knowing she could have that effect on her. She was glad to know this wasn’t just a one-way street.

As they stepped out into the cool night air, the city lights painted the sidewalks in a soft, golden glow. Clara slipped her hand into Jaz’s, their fingers intertwining naturally. The walk back to the car, as well as the drive back to Jaz’s apartment was quiet but charged, the kind of silence that felt alive with unspoken words and shared glances.

When they reached the door, Jaz fumbled with her keys for a moment, her hands trembling slightly. Clara leaned against the doorframe, watching her with an amused smile.

“Nervous?” Clara teased her.

“Me? Not at all!” Jaz declared, finally managing to unlock the door. She stepped inside, holding it open for Clara. “Mostly excited,” Jaz smirked back at her.

Clara’s smile softened as she stepped inside, her eyes scanning the cozy living room. “It’s warm in here,” she said, shrugging off her coat. “Cozy.”

Jaz hung both of their coats by the door, her heart pounding as she turned to face Clara. “Can I get you something to drink? Wine? Tea?” From this point on, Jaz wasn’t quite sure how to play it. This was new territory for the two of them.

Clara shook her head, stepping closer. “I’m good.” Her voice was low, her eyes locked on Jasmine’s. “You’re the only thing I want right now.” Jasmine almost couldn’t believe her ears.

The words hung in the air between them, heavy with meaning. Jaz’s breath caught in her throat as Clara closed the distance between them, her hands coming to rest on Jaz’s waist. It was a simple touch, but it sent electricity coursing through each of their veins.

“Clara...” Jaz whispered, her voice trembling. She could feel the warmth of Clara’s body so close to hers, the scent of her perfume enveloping her. She was overwhelmed, but loved where things seemed to be headed.

Clara’s fingers traced a slow, deliberate path up Jaz’s sides, her touch light but insistent. “You don’t have to say anything,” Clara murmured, her lips brushing against Jaz’s ear. “Just let me show you how much I’ve wanted this.”

Jaz’s knees nearly buckled at the words, her hands instinctively gripping Clara’s hips for support. “Clara, I... I’ve wanted this for so long.”

“I know,” Clara whispered, her lips trailing down to Jaz’s neck. “And now you have me.” These were perhaps the sexiest words Jasmine had ever heard. She didn’t know that Clara had known how interested she was. She found this even more thrilling.

The sensation of Clara’s lips against her skin was intoxicating, sending waves of heat through Jaz’s body. She tilted her head back, giving Clara better access, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “God, Clara... you have no idea what you do to me.”

Clara’s hands slid up to Jaz’s shoulders, her fingers gently pushing the strap of Jaz’s dress down. “I think I have some idea,” she murmured, giggling slightly, as her lips found the curve of Jaz’s collarbone. “But I’d love to find out more.”

Jaz’s dress slipped down further, the cool air brushing against her skin, but she barely noticed. All she could focus on was the way Clara’s touch lit her up from the inside, the way her breath felt against her skin. “Clara...” she whimpered, her hands tangling in Clara’s hair. “Please...”

Clara pulled back slightly, her eyes dark with desire as she looked at Jaz. “Please what?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jaz’s cheeks flushed, but she held Clara’s gaze. “Please... don’t stop.”

Clara’s lips curved into a wicked smile as she leaned in, capturing Jaz’s lips in a searing kiss. It was deeper, more intense than before, and Jaz felt herself melting into it, her body pressed tightly against Clara’s. Her hands roamed over Clara’s back, pulling her closer, as if she could erase any space between them.

Clara’s fingers worked deftly at the zipper of Jaz’s dress, and within moments, it pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but her lingerie. Clara’s eyes raked over her, her breath hitching. “You’re beautiful,” she murmured, her hands tracing the lines of Jaz’s body. “So beautiful.”

Jaz’s heart swelled at the words, her hands trembling as they fumbled with the buttons of Clara’s blouse. “You are too,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “You’re everything.”

