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One Bed No Rules




The worst part about arguing with Wren wasn’t that we always had an audience. It was that she never seemed embarrassed by it.

Grace felt every pair of eyes the moment Wren leaned across the conference table and said, in that deceptively calm voice, “You rewrote my numbers.”

The Monday morning meeting had already dragged twenty minutes past schedule. Half-finished coffees lined the table. A spreadsheet glowed on the monitor at the front of the room, columns of data reflecting faintly in the glass wall like rows of accusing eyes.

Grace straightened in her chair. “I corrected the projections,” she said, keeping her tone even. “There’s a difference.”

A few coworkers shifted uncomfortably. Someone coughed into their sleeve. Their manager, Luis, stared down at his laptop as if he could disappear into it.

Wren tilted her head, dark hair falling over one eye before she tucked it back with slow precision. She wore a fitted charcoal blazer that made her look sharper than anyone else in the room, like she belonged in a different, more serious meeting. “Correction implies an error,” she said. “I don’t remember making one.”

Grace felt heat crawl up her neck. She hated the way Wren made everything sound like a courtroom cross-examination. “You overestimated client retention by eight percent,” she said. “If we presented that to the board, it would’ve blown up in our faces.”

“Or,” Wren said, voice still smooth, “it would’ve shown confidence instead of panic.”

A few people glanced between them like they were watching a tennis match. Grace caught sight of Hannah from marketing trying, and failing, to hide a smile behind her coffee cup.

Great. She was entertainment now.

Grace pushed her chair back slightly, forcing herself to sit taller instead of shrinking into the table. “Confidence doesn’t mean ignoring data.”

“And caution doesn’t mean gutting someone else’s work,” Wren shot back.

The room went quieter. Even the air-conditioning hum felt louder.

Grace hated how easily Wren turned disagreements into something personal without even raising her voice. Grace, meanwhile, felt every emotion written across her face whether she wanted it there or not.

Luis cleared his throat. “Maybe we can circle back to⁠—”

“No,” Grace said, surprising even herself with how sharp it came out. She turned fully toward Wren. “You don’t get to frame this like I sabotaged you. We’re on the same team.”

Wren’s brow lifted slightly, as if she’d been waiting for Grace to lose her composure. “Are we?”

That single question hit harder than any accusation.

Grace’s stomach twisted. She was suddenly aware of the way everyone had gone still — the subtle lean of bodies toward the tension, the silence that meant no one wanted to interrupt.

She forced out a breath. “Yes,” she said, quieter now. “Even if we disagree.”

Wren studied her for a long second. Her expression softened by a fraction, not enough to be kind, just enough to be thoughtful. “Then next time,” she said, “talk to me before you change my work.”

Grace opened her mouth to argue again, but stopped. Because under the irritation, under the defensiveness, there was a sliver of truth she didn’t want to acknowledge.

She had rushed the revision late Friday night. She had told herself she was fixing a problem. She had not told Wren.

And now everyone was watching her realize it.

“Fine,” Grace said at last. “I’ll loop you in next time.”

The tension didn’t vanish, but it shifted. Wren nodded once, as if they had reached an agreement only she had expected.

Luis exhaled loudly, relief practically audible. “Okay,” he said, clapping his hands together. “Great. Collaboration. Love to see it. Let’s move on.”

A few nervous laughs rippled around the table.

Grace sank back into her chair, cheeks burning. She stared down at her notebook, pretending to write while her pulse refused to slow. She could feel Wren’s presence across from her like a magnetic pull she didn’t want to admit existed.

Why does she always do this to me? she wondered.

The rest of the meeting blurred. Numbers, deadlines, action items. All of it slid past while Grace replayed the argument in her head, editing her own lines, imagining sharper comebacks she hadn’t delivered.

When Luis finally dismissed them, chairs scraped back in a wave. People filtered out quickly, conversations picking up again now that the show was over.

Grace gathered her laptop with more force than necessary. She avoided looking up until she realized Wren hadn’t moved.

Of course she hadn’t.

Wren stood at the edge of the table, scrolling through her tablet as if nothing unusual had happened. Up close, she looked less intimidating. There was a faint crease between her brows, and she chewed lightly on the inside of her cheek while reading.

Grace hesitated. Part of her wanted to walk away and pretend the moment didn’t matter. Another louder, more stubborn part wanted the last word.

“That didn’t need to be a scene,” she said.

Wren looked up slowly. “You’re the one who raised your voice.”

Grace bristled. “Because you called me out in front of everyone.”

“I asked a question,” Wren replied. “You heard an accusation.”

The words landed uncomfortably close to something real.

Grace shifted her weight, gripping the strap of her bag. “You make it impossible to talk to you sometimes.”

Wren’s expression flickered to surprise, maybe, or something more guarded. “That’s funny,” she said quietly. “I was thinking the same about you.”

For a moment they just stood there, the office noise filling in around them. Keyboards clacked, someone laughed near the printers, and the smell of old coffee drifted from the breakroom.

Grace became painfully aware of how close they were now, closer than they had been during the meeting. Wren’s gaze held steady, dark and searching, like she was trying to read something Grace wasn’t ready to show.

It made Grace’s chest feel tight in a way that had nothing to do with work.

“I didn’t mean to embarrass you,” Wren said finally.

The admission caught Grace off guard. “Well, you did,” she muttered, softer now.

Wren nodded once. “Noted.”

Grace let out a slow breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding. The fight drained out of her all at once, leaving only a strange, lingering tension.

“Well,” she said, forcing a small, awkward shrug, “next time I’ll give you a heads-up.”

“And next time,” Wren said, “I’ll save the confrontation for after the meeting.”

It wasn’t quite an apology. It wasn’t quite peace either. But it was something.

Grace turned to leave, only to hear Hannah’s whisper carry from a nearby desk. “You two are like a married couple.”

A few quiet snickers followed.

Grace froze mid-step, mortified. Heat flooded her face all over again. She didn’t dare look at Wren to see if she’d heard it too.

She walked faster, retreating to her cubicle and dropping into her chair with a sigh that felt heavier than it should have.

Across the aisle, Wren returned to her desk, calm as ever, already typing like the morning hadn’t rattled her at all.

Grace stared at her screen, fingers hovering uselessly over the keyboard.
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Grace escaped to the breakroom later than usual, hoping the timing would spare her from commentary about the meeting.

No such luck.

The coffee machine hissed loudly as she slid a pod into place, trying to focus on something simple. The office noise felt muffled in here, like she’d stepped into a quieter pocket of air.

