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      Riley adjusted her sunglasses as she stepped out of the rideshare and onto the sun-warmed driveway of the beach rental, the ocean breeze teasing loose strands of her dark brown hair into a slow dance around her face. The house was larger than the listing had made it seem—two stories painted a soft seafoam green with white trim, tucked just off the dunes like a secret waiting to be unwrapped. Windchimes tinkled lazily from the porch, and the air smelled like sunblock, saltwater, and the distant promise of a tan line she might regret.

      She shouldered her weekender bag—canvas, practical, navy—and made her way to the front door, already ajar. Inside, it was cooler, quieter. Light spilled across polished wood floors, dust motes glinting in the slanted rays. Coastal decor was everywhere: bleached driftwood, mason jars stuffed with seashells, pastel art prints of sandpipers. Definitely rented for Instagram appeal. But Riley didn’t mind. It was cute. Clean. Efficient.

      And she was early.

      Of course she was. She always was. The maid of honor didn't get to be late to her best friend’s bachelorette weekend, especially not when she'd been the one coordinating everything down to the color-coded itinerary tucked neatly in her bag. She’d planned gift bags for each of the girls, stocked with sheet masks, sunscreen, and tiny bottles of—well, mocktails this time. No alcohol for her or anyone else. That was a rule she hadn’t just made, but enforced.

      A creak on the stairs startled her, but when no one appeared, she wandered toward the back of the house. She passed a spacious kitchen full of glossy subway tile and new appliances, her eyes scanning for the bedroom she’d been told she’d have “a roommate” in. No names. Just a vague message from the bride: “Hope it’s okay, you’ll be sharing. We had one last-minute RSVP.”

      Riley opened the door to the room at the far end of the hall and stepped inside.

      The space was... intimate.

      Not cramped, but certainly not meant for two grown women who didn’t know each other. First of all, there was only one full-sized bed dominating the room, covered in a fluffy white duvet with sea-blue pillows. Riley’s brow arched as she realized she’d be sharing a bed with someone else.

      

      That’s fine, she thought. Two straight girls could easily share a bed together. As long as they didn’t hate each other. It’s just temporary, she told herself.

      A ceiling fan rotated slowly overhead, casting rhythmic shadows over the sand-colored walls. There was a small dresser, one chair, and a single open window letting in the steady whisper of waves.

      She exhaled, adjusting the strap on her shoulder, then dropped her bag by the foot of the bed and sat down with a sigh. The mattress dipped beneath her weight, firm but yielding, like it hadn’t been broken in yet. She leaned back on her hands, looking around.

      There were two towels folded on the chair, and a note on the dresser:

      Room 3: Riley & TBD.

      She huffed, lips curving in a wry smile. Very official.

      The fan stirred the air, lifting the hem of her loose linen tank as she stood. Her skin still held the faint golden warmth of a recent sun session—she’d let herself relax on the back deck at home yesterday for just thirty minutes, hoping to carry some glow into the weekend. She tugged the hem down, smoothed the front of her shorts, then caught her reflection in the mirrored closet door.

      Dark, practical ponytail. Fresh-faced. Minimal makeup. A touch of gloss and mascara. She looked nice, she supposed. In control. Put together. The girl who made the Google Docs and remembered to bring tampons “just in case.”

      But there was still something restless inside her.

      Riley let her fingers trail along the edge of the bed again. Her fingertips brushed the stitched seam of the comforter. One bed. Shared. She told herself it wasn’t a big deal.

      Whoever “TBD” was, Riley would figure out soon enough. What she didn’t expect—what she couldn’t know yet—was that her mystery roommate wouldn’t just throw her weekend into chaos, but might just blow open every carefully sealed part of her she’d spent years keeping tucked away.

      Riley had just started unpacking, methodically placing her folded clothes into the dresser drawer—left side only, leaving room for her mystery roommate—when the door swung open behind her. Riley turned just in time to see a cascade of golden-brown curls, bare shoulders, and the flash of a wicked grin.

      "Well, well," the woman in the doorway drawled. “They really stuck you with me, huh?”

      Riley’s stomach dropped, then flipped, then tried to rearrange itself into something more dignified than the swarm of butterflies it became at the sight of Jules McAllister.

      The bride’s younger sister.

      No—not so young anymore.

      Jules strolled in like she owned the place, barefoot, a duffel slung over one inked shoulder, her sun-kissed skin glowing against a soft, slouchy tank that clung in all the right places. Her shorts were barely there, all frayed edges and long legs, and Riley caught herself staring before she could stop. Every visible inch of Jules was loose, comfortable, and infuriatingly confident, as if she hadn’t just walked in on someone who definitely wasn’t prepared to see her.

