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My fingers dug into the jagged rock, sweat dripping off my brow as I searched for the next hold. Every breath was measured, controlled, a steady rhythm that matched the beat of my racing heart. The wind howled around us, tugging at my shirt, but I blocked it all out. Up here, on this massive rock face, there was no room for distraction—just the present moment. Just the climb.

And Liz.

She was just ahead of me, her body moving with effortless grace as she reached for the next handhold. Even in the middle of this grueling ascent, she made it look easy. Her short black hair stuck to her forehead, beads of sweat glistening on her tanned skin, and her muscles flexed with each movement. She was strong, confident, completely in control—and I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

I’d met Liz months ago when I joined the climbing group. Back then, I was a newbie, still learning the ropes—literally—and she had been the one to take me under her wing. Patient, calm, never flustered by the challenges of the mountain. I was immediately drawn to her, not just because of her skill, but because of the way she seemed so at peace in the chaos of it all. She had this quiet strength that fascinated me.

And, of course, there was the way she looked—fierce and beautiful, especially up here. The way her muscles rippled as she climbed, the intensity in her eyes. She was magnetic, and I’d been nursing a crush on her since day one. But I hadn’t said anything, hadn’t even hinted at it. We were friends, climbing partners, and I wasn’t about to risk that by crossing any lines.

Still, it was hard not to think about it now, especially when it was just the two of us trailing behind the rest of the group.

“Chelsea, you good?” Liz called down to me, her voice carrying over the rush of the wind.

I nodded, swallowing hard. “Yeah. Just… catching my breath.”

“Don’t push it too hard,” she said with a knowing smile, her gaze locking with mine for a moment. “We’ve got a long way to go.”

Her words were casual, but the way she looked at me made my pulse quicken. I could feel the tension simmering beneath the surface, an unspoken connection that had been building for months but neither of us had dared to acknowledge. Maybe it was all in my head, or maybe Liz felt it too. Either way, the climb kept us focused. It was the perfect distraction from whatever was happening between us.

I reached up for the next hold, my fingers slipping slightly on the rough stone before I found my grip. Climbing had become my escape, the one place where I could clear my mind and be completely present. No worries about the future, no distractions—just the rock, the strain in my muscles, and the steady rhythm of my breath. It was intense, grounding. Up here, I didn’t have to think about anything else. 

But now, climbing next to her, the intensity of the moment made it impossible not to think about her. The others were ahead of us, Eric and Jennie’s voices barely audible over the wind, but it didn’t matter. This felt like our own private world, just me and Liz against the mountain.

She reached another ledge and paused, turning back to watch me make my way up. “Nice form,” she said, her smile more genuine this time, not just the usual friendly encouragement.

“Thanks,” I muttered, trying to focus on my hands and not the way her eyes seemed to linger on me just a little too long. I reached the ledge and pulled myself up beside her, panting slightly from the effort.

Liz leaned against the rock, her body relaxed despite the climb. “You’ve come a long way since that first trip,” she said, glancing over at me. “I remember you could barely make it up the practice wall.”

I laughed, wiping the sweat from my brow. “Yeah, well, I had a good teacher.”

She smirked, her eyes glinting with amusement. “You’re too modest. You’ve got the grit for this. That’s what counts.”

I felt a flush rise to my cheeks, but I wasn’t sure if it was from the compliment or just being this close to her. My heart was still racing, but now it wasn’t just from the climb. There was something about the way she said it, the way she looked at me, that made my stomach flip.

“Ready to keep going?” she asked, pushing off the rock and adjusting her harness.

“Yeah,” I said, though my voice came out a little too breathless. I wasn’t sure if it was the altitude or Liz that was making me lightheaded.

We climbed on, side by side, our movements in sync as we tackled the steep rock face. The wind whipped around us, the sun starting to dip lower in the sky, casting long shadows across the valley below. My muscles burned, but I welcomed the pain—it kept me grounded, kept me focused. And yet, every time Liz moved ahead of me, every time her hand found a new hold or her body shifted against the rock, I felt the pull of something deeper, something I couldn’t ignore.

As we neared another ledge, I heard her grunt softly, her body tensing as she reached for a tricky handhold. Her foot slipped slightly, just for a moment, and my heart lurched. But then she found her balance, pulling herself up with a low, controlled breath.

“You good?” I called up, feeling a surge of adrenaline rush through me.

Liz glanced down, her expression calm but with a spark of determination in her eyes. “Yeah. Just needed to adjust. You’ve got this next part—it’s tough, but I know you can handle it.”

Her confidence in me made my chest tighten, and I nodded, determined not to let her down. I focused on the rock, on the burn in my muscles, and pulled myself up, following her lead. Each movement brought me closer to the summit, closer to Liz, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that this climb was more than just a challenge. It felt like something was shifting between us, something I wasn’t sure I was ready for—but something I couldn’t ignore.

We paused again, this time on a wider ledge, both of us breathing heavily. The summit was close, just a little further, but the tension between us felt thick, like the mountain itself was holding its breath.

Liz leaned back against the rock, her eyes fixed on the horizon. “We’ve got a hell of a view from up here.”