“Rough morning?” Tara asked from the small table near the window.

Grace forced a tight smile. “Did it look that obvious?”

Tara laughed under her breath, pushing a strand of pink-dyed hair behind her ear. “Only if you were watching. Which… everyone was.”

Grace groaned softly and turned back to the machine, letting the bitter smell of coffee ground her. “Great. Exactly what I wanted.”

“Well,” Tara said, lowering her voice conspiratorially, “you and Wren do make meetings interesting.”

Grace snorted. “That’s one word for it.”

The cup filled slowly. She watched the dark liquid swirl, trying not to replay Wren’s steady gaze from earlier — the way she’d stood her ground without ever raising her voice. The way Grace had felt… seen. Annoyingly seen.

Tara took a sip from her own mug. “You two have chemistry, you know.”

Grace nearly dropped her cup. “We have tension,” she corrected quickly. “That’s different.”

“Sure,” Tara said, not sounding convinced.

Grace grabbed a lid, snapping it onto her cup a little too hard. She turned to leave, hoping to end the conversation before it went somewhere worse.

Tara’s voice followed her casually. “You know she’s a lesbian, right?”

Grace stopped mid-step.

“What?” she asked, too quickly.

Tara blinked. “Wren. She’s gay. I figured you knew. Half the team does.”

The words landed strangely. Not shocking exactly, but heavy, like something shifting under her feet.

“Oh,” Grace said, because it was the only response she could manage.

Tara shrugged. “She doesn’t make a big deal about it, but yeah. She mentioned an ex at the holiday party last year.”

“I had no idea,” Grace said. “But I guess it doesn’t really matter. It’s not my business who she dates.”

She walked out of the breakroom before Tara could say anything else.

[image: ]


Back at her desk, the office felt different.

Nothing had changed, but Grace’s awareness sharpened in ways she couldn’t explain.

Across the aisle, Wren moved between desks with her tablet tucked under one arm. She walked with a quiet confidence, shoulders relaxed, posture straight without looking rigid. She paused beside one of the junior developers, leaning slightly to look at his screen, her expression focused and intent.

Grace caught herself watching. Now that she knew Wren was gay, every detail felt… louder.

The tailored lines of Wren’s blazer. The precise way she tucked her hair behind her ear when she concentrated. The soft curve of her mouth when she listened instead of spoke.

Grace dragged her gaze back to her own monitor.

Why did that matter?

She was straight. Very straight. This was just information. A random fact about a coworker, no different from knowing someone preferred oat milk or commuted by bike.

And yet something about it had landed low in her body, a quick spark she didn’t want to examine too closely.

She shifted in her chair, uncomfortable with the sudden awareness under her skin.

Get it together, she told herself. Wren isn’t your type anyway. You’re straight. You like men. Don’t you?

The thought came automatically, like a reflex.

Grace opened a spreadsheet, forcing herself to focus on numbers instead of the movement she could see in her peripheral vision.

A minute passed, then two. Her eyes drifted back before she could stop them.

Wren crossed the office again, heels clicking softly against the floor. She reached up to adjust something on a high shelf, the motion lifting her blazer just enough to reveal the clean line of her waist. Grace felt a strange flutter in her chest that definitely wasn’t indifference.

Why did finding out she was a lesbian do something to her physically? That question lodged in her thoughts like a splinter.

Maybe it was just novelty. Or curiosity. Or the leftover adrenaline from the argument earlier.

Yeah. That had to be it.

Grace swallowed, taking a long sip of coffee that tasted stronger than usual.

She watched Wren laugh at something someone said — not the sharp, cutting smile she used in meetings, but something softer, almost private. It changed her whole face, made her look younger, less intimidating.

Grace looked away again, annoyed at herself. She didn’t like women. She had never liked women. Not like that.

Her dating history was proof enough — a string of men, some better than others, all comfortably predictable in a way she’d never questioned.

So why did this new information feel like a lens snapping into focus? She pressed her fingers against the edge of her desk, grounding herself.

You’re overthinking, she told herself firmly.

Wren wasn’t suddenly more interesting just because she was gay. Except… she kind of was.

Grace watched as Wren returned to her seat, slipping into her chair with an effortless grace. She leaned forward, elbows on the desk, eyes scanning work that meant nothing to Grace. Not right now.

Grace’s gaze lingered longer than it should have. She imagined what it might be like to be the person Wren smiled at like that. To be on the receiving end of her focus instead of her scrutiny.

Grace shook her head sharply, forcing herself back into her work.

This is ridiculous.

She didn’t like women. She didn’t want Wren. She didn’t want anything complicated or confusing.

Still, when Wren stood again and crossed the office, Grace’s eyes followed her without permission.
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The annual company retreat was supposed to be mindless team-building and free food, not a logistical nightmare. Grace had pictured three days of half-hearted workshops where she could zone out without getting caught, long coffee breaks in the lobby, and maybe an early escape to the hotel gym if she timed it right.

Instead, the check-in desk looked like the aftermath of a canceled flight. Grace stepped through the revolving doors with her overnight bag digging into her shoulder, immediately hit by a wall of noise.

Of course, the company retreat would be chaos.

She spotted Luis near the check-in counter, already looking exhausted, tie loosened and phone pressed to his ear. A line of employees snaked toward the front desk where two hotel clerks tapped frantically at keyboards.

Grace exhaled slowly, trying to shake off the residual tension from the week. She had told herself this trip would be simple. It would be nothing but workshops, polite networking, early nights in her own room with room service and a laptop.

No drama. No Wren.

The line inched forward. She shifted her weight, scrolling through emails on her phone, pretending not to notice the familiar voice drifting toward her from behind.

“Well,” Wren said, sounding far too amused for someone stuck in a queue, “if the goal was to build resilience, this is already a success.”

Grace stiffened before she could stop herself. She turned just enough to confirm what she already knew.

Wren stood two people back, dark hair pulled into a low knot, a slim laptop bag slung across her shoulder. She wore a cream sweater that softened her usual sharp edges, the fabric skimming her frame in a way Grace refused to think about too hard.

“Didn’t expect you to be early,” Grace said, aiming for neutral.

Wren’s mouth curved slightly. “Didn’t expect you to notice.”

Grace looked away first. What was that supposed to mean?

The line moved again, slow and painful. Someone up front raised their voice about reservations being wrong. Luis rubbed his forehead like he regretted every decision that had led him here.