      “What are you doing here?” Riley asked, voice too high, too tight.

      Jules smirked and tossed her bag onto the chair. “Nice to see you too, Riley. I’m bunking here, apparently. Surprise.”

      Riley’s eyes narrowed. “You’re ‘TBD?’”

      “Guilty.” Jules threw herself onto the bed, bouncing once before settling into the pillows like a lazy cat. “What? You thought you were getting the bride herself? Sorry, honey. This weekend’s not that kind of fantasy.”

      “I thought—” Riley crossed her arms over her chest. “I thought you weren’t coming.”

      “I wasn’t. But then Mom begged. You know how she gets. ‘Family bonding,’ ‘don’t embarrass me,’ yada yada.” Jules let her gaze roam lazily down Riley’s frame, lingering just long enough to make Riley shift her weight. “Besides. I heard you were coming.”

      Riley’s throat tightened. She turned away, suddenly hyper-aware of how her tank top clung to the curve of her back, how the light fabric of her shorts grazed her thighs. She busied herself pretending to rearrange the towel stack.

      “It’s been years,” Riley muttered.

      “Five, to be exact,” Jules said. “But who’s counting?” The bed creaked as she rolled onto her side, propping her head on one hand. “Still serious, I see. Still buttoned-up, still pretending you didn’t almost kiss me that night.”

      Riley’s spine stiffened. She glanced over her shoulder.

      “That didn’t happen.”

      Jules raised an eyebrow. “Didn’t it?”

      Riley’s lips parted, then closed. She looked away again, pretending to be very interested in the seashell art above the dresser. “We were drunk.”

      “I wasn’t,” Jules replied, her voice like honey poured slow over something sharp. “You were tipsy. And scared. And adorable.”

      Heat prickled at the base of Riley’s neck. Her cheeks flushed, and she knew Jules saw it. Of course she did. Jules always saw more than she was supposed to. She always had that unnerving habit of looking straight through Riley’s carefully constructed exterior and poking at the parts she didn’t want anyone to touch.

      Especially not her.

      “Drop it,” Riley said, turning fully now, arms still folded like a shield.

      Jules smiled, slow and lazy, like she had all weekend to peel that armor away.

      “You sure?” she asked, her gaze dropping just a beat too low. “You look better than I remember. More... grown.”

      Riley swallowed. Hard.

      “And you,” she said, arching a brow, “are still completely insufferable.”

      Jules grinned. “You missed me.”

      “In your dreams.”

      “Oh, sweetheart,” Jules purred, stretching long across the mattress, “you have no idea.”

      Riley hated how her skin warmed at the sound of that voice. Hated the way her thighs tensed, the way her breath caught when Jules’s tank slipped off one shoulder, revealing a black ink tattoo curling just beneath her collarbone. She remembered that ink. She remembered kissing skin close to it once—too close—and then pretending the whole thing never happened.

      And now they were here. One bed. One room. And too many years of things unsaid hanging in the air between them.

      Jules rolled to her back and sighed, hands tucked beneath her head.

      “So, maid of honor,” she said, eyes closed. “Are we going to survive the weekend?”

      Riley eyed her, heart still pounding.

      “That depends,” she said coolly. “On whether or not you can keep your hands to yourself.”

      Jules cracked one eye open, her smirk curling wicked.

      “No promises.”

      Panic seized Riley but also gave her an idea. She stepped into the hallway in search of Becca. “Hey,” Riley said, catching Becca mid-hallway, “can we talk about the room situation?”

      Becca turned, blinking over her shoulder with that innocent, frazzled bride-to-be look. “What about it?”

      “There’s only one bed in there. Did you know that?”

      “What?” Becca frowned. “No, the listing said two beds in that room.”

      “Well, there’s not.” Riley crossed her arms. “And I’m supposed to share that bed—with Jules.”

      Becca winced. “Yikes. Okay, that’s… not ideal.”

      “You think?”

      “I swear I didn’t plan that on purpose,” Becca said quickly. “I thought you’d have space. I mean, you’re both adults. You’ve shared rooms before, right?”

      “Not beds,” Riley said pointedly.

      Becca sighed. “I can ask around, but most of the other rooms are doubles with couples or already packed.”

      “So I’m stuck.”

      “Temporarily. Just one night. Maybe someone will trade tomorrow.” Becca gave her a hopeful smile, then slipped away before Riley could object again.

      Before Riley could respond, Becca was gone again, swept into a flurry of squeals and clinking bags down the hallway.