I nodded, my gaze flicking between her and the endless expanse of mountains below. “Yeah. It’s incredible.”

But I wasn’t talking about the view. Not really.
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When we reached the summit, I sat beside Liz and tried to calm my breathing. My muscles were burning from the climb, but the pain was welcome—it kept me grounded, kept me from thinking too much about the woman sitting next to me. We both stared out at the view, the expanse of mountains and valleys spreading endlessly before us, but my mind was far from peaceful.

Liz had been part of the climbing group since the beginning, and for as long as I’d known her, she’d always had a girlfriend. Her long-term relationship with Emily was practically a fixture of the group, even though Emily rarely joined us for climbs. They’d been together for years, and everyone, including me, just assumed it would always be that way.

But then they broke up last month. And everything between Liz and me… changed. Or at least, it felt like it did.

Since then, Liz had been different. Not drastically, but there was a shift. She seemed more open, her usual calm, reserved demeanor occasionally giving way to a lightness I hadn’t seen before. And she’d been… flirty. Not obviously so, but enough that I couldn’t ignore it, couldn’t pretend it wasn’t happening.

I glanced at her now, the wind catching the ends of her black hair as she looked out at the horizon, completely unaware of the knot of nerves tightening in my chest.

It was hard to tell if I was imagining things, if I was reading too much into every glance, every smile. For months, I had pushed any feelings I had for her down, deep beneath the surface. I wasn’t going to be the one to ruin things—not our friendship, not our dynamic in the group. And the last thing I wanted was to make things awkward, especially in such a tight-knit community like climbing. Word travels fast, and there was no escaping it once it did.

Still, it was hard not to wonder.

Like the night at the bar a few weeks ago.

We’d just finished a tough climb, the whole group tired but energized, that post-adventure high running through all of us. We ended up at our usual spot—a dive bar near the climbing gym, the kind of place with sticky floors and cheap beer but a chill atmosphere where we could relax. I’d gone over to the bar to grab a drink, and Liz had followed, brushing up against me as she leaned over to get the bartender’s attention.

I remembered the way her arm had pressed against mine, the faint smell of sweat and earth still lingering on both of us from the climb. She’d smiled, that easy, confident smile she always wore, but there was something different in her eyes that night—a hint of desire. After she got her drink, she didn’t pull away like she usually did. Instead, she stayed close, her body angled toward mine, the bar crowded enough to make it feel intentional.

“You did great today,” she’d said, her voice low enough that I had to lean in slightly to hear her over the noise.

“Thanks,” I’d replied, trying to ignore the way my heart was racing from more than just the climb. “You too. As always.”

She’d smiled at that, a small, almost secret smile, and took a sip of her drink, her eyes never leaving mine. “You’re getting stronger,” she’d said, her voice dropping just a little more. “It looks great on you.”

It wasn’t just the compliment. It was the way she said it, the way her gaze lingered, like she was seeing me in a different light. For a moment, I’d wondered if maybe—just maybe—there was something more between us. But before I could think too much about it, the rest of the group had crowded in, pulling her away to talk about the climb, and the moment had passed.

Since then, there had been other small moments like that, where she seemed to toe the line between friendship and something else. But I was never sure. Maybe she was just being friendly, or maybe I was projecting, reading into things that weren’t really there. After all, she’d just come out of a long-term relationship. The last thing she needed was someone pushing her into something new.

I turned my head slightly, watching her as she leaned back, her face relaxed but still sharp, focused. Even after everything, after the breakup, after those fleeting moments of what felt like something more, she was still Liz—calm, confident, untouchable.

And I was still… unsure.

“You’re quiet today,” Liz said, her voice cutting through the soft rustle of the wind. She turned to look at me, her eyes curious but not probing.

I shrugged, trying to play it off. “Just thinking.”

“About what?” she asked, her gaze holding mine for a moment too long. It was the same look she’d given me at the bar that night—warm, intense, like she was seeing more than just the surface.

I hesitated, my pulse quickening. I could feel the weight of her attention, the possibility of what could happen if I said what I was really thinking. But I wasn’t ready for that. Not here. Not yet.

“About the climb,” I lied, smiling faintly. “It was a tough one. My arms are burning.”

Liz didn’t push. She never did. She just smiled back, that same small, knowing smile, and nodded. “Yeah. But you did it.”

I forced a laugh, looking down at my scraped, dirt-covered hands. “Barely.”

“You don’t give yourself enough credit,” she said, her voice softening in a way that made my stomach twist. “You’re tougher than you think.”

I met her gaze, my heart beating harder than it should have been after hours of climbing. There was so much I wanted to say, but the words stuck in my throat. I didn’t want to risk it—risk what we had, risk the group. The climbing community was small, and everything got complicated fast. I didn’t want to push anything, especially when I wasn’t even sure what Liz felt or what I wanted.

Instead, I just nodded, letting the moment hang between us before I broke eye contact and looked back out over the horizon.

The summit was peaceful, the world stretching out before us, and for now, that was enough.