When Grace finally reached the desk, the clerk smiled apologetically before even speaking.

“Hi,” she said, fingers hovering over the keyboard. “We’ve had… some overbooking issues with the corporate block.”

Grace’s stomach dipped. “Okay,” she said carefully.

The clerk typed, then winced. “It looks like we’ve had to consolidate some reservations. You’ll be in room 814… sharing with⁠—”

A voice slid in beside her, low and unmistakable. “Please don’t say it.”

Grace closed her eyes for a fraction of a second.

“—Wren Alvarez,” the clerk finished.

Of course.

Grace turned slowly, finding Wren already watching her with that faint, maddening smile — the one that suggested she found this whole situation entertaining.

“You’ve got to be kidding,” Grace muttered.

Wren leaned an elbow on the counter. “I mean,” she said lightly, “I usually insist on dinner first before I sleep with someone, but I’m willing to be flexible for HR.”

A couple of coworkers nearby snorted.

Heat rushed to Grace’s face. “We’re not sleeping together,” she said quickly. “This is just a room assignment.”

The clerk handed them a single key card like it was a peace offering.

Wren accepted it with a small nod. “Don’t worry,” she said, voice soft enough that only Grace could hear. “I know how to behave professionally.”

The elevator ride up felt longer than it was.

Grace stood rigidly near the corner, staring at the glowing floor numbers while Wren leaned casually against the rail. Their reflections overlapped faintly in the mirrored walls, an accidental closeness that made Grace acutely aware of the space between them.

“You look like you’re walking into a disciplinary hearing,” Wren said after a moment.

“I just want clear boundaries,” Grace replied.

“Ah,” Wren said. “Ground rules.”

The elevator dinged open before Grace could answer.

Room 814 sat at the end of the hall. Wren swiped the card and pushed the door open.

Grace stepped inside — and froze.

One bed.

A massive king bed dominated the center of the room, crisp white sheets tucked with hotel precision.

“You have got to be kidding me,” she whispered.

Wren dropped her bag near the window, scanning the space with calm acceptance. “Well,” she said, “maybe it’s two twins pushed together?” Wren checked but no such luck.

Grace set her bag on the far side of the room, deliberately choosing the chair closest to the door. She crossed her arms, trying to gather herself before speaking.

“Okay,” she said. “Ground rules.”

Wren raised an eyebrow. “This should be good.”

“We keep things professional,” Grace continued. “Separate sides of the bed. No… jokes. No weird comments. We’re coworkers first.”

Wren listened without interrupting, her expression unreadable.

When Grace finished, Wren tilted her head slightly. “Relax,” she said. “You’re safe.”

Grace frowned. “That’s not what I meant.”

“I know,” Wren replied, her tone gentler now. “But just so you’re aware — you’re not my type anyway.”

The words stung unexpectedly. Grace blinked, caught off guard by the quick twist low in her chest.

“Oh,” she said, too fast. “Good. That’s… good.”

Wren shrugged, already turning to unpack her bag. “You seem relieved.”

“I am,” Grace said, though her voice sounded thinner than she intended. Why did that bother her? She told herself it shouldn’t. It was exactly what she wanted — distance, clarity, no ambiguity.

Still, she found herself watching the way Wren moved around the room, unhurried and confident, folding clothes with precise motions. The faint scent of her perfume drifted through the air, warm and subtle, settling into Grace’s awareness despite her best efforts to ignore it.

“You can take the side by the door,” Wren said after a moment. “I’ll stay near the window. Fair?”

Grace nodded quickly. “Fine.”

She busied herself unpacking, though her thoughts refused to settle. Wren’s earlier joke replayed in her head, followed immediately by that offhand dismissal.

You’re not my type.

Why did that echo feel heavier than the argument in the meeting room?

She told herself it was pride. Nothing more. Wren had always been competitive, always ready with a sharp line, and Grace hated feeling like she’d lost ground in a conversation she hadn’t even meant to have.

Across the room, Wren set her tablet on the nightstand and glanced over. “You’re thinking too hard again,” she said quietly.

“I’m not,” Grace replied automatically.

Wren’s smile softened at the edges. “You do that little jaw-clench thing when you are.”

Grace forced her shoulders to relax, annoyed at how easily Wren read her.

“Look,” Wren added, her voice lower now, “we don’t have to make this weird. It’s just a room.”

Just a room.

Grace nodded, though the air felt heavier than that. She sat on her side of the bed, careful to leave an invisible line between them.

Outside the window, city lights flickered on one by one.

Inside, the space between them felt charged in a way she didn’t want to explore.

She lay back against the pillows, staring at the ceiling while Wren moved quietly on the other side of the room. Every small sound — the rustle of fabric, the soft tap of a zipper — seemed louder than it should have.

You’re not my type.

Grace closed her eyes, telling herself the words didn’t matter.

And yet, despite everything, she found herself listening for Wren’s footsteps, tracking the rhythm of her movements without meaning to.

Professional, she reminded herself.

Just coworkers.

But the room felt smaller than it should have, and the awareness of Wren’s presence lingered like static under her skin, impossible to ignore, even when she tried.

[image: ]


Grace lay on the edge of the king bed, her tablet propped on bent knees. She told herself she was catching up on session slides, but the text blurred every time Wren’s soft movements rustled across the carpet.

Wren unzipped her toiletry bag, humming under her breath. “I’m grabbing a shower,” she said, as though it were any other Tuesday evening and they hadn’t been accidentally booked into the same room with one bed and zero escape hatches. Her voice carried the faint amusement she wore whenever Grace bristled; the sound slid over Grace’s nerves like satin pulled the wrong way.

“Fine,” Grace muttered, eyes fixed on the glowing screen. Neither of them mentioned the obvious—that showering meant nakedness, steam, water sliding over skin. It floated between them anyway.

The bathroom door clicked shut, but the latch didn’t catch. A sliver of light spilled across the carpet, a pale beacon that made it impossible to pretend nothing intimate was happening on the other side. Water hammered into tile. Grace’s throat tightened. She tried to focus on the tablet, forcing her eyes to march across buzzwords, but her pulse synced to the hiss of the spray.

Steam curled through the imperfect seal around the doorframe. The thin wedge of light widened, either pushed by expanding air or Grace’s traitorous imagination. She should have looked away. Instead, she glanced up, just long enough to catch the briefest, razor-sharp glimpse through the gap.

