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Practice Kiss



I told myself I was fine. Fine enough, anyway. Breakups had a way of making the walls of an apartment feel smaller, the air heavier, like every object had absorbed the echoes of arguments and late-night tears. I’d been through worse, though. This one just left me raw around the edges, like I’d been scraped down to the bone but was still expected to walk around smiling.

Our apartment helped. Jade helped. Two bedrooms, one bathroom, a living room just wide enough for a thrift-store couch and a beat-up coffee table that still bore the ring stains of mugs we never bothered to use coasters for. Fairy lights zigzagged across the living room wall, hung during finals week when we were both so stressed we couldn’t sleep. She’d said we needed “ambience.” I’d rolled my eyes but secretly loved the soft glow.

Everywhere I looked, Jade’s touch lingered. A pair of her sneakers kicked off under the dining chair. A cardigan draped over the couch like it had been waiting for her to slip back into it. Her perfume—something light, floral, barely there—clung to the cushions. Living with Jade meant living inside her orbit, and lately that was the only thing that felt steady.

I tried not to think too hard about how different we were. She was sunshine in human form, always laughing, always tilting toward possibility. I was the practical one, the girl who made the grocery list and remembered when rent was due. We balanced each other out, she said, like two halves of a lopsided equation that somehow worked.

Tonight, though, her energy was off. She kept fluttering around the apartment, opening and closing drawers, adjusting the fairy lights as if they needed straightening. Even the way she tossed her hair back looked nervous.

“You’re nesting,” I said from the couch, lifting one brow. My laptop was open, though I’d been staring at the same sentence for twenty minutes. “What are you hiding?”

“Hiding?” Her voice pitched high, then smoothed out. “I’m not hiding anything.”

I closed the laptop, watching her fidget. Her cheeks flushed in the warm light, and the glow made her brown eyes sparkle, catching on little flecks of gold. She looked like she was building toward something, but every time her mouth opened, she snapped it shut again, like the words weren’t ready.

“Uh-huh,” I murmured, stretching my legs out. “Spill it, Jade. Whatever it is.”

She perched on the arm of the chair across from me, legs crossed, fingers picking at the hem of her T-shirt. She wore the one with the faded logo from some band neither of us actually listened to, the cotton clinging in all the right places. My ex used to complain that Jade dressed like a boy, oversized shirts and sneakers and ripped jeans, but I’d always thought she looked like herself—unapologetic, comfortable, beautiful.

“It’s nothing,” she said quickly, then chewed her lip. “Well, not nothing. I just… don’t want to make you feel bad.”

The back of my neck prickled. “About what?”

Her gaze darted toward the floor, then back up, restless and bright. “You’ve had a rough couple of weeks. I don’t want to—”

“Jade.” My voice came out softer than I meant. I hated that she thought she had to protect me, like I was fragile. “I’m not going to break if you tell me something. Just say it.”

Her lips curved into a small, uncertain smile. She looked like she might finally confess, but instead she exhaled hard and pushed herself off the chair, disappearing into the kitchen. I heard the clatter of mugs, the familiar sound of her opening the cabinet we’d promised to reorganize months ago.

I leaned back on the couch, letting the fairy lights blur in my vision. Whatever secret she was keeping, it made her jittery, almost… nervous. That wasn’t like Jade at all. She usually spilled everything the second it came into her head—crushes, late-night fears, random TikTok ideas. The silence now was suspicious.

When she came back with two mugs of tea, she handed one to me without meeting my eyes. Our fingers brushed, and I felt a flicker of warmth that startled me. I told myself it was just the heat of the cup.

“You’re impossible, you know that?” I teased, blowing on the steam. “You’re pacing around like you’re about to drop some life-altering news, and then you just hand me chamomile like nothing’s up.”

Her laugh came out a little too high again. “Maybe I just like making tea.”

I studied her as she sat cross-legged on the rug, leaning back on her palms. Her hair slid over one shoulder, catching the glow of the lights. She looked so at ease sprawled there, except for the quick, betraying twitch of her knee.