As the last traces of daylight faded into night, the group made a bonfire, its warm glow casting flickering shadows across our faces. The crackle of burning wood and the occasional snap of a branch filled the air as the fire took hold. Eric, ever the entertainer, popped open a can of beer with a dramatic flourish, grinning as the sound echoed through the quiet night.

“Who’s ready to celebrate making it up this beast?” he called out, passing cans of beer around to everyone.

I accepted mine with a smile, my muscles still aching from the climb, but the weight of the day’s effort was fading now. There was something about reaching the summit, about sitting around a fire with friends after such an intense journey, that made everything feel lighter.

The fire crackled as Jennie tossed another log into the flames, her face flushed with warmth and excitement. “Tomorrow’s going to be a whole new challenge,” she said, glancing over at me and Liz. “You two ready for the rappel?”

Liz took a swig from her beer, her eyes sparkling in the firelight. “Born ready,” she said, a hint of a grin tugging at her lips.

I smiled but couldn’t help feeling a little flutter of nerves. Rappelling down was always a challenge—it required a different kind of focus, and it was just as dangerous as climbing up, if not more. But it was also exhilarating. There was nothing quite like the rush of descending from a massive height, feeling the tension of the rope under your hands, trusting your gear—and yourself—to keep you safe.

“I’m looking forward to it,” I said, taking a sip of my beer. The cool liquid slid down my throat, refreshing after the long day. “Though I’m definitely feeling today’s climb.”

“Yeah, you and me both,” Jennie said with a laugh, stretching her legs out toward the fire.

As the night wore on, the fire burned lower, and the conversations gradually quieted. Eric stretched and yawned loudly, tossing his empty beer can into his pack. “Alright, I’m calling it,” he said, standing up and brushing the dirt off his pants. “We’ve got a big day tomorrow, and I’d rather not be half-dead for it.”

Jennie nodded in agreement, already packing up her gear. “Same here. Early start tomorrow.”

The rest of us followed suit, everyone moving around the campsite, setting up tents and getting ready for bed. I made my way over to my pack, already feeling the fatigue setting in, but there was something satisfying about it—the kind of tired that comes from a day well spent.

I opened my pack and started to pull out my gear when a cold realization hit me.

No sleeping bag.

I stared into the bag, rummaging through it in disbelief, but there was no denying it—I’d left my sleeping bag behind. My heart sank, and the embarrassment quickly followed. No wonder my pack had felt so light on the way up.

“Everything alright?” Liz’s voice startled me, and I looked up to find her standing a few feet away, her expression curious.

I hesitated, not sure if I should laugh or be mortified. “I, uh… I forgot my sleeping bag.”

Liz blinked, and then a smile spread across her face, the corners of her eyes crinkling in amusement. “Well, that explains a lot.”

I groaned, rubbing a hand over my face. “I can’t believe I did that. I’m going to freeze tonight.”

She didn’t miss a beat. “You can share mine.”

I froze, her words hanging in the air for a second too long before I processed them. “What?”

Liz shrugged, her tone easy. “There’s enough room for both of us. It’ll be a little snug, but it’s better than freezing your ass off.”

I looked at her, half expecting her to be joking, but her expression was serious—calm, as always, with just a hint of amusement in her eyes. My heart skipped a beat, though I wasn’t sure if it was from the thought of sharing a sleeping bag with her or the fact that she seemed so completely unfazed by the idea.

“You sure?” I asked, trying to sound casual despite the way my stomach was flipping.

She nodded. “Of course. It’s not a big deal.”

Not a big deal. Right. Totally normal to share a sleeping bag with your friend who you might have a crush on. No big deal at all.

“Thanks,” I said, my voice a little quieter now. “I appreciate it.”

Liz smiled, that same easy, confident smile she always had, and turned back toward her tent. “Come on, let’s get set up.”

I followed her to the tent, trying not to think too much about what was about to happen. It was practical—just a solution to a problem—but the closeness of it, the idea of being wrapped up in the same sleeping bag with Liz, was making my head spin.

We slipped into the tent, the cool air outside immediately giving way to a warmer, more intimate space. Liz unzipped her sleeping bag and spread it out, the interior already warm from her body heat.

“Get comfortable,” she said, stripping down to her shorts and tank top.

I followed suit, peeling off my outer layers, the cool air hitting my skin as I tried to focus on anything but how close we were about to be. Liz climbed in first, scooting over to make room for me. I hesitated for just a second before sliding in beside her.

The sleeping bag was surprisingly roomy, but there was no escaping the fact that we were sharing a very small space. Her body heat was immediate, warm against my skin, and I could feel every subtle movement she made as she settled in beside me. We zipped the bag up, and the tent filled with a quiet stillness, just the sound of our breathing and the faint crackle of the dying fire outside.

“See? Plenty of room,” Liz said, her voice soft, close enough that I could feel her breath against my neck.

“Yeah,” I murmured, though I wasn’t sure if my heart agreed. It was racing again, every inch of me hyper-aware of how close she was, how her leg brushed against mine, how the warmth of her body seemed to seep into mine.