      “Well,” Jules said, not even looking up from where she was texting, “I guess we’re cuddling.”

      Riley took a sharp breath and turned back into the room, her feet heavy, her thoughts heavier. Jules had now claimed the left side of the bed with a duffel bag and a jean jacket tossed casually over the pillow like a flag of occupation.

      “Don’t flatter yourself,” Riley muttered, dragging her bag into the corner with a little more force than necessary. “We can draw a line with pillows or something.”

      Jules finally looked at her. Smirk. Eyebrow. Lazy confidence like she’d been born draped in silk and temptation. “Sure, if you need boundaries to keep yourself in check.”

      Riley didn’t answer. Her fingers worked mindlessly at the zipper of her bag, knuckles brushing fabric, anything to keep from watching the way Jules's tank top shifted as she propped herself up on one elbow. Her stomach was flat, hips narrow but curved, skin smooth and sun-kissed. That same vine tattoo curled up higher than Riley had realized earlier, disappearing beneath the hem of her shorts.

      It was infuriating. That effortless sex appeal. That total lack of shame. That… sway.

      This is fine, Riley told herself. You’ve shared beds with friends before. Just because she’s hot—and flirty—and once almost kissed you—doesn’t mean this is a big deal.

      But her body didn’t seem to agree. Her skin felt too warm. Her shorts suddenly too snug. And worse, she was hyper-aware of every movement Jules made: the way she stretched her legs, long and lean; the sound of her breath as she yawned like a cat, lazy and unhurried; the way her nipple visibly pressed against the thin fabric of her tank with every subtle shift.

      Riley turned away and began unpacking again, focusing on socks. Socks were safe. Neutral. Not laced with heat or danger or the scent of coconut oil and skin that lingered in the room like an afterthought.

      “You okay, Miss Spreadsheet?” Jules teased behind her. “You’re looking a little tense.”

      “I’m just... surprised.”

      “At how good I look, or at the fact that you’re turned on by your roommate?”

      Riley spun, mouth opening to protest—but Jules was already grinning, clearly loving the way Riley flushed deep and fast.

      “You haven’t changed,” Jules murmured, voice lower now. “Still pretending you don’t feel things you obviously do.”

      “And you haven’t changed either,” Riley shot back. “Still thinking everything revolves around you.”

      Jules pushed up off the bed, bare feet padding across the floor until she was standing close. Too close. Riley could see every freckle, every fine detail of her lip gloss—not that she needed to be looking there.

      “Not everything revolves around me,” Jules said, her voice softening. “But don’t act like there isn’t something between us. It’s still there. I can feel it. And so can you.”

      Riley’s pulse thudded traitorously in her throat. She backed up a step, bumping into the dresser.

      “This is a shared room,” she managed. “That’s all.”

      Jules leaned in just enough for Riley to catch the warmth of her breath. “For now.”

      Then she turned away, stripping off her tank in one smooth motion before reaching into her bag for a clean T-shirt, leaving Riley with a full, unobstructed view of her bare back and the curve of her waist. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She hadn’t been bluffing.

      Riley’s throat went dry.

      This is not a big deal, she told herself again, with increasingly poor success. It’s just one bed.

      One bed. One hot-as-sin roommate. And one very long weekend ahead.

      Riley told herself—repeatedly—that she could get through the day with minimal interaction. A polite smile here. A stiff nod there. There were twelve other women at this bachelorette weekend. Surely she could blend into the crowd and avoid Jules for most of it.

      She hadn’t factored in just how magnetic Jules had become.

      Brunch was first. The house chef Becca had splurged on brought out acai bowls and chia parfaits served in halved coconuts, all arranged on the patio table like a Pinterest fever dream. Riley took a seat at the far end, happily wedged between two girls from Becca’s office—accountants, sweet and forgettable.

      She was halfway through her coffee when Jules arrived, barefoot and radiant in a gauzy sundress that clung to her curves like it had been tailored by sunlight. Her hair was damp from a morning shower, curling lazily over her shoulders.

      Jules looked directly at her, grinned, then walked the length of the table and slid into the empty seat next to Riley like gravity had decided for her.

      “Well, this is cozy,” she said, thighs brushing Riley’s beneath the table.

      Riley inhaled sharply and edged her chair away. Just an inch. But the inch was noticed.

      Jules leaned closer, voice a teasing whisper. “Relax. I don’t bite. Unless asked.”

      Across the table, one of the bridesmaids choked on her mimosa and shot them a knowing look. Riley cleared her throat and focused very hard on the fruit in her bowl.