Wren stood beneath the showerhead, back arched under the heat, hair slicked dark against her nape. Water traced the plane of her shoulders, rivulets converging between the elegant lines of her shoulder blades before sliding over the scoop of her lower back. Then she turned, eyes closed, and Grace saw everything: high, dusky-tipped breasts glistening; the subtle play of muscle across her stomach as she reached for shampoo; the soft, shadowed triangle between her thighs. Grace’s breath snagged. She hadn’t even known she was holding it.

The door drifted almost shut again, but the image burned behind her eyelids like a flashbulb. Heat pooled low and devastating in her belly. She felt it first as shock, then as shame, then—as water continued to drum rhythmically—a dark, liquid ache she couldn’t name without lying to herself.

She set the tablet aside, hands suddenly unsteady. The cotton of her sleep shorts rasped against skin gone abruptly hypersensitive. She shifted, squeezing her thighs for pressure that both relieved and worsened the throbbing pulse at her center. This was insane—Wren wasn’t her type; Wren had said so herself—yet the sight of that slick, unguarded body vibrated through her with humiliating clarity.

Behind the shut-but-not-really-shut door, Wren started humming again—some half-remembered indie melody that rose and fell in coaxing loops. Grace bit her lip. Each note brushed over her like invisible fingers.

Her palm drifted to her own stomach before she caught it, but stopping felt like holding her breath underwater. She tried logic: You are straight. This is curiosity, proximity, nothing more. Logic fizzled in the face of sensory memory—the glint of water on Wren’s nipple, the faintest shimmer of lather as she cupped her breast, rinsed, repeated. A soft sound escaped Grace, betraying how close she was to slipping.

She slid her hand lower, pressing heel first against the damp heat behind her shorts. Fabric met swollen flesh with maddening friction. She arched, just a little, biting back a gasp. Guilt speared her. If Wren heard⁠—

But the spray still pounded tile, and Wren’s humming had turned to low, contented notes that merged with the hush of steam. Grace’s fingers, traitors all, dipped beneath the elastic, finding slickness there. She traced herself tentatively, hips rocking. Pleasure shivered outward, hot and fast. Images chased each other: Wren’s mouth parted under the stream, her hand sliding between her thighs the way Grace’s did now. Did Wren touch herself in hotel showers? Did she imagine someone watching?

The thought detonated deep inside Grace. Her middle finger circled the aching knot of nerves, too slow, then faster. Her pulse hammered in her ears, drowning out everything except the muted thrum of Wren’s voice beyond the door.

Grace tried to stay silent, but a broken whimper slipped free when pressure spiked, bright and undeniable. She slapped her other hand over her mouth, eyes squeezed shut as the mattress creaked. Heat gathered, coiled, threatened to snap.

The water cut off.

Grace froze, fingers stilled halfway between heaven and shame. The sudden silence was deafening. Water dripped, distant and accusatory. Then muffled towel sounds, the slide of curtain rings. She yanked her hand free, heart detonating against her ribs. Wetness clung to her fingers; she wiped it on the sheet, disgust and arousal twin vortices.

The door opened fully this time. Wren emerged wrapped in a white hotel towel, another twisted around her hair. Her skin glowed, pink with heat, drops racing along her collarbone before disappearing between her breasts. She caught Grace’s gaze, brows lifting.

“You okay?” she asked, voice husky from steam.

Grace hoped the darkness hid her flushed cheeks. “Fine,” she croaked, too fast. “Just—um—reading.”

Wren smiled as though she heard a different confession. “Your turn. Water’s still hot.”

Grace nodded, tangling herself in the sheet to disguise trembling legs. As she passed Wren, the scent of citrus shampoo and warm skin filled her lungs. She caught it like a mouthful of forbidden fruit, sweet and ruinous.

Inside the bathroom, steam still swirled, clinging to tile and mirror. Grace locked the door—a futile barrier, considering what had already happened—and pressed cold fingers to her burning face.

Straight. I’m straight.

Yet the echo of Wren’s humming lingered, vibrating through muscle and memory, until Grace’s hand drifted again, guided by the living, impossible image she’d stolen. And when release finally tore through her—silent, convulsive, unstoppable—she realized the ground had already shifted, and no rule she set could put it back the way it was.
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The morning air hit Grace with a chill. Cold, bright, and aggressively cheerful. It felt especially miserable since today was their teambuilding exercise at a make-shift obstacle course. Seriously, who decided on this?

She stood at the edge of a sprawling outdoor course carved into a stretch of grassy hillside behind the retreat center. Inflatable obstacles loomed like oversized toys, ropes swayed between wooden platforms, and a long tunnel made of padded rings stretched across the dirt like something out of a military boot camp.

Luis clapped his hands near the whiteboard where team assignments were scribbled in dry-erase marker. “Alright, everyone! Pair up with your assigned partner. This is about trust and communication.”

Grace didn’t need to check the list.

She already knew.

Wren jogged toward her with an easy stride, dark hair pulled into a loose ponytail that bounced against the back of her neck. She wore black leggings and a fitted athletic jacket, the clean lines of it somehow making her look even more composed in the chaos around them.

“Ready to humiliate ourselves for corporate bonding?” Wren asked, a faint smile curving her mouth.

Grace folded her arms, pretending indifference. “I plan on winning, actually.”

“That confidence almost makes you likable,” Wren said lightly.

Grace rolled her eyes, though the familiar banter settled some of the tension sitting heavy in her chest.

The whistle blew, and the first obstacle sent them crawling under a low net stretched inches above the grass. Grace dove forward, elbows digging into the ground as she pushed ahead, determined not to let Wren outpace her.

“You’re going to grass-stain your jacket,” Wren called from behind.

“It’s fine,” Grace muttered, pulling herself forward. “Focus on keeping up.”

Wren laughed — warm, unguarded — and the sound slid under Grace’s skin in a way she didn’t want to examine.

They moved through the next challenges with awkward bickering at first. Grace tried to lead too fast. Wren slowed deliberately, forcing them to match rhythm instead of racing.

By the time they reached the balance beam, something shifted.

Grace extended a hand automatically when Wren wobbled. Wren accepted it without hesitation, fingers warm against hers, grip firm and steady.

“See?” Wren said quietly as they stepped down together. “Teamwork.”

Grace pulled her hand away faster than she meant to. “Don’t make it weird.”

“I’m not,” Wren replied. “You are.”

The next obstacle required them to run three-legged, ankles tied together with a bright orange band. The first attempt ended with them stumbling sideways into the grass, both laughing despite themselves.