We lay there in silence for a few moments, the air between us thick with something unspoken. I tried to focus on the steady rise and fall of my breath, but the tension was hard to ignore. I didn’t know what to say, didn’t know if I should say anything.

The tent felt smaller than it had any right to be. Liz lay beside me, her body close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her. Every time she shifted, her arm or leg would brush against mine, sending little sparks through me

The night outside was quiet, the crackling of the dying fire barely audible. The rest of the group had long since settled into their tents, but here I was, wide awake, lying next to Liz and trying not to think about how good it would feel to just curl up against her. My heart was racing, but it wasn’t from the climb. It was from her. From the way her presence filled the small space, from the way I could hear her soft, steady breathing beside me.

“Comfortable?” Liz asked, her voice low, almost casual, though there was a playful undertone to it. She didn’t move, didn’t pull away, just turned her head slightly to look at me.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice quieter than I intended. “As comfortable as I can be.”

She smiled, the corners of her lips curving in a way that made my stomach flip. “It’s not exactly spacious, is it?”

I laughed softly, trying to ease the awkwardness I was feeling. “Not really. But it’s not bad.”

I wanted to lean into her, to let my body relax against hers, but something held me back. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to—it was just the fear of crossing a line, of ruining the ease between us. We’d always been comfortable around each other, but this felt different. The silence was heavier, charged with something unspoken, and I wasn’t sure if I was ready to break it.

Liz didn’t seem to notice my inner struggle. She stretched her arms slightly, adjusting in the small space, her body brushing against mine again. She let out a contented sigh, her eyes closing briefly, and I realized how easy this was for her. She wasn’t overthinking anything. She was just… here. Comfortable.

The ease in her movements, the casual way she seemed to accept the closeness, gave me a little more confidence. I took a deep breath, letting the tension in my body unwind just a little. This was Liz. We were friends. This wasn’t a big deal.

Except that it was. To me, at least.

The silence stretched on, but it wasn’t awkward. It was… charged. My mind raced, debating whether I should make a move, whether I should close the gap between us and see where it would lead. But I didn’t want to push her. I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable.

Liz’s eyes opened again, her gaze soft but steady as she looked at me. “You can relax, you know.”

Her words were gentle, like she could sense my hesitation. I swallowed hard, my pulse quickening. She was giving me permission—telling me, in her own way, that it was okay to be close to her. That it wasn’t a big deal. That she didn’t mind.

I took a deep breath, letting it out slowly as I shifted closer, just enough that our bodies were almost touching. My arm brushed hers again, and this time, I let it stay there. The warmth of her skin was comforting, grounding, and I felt a strange sense of relief wash over me.

Liz didn’t pull away. In fact, she moved closer, her body settling into mine like it was the most natural thing in the world. I felt her leg brush against mine, her arm pressing lightly against my side, and the contact sent a shiver through me.

She turned her head slightly, her lips just inches from my ear. “See? Not so bad, is it?”

I smiled, feeling the last of my nerves slip away. “No, it’s not.”

And just like that, the tension dissolved. I let myself relax into her, my body fitting comfortably against hers as we settled into the small space of the tent. It was warm, cozy, and for the first time all night, I felt completely at ease.

Without thinking, I reached out, my arm curling around her waist, pulling her just a little closer. It was a bold move, but I couldn’t help it—I wanted her close. I wanted to feel the full weight of her against me, to see if she would let me.

Liz didn’t hesitate. She let out a soft, contented sigh as she moved closer, her body pressing fully into mine. Her arm draped over my side, her fingers brushing lightly against my back as she settled in. The contact was electric, and I felt my breath hitch as the reality of the moment hit me.

Liz’s breath was warm against my neck, her hand resting lightly on my hip, and the weight of her body against mine felt perfect. We didn’t need to say anything. We were exactly where we wanted to be.

The quiet of the tent seemed to wrap around us, thick and intimate, broken only by the soft rustling of fabric and the sound of our steady breathing. Liz was lying beside me, close enough that our legs brushed beneath the sleeping bag, sending a jolt through my body every time we touched. The air between us felt charged, heavy with the unspoken tension that had been building for months.

“Come here,” she whispered, her voice low and steady.

There was no hesitation this time. I didn’t think. I just moved, closing the small distance between us in one slow, deliberate motion. Liz leaned in, her lips brushing softly against mine. The kiss was tender, almost hesitant, but the moment our mouths touched, the tension snapped, melting away into something far more intense.

I let out a quiet breath, leaning into her as the kiss deepened. Her lips were warm and soft, moving slowly against mine, and I could feel the heat rising between us, my heart pounding as I pulled her closer. My hand slid to the back of her neck, my fingers tangling in her hair as I lost myself in the moment, in her.

Liz responded instantly, her arm wrapping around my waist, pulling me against her as she kissed me back. The kiss was slow, deliberate, as if we were savoring each second, letting the weeks of pent-up tension finally unravel between us. Her lips moved in perfect sync with mine, and every soft press, every gentle tug made the heat between us grow.

I could feel her breath quicken, feel the subtle shift in her body as she pressed closer to me, her hand sliding down my side to rest on my hip. The kiss deepened, but it stayed tender, slow, like we had all the time in the world.