Clara’s blouse fell open, revealing the delicate lace of her bra. Jaz’s hands hesitated for a moment, her eyes searching Clara’s face for permission. When Clara nodded, her hands moved to the clasp at the back, her fingers shaking as she undid it. The bra slipped away, and Jaz’s breath caught at the sight of Clara’s bare skin.

“Clara...” she breathed, her hands hovering just above her chest. “Can I...?”

Clara nodded, her eyes never leaving Jaz’s. “Touch me,” she whispered. “Please.”

Jaz’s hands finally made contact, her fingers brushing over Clara’s more sensitive areas;  she traced the curve of her waist, the swell of her breasts. Clara’s breathing intensified, her head falling back slightly as Jaz’s touch grew bolder. “Yes...” Clara murmured, her voice trembling. “Just like that.”

Jaz’s lips found Clara’s neck, her kisses growing more urgent as her hands explored every inch of Clara’s body. She could feel Clara’s heartbeat racing beneath her fingertips, could hear the soft gasps escaping her lips. It was intoxicating, knowing how much pleasure they could bring one another.

Clara’s hands gripped Jaz’s hips, pulling her closer as their bodies pressed together. “Jaz...” she moaned, her voice thick with desire. “I need you.”

The words sent a jolt of heat through Jaz’s body, her hands moving to the waistband of Clara’s pants. “Are you sure?” she asked, her voice trembling.

Clara nodded, her eyes filled with want. “Please,” she whispered. “I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

Jaz’s fingers fumbled with the button, her heart pounding as she slid Clara’s pants down her hips. Clara stepped out of them, leaving her in nothing but her lace panties. The sight of her like this, vulnerable and waiting, took Jaz’s breath away.

“Clara...” Jaz whispered, her hands trembling as they hovered over Clara’s hips. “You’re so... so incredibly sexy.”

Clara’s hand reached for Jaz’s, guiding it lower, to the warmth between her legs. Jaz’s fingers brushed against the wet lace, and Clara’s breath caught, her hips arching into the touch.

“Oh, God...” Clara whimpered, her hands gripping Jaz’s shoulders. “Please...more... I need more!” Hearing this made Jasmine smile, giving her a much greater sense of confidence now.

Jaz leaned in, capturing Clara’s lips in a searing kiss as her fingers finally pushed aside the lace, finding the warmth and wetness beneath. Clara’s moan was muffled against her lips, her hips bucking into Jaz’s hand. “Yes...” Clara murmured, her voice breaking. “Just like that...”

Jaz’s fingers moved with purpose, finding the rhythm that made Clara’s breath hitch, that made her body tremble with need. She could feel Clara’s nails digging into her back, could hear the way her breath came in short, desperate gasps. The sights and sounds were so unbelievably arousing.

“Clara...” Jaz whispered, her voice trembling. “You’re so beautiful like this.”

Clara’s head fell back, her eyes fluttering shut as Jaz’s fingers moved faster, deeper. “Jaz...” she moaned, her body arching into the touch. “I’m so close...”

Jaz’s lips found Clara’s neck, her kisses growing more urgent as she felt Clara’s body tense, and listened to the way she gasped for breath. “Let go,” Jaz whispered, her voice low and commanding. “I’ve got you.”

And with a cry, Clara’s body finally gave in, her release washing over her in waves. Jaz held her through it, her fingers gentle but insistent, until Clara’s body relaxed against hers, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

She’d done it. Jasmine had finally made Clara cum.

And she couldn’t possibly have felt better about it.
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Chapter 5: Go Again
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Jaz’s chest rose and fell with the rhythm of Clara’s soft breathing, her body still tingling from the intensity of Clara’s climax. Clara lay sprawled across her, her skin warm and damp against Jaz’s, their hearts still racing in unison. Clara’s lips brushed against Jaz’s collarbone, a lazy, contented smile playing on her face.

“You’re incredible,” Clara murmured, her voice husky and a little raw. Her fingers traced lazy patterns on Jaz’s stomach, sending shivers up her spine. “I don’t think I’ve ever felt anything quite like that before.”