      Later, during lawn games, Riley joined a cornhole match purely to stay occupied—and hopefully unnoticed. But Jules volunteered to keep score, and somehow wound up directly behind her during every turn, close enough for Riley to feel the heat of her breath on the back of her neck when she made one of her sarcastic little comments.

      “Bet you’re a real rule-follower in bed too,” Jules murmured just loud enough for Riley to hear, as she bent down to retrieve a beanbag.

      Riley turned. “Excuse me?”

      “Nothing,” Jules said sweetly. “Just admiring your form. Very... disciplined.”

      Riley narrowed her eyes and threw the next shot hard—so hard it bounced off the board and rolled across the grass. Laughter broke out around them. She muttered a curse and stalked off toward the drink station.

      By the time the group made their way down to the beach that afternoon, Riley had a headache brewing—not from the sun, but from sheer effort: effort not to engage, not to snap, not to let Jules get under her skin.

      She laid out her towel near the edge of the group, hoping for solitude. But moments later, Jules dropped her tote beside her and stretched out like a sun goddess on a chaise lounge, twisting her hair into a knot and fastening it with a pencil.

      Her bikini was barely there. Pale yellow, thin as ribbon, tied at the hips and behind her neck. Her body was lean and sun-warmed, the curve of her waist leading down to hips that could have been sculpted to torture Riley’s self-control. A faded inked band ran low around one thigh, peeking out only when she adjusted her position to lie on her stomach.

      Riley tried not to look.

      She failed.

      Her eyes followed a droplet of sweat down Jules’s spine. She caught herself wondering what it would feel like to trace that trail with her fingertip—or her tongue. Her thighs clenched under her sarong before she could stop the thought.

      “Like what you see?”

      Riley jerked her gaze upward. Jules had rolled onto her side, chin propped in her hand, smirking.

      “I wasn’t—” Riley’s voice cracked. “I wasn’t looking.”

      Jules raised an eyebrow. “You were practically drooling.”

      Across the beach blanket, two of the girls from earlier exchanged a look. One of them giggled behind her sunglasses.

      Mortified, Riley turned over onto her stomach, face burning. Her heart was pounding, her skin too tight, and her pulse throbbed low between her legs. She pressed her cheek into her towel and tried to breathe through it.

      She’d made it halfway through the day. If she could just survive until sundown, maybe this teasing tension would cool. Maybe Jules would get bored and back off.

      But when she glanced sideways through her lashes, Jules was still watching her. Still smiling. And slowly, deliberately, trailing one fingertip down her own bare thigh like it was the most casual thing in the world.
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        * * *

      

      By the time the sun dipped below the dunes and the wine-free bachelorette dinner wound down, the house was brimming with the warmth of laughter. One by one, the girls drifted toward their rooms, voices softening, doors clicking shut down the hall. Someone turned off the porch lights. Someone else turned on a mellow playlist that pulsed faintly from the living room before it, too, was silenced.

      Riley was the last to retreat upstairs, carrying her toiletry bag like a lifeline. She needed a buffer. A pause. Anything to slow the thrum building in her chest all day. She locked the bathroom door behind her and braced her hands on the counter, staring at her reflection in the mirror.

      Her cheeks were still flushed. Probably from the sun, she told herself. Or maybe it was the way Jules had kept her distance all through dinner—only to brush against her every time she passed behind her chair. Accidental touches that didn’t feel accidental at all.

      Riley peeled off her swimsuit and pulled on an oversized sleep shirt, something soft and shapeless, then brushed her teeth with unnecessary force. When she stepped out into the hallway, the air was cooler, still damp with ocean salt. The house felt quieter now, more intimate. The kind of quiet that pressed in around the edges and whispered, something is coming.

      She opened the bedroom door.

      Jules was already in bed.

      The lamp was dimmed to a warm amber glow, casting soft shadows that caressed the line of her jaw and collarbone. She was lying on her side, one knee drawn up slightly beneath the sheets, her hair down now and messy in a way that looked effortless and unfair.

      The tank top she wore was ribbed and white, thin enough to hint at the dark shadows of her nipples beneath it. Her shorts clung to the curve of her hips, and the hem had ridden up high on one thigh. One arm tucked under her head, the other draped over her stomach, fingers idly tracing patterns along her bare skin.

      “Nice shirt,” Jules said lazily, eyes raking over Riley. “Very... virginal.”

      Riley rolled her eyes and turned to place her things on the dresser, trying—and failing—not to feel exposed. “It’s sleepwear. Not lingerie.”

      “Shame,” Jules murmured. “I think you’d look stunning in silk.”