My body melted into hers, the warmth of her skin against mine sending shivers down my spine as I pulled her even closer. There was no more hesitation, no more holding back. We had crossed the line, and it felt like the most natural thing in the world.

When we finally pulled back, both of us breathing heavily, our faces were still close, our foreheads resting together. Liz’s hand stayed on my hip, her thumb brushing lightly against my skin, and I felt a slow, satisfied smile tug at my lips.

“Finally,” she murmured, her voice soft and breathless, but with a smile in her tone.

I laughed quietly, my chest still tight with the lingering excitement. “Yeah,” I whispered, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Finally.”
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Her lips met mine again, the weight of months of tension and unspoken attraction pouring into every touch, every movement. What had started as a soft, tentative kiss quickly became something more—something that neither of us could hold back any longer. Liz’s hand slid from my hip to the small of my back, pulling me closer, her lips pressing harder against mine as we gave in to everything we’d been holding back for so long.

I felt her breath quicken, her fingers gripping my waist with more urgency now. The kiss was still slow, still deliberate, but the heat between us was undeniable, simmering just below the surface. I could feel the months of pent-up desire unraveling between us, and I leaned into her, letting the kiss take over, my body melting into hers.

Liz shifted beneath me, her body pressing against mine as she slid her hand up my back, her fingers brushing against the nape of my neck. The touch sent a shiver through me, making my skin tingle, and I pressed myself closer to her, feeling the heat of her body against mine.

She broke the kiss for just a moment, her breath coming in short, soft bursts as she looked up at me, her eyes dark with want. “Come here,” she murmured, her voice low and rough around the edges, full of something deeper.

Before I could respond, Liz tugged me closer, her hand sliding to the back of my thigh as she pulled me on top of her. The movement was fluid, natural, and in an instant, I found myself straddling her, my body pressed against hers in the confined space of the sleeping bag. I could feel every inch of her beneath me—the way her chest rose and fell with each breath, the warmth of her skin, the heat that was building between us.

I let out a soft gasp, my hands bracing against her shoulders as I settled on top of her, the weight of the moment sinking in. Liz’s hands slid up my thighs, gripping me firmly as she pulled me even closer, her lips finding mine again in a kiss that was no longer soft, no longer tentative. This time, it was full of hunger.

Our hips moved together through our clo, the heat between us intensifying with every touch. Liz’s hands roamed up and down my sides, gripping me with a need that matched my own. Her lips moved against mine, demanding and urgent, and I kissed her back just as fiercely, my fingers tangling in her hair as I leaned into her. The feel of her beneath me, her body pressing against mine, made everything feel more intense, more real. It was like we had finally let go of everything—of the fear, the hesitation, the questions—and now there was nothing left but the raw, undeniable attraction we’d been dancing around for so long.

Liz’s hand slid up my back, pulling me down so that our bodies were completely flush, her chest pressing against mine as she kissed me harder, deeper. I could feel the heat radiating from her, could feel the way her body responded to mine, and it made my pulse quicken, my breath catching in my throat.

I wanted her. I’d wanted her for months, and now, here in the darkness of the tent, with nothing but the quiet night surrounding us, we were finally giving in to that need. Liz let out a soft moan, her hands tightening on my waist as she pulled me even closer, and the sound sent a rush of heat through me. I couldn’t stop myself—I didn’t want to. I wanted more of her, wanted to explore every inch of her, to let go of everything we’d been holding back.

Her fingers slid under my shirt, brushing against the bare skin of my breasts, and the touch sent shivers down my spine. I gasped against her lips, my body arching into her as the kiss deepened, the tension between us reaching a fever pitch.

Liz pulled back slightly, her lips hovering just under mine, her breath warm and uneven as she looked up at me. Her eyes were dark, intense, filled with the same need I felt burning inside me. “I’ve wanted this for so long,” she whispered, her voice low and rough, full of unspoken desire.

I leaned down, my lips brushing against hers in a slow, deliberate kiss, my heart pounding in my chest. “Me too.”

And with that, we lost ourselves in each other. I kissed her tenderly at first, trailing down from her jawline to the curve of her neck, savoring the warmth of her skin against my lips. Liz let out a soft, quiet moan, her head tilting back, giving me more access. The sound sent a shiver through me, my pulse quickening as I tasted the sweet, salty flavor of her skin.

I moved lower, pushing her tank top up and kissing my way down her small breasts, my breath coming out in shallow bursts as I felt her arch into me, her body responding to my touch. My lips brushed against her hard nipple before taking it into my mouth. Liz’s breath hitched, her fingers tightening in my hair as I teased her nipple with my tongue, the anticipation between us thick and electric. 

I teased and sucked slowly, savoring the feel of her between my lips, the way her body moved with mine. 

Liz’s hands pulled me closer as I kissed her, my mouth moving lower, pressing into the warmth of her stomach. The world outside the tent disappeared, leaving only us, tangled together in the quiet night.