Jaz chuckled softly, her fingers threading through Clara’s auburn hair. “You’re not so bad yourself,” she teased, though her voice was thick with tenderness. But as she looked down at Clara, her own body hummed with a quiet, insistent need. She hadn’t finished yet—her focus had been entirely on Clara—and now that the rush of Clara’s pleasure had subsided, she could feel the ache returning, low and insistent in her core.

Clara seemed to sense it. She propped herself up on one elbow, her eyes dark and searching as they met Jaz’s. “My turn,” she said, her voice low and mischievous. Her hand slid down Jaz’s side, her touch deliberate and teasing. “I want to make you feel just as good as you made me.”

Jaz’s breath caught, her body arching slightly into Clara’s touch. “Clara...”

“Shhh,” Clara whispered, her lips brushing against Jaz’s ear. “Let me take care of you.” She pressed a trail of soft kisses down Jaz’s neck, her hands exploring every inch of Jaz’s body with a slow, deliberate rhythm. Her fingers grazed the swell of Jaz’s breast, and Jaz gasped, her hips twitching involuntarily as Clara’s touch grew more insistent.

Clara’s lips found Jaz’s nipple, her tongue swirling in slow, deliberate circles. Jaz’s hands clenched in the sheets, her back arching as Clara’s mouth worked its magic. “God, Clara...” she moaned, her voice trembling with need.

Clara smiled against her skin, her hand sliding down Jaz’s stomach to the wet heat between her legs. “You’re so ready for me,” she murmured, her fingers brushing against Jaz’s clit in a way that made her gasp.

“Clara, please...” Jaz begged, her hips lifting off the bed, desperate for more.

Clara’s response was a low, throaty laugh. She pressed a kiss to Jaz’s inner thigh, her breath hot against her skin. “So impatient,” she teased, though her own need was evident in the way her hands trembled slightly. She hooked Jaz’s legs over her shoulders, her gaze locking with Jaz’s as she leaned in, her tongue sliding through Jaz’s folds in one slow, deliberate stroke.

Jaz cried out, her hands flying to Clara’s hair, her fingers tangling in the soft waves. “Oh, God... Clara...”

Clara’s tongue moved in slow, deliberate circles, her hands gripping Jaz’s hips to hold her steady. She took her time, savouring every sound Jaz made, every twitch of her body. Her tongue flicked against Jaz’s clit, sending jolts of pleasure through her, and Jaz’s moans grew louder, more desperate.

“Clara, I’m so close...” Jaz gasped, her body trembling with the need to release.

But Clara wasn’t ready to let her go yet. She slowed her pace, her tongue lapping at Jaz with a maddening gentleness that had Jaz whimpering. “Not yet,” Clara murmured, her breath hot against Jaz’s skin. “I want to make this last.”

“You’re killing me,” Jaz groaned, her hips bucking against Clara’s mouth.

Clara chuckled, the sound sending a fresh wave of heat through Jaz’s body. She slid a finger inside Jaz, her tongue circling her clit as she added a second finger, curling them just right. Jaz’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body arching off the bed as Clara worked her with a rhythm that was pure torture.

“Clara...” Jaz moaned, her voice breaking. “Please... I can’t...”

Clara’s lips curved into a smile against her skin. She kissed Jasmine’s naked body, up and down her torso while her skillful fingering continued. She’d loved seeing the immense sense of pleasure written all over Jasmine’s face.

Clara continued. She was thorough with her fingers. Making sure to curl them at the end of her reach. She wanted to hit all the right spots.

Jasmine’s moans only grew. Clara played around with touching her body in different ways, all while still fingering her. She liked figuring out what different moans and sounds she could cause Jasmine to make. Kissing her on her breasts caused a higher pitched sound, or sometimes a deep sigh. While nibbling on her shoulder, caused Jasmine to moan out louder, and vocalize things like, “Oh fuck!”

It was clear they were both enjoying it. Clara gently grabbed Jasmine’s jaw and leaned in for a kiss. She fingered Jasmine good and deep, while the two began to passionately make out. And sometimes, she threw in a nipple pinch or a twist, just for good measure.