      Riley didn’t respond. Instead, she crossed the room and climbed into the bed as far on her side as physics allowed. She flicked off the lamp, plunging them into a darkness thick with heat and suggestion.

      They lay there in silence for a while, backs almost turned, not touching.

      But neither of them slept.

      Riley could feel Jules breathing. Hear the tiny shifts in the sheets when she moved. The soft sound of her exhale when she adjusted her body beneath the covers. Every second stretched and curled inside Riley’s chest like something forbidden and inevitable.

      “Hey,” Jules said quietly, her voice low and smooth in the dark. “You ever wonder what would’ve happened if I kissed you that night?”

      Riley blinked into the blackness.

      Her voice caught. “No. I mean, yes. I mean—I was drunk.”

      “I wasn’t,” Jules replied, simple and sure. “I remember everything.”

      There was a pause.

      Riley turned her head slightly, heart hammering. “You almost did.”

      “You stopped me,” Jules said.

      “I was afraid.”

      “Of what?” Jules shifted, and suddenly Riley could feel her—closer than before, the heat of her body bleeding through the space between them.

      “Of liking it too much,” Riley whispered.

      Silence again.

      Then Jules moved—just slightly, the brush of her fingertips ghosting across Riley’s bare arm under the sheets, barely there, like a question.

      “You still afraid?” she asked.

      Riley swallowed, pulse jumping. “Yes,” she admitted.

      Jules leaned in until her breath fanned against Riley’s cheek, soft and warm and maddening. “That’s a shame.”

      But she didn’t move away.

      She stayed there, close enough to kiss, close enough that their legs brushed beneath the sheets with every breath. Riley didn’t dare move. Didn’t dare speak.

      She wasn’t sure if she wanted to run—or roll into Jules and let everything unravel.

      Riley lay motionless, her breath shallow, her senses taut like a struck string. She could still feel Jules’s breath, warm against her cheek, teasing in its nearness. She could smell her skin—salted from the beach, sweet from whatever lotion she wore, and something else beneath it. Something warm and feminine.

      Then it happened.

      Under the covers, Jules’s fingers found her wrist.

      Not forceful. Not greedy. Just a light touch, brushing the inside of her forearm, following the line of a vein up toward her elbow in slow, deliberate strokes. Riley froze. Her stomach flipped, muscles going tight in defense—but she didn’t pull away.

      She didn’t want to.

      The caress continued, so soft it made her breath catch. Jules’s fingers moved like a question, and Riley answered with stillness, the kind of stillness that said yes in a hundred unspoken ways. Her thighs pressed together under the sheets, the sudden ache between them sharp and confusing and impossible to ignore.

      Jules shifted again, closer now. Her leg slid along Riley’s, bare skin brushing bare skin. The contact sent a shimmer of heat spiraling up Riley’s spine. Her nightshirt had ridden up around her hips, and all at once she was aware of how little there was between them—thin cotton and thinner willpower.

      “Tell me to stop,” Jules whispered.

      Riley’s lips parted. She meant to say something—maybe no, maybe yes—but the sound never came. Instead, she turned her head just slightly, bringing her mouth closer to Jules’s, her cheek brushing hers in the dark.

      That was all the permission Jules needed.

      Her hand glided up Riley’s side, fingers tracing over the soft dip of her waist, across the curve of her ribs. It was exploratory and slow in a way that unraveled something deep inside Riley. She exhaled sharply, hips shifting with a subtle arch that betrayed her need.

      Jules’s fingers skimmed the edge of Riley’s breast, not grabbing, not groping—just touching. Just feeling. And Riley, to her own surprise, arched into it. Her breath came out in a tiny whimper she couldn’t suppress.

      Everything about it felt surreal, dreamlike. Like she wasn’t herself—but maybe more herself than she’d ever let be seen.

      Jules pressed her forehead gently against Riley’s. “Still afraid?”

      “Yes,” Riley whispered. “But I don’t want you to stop.”

      The words were barely out when Jules kissed her.

      It wasn’t a peck, or a timid testing of boundaries. It was slow, confident, and thorough. Her lips were soft but purposeful, coaxing Riley’s open with the lightest sweep of tongue. The kiss deepened, lush and searching, drawing a quiet moan from Riley’s throat as her hand curled into the sheets.

      Jules kissed like she meant it. Like she’d been waiting. Her hand cradled Riley’s cheek while the other remained under the covers, still exploring, still teasing along the outside of her thigh now, fingertips brushing bare skin that ached to be touched more.