I pulled back just enough to catch my breath, my heart racing in my chest. My hands, almost moving on their own, gripped the hem of my shirt, the fabric suddenly feeling too tight, too restrictive. Without thinking, I tugged it over my head, tossing it aside. The cool air hit my skin, but all I could feel was the heat between us. Liz’s eyes darkened as they roamed over me, her gaze intense and full of a hunger that made my pulse quicken even more. Any hesitation I had vanished as I leaned back down, pressing my body against hers, feeling the electricity spark between us as everything else melted away.

With my pulse racing, I fumbled with the zipper of the sleeping bag, the soft sound of it unzipping breaking the silence. I needed more space, more room to move, to feel every inch of Liz without anything constricting us. 

I kissed her lower, my fingers brushing the waistband of her shorts. With a quiet breath, I slipped my fingers under the fabric, slowly tugging them down, my lips never leaving her body as I undressed her. My heart pounded as I moved further down, my lips brushing against her outer lips. I paused for just a moment, the air between us thick with desire, before pressing a soft kiss there, feeling her body tense beneath me.

As my tongue slid between her lips, gently probing for her clit, I couldn’t help but savor the way she tasted—warm, soft, and real. Every taste of her made my head spin, like I was finally indulging in something I’d craved for too long. I lingered on her skin, letting the sensation sink in, and feeling Liz respond beneath me sent a rush through my entire body. Her taste, her warmth—it was intoxicating, and I didn’t want to stop.

I teased her clit with the tip of my tongue, feeling it swell and harden beneath my touch. She gasped, her fingers tightening in my hair as she tried to pull me closer. But I resisted, teasing her with light, feathery strokes that had her writhing beneath me.

Liz’s breath came in quick, uneven gasps as I began working small circles against her clit, but I could feel her trying to keep quiet, biting her lip to stifle any sound. Her hands pulling me closer as her body responded to every touch, but I could sense her restraint. The thought of our friends sleeping just a few feet away, unaware of what was happening in the quiet of our tent, only added to the intensity.

As I licked her pussy, tasting the warmth of her, something primal stirred inside me. The way she was trying to keep quiet, biting back the sounds I knew she wanted to make, only fueled the fire building between us. I wanted more. I wanted her to let go, to be loud, to feel everything without holding back. I dug my face further into her pussy, her hair soft against my cheeks, quickening my pace. 

I could feel Liz’s body tense beneath me, her hips shifting instinctively as I continued licking her. She squirmed, her movements almost involuntary, as she tried to stifle the groans that threatened to escape her lips. Her breathing quickened, shallow and ragged, her chest rising and falling in rhythm with the way her hips moved back and forth.

Every time she tried to hold back, it only made me more determined, more desperate to push her beyond that restraint. The quiet sounds she was trying so hard to suppress, the way her body reacted beneath me, drove me wild. I wanted to pull her deeper into the moment, to make her forget the world outside this tent—forget everything but us.

Liz’s fingers tightened in my hair, her body arching as my tongue sped up. She gasped softly, her head tilting back, her hips pressing against me as if she couldn’t help herself, and I could feel the tension in her, barely contained.

I pulled back just for a moment, my breath ragged, and my eyes locked onto Liz’s face. She was flushed, her chest rising and falling quickly, her lips parted. I could barely think straight, but I needed to hear it from her, needed to know she was feeling the same intensity. “Do you like it?” I whispered, my voice coming out husky, almost shaky with the heat between us.

Liz’s response was immediate, desperate. “Oh God, yes,” she gasped, the word slipping from her lips as if she couldn’t hold it back. Before I could even process it, her hands were in my hair, tugging me back down, pushing me into her aching pussy with a sense of urgency.

I didn’t wait—I licked and sucked her, moving faster this time, feeling her body tense beneath mine with every touch. My lips traced faster, more insistent circles, the warmth between us building to something almost unbearable.

Liz’s breath hitched, her body reacting instantly to the change in rhythm. She grinded under me and I could feel the tension rolling off her in waves. Every soft sound she made, every shift of her hips only spurred me on, pushing me to suck her harder, faster, drawing out the response I knew she was trying to hold back.

Liz began to squirm uncontrollably beneath me, her hips bucking wildly as she chased her release. I could feel her getting closer, her muscles tensing and releasing in waves.

“Chelsea,” she gasped, her voice hoarse with pleasure. “Oh god, Chelsea, I’m so close.”

Suddenly, she arched off the ground, her back bowing as she cried out in pleasure. Her orgasm crashed over her like a wave, leaving her trembling and breathless in its wake. I slowed my movements, letting her come down from the high of her release. She collapsed back onto the ground, panting and spent.

I pulled back, my breath uneven, as I kissed my way slowly back up Liz’s body. Her chest was rising and falling rapidly, her skin warm and flushed beneath my lips. I paused for a moment, hovering just above her, watching her bask in the afterglow. The soft glow on her face, the way her eyes were half-closed, made her look so peaceful, so content. It was a sight I wanted to memorize.

For a moment, neither of us spoke. The only sounds in the tent were our ragged breaths, the world outside feeling miles away. But then Liz opened her eyes, her gaze locking onto mine, and without hesitation, she reached up, her fingers sliding into my hair as she pulled me down.