She knew she was doing something right when Jasmine began to moan into her mouth. But that didn’t change much. Clara didn’t stop fingering Jaz. She didn’t slow down one bit.

The long breaks between moans changed into shorter and shorter ones. And before long, Jasmine couldn’t take much more.

Finally, Jasmine broke the kiss, pulling back from Clara.

“Clara! Oh! Oh-hhhh! OHHH!” Jasmine moaned loudly. After some prolonged eye contact, naughty smirks, and some more rapid finger work, Jasmine cried out. “Oh fuck! I’m going to cum!”

That was exactly what Clara had been hoping to hear. She teasingly kissed Jasmine’s breasts, while fingering her through to orgasm. She made sure to keep using the same motion she’d already been using. She wanted to be one hundred percent certain she’d taken Jasmine over the edge.

And with a cry, Jaz’s body finally gave in, her release crashing over her in waves. She clutched at Clara’s shoulders, her body trembling as Clara held her through it, her mouth and fingers relentless until Jaz’s body finally relaxed, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

Clara pulled back, her lips swollen and glistening, a look of pure satisfaction on her face. She kissed her way up Jaz’s body, her hands gentle as she settled beside her. “How was that?” she asked, her voice soft and teasing.

Jaz could only laugh breathlessly, her hands brushing Clara’s cheek. “You’re amazing,” she murmured, her voice hoarse. “I... I don’t know how you do it.”

Clara grinned, her fingers tracing the curve of Jaz’s hip. “Well, I had a good teacher,” she said, her tone playful. Clara leaned in, nibbling on Jasmine’s lip. Neither wanted this moment to end.

Jaz shook her head, her body still humming with the aftershocks of her climax. “I think you might be the teacher now,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Clara’s eyes darkened, her hand sliding down Jaz’s side once more. “Then let me show you what else I’ve learned,” she murmured, her lips finding Jaz’s once more as her hand wandered lower.

The kissing continued long into the night.

—-
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“CLARA, I CAN’T WAIT anymore,” Jaz whispered, her voice trembling with need as she lay back on the bed, her light-coloured hair splayed out like a fiery halo. Her legs parted slightly, inviting, as she gazed up at Clara with dark, hungry eyes.

Clara, her auburn curls cascading over her shoulders, smirked down at her, her own desire evident in the way her breath caught. “Neither can I,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry. She climbed onto the bed, positioning herself over Jaz, their bodies aligning perfectly. “Let’s make this unforgettable.”

The air between them was electric, charged with the kind of tension that only comes from years of friendship finally giving way to something more. Their first night together had already been a whirlwind of exploration, but now, they were ready to take it further. Much further.

Jaz’s hands found Clara’s hips, guiding her down until their faces were just inches from each other’s lady bits. “I want to taste you,” Jaz breathed, her lips brushing against Clara’s inner thighs as she spoke. “I want to feel you.”

Clara’s response was a soft moan, her body already trembling with anticipation. She shifted slightly, lowering herself until her thighs straddled Jaz’s face, her own lips hovering just above Jaz’s core. “Then let’s not waste any more time,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire.

The moment their mouths first made sexual contact, it was as if the world around them ceased to exist. Jaz’s tongue flicked out, tasting Clara for the first time, and the sensation was intoxicating. Clara’s flavour was sweet and heady, and Jaz couldn’t get enough. She moaned against her, her hands gripping Clara’s hips tightly as she deepened the contact.

Above her, Clara gasped, her own mouth finding Jaz’s wetness with equal fervor. The sensation of Jaz’s warmth against her tongue sent shivers down her spine, and she pressed closer, wanting more. Her hands gripped Jaz’s thighs, holding her steady as she explored every inch of her.

The room was filled with the sounds of their shared pleasure—soft moans, gasps, and the slick, wet sounds of their mouths working in perfect harmony. Jaz’s hips bucked slightly, seeking more pressure, and Clara responded by pressing her tongue deeper, swirling it around Jaz’s most sensitive spot.

“Oh God, Clara...” Jaz moaned, her voice muffled against Clara’s skin. “That feels so good.”