      Riley’s whole body felt suspended in that moment—her lips tingling, her chest rising against Jules’s, her thoughts spiraling. There was too much sensation to hold all at once, and she wasn’t sure where to put any of it. She wanted to climb into the kiss and stay there. She wanted to bolt. She wanted to forget what this meant—and memorize every detail of how it felt.

      She broke the kiss first, breathless.

      “I can’t—” she whispered, voice hoarse, eyes wide in the dark.

      Jules didn’t press. She only nodded and smoothed a hand over Riley’s hair, settling them both into the hush that followed.

      Riley lay there, flushed and trembling, the taste of the kiss still warm on her lips and the weight of her want heavy between her legs.

      The clock on the nightstand glowed 2:12 a.m., but neither of them had moved in what felt like hours. The room had gone quiet again, save for the low hum of the ceiling fan spinning in lazy circles above them and the ocean's muffled hush beyond the window.

      Riley lay on her back, staring at the ceiling, her heart still ticking like a metronome gone rogue. Her lips were swollen from Jules’s kiss, her skin tingling in every place fingers had touched. She could feel the heat radiating from Jules beside her, their bodies inches apart but connected by the invisible current running between them. Her shirt was bunched up at her waist. One of her thighs was still bare, exposed where the sheet had slipped.

      Her voice came out in a whisper, brittle but honest. “This is a bad idea.”

      Jules shifted closer. “Or it’s the best one you’ve had in years.”

      Before Riley could form a reply, Jules leaned in again, and this time there was no hesitation.

      Their mouths met with urgency, no longer cautious. The kiss was hungrier now, messier, tongues tangling and lips parting with breathy need. Jules’s hand slid under the hem of Riley’s sleep shirt, fingers skimming over the bare plane of her stomach, then up, pausing just beneath the curve of her breast. She waited for resistance—but Riley only arched into her touch, a soft gasp escaping between kisses.

      Jules moved over her, not climbing fully on top, but pressing her body close enough that Riley could feel the press of warm thighs, the weight of her desire thrumming through every point of contact. The sheet twisted around them as hips shifted, legs tangled.

      Riley’s hands explored instinctively, fingertips skimming the ridges of Jules’s waist, trailing over the dip of her lower back, pressing her in closer. Jules’s tank top was thin and soft, but Riley wanted skin—needed it—and she tugged at the hem until Jules helped peel it off, tossing it somewhere into the dark.

      Their breasts pressed together, skin to skin now, the friction electric. Jules kissed down the side of Riley’s neck, slow and unhurried, her tongue leaving trails of heat as her hand slipped between Riley’s thighs.

      Riley parted them with a quiet moan, her hips rising in a slow, involuntary arc.

      Jules’s fingers explored her gently, tracing the seam of her softness with reverent patience. Her other hand stroked along Riley’s side, grounding her, coaxing her further open, deeper into sensation.

      Their mouths met again, this time slower—wet and warm, full of promise. Riley clutched at Jules’s hips, the rhythm building beneath the sheets as the tension wound tighter inside her, pulse pounding through every inch of her body.

      There was no rush between them, only heat and curiosity, exploration drawn out like a song on repeat. Jules kissed her the way she touched her—with intention. With hunger. With care.

      The sheets twisted beneath Riley, her breath already uneven as Jules slowly kissed her way down the center of her body. Every brush of lips, every pause, every glance upward was deliberate—a tease, a promise. Her hair, slightly damp at the ends from heat and sweat and ocean air, tickled against Riley’s skin, leaving trails of anticipation in its wake.

      Jules’s hands parted Riley’s thighs with gentle pressure, and Riley let them fall open, breath catching as cool air touched the most sensitive parts of her. She felt exposed, utterly vulnerable—and completely owned by the soft press of Jules’s lips where she’d never been kissed by another woman.

      Jules didn’t rush. She tasted her slowly, like Riley was something decadent to be savored. Tongue tracing, then circling, her movements delicate but purposeful. Riley gasped and lifted her hips, fingers curling tight into the bedding as sensation built in deep, coiling waves.

      Her pulse roared in her ears. She couldn’t think, couldn’t speak. Only feel.

      Jules murmured something low—something Riley didn’t catch but felt in her bones—and then moved with more intensity. Tongue flicking. Pressure increasing. The pleasure was unbearable. Addictive.

      Riley shattered with a sound she’d never made before, hips trembling, her entire body arching into the release. She moaned into her forearm, afraid the girls in the next room would hear but too far gone to stop.

      When the aftershocks eased and her chest stopped heaving, Jules crawled up beside her, brushing damp hair from her face and pressing a lazy, smug kiss to her cheek.