As Liz pulled me into a kiss, something changing between us. The tenderness of before gave way to something deeper, something more intense. I could feel the hunger in the way her lips moved against mine, the way her hands groped my body, and I could barely think beyond the feel of her body pressed so firmly against mine.

Then, without warning, Liz shifted, her movements deliberate and confident. Before I even realized what was happening, she rolled us over until I found myself on my back. Her body hovered over mine, her breath ragged, her eyes dark with desire as she looked down at me. The shift in power was seamless, natural, and I could feel her dominance in the way she positioned herself between my legs.

I could feel the weight of her on top of me, the way her body pressed into mine, and it was overwhelming—in the best way. Liz’s hands were everywhere, sliding up my sides, over my arms, down to my hips, claiming every inch of me as her own.

Liz broke the kiss for just a second, her breath warm against my neck as she hovered above me. Her eyes were filled with something primal, something I hadn’t seen before, and it sent a surge of heat through my body. She leaned down, her lips brushing softly against my ear, sending shivers down my spine as she whispered, “I need you.”

I tugged at the waistband of my shorts, my fingers fumbling slightly from the overwhelming sensation of Liz’s body pressed against mine. The fabric felt too restrictive, too tight, like it was the last barrier between us. Without overthinking, I slid them off, the cool air rushing against my skin as I cast them aside.

Liz’s eyes darkened as she watched, her gaze following the movement of my hands. The moment hung between us, heavy with anticipation, as if we both knew there was no turning back now.

She moved her body against mine, her hips pressing against my thighs. Her fingers slipped between my legs, exploring my body in a way that sent shivers down my spine.

Her fingers moved with a confidence that I’ve never felt. It’s like she knew exactly what I needed, what I craved. She pushed two fingers deep inside of me. It’s intense, overwhelming, but I can’t get enough. I wanted more.

Liz’s eyes burned with a raw intensity, her thrusts firm and deliberate. The gentleness from before disappeared, replaced by a hunger that was almost overwhelming. She fucked me with her fingers, and the force of it sent a shiver through me, making my heart race even faster.

“Yes!” I moaned quietly, my voice low and husky. “Just like that.”

She responds by increasing her pace, fucking me harder and faster. Each thrust sent a jolt of pleasure coursing through my body. Every inch of me responded to her, and in that instant, I was lost in her.

My eyes fluttered shut, the intensity of everything hitting me all at once. My breath came in ragged gasps, and my body felt like it’s on fire. Liz fingered me harder, then began rubbing my clit with her thumb. The sensation is almost too much to bear. I arch ed my back, pressing myself against her hand, wanting more, wanting to feel her touch in every inch of my body.

I could feel the tension building inside of me, coiling tighter and tighter like a spring. I knew I was close close, so close to the edge. I wanted to let go, to give in to the pleasure that’s coursing through my veins.

But I can’t. Not yet.

I wanted to savor this moment, to make it last as long as possible. I wanted to remember every touch, every sensation.

Liz must sense my hesitation, because she slows down, her thumb moving in slow, deliberate circles while her fingers bend against my g-spot. 

As the intensity of the moment swirled around us, I opened my eyes and met Liz’s gaze. In the middle of all the heat and passion, everything else seemed to fade. Her eyes locked with mine, and for a heartbeat, the world stood still. 

For a moment, the world narrowed to just the two of us, our breaths mingling, our bodies pressed close, but it was the look in her eyes that made me feel completely seen—completely hers.

That look in Liz’s eyes—so raw, so vulnerable—was what finally pushed me over the edge. The passion we shared had been building for months, but in that moment, it wasn’t just about desire. It was about everything we hadn’t said, everything we had kept locked away. Her gaze held me in place, and the intensity of it all—her need, her openness—rushed through me like a wave.

My breath hitched, and I felt my whole body tense, every nerve alive as I gave in completely. The vulnerability we shared in that second broke down every last barrier, and I could feel the warmth flood through me, overwhelming and unstoppable. My heart raced, and I gasped, gripping her tighter, unable to hold back any longer.

She continued to pump into me, riding out the waves of pleasure crashing through my body. I twisted, burying my face in the sleeping bag to muffle my scream as she pushed my body to the limits of pleasure. A wicked smile lingered on her face as she gradually slowed down, allowing me to breath again.

We collapsed onto the unzipped sleeping bag, our breaths still coming fast as we lay side by side, tangled up in each other. The cool air brushed against our skin, a welcome relief after the heat of the moment. Liz let out a soft giggle, and without thinking, I joined in, the sound light and contagious, filling the quiet space around us.

I turned my head to look at her, and she was already smiling, her eyes soft and bright. There was something about the way we lay there, catching our breath, that felt perfect—easy, natural. We didn’t need to say a word; the quiet, shared laughter between us said everything. I reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face, and we both settled deeper into the sleeping bag, the world outside our tent feeling far away as we rested together.