“Your stride is too long,” Wren said, brushing dirt from her sleeve.

“Your timing is off,” Grace shot back.

“Or,” Wren said, stepping closer to adjust the band, “you could listen to me for once.”

Grace opened her mouth to argue, then stopped.

The closeness felt different now. The faint scent of Wren’s shampoo lingered in the air, and Grace became acutely aware of the way their shoulders almost touched.

“Fine,” she said quietly.

They moved again, this time in sync. The rhythm came easier, their steps matching without effort. By the time they crossed the finish marker for that section, they were laughing instead of snapping at each other.

Grace realized, with a strange jolt, that Wren was fun when she wasn’t arguing.

The final obstacle loomed ahead: a long, padded tunnel barely tall enough to crawl through.

“After you,” Wren said, gesturing dramatically.

Grace dropped to her knees and crawled forward, the soft material brushing against her shoulders. The space narrowed halfway through, forcing her to duck lower.

Behind her, Wren followed close enough that Grace could feel the warmth of her presence even without looking back.

Halfway through, Grace’s hand slipped on the slick surface.

She lost her balance.

Everything tilted at once — a startled laugh, a shift of weight — and suddenly Wren crashed gently into her from behind, momentum carrying them both sideways onto the padded floor.

Grace landed on her back.

Wren sprawled partly across her, one hand braced beside Grace’s shoulder, the other catching herself at Grace’s hip. Their legs tangled awkwardly, the narrow space trapping them in a closeness neither of them could escape.

For a second, neither moved.

Wren’s hair had slipped loose from its tie, a few strands falling across her cheek. Her breath came warm and quick, her eyes searching Grace’s face as if she were trying to decide whether to laugh or apologize.

“You okay?” Wren murmured.

Grace nodded, though her voice refused to work. The position was… a lot.

The weight of Wren’s body pressed gently against hers was solid, warm, and grounding. Grace felt the steady rise and fall of Wren’s chest, the faint brush of fabric against her own.

Their faces hovered inches apart.

Close enough that Grace noticed the tiny freckle near Wren’s jawline. Close enough that she could feel the soft warmth of her breath.

The world outside the tunnel faded into muffled noise.

For a heartbeat, maybe two, the tension between them shifted into something softer. Something uncertain.

Wren’s gaze flicked briefly to Grace’s mouth.

Grace’s breath hitched.

The moment stretched, quiet and charged, like the air before a storm breaks.

Then someone outside the tunnel shouted, “Come on, lovebirds, keep moving!”

Wren blinked, the spell breaking. She pushed herself up quickly, offering Grace a hand.

Grace took it, pulse still racing.

They finished the crawl side by side, emerging into sunlight.

Wren brushed grass from her leggings, a faint smile lingering. “Well,” she said, voice lighter now, “that was almost romantic.”

“It was not,” Grace said immediately, though her cheeks burned.

Wren raised both hands in mock surrender. “Relax. I’m kidding.”

They walked back toward the group together, shoulders occasionally brushing as they moved. The earlier tension had softened into something quieter — less rivalry, more understanding.

Grace realized she wasn’t counting the steps between them anymore.

And when Wren laughed at something she said a few minutes later, the sound didn’t feel like a challenge.

It felt… warm.

She told herself it was just adrenaline from the course.

But as they stood side by side waiting for the next activity, Grace caught herself glancing at Wren again. Not out of irritation this time, but curiosity.

And that unsettled her more than any argument ever had.
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The door clicked shut behind Grace and Wren, sealing out the last of the conference chatter. The only light came from two bedside lamps, their amber halos turning the hotel room into a quiet cave while the city’s evening traffic flickered violet beyond the window. Grace’s shoulders sagged; eight hours of forced enthusiasm had left her wrung out and acutely aware of the woman sharing this space.

Grace and Wren wordlessly split to opposite corners. Grace dug a sleep shirt and cotton shorts from her carry-on, then hid in the bathroom long enough to wash off makeup that had melted hours ago. When she emerged, Wren was already perched on the far side of the king bed, back against the headboard, phone glowing in her hand. Oversized tour tee, soft jersey shorts, bare legs stretched toward the footboard—she looked as casual as a Sunday afternoon and somehow twice as beautiful.

Grace plugged her phone in, fiddled with the remote, and finally landed on a streaming sitcom she had seen a dozen times. Its laugh-track filled the silence while she slid beneath the duvet, leaving a diplomatic buffer of mattress between them. Still, the heavy quilt sagged so that their knees touched under the fabric, warm point to warm point. Pretend it’s nothing, she coached herself. Keep your eyes forward.

That resolve lasted four jokes.

Her gaze drifted to the slope of Wren’s thigh, the dip where fabric met skin, the faint pulse at Wren’s ankle each time she flexed her foot. Everything about Wren seemed designed to draw a straight woman’s attention just to prove a point, and apparently the point was Grace. Heat pooled low in Grace’s stomach, traitorous and insistent.

“Grace.” Wren didn’t look up from her screen. “You’ve been staring at my legs for, I’d say, five solid minutes.”

Grace’s head snapped toward the television. “What? I wasn’t staring,” she muttered, far too quickly.

Wren set her phone on the nightstand, then met Grace’s eyes. No mockery colored her expression, just a calm awareness that made the mattress feel suddenly unsteady. “Interesting,” she said. “Considering the way you didn’t even want to share a room, I’d swear you’re turned on right now.”

Mortification scorched up Grace’s neck. “I—no. Of course not.” But her breathing had gone shallow, and the cotton between her thighs felt hotter than the duvet warranted.

Wren swung her feet to the floor and rose in one smooth motion, crossing the short distance to Grace’s side. Each soft step thickened the air. She stopped close enough that Grace caught the faint scent of lotion—coconut, with something sharper underneath. Grace looked up; Wren didn’t blink.

“You know, I could make you feel things you never imagined,” Wren said, voice pitched intimately low. The promise slipped into Grace like warm liquor, spreading heat from chest to belly.

Grace’s pulse thundered. “Wren…” Meant as a warning, it escaped more like a plea.

Wren’s mouth curved into a half-smirk. Nothing cruel, only confident. “That wasn’t a no.” She tipped her head, studying Grace’s flushed cheeks and parted lips. “Let me know when you change your mind,” she added, as casually as if they were discussing room-service dessert. “Because you will.”

Then, just like that, she stepped back. The mattress dipped as she reclaimed her original spot, legs folding beneath the duvet, phone lifted as though the last thirty seconds had been a commercial break.