      “You okay?” she whispered, lips brushing the shell of Riley’s ear.

      Riley blinked at her, still dazed. “I think you broke me.”

      Jules smiled. “Good.”

      Riley turned suddenly, her hand sliding over Jules’s waist, feeling the thrum of energy still pulsing in her skin. “Your turn,” she whispered.

      Jules let out a soft exhale, a mix of surprise and hunger, as Riley kissed her deeply—then pushed her gently onto her back, slipping beneath the sheets with intent.

      She traced her lips down Jules’s belly, feeling her twitch under every kiss, every breathy graze of tongue. And when Riley settled between her thighs, using her hands to part them and anchor Jules in place, she looked up just once—just long enough to lock eyes.

      Then she kissed her. And licked. And took her time.

      Jules cried out softly, her voice ragged and sweet and just a little desperate. Riley was determined to learn her every curve, her every weakness. She reveled in each stuttered gasp, each slow buck of hips against her mouth, until Jules’s body tightened beneath her, hips rising in helpless rhythm.

      She didn’t stop until Jules was panting and trembling and arching toward her with a guttural sound.

      When Riley emerged from beneath the sheets, her mouth kissed-wet and cheeks flushed, Jules grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her into a messy, breathless kiss that said thank you, and don’t you dare leave, and we’re not finished.

      For now, the only sound was their breathing—slowed now but still deep, as though their bodies were trying to catch up with everything they’d just done.

      Riley lay on her side, one leg draped loosely over Jules’s, her palm resting against the other woman’s stomach. Jules’s skin was warm beneath her hand, flushed and damp, rising and falling in a slow rhythm that matched Riley’s own. The sheet had slipped to their waists, baring the naked curve of a hip, the outline of a breast beneath the gentle wash of moonlight filtering through the curtain.

      She didn’t speak. She couldn’t—not yet.

      Riley stared at the hollow of Jules’s throat, the faint sheen there, the soft shadows dancing over collarbones. She felt raw, open. Like Jules had reached inside her and uncovered something she hadn’t realized she’d been hiding. It wasn’t just the orgasm—though that alone had left her shaking. It was the way Jules had looked at her. Touched her. Like she wasn’t something to be figured out or fixed, but something worth unwrapping slowly. Carefully. Like a gift.

      “You’re really quiet,” Jules said softly, one hand drifting lazily up Riley’s back.

      Riley didn’t answer right away. She was still trying to find words that made sense. Finally, she murmured, “I didn’t think it would feel like this.”

      “Like what?”

      “Like… more.” Riley swallowed. “Like it wasn’t just sex. Like it meant something.”

      Jules turned her head, her expression soft, eyes searching Riley’s face in the low light. “It did. At least, it did to me.”

      There was a pause. The kind that felt longer than it was.

      Jules exhaled and brushed a strand of hair behind Riley’s ear. “You want to know something ridiculous?”

      Riley lifted a brow, curious. “What?”

      “I had the biggest crush on you when we were younger. Sophomore year? Becca dragged you to that bonfire on the beach? I couldn’t stop looking at you. You were in that hoodie with the little soccer emblem on the sleeve.”

      Riley blinked. “You remember that?”

      Jules smiled. “I remember everything about that night. You kept fussing with your ponytail and acting like you didn’t want to be there, but the second I said something dumb, you laughed. And your laugh was…” She trailed off, then chuckled. “Well, let’s just say it stuck with me.”

      Riley was quiet for a long moment, then tucked her face against Jules’s shoulder, inhaling the warm, familiar scent there. “I don’t know what this makes me.”

      Jules’s hand stilled against her back. “What do you mean?”

      “I’ve spent my whole life being the one who does the right thing. The one with a plan. Everyone just assumes I’m… straight. Stable. Boring.”

      “You’re not boring,” Jules said, a little too firmly. “You’re strong. And sexy as hell when you let yourself be.”

      “I didn’t let myself be anything tonight,” Riley said, voice small. “You... pulled it out of me.”

      “No,” Jules corrected gently. “You let go. And that? That was all you.”

      Riley blinked against the sting in her eyes. She hadn’t expected this—this tenderness. This ache that wasn’t about sex but something deeper. Something she’d been craving without knowing it.

      “I don’t know what happens next,” she admitted.

      Jules kissed her temple. “That’s okay. You don’t have to know yet.”

      Riley nodded and let herself relax into the warmth of Jules’s body, into the quiet that wasn’t empty anymore, but full of all the things they hadn’t said—and everything they might.
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        * * *

      

      When Riley stirred, soft morning light was just beginning to seep through the thin linen curtain, washing the room in a quiet glow. For a moment, she forgot where she was.