Liz shifted beside me, then gently reached out, pulling me into her. Without hesitation, I nestled against her, my head resting on her chest, the rise and fall of her breath calming me. Her arm wrapped around my shoulders, holding me close, and the warmth of her body felt comforting, like we’d done this a hundred times before.

For a moment, we just lay there in the quiet, the sound of the outside world fading away. Then, in a soft voice, Liz broke the silence. “That was… something,” she whispered, her tone light but full of meaning.

I smiled against her skin, my fingers lightly tracing circles on her side. “Yeah, it really was,” I murmured back, feeling a sense of contentment wash over me. There was no awkwardness, no need to say more. Just the simple truth of what we’d shared.

Liz leaned her head down slightly, pressing a soft kiss to the top of mine. “I’m really glad you forgot your sleeping bag,” she said quietly, with a laugh.

I tilted my head up to look at her, meeting her eyes in the dim light of the tent. “Me too,” I whispered, a small smile on my lips.

We stayed like that, wrapped up in each other, letting the quiet settle around us. There were no grand gestures, no need for more words. Just the simple closeness of the moment, the way we fit together so easily, so naturally.








  
  
  Chapter 4

  
  




The first rays of sunlight filtered through the thin fabric of the tent, casting a soft glow over Liz’s sleeping face. I blinked awake, feeling unusually refreshed, the events of the night before playing through my mind in a quiet rush. Liz was still beside me, her arm loosely draped over my waist, her breathing soft and steady. For a moment, I just watched her, feeling a warmth spread through me, a kind of peace I hadn’t known in a long time.

Eventually, I shifted, gently disentangling myself from her as the light outside grew brighter. Liz stirred, her eyes slowly fluttering open. She smiled up at me, the same soft, easy smile that had me completely undone the night before.

“Morning,” she murmured, her voice thick with sleep but filled with warmth.

“Morning,” I whispered back, unable to stop the smile tugging at my own lips.

We lay there for a few moments, neither of us saying much, just basking in the quiet, comfortable glow of the morning. There was no rush, no urgency. It felt like we had all the time in the world.

Eventually, though, the sound of movement from outside the tent pulled us from our peaceful cocoon. Our friends were up, and the familiar sounds of boots on gravel and quiet conversation reached us from the campsite.

Liz stretched beside me, her body moving lazily in the small space. “Guess it’s time to face the world,” she said with a small grin, her eyes sparkling as she looked over at me.

I laughed softly, still feeling the warmth of her beside me. “Yeah, I guess so.”

We dressed quietly, the air between us easy and familiar now, but as soon as we stepped out of the tent, I caught the smirk on Eric’s face as he stood near the campfire, clearly waiting for us. Jennie and Damon exchanged a glance, and I knew something was coming before anyone even opened their mouth.

“Sleep well?” Eric asked, grinning like he had some big secret. His eyes flicked between Liz and me, his smirk growing wider.

Liz shot him a look, one eyebrow raised. “Why do you ask?” she said, her voice casual but full of knowing amusement.

“Oh, no reason,” Jennie chimed in, her tone innocent, but her smile gave her away. “Just thought we heard some… activity coming from your tent last night.”

Damon coughed, clearly suppressing a laugh. “Yeah, you two were, uh, pretty vocal.”

I felt my face heat up, and I quickly looked away, fighting back a laugh of my own. Liz, on the other hand, seemed completely unbothered. She gave them all a cool, unhurried smile and simply said, “What can I say? We were up late.”

Eric snorted, shaking his head. “You two couldn’t be more obvious.”

Liz didn’t miss a beat, glancing over at me, her expression playful but tender. “I think we’re okay with that.”

I met her gaze, feeling a warmth spread through me at the way she looked at me—so sure, so steady. I smiled back, a quiet understanding passing between us. It didn’t matter what anyone else thought. This—whatever it was—felt right.

As the morning continued, we packed up the campsite, the group settling into easy conversation as we prepared for the climb back down. The air was crisp, the sky clear, and I felt lighter than I had in a long time. Liz and I worked side by side, sharing small smiles, little touches, every glance between us filled with the weight of what we’d shared the night before.

I wasn’t sure what the future held for us. There were still questions lingering in the back of my mind—what would happen when we got back to the real world, how this would fit into our lives, into the group—but as I looked at Liz, catching her eye as we packed up the last of our gear, those worries seemed small. Manageable.

Because whatever came next, I knew I wouldn’t be facing it alone.

Liz slung her pack over her shoulder, walking over to stand beside me as the group prepared to head back down the mountain. She bumped her shoulder lightly against mine, her familiar, easy smile tugging at the corners of her lips. “You ready for this?”

I looked at her, feeling a surge of confidence I hadn’t felt before. “Yeah,” I said, my voice steady. “With you by my side, I’m ready for anything.”

Liz’s smile softened, and she reached out, briefly squeezing my hand before letting go, a small gesture that felt like a promise.

Together, we started down the trail, our friends’ voices filling the air around us, the mountain stretching out below. I didn’t know where we were headed, not exactly, but with Liz beside me, it didn’t matter. I knew we could conquer whatever lay ahead—on this mountain, and any that followed.
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