The sitcom babbled on, characters arguing about a casserole dish, but the screen blurred to nonsense. Grace registered only the ghost-warmth where Wren’s body had been and the persistent press of Wren’s knee against hers under the covers—a reminder Wren hadn’t retreated all the way. Every laugh-track sting felt miles away.

Minutes passed. Wren’s thumb scrolled idly while Grace sat motionless, pulse gradually settling from sprint to jog. Wren didn’t glance over or push; she only existed beside Grace, patient and sure. The restraint was somehow more disarming than a kiss would have been.

The sitcom credits were rolling toward silence when Wren broke it.

“My calves are killing me,” she said, still scrolling her phone. “I’m going to soak in the tub.”

Across the bed, Grace blinked. “You already showered.”

“Shower was business.” Wren swung her legs off the mattress. “Bath is pleasure.”

The distinction sent a spark through Grace. She nodded as if it didn’t matter, then tracked Wren while she gathered clean sleep shorts and an oversized tee. The bathroom door clicked shut; almost at once, water thundered into the tub, a steady roar that filled the space between Grace’s heartbeats.

She tried to focus on the muted television. but every splash rewound the scene from earlier: Wren leaning close, promising she could make a straight girl feel things she’d never imagined. Heat bloomed again, low and deep. Grace shifted, the cotton of her joggers suddenly too rough against fevered skin.

Steam seeped under the door, curling ghost-like across the carpet. Grace pictured Wren in that small room, knees drawn up in the tub, steam rising around bare shoulders. Maybe Wren would twist her hair into a knot, leaving her neck exposed and beaded with moisture. Maybe she’d sink deeper, water lapping at her breasts, drops sliding over skin Grace was officially not thinking about.

But she was. The image sharpened with forbidden detail until her body ached. She lay back, one arm behind her head, and let the duvet settle over her, shelter and accomplice. Her hand crept beneath the blanket, hesitating at the elastic of her shorts. The cotton was already damp with nervous warmth. A single press of her palm sent a jolt up her spine.

She told herself she’d just take the edge off before Wren came out. Her fingertips brushed the thin gusset of her panties, found the slick heat there, circled once. The breath that escaped sounded loud in the dim room, but the rush of bathwater masked it. She let her hips tilt, muscles loosening into a slow rhythm.

The tub faucet shut off. Grace barely noticed. She was chasing the spiraling pleasure that coiled tighter with each pass of her fingers. She slid the fabric aside and found bare skin—so wet, so sensitive she almost gasped. A deliberate stroke over her clit made her thighs tremble. She bit her lower lip, kept the movement small and steady, letting pleasure bloom in thick waves.

Water sloshed; porcelain clinked. Steam rolled deeper into the room. She imagined Wren leaning back, eyes half-lidded, steam-kissed skin glowing. The thought pushed Grace harder; her hips lifted into her own hand, the mattress creaking in subtle counterpoint.

The bathroom door clicked.

Grace’s eyes flew open too late. Wren stepped into the lamplight, hair damp and darker at the ends, skin flushed from hot water. A white hotel towel knotted around her full breasts.

Her gaze swept the room in a single, razor-sharp pass to Grace’s flushed cheeks and the suspicious mound of duvet hiding her moving hand. One eyebrow arched, equal parts amused and pleased. “Really, Grace?”

Grace’s mouth worked, no words. Heat rushed everywhere at once.

Wren didn’t hurry. Each step across the carpet made the towel shift, flashing more of her cleavage. When she reached the bed she hooked two fingers beneath the duvet and peeled it back. Cool air kissed Grace’s overheated skin; her hand froze where it was, wedged under the waistband of her shorts, evidence of arousal shimmering in the lamplight.

Wren’s smirk deepened. She set a knee on the mattress, then another, crowding between Grace’s parted thighs. Fingertips traced a single line up the inside of Grace’s calf, sending a shiver to her core. “I leave you alone for ten minutes and you start without me?”

“I—couldn’t—” Coherent sentences evaporated.

“That’s fine.” Wren nudged Grace’s hand aside, slipping her own beneath the elastic—warm, confident, unhurried. When her fingers slid over slick flesh, Grace hissed through her teeth. “Let me help.”

The first circle over Grace’s clit made her hips jerk. Wren watched her face, studying every flicker, every stuttered breath. Her touch was maddeningly controlled until Grace vibrated with impatient need.

“Relax,” Wren murmured, lips ghosting the shell of Grace’s ear. The towel brushed Grace’s belly, soft terrycloth teasing sensitive skin. Wren’s fingers quickened, slick sounds mingling with Grace’s uneven breathing.

Pleasure coiled tight, each pass drawing it higher. Wren pressed lower, slipping one finger inside, then two, filling Grace with a languid thrust that arched her back off the sheets. Wren’s thumb never left its steady rhythm; the dual sensation sent sparks racing down Grace’s spine.

She reached for Wren’s shoulder, fingers digging into her damp skin for an anchor. Words tried to form—warnings, pleas, gratitude—but they all melted into a broken moan when Wren curled her fingers just right. Heat flashed white behind Grace’s eyes; the knot snapped.

Her orgasm rolled through her in pulsing waves, hips bucking against Wren’s hand, a strangled cry spilling before she could swallow it. Wren slowed but didn’t stop, coaxing every last tremor until Grace sagged boneless into the mattress.

Only then did Wren withdraw, wiping glistening fingers on the edge of the towel as casually as if she’d washed her hands. The knot loosened, the fabric threatening to slip; she tightened it before it could.

“See?” Her voice was light, almost teasing. “Told you I could.”

Grace could only stare, chest heaving, heart hammering so hard it blurred the edges of her vision. Wren leaned over, pressed a single kiss to Grace’s flaming cheek, a soft punctuation, before Wren turned toward the dresser to find something to wear.

The television still flickered, sitcom characters arguing about something trivial, but the only thing Grace felt was the echo of Wren’s promise settling into her bones—proof, bright and undeniable, of how easily Wren could unravel her… and how much she wanted it to happen.

Grace was still trying to remember how to breathe when Wren turned from the dresser. Damp strands clung to Wren’s shoulders, the ends almost black with water, framing her face in uneven pieces. She watched Grace for a long, unreadable moment with amusement in her eyes.

“You know, you owe me,” she said at last, voice deceptively light.

Grace’s pulse stumbled. “What?”