Something was coming. I didn’t know what, but it lingered between us like static before a storm.

Jade fiddled with her mug. She kept blowing across the surface, though the steam had already thinned into nothing. Her knee bounced against the rug, her bare foot flexing, toes curling into the fringe. The longer she stayed silent, the louder the tension seemed to grow, until I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Okay, seriously,” I said, setting my cup down. “If you don’t tell me whatever’s eating you alive, I’m going to assume you’ve committed a crime and you’re practicing your alibi.”

Her head jerked up, and for the first time all evening she smiled—nervous, sheepish, not her usual bright beam. “No crime,” she said, her voice a little tight. “But you’re not far off with the eating me alive part.”

I arched a brow. “You’re terrible at suspense. Just spill.”

She drew her knees up, wrapping her arms around them like a shield. For a second I thought she was going to retreat into another excuse, but then she sucked in a breath and let it out in one long rush.

“I have a date,” she blurted.

The words landed with a thud between us, heavier than they should have been.

My mouth opened, closed. “A date?” I managed, and hated how my voice cracked around it.

“Yeah.” Her fingers twisted into the hem of her shirt. “I wasn’t sure if I should tell you. Not right now. Not when you…” She trailed off, her eyes softening in that way that made me feel like glass.

When I just had my heart broken. She didn’t have to say it out loud.

I forced a laugh, sharper than I intended. “You thought I’d crumble because you’re, what, going to dinner with someone? Jade, come on. I’m not that pathetic.”

Her lips parted like she wanted to argue, but then she bit the inside of her cheek instead.

I pushed on, because the silence felt dangerous. “Seriously, I’m happy for you. You deserve it. Tell me everything. Who, where, what you’re wearing. Go.”

The corners of her mouth twitched, relief flickering across her face. Still, she searched me, as if she didn’t quite believe I meant it.

Inside, a tiny knot tightened low in my stomach. Not because she was going out, I told myself. Not because she’d meet someone new, someone who’d look at her the way she deserved. No, it was the thought of being left behind, of her moving forward while I stayed in the shadow of a breakup. That was all. Or at least, that’s what I tried to believe.

Her cheeks flushed as she fiddled with her bracelet. “It’s this guy from class. He asked me out last week, and I kind of said yes before I could overthink it. Dinner, maybe a movie. Nothing huge.”

I watched her lips move, the way she chewed them between sentences, the nervous flutter of her lashes. She looked like she was confessing a sin instead of announcing a date.

I forced a grin. “And here you’ve been acting like you robbed a bank. It’s just dinner.”

“It’s not just dinner.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, her fingers trembling slightly. “It’s my first real date.”

That hit differently. My grin faltered. “Your first?”

She nodded, staring down at her knees. “I mean, sure, I’ve hung out with people before. But not like this. Not with the intention of, you know…” She gestured vaguely, her blush deepening. “Dating. Kissing. Maybe more.”

My throat went dry. Images I didn’t ask for flickered through my mind—her lips, soft and pink, parting for someone else. Her laugh spilling across a table lit by candlelight. Her body leaning into another’s touch.

I shoved the thoughts away, too fast, too sharp. I wasn’t jealous. I couldn’t be. I was just… protective. That was it. Protective and maybe a little shocked that Jade, of all people, had been hiding the fact she’d never done this before.

“You’re going to be amazing,” I said finally, hoping my voice sounded steadier than I felt. “Anyone would be lucky to go out with you.”

Her eyes lifted, meeting mine. They glimmered, uncertain but hopeful. The air between us stretched tight, as if a string had been drawn and neither of us dared pluck it.

“Thanks,” she whispered. Then, after a beat, “You really mean that? You’re not upset?”

“Upset?” I shook my head, though the knot in my chest pulled tighter. “Jade, I want you to have fun. Really. I’m fine.”

The word fine tasted like a lie, but it was the only thing I had to offer.