      Then Jules shifted beside her, and memory came flooding back—mouths, hands, gasps in the dark. The shape of her body curling against Riley’s, warm and real.

      Jules lay on her back now, one arm tossed lazily over her head, her dark lashes fanned across sun-kissed cheeks. Her hair was a tousled mess across the pillow, her lips slightly parted in the soft surrender of sleep. One sheet barely covered her hips.

      Riley stared at her for too long.

      Something tender and unsteady swelled in her chest—half panic, half ache. She hadn't expected to feel so... found.

      She rolled onto her side, the sheet slipping lower on her body, and traced the hem of the pillowcase with her fingertips. Her heart was already racing, but not from fear. From anticipation. From a confusing, electrifying question buzzing under her skin: What happens now?

      Jules stirred and blinked up at her, a lazy, contented smile curving her lips. “Morning.”

      “Morning,” Riley echoed, her voice barely above a whisper.

      They lay there for a moment, neither quite moving.

      Riley tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “I feel like... I should say something.”

      Jules hummed, stretching like a cat, muscles long and lean beneath the covers. “You don’t owe me anything.”

      “That’s not what I meant.” Riley bit her bottom lip. “I mean, I don’t regret it.”

      Jules’s eyes flicked toward her, sharp and clear. “But you’re not sure what to do with it.”

      “No,” Riley admitted. “I’ve never... done this before.”

      “Had sex with a woman?”

      “Woken up beside someone who makes me want to undo everything I thought I knew about myself,” Riley said, voice steadier now.

      That made Jules go quiet. Her smile faded into something softer, more thoughtful.

      “Then let’s not figure it out all at once,” she said after a beat. “Let’s start with today.”

      Riley glanced at the clock. The others would be up soon. There’d be pancakes, gossip, some sort of scavenger hunt Becca had mentioned in the itinerary. They’d have to put on clothes. Maybe even faces.

      But here, now—Jules’s hand was reaching for hers under the covers. Thumb brushing gently along her palm. Their bare legs still tangled.

      “Okay,” Riley whispered.

      And as Jules leaned over to kiss her—slow and sweet, with none of the heat from the night before but all the same pull—Riley kissed her back.

      Because she wanted to.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want More Lesbian Stories?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Check out my full catalog!

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Want more lesbian first time stories?

      If Only She Knew

      Breathless

      After Dark

      Extra Credit

      Giving In

      Cheerleaders

      Power Play

      Between Us

      Snowed In

      Fake Girlfriend

      Unexpected

      No One Will Know

      Professor

      Try Her Out

      The Massage

      Paint Me

      My Student

      Show Me

      Second Chances

      In the Dark

      On the Ranch

      Selling It

      Jealous

      Smooth

      Roommate

      Just Friends

      Waves of Heat

      Can You Feel It?

      Picked Up

      New Sorority

      Taught a Lesson

      Spring Trip

      Crave Her

      Soaked

      Showing Off

      Boat Trip

      Bookworm

      Dive In

      Rivals

      Too Close

      Opening Up

      Stranded

      She’s the Boss

      Noisy Neighbor

      Summer Job

      Breakup

      Roll the Dice

      Caught

      Bully

      Rebound

      So Close

      Older Woman

      Juicy

      Hot Flames

      Dirty Photo

      The Cabin

      Boss’s Orders

      Just One Night

      Hot Summer

      College Party

      The Bet

      Model

      Gentle Touch

      Best Friends

      Coming Together

      With My Boss

      New Neighbor

      Beach House

      Cabin Fever

      The Doctor’s Intern

      The New Girl

      The Fitting Room

      Switching Teams

      Sleepover

      Cheer Captain

      Teammates

      Next Door Neighbor

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want to know about new releases?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one.  Did you know I have a catalog of dozens of stories, all available as a kindle edition?  Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

      

        

      
        But there’s also another way to learn about new stories!  I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my amazing readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free!  The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast!  I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      

        

      
        Click here to join my newsletter!

      

        

      
        Can’t open the link?  Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://mailchi.mp/8db97a52e910/julia-young

      

        

      
        No spam, just romance goodies!

      

      

      
        
         

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Julia Young is an author of lesbian FF short stories.

      Through her writing, she explores ideas of growing up, sexual awakenings, and adventures with other women.

      Some events are loosely based on her personal experiences and some are pure fantasy.

      

      Books by Julia Young

    

  


cover.jpeg
lesbian short romance

Julia Young