“I just made you feel better than you’ve ever let yourself admit.” Wren crossed half the room, the knot of terrycloth riding low on her chest. “Seems fair for you to return the favor.”

Grace pushed up on her elbows. “That’s… I mean⁠—”

Another step, and the air tightened between them. Wren’s thumbs slid beneath the towel’s edge. She held Grace’s gaze, patient as a hunter, and let the fabric fall.

The towel hit the carpet with a hush. She stood bare in the bedside glow: breasts gleaming faintly with moisture, stomach taut, thighs still dewy from the bath. The soft amber light pooled between her legs, glinting off the slick warmth gathered there. A fresh wave of heat rolled through Grace—half nerves, half hunger she hadn’t expected.

“On your knees, Grace.”

The order should have shocked her, but it didn’t. Something inside her simply… shifted, as if the idea had been waiting. She swung her feet to the floor and rose, only to sink again. This time kneeling before Wren.

From here the view was dizzying: the subtle tremble in Wren’s thighs, the flushed hint of her inner lips, the faint fragrance of soap mixed with the deeper musk of arousal. Grace looked up. Wren’s face was calm, eyes dark with intent.

Wren’s fingers slid into Grace’s hair, curling just enough to guide. “Good,” she murmured, voice like warm silk over skin. “Now… open.”

Grace’s breath shook, but her mouth parted. Wren guided her forward until Grace’s lips brushed the soft swell of her labia—slick, impossibly warm. She tasted the salt of Wren’s desire. The first slow glide of her tongue drew a low, pleased sound from Wren’s throat.

“That’s it… take your time.”

Grace obeyed, licking a slow line from the bottom of Wren’s slit up to the tender hood of her clit, savoring the way Wren’s thighs flexed around her shoulders. The rhythm came awkwardly at first, every new angle a discovery, but Wren’s hand coaxed her. A gentle pull when she wanted more pressure and a soft sigh when Grace struck the right spot.

Each note of praise hit like sparks on dry tinder. Good girl… just like that… don’t rush. Grace angled her head and sealed her mouth over Wren’s clit, sucking lightly while her tongue fluttered. Wren’s hips rolled, controlled but urgent, feeding her the smooth slide of wet heat.

Wren’s scent wrapped around Grace’s senses until nothing existed but the slick warmth against her mouth and the tremor in Wren’s breaths. Grace slid two fingers inside, feeling the hot clutch of muscle. Wren’s knees bent slightly, widening to welcome the stretch.

“I imagined you like this,” Wren whispered, thumb stroking the hinge of Grace’s jaw. “I never thought I’d actually get to see it.”

The words melted whatever resistance was left. Grace curled her fingers, searching for the perfect spot. When she found it and pressed, Wren’s gasp turned ragged. Wren rocked against her now in subtle thrusts, slick sounds punctuating each roll of her hips.

Wren’s breathing changed. It came faster, hitching on the inhale. The muscles under Grace’s palm tightened. 

“Don’t stop,” Wren pleaded on a broken exhale, the first crack in her composure. Grace quickened her tongue, matching the rising tremor in Wren’s thighs.

The climax took Wren in a low, shuddering wave. Her hand fisted in Grace’s hair, not hurting, just holding as her body seized around Grace’s fingers. A rush of warm wetness coated Grace’s tongue; she swallowed instinctively, the taste startlingly intimate. Wren moaned, and the sound vibrated through Grace like a struck chord.

When the tremors eased, Wren loosened her grip, breathing hard. Grace withdrew her fingers and pressed a final soft kiss to Wren’s swollen clit before leaning back on her heels. Her lips felt swollen, her face flushed, but the thrum in her chest was pure, bright triumph.

Wren cupped Grace’s jaw, tilting her face up. Her eyes were molten. “You surprise me,” she murmured, thumb tracing Grace’s lower lip. “Didn’t think you’d take to this so quickly.”

Words failed Grace; the ache between her own thighs answered instead. Wren glanced down with a slow, wicked smile spreading across her mouth.

“We’re not done yet,” she said, guiding Grace to her feet and tugging her onto the mattress with effortless confidence.

“Up.”

Wren’s fingers found the hem of Grace’s sleep-shirt and lifted, knuckles grazing softly up her sides. The fabric slid over Grace’s head and onto the floor with a whisper, leaving goose-bumps in its wake.

Wren’s thumbs mapped the underside of each breast in slow, deliberate arcs that coaxed a soft shiver from Grace. She flattened her palms to Grace’s ribcage, feeling the quickened rise and fall there, then slid upward to cup each breast fully, her thumbs drawing lazy circles that tightened the peaks. Leaning in, she took one nipple between her lips, sucking gently before teasing it with a slow flick of her tongue, then gave the other the same patient attention until both were flushed and sensitive.

She let her fingertips drift higher to brush the hollow between Grace’s collarbones before gliding back down, tracing the curve of her waist as though storing every contour to memory. Finally she sank to her knees, breath feathering hot across flesh still tingling from her touch, and pressed an unhurried kiss just above Grace’s navel. She lingered there, lips soft and exhale warm, until Grace’s stomach fluttered beneath her mouth like a heartbeat made visible.

She hooked both thumbs into the waistband of Grace’s shorts and panties at once, tugging them past trembling thighs in one slow sweep. The cotton pooled at Grace’s ankles; Wren’s hands followed the descent, smoothing down calves and back up again, urging her to step free. Grace obeyed, suddenly naked, breath catching when Wren’s palms settled on her hips in a possessive cradle. A satisfied spark lit Wren’s eyes—an unspoken mine.

Wren stepped back from the bed and crossed to the low dresser, pulling the top drawer with a soft scrape. Grace watched over her shoulder; folded lingerie shifted as Wren lifted out a slim bottle of lube and a black leather harness already threaded with a smooth, mauve-silicone dildo. Wren’s fingers lingered on the toy, checking the buckles with practiced ease before setting both items on the dresser’s edge. Only then did she turn, dark gaze pinning Grace in place.

“On the bed,” she said, voice velvet over steel. “All fours.”

The quiet command sent a quake through Grace. After a tight breath she crawled onto the mattress; cool sheets met her palms, the pose achingly bare. Behind her, buckles clicked as Wren fastened the harness around narrow hips, followed by the snap of a cap opening and the faintly sweet, medicinal scent of lube blooming in the air.

The mattress dipped under Wren’s knees. Slick fingers traced up Grace’s inner thighs, nails grazing lightly before parting her with deliberate care. The first cool brush at her entrance made Grace’s breath catch.