Her shoulders eased, and she leaned back on her hands again, tilting her face toward the fairy lights. They haloed her skin, turned the curve of her jaw golden. I caught myself staring and looked away quickly, pretending to fuss with the mug in my hands.

This was what I wanted, I reminded myself. For her to feel free, not guilty. For her to move forward without worrying I’d drag her back. If there was a pang in my chest, it wasn’t about her. It was about me. About my breakup. About being lonely in a way even her light couldn’t always chase away.

That was all. At least, that’s what I told myself.

“Come on,” she said, leaping from her seat. “Help me get ready.”

I didn’t have time to protest.

Jade dragged me into her room like I was her personal stylist. She flung open her closet doors and stared at the row of hangers like they held the secret to life. I sprawled across her bed, bouncing a little against the mattress that smelled faintly of her shampoo, sweet in a way that made my chest ache.

“You’re in charge,” she said, spinning to face me, hands on her hips. “Pick something. Not too fancy, not too casual. Just… date-appropriate.”

I snorted. “Oh, that clears everything up. Let me consult my vast experience in first dates. Are you calling me a slut?”

She threw a pillow at me. I dodged, laughing, and held it up. “Violence is not the answer.”

“Then pick, genius.”

I sifted through her clothes half-heartedly, holding up one dress after another while she made exaggerated gagging noises. She dismissed half of them before even trying them on, and I teased her mercilessly about being picky.

Finally, she grabbed a short denim skirt and a fitted black top. “This one,” she declared, thrusting them against her body before darting behind the closet door to change.

I propped myself up on my elbows, pretending not to look. She wasn’t exactly subtle about it, though—shimmying out of her jeans with a laugh, tossing them in my direction like she expected me to fold them.

When the denim skirt slid up her thighs, my heart stumbled. Her legs were smooth, toned from the dance classes she half-assed but somehow still excelled at. The top hugged her in ways that made my throat feel dry.

I swallowed hard, telling myself I was just being sensitive. Breakups did this. They made you see everything through a cracked lens, desperate for beauty, for distraction. That was all it was.

Jade spun around, her hands smoothing over the skirt. “Too short?” she asked, raising her brows in mock innocence.

I smirked. “Way too short. Absolutely indecent. You’ll be arrested before you get to dinner.”

She did a little twirl. “So… perfect?”

I rolled my eyes, but my smile gave me away. “You’re impossible.”

She posed dramatically, sticking one leg out and flipping her hair like she was on a runway. “I’m irresistible, and you know it.”

I laughed, but the sound caught on something tight in my chest. Watching her twirl, her skirt riding higher than it had any right to, I felt that now-familiar spark of heat flicker low in my stomach. It startled me, but I buried it fast, shoving it down into the same corner where I’d shoved every confusing thought before.

“You look fine,” I said, my voice steadying as I sank back against her pillows. “Now stop fishing for compliments and put on some shoes.”

“Fine?” She gasped, clutching at her chest like I’d insulted her family. “Excuse me, this is date-night perfection and you give me ‘fine’?”

I tossed a pillow back at her. She dodged, her laughter ringing through the room, bright and effortless.

“Okay, okay.” I held up my hands in surrender. “You look hot. Happy now?”

Her grin softened into something smaller, warmer. “Yeah. Happy.”

For a second, the air shifted. I felt her eyes on me, lingering, and I had to look away before the heat crawling up my neck betrayed me.

She turned back to the mirror, fussing with her top, tugging it lower over her stomach. I watched the way her fingers traced the hem, the way she tilted her head, studying herself. She didn’t see what I saw—how beautiful she was even without trying. She never had.

I propped my chin on my hand, my voice lighter than the weight in my chest. “He’s not going to know what hit him.”

Her reflection caught mine in the mirror, her smile curving a little shy now. “You really think so?”

“I know so,” I said, and meant it.