Clara pulled back slightly, her breath hot against Jaz’s core. “You taste amazing,” she whispered before diving back in, her tongue moving faster, more insistently. She could feel Jaz’s body tightening beneath her, could hear the way her breathing became more erratic. She wanted to push her over the edge, to make her come undone.

Jaz’s hands moved from Clara’s hips to her ass, gripping her tightly as she urged her closer. “Keep going,” she begged, her voice trembling. “Like that! Please, don’t stop!”

Clara didn’t need to be told twice. She increased the pressure, her tongue working in quick, deliberate strokes as she focused on Jaz’s clit. She could feel Jaz’s body tensing, could hear the way her moans grew louder, more desperate. She was close—so close.

“Clara... I’m going to...” Jaz’s words were cut off by a sharp cry as her orgasm hit her hard, her body arching off the bed as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Clara held her through it, her tongue never stopping as she coaxed every last bit of pleasure from Jaz’s trembling body.

When Jaz finally collapsed back onto the bed, her chest heaving, Clara pulled back slightly, a satisfied smile on her lips. “You’re amazing,” she whispered, her voice filled with awe.

“So are you,” Jasmine returned the compliment. The two lay side by side, struggling to regain their collective breath. They continued to smile over at each other, and affectionately touch one another, again and again throughout that long, intimate night together.
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Chapter 6: Uncharted Waters
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Jaz stirred, slowly coming to consciousness as the morning light streamed through the curtains, painting soft golden streaks across the bed. She stretched, feeling the warmth of another body beside her, and turned her head to find Clara still nestled in the sheets, her dark hair tousled, her lips slightly parted in sleep.

For a moment, Jaz simply watched her, memorizing every delicate feature, every rise and fall of her breath. It felt surreal—waking up next to Clara, in the soft afterglow of the night they had shared. She could hardly believe it had finally happened. That the longing, the hesitation, and the stolen glances had all led them here. Led them to finally be together.

Clara stirred, her lashes fluttering open as she met Jaz’s gaze. A slow, sleepy smile spread across her lips. "Morning," she said, just barely awake.

Jaz smiled back. "Morning." She admired how cute Clara looked when she was tired.

Clara stretched, sighing contentedly as she rolled onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow. "So, how does it feel? Waking up next to me?" Clara’s confident smirk suddenly appeared, as if it had just woken up, too.

Jaz chuckled, reaching out to brush a stray lock of hair from Clara’s cheek. She also admired how quickly Clara’s confidence came about. She seemed to somehow always carry it with her. Finally, Jaz replied, "Pretty amazing, actually. You?"

Clara pretended to consider it, then grinned. "I’d say the same. But I don’t want to inflate your ego too much."

Jaz laughed, shaking her head. "Oh, please. You already did that last night." Jasmine’s face gleamed with happiness as she teased Clara right back. Although it was a fun quip, Jasmine couldn’t say it without blushing a little bit.

Clara smirked, running a lazy hand down Jaz’s arm. "I guess I did."

A comfortable silence settled between them. Jaz felt her heart clench slightly. As perfect as this moment was, a question lingered in the air—what happened now? Was this a one-time thing? Or had they just crossed into something more, something neither of them had really defined yet?

As if reading her mind, Clara sighed and traced small patterns on Jaz’s skin. "I know we haven’t really talked about... what this means. But maybe we don’t have to figure it all out right away."

Jaz exhaled, nodding. "Yeah. That sounds good, actually. No pressure, no expectations. Just... us."

Clara’s smile softened, and she leaned in, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to Jaz’s lips. "That sounds perfect. One day at a time?"

Jaz cupped Clara’s cheek, her thumb brushing over her face, gently. "One day at a time." The two of them were in perfect agreement on this.

Clara’s arms wrapped around Jaz, pulling her closer, and for the first time in a long time, Jaz felt like she was exactly where she was meant to be. No overthinking, no uncertainty—just the warmth of Clara beside her and the promise of whatever came next. That felt exactly right to her. To both of them.

There was no place on Earth she’d rather be.

If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review! It really helps small artists and creators like me better understand my customers. 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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	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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