“Relax,” Wren murmured, one hand smoothing in long, steady strokes from the small of Grace’s back up to her shoulder blades while the other circled with slow precision, working more lube into her entrance. Grace pushed out a breath and tried to let her muscles soften. When Wren eased two slick fingers inside together, the cool glide turned to spreading warmth; she scissored gently, testing the stretch, then withdrew.

“Stay still.” The command carried a rasp of anticipation.

Leather creaked as Wren rose to her knees. Grace heard the wet slide of lube over silicone, then felt the blunt, warm-slick tip of the strap-on nudge between her folds. Wren’s palm settled at the base of Grace’s spine. “Breathe.” On Grace’s exhale she pressed forward, the toy breaching her with slow, inexorable pressure until padded hips met upturned cheeks.

Wren paused, letting Grace adjust, her free hand reaching beneath to brush reassuring circles over Grace’s clit. When Grace rolled her hips back in answer, Wren began to thrust—long, measured strokes that drew the shaft almost free before gliding in again, each entry a little deeper, a little surer. The harness buckles tapped softly with the rhythm, sheets rustling under their knees.

“Touch yourself,” Wren ordered, voice roughened. Grace obeyed, fingertips finding her swollen center and stroking in time with every push. Sensation layered fast: the solid fullness driving into her, Wren’s thumb flicking higher, the slap of hips meeting, the low sounds Wren couldn’t hold back.

“God, you look perfect underneath me,” Wren groaned, tightening her hold on Grace’s waist to angle deeper. The pace quickened, wet strokes landing just right; pleasure coiled hard and hot. Wren flicked a switch and the entire thing began to vibrate between the two of them.

Grace’s climax ripped through her in a blinding rush, hips jerking, an open cry spilling across the mattress. Wren rode it out, thrusts turning short and urgent until she shuddered, breath catching on a broken moan as the toy pressed home one final time.

For a moment they stayed frozen, hearts hammering, sweat cooling on their skin. Then Wren eased them down onto their sides, the dildo slipping free as she gathered Grace close, one arm draped possessively around her waist.

“Told you,” Wren whispered into tangled hair, still fighting for air.

Grace melted into her, bones liquid, the universe narrowed to shared heat and the scent of clean skin. After the storm-quiet settled, Wren angled Grace’s face toward hers, studying her with soft yet serious eyes.

“How do you feel about me now?” she asked.

Words floated up through the haze. “I think… I’m obsessed with you.”

Surprise flickered, then a slow, knowing smile. Grace cupped Wren’s cheek, thumb tracing a damp strand stuck there, and kissed her. Their tongues tangled in lazy exploration that tasted of salt and something darkly sweet.

Grace’s hand drifted to Wren’s breast, thumb grazing a peaked nipple; Wren’s soft sigh spilled into her mouth. Wren reciprocated, fingertips sliding between Grace’s thighs, stirring aftershocks of pleasure.

The silence stretched. No joke from the muted television could cut through it. They stayed tangled in the sheets, studying each other like there was nowhere else in the world to be.
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A week after the retreat, Grace steered her Civic into a leafy side street on the nicer edge of town. The setting sun poured honey over brick façades and window boxes, and the whole street smelled of marigolds that had baked all afternoon. Her stomach fluttered harder than it had during any corporate panel.

And there she was. Wren leaned against the low garden wall outside her building, ankles crossed, leather jacket draped over a dark-green dress. The color loved her and made her skin look like burnished bronze. When their eyes met, she smiled. No teasing curl, no predator’s smirk, just an honest flash of warmth that launched Grace’s pulse into a sprint.

Grace climbed out, smoothing her blouse in a hopeless last-second fix. “You clean up nice.”

Wren’s gaze traveled down and back in a leisurely sweep. “Not bad yourself. You might even pass for charming tonight.”

“Only might?”

Grace opened the passenger door. Wren raised an appreciative brow at the gesture, then slid in with that small, secret smile that meant Grace had scored a point she’d never admit out loud.

The restaurant wasn’t flashy, but it was comfortable. Their conversation found its rhythm quickly. Wren talked about her first year at the firm—the nightmare clients and the mentor who chewed ice during Zoom calls.

Grace leaned forward when Wren laughed. Wren didn’t pull back when their knees brushed. Every time Wren tucked hair behind her ear, her perfume flipped Grace’s memories to the way it had clung to her after the hotel room.

Dessert arrived in a glass tumbler: layers of chocolate ganache and espresso cream. They shared it without commentary, passing one spoon. On Wren’s turn she licked a smear from her lip, and Grace had to clear her throat before a sound that belonged in a bedroom slipped out.

“So,” Grace said, easing back a fraction, “are we pretending this is just a friendly dinner?”

Wren’s eyes glinted in the candlelight. “Do you want it to be a friendly dinner?”

“Not remotely.”

Wren set the spoon down. She leaned in until her elbows rested on the linen, her voice low enough that the candle seemed to tremble. “Good. Because next time we’re in a bed, I’m going to make you beg like you’ve never begged before.”

Heat pooled so fast Grace nearly groaned. Still, a slow smile spread across her mouth as she reached across the table for Wren’s hand. “I can’t wait.”

Wren’s thumb traced lazy circles over Grace’s knuckles. “Careful, Grace. You’re starting to sound like you actually like me.”

“I do,” Grace said, surprising them both with how easily it came.

Something softened in Wren’s gaze. The smile she gave then was small, private, and it lodged under Grace’s ribs like a lighthouse in fog.

They lingered until the candle guttered and the staff began their end-of-shift ballet. Outside, warm night air smelled of soil and trailing petunias. Wren looped her arm through Grace’s, heels tapping a confident metronome. “You know,” she said, eyes flicking up beneath lazy lashes, “you were a terrible roommate.”

Grace laughed. “Guess I’ll have to work on being a better one.”

“Oh, I’m counting on it,” Wren murmured.

At the car Grace opened Wren’s door again. Wren paused halfway in, giving her a look that said tonight was a first chapter, not an epilogue. Grace’s heartbeat answered like a bass drum.

They drove in silence, hands threaded across the console. Streetlights flicked across Wren’s features in pulses—gold, shadow, gold again.

By the time the city swallowed them, Grace knew Wren had been right back in that hotel room. Someday, probably soon, she would beg for her. And the most startling truth was that the idea felt less like submission and more like liberation.

She had never liked a girl before, but she liked Wren. She knew, now, that’s all that mattered.
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