The truth was, any guy would be lucky just to have her attention. She radiated light in a way that drew people in, made them feel like they belonged in her orbit. I’d always admired that about her, envied it even. Now, sitting on her bed while she smoothed her skirt and bit her lip nervously, I felt something else threading through me. Something sharp, warm, and terrifyingly alive.

I blinked it away. Sensitive. That was all. Still reeling from the breakup, my brain twisting everything into strange shapes.

She tugged at her hair, then glanced back at me, wide-eyed. “You’re sure it’s not too much?”

I grinned, leaning over to steal the pillow back from her. “It’s just enough. Trust me.”

Her cheeks flushed, and she looked down, smoothing her skirt again. For a moment, she seemed almost bashful, and I wondered what it would be like to step into the space between us, to close the distance and tell her she didn’t need a date to feel beautiful.

The thought vanished as quickly as it came, leaving my pulse racing in its wake.

I flopped back onto the bed, burying my face in her pillow to hide the wild grin stretching across my face.

“Now help me with my make-up. I never wear any because I always make myself look like a clown.”

She laughed, a sound that wrapped around me like sunlight. And I told myself, again, that this was normal. Just best friends. Just silly, harmless fun.

Even if my heart hadn’t quite gotten the memo.

Jade perched on the edge of her desk chair while I rummaged through her makeup bag, pretending I knew more than I did. She’d begged me to help, saying she trusted my “steady hands,” though really she just hated doing her eyeliner. The overhead light was too harsh, so she clicked on her little vanity lamp, casting the room in a softer glow.

“Okay, look up,” I said, holding the pencil steady.

Her eyes lifted to mine, wide and trusting, and I felt the faintest tremor in my fingers. I leaned closer, the scent of her shampoo and skin drifting up, sweet and warm. My knees brushed hers as I steadied myself.

The first stroke went smoothly, but when I shifted to the other eye, she blinked too fast, smearing the line. “Hold still,” I murmured, catching her chin gently between my thumb and forefinger. The pad of my thumb grazed her cheek as I swiped away the mistake. Her skin was soft, flushed beneath my touch, and for a second I forgot what I was supposed to be doing.

A shiver ran through me, sharp and unwelcome. I dropped my hand like her skin had burned me and cleared my throat. “There. Fixed.”

“Sorry,” she said quickly, her voice tight. “I’m fidgety.”

“It’s fine.” My voice didn’t sound fine.

I grabbed the lipstick next, uncapping it with a snap. “Part your lips.”

The words left my mouth before I realized how loaded they sounded. She obeyed, lips soft and slightly parted, and my chest constricted. I painted the color carefully, my hand steady while inside I was unraveling. The sight of her mouth this close—ripe, glistening under the new coat—sent my thoughts spinning somewhere I had no business going.

She smacked her lips together, then caught my gaze. Her eyes flickered, like she wanted to say something but wasn’t sure if she should. Finally, she blurted, “I’ve never kissed anyone seriously before.”

The words hit me harder than they should have. I blinked, stepping back as if the confession had physical weight. “Wait. What?”

Her cheeks flushed, and she fumbled with the hem of her skirt, tugging it down. “I mean, yeah, sure, I’ve kissed people. But not… not really. Not like it matters.”

My head tilted, confusion tightening my chest. “You’re nineteen. You’ve never—”

“Not properly,” she said, her voice hushed now. “Nothing that counted. Tonight would be my first real chance, I guess. If it happens.”

Her words cracked open something in me, a mix of surprise and disbelief. I thought back—through years of sleepovers, study sessions, movie nights curled under the same blanket. I tried to remember her mentioning anyone. Dates, crushes, a stolen kiss after a party. But there was nothing. She’d always brushed things off, distracted me with jokes, acted like she didn’t care.

And I’d believed her. Until now.

“You’re serious?” I asked, my voice softer than I meant.

She nodded, biting down on her freshly painted lip, smudging the color I’d just applied. My gaze snagged on the motion, heat sparking low in my stomach.

I swallowed hard and forced my eyes away. “Well… whoever he is, he’s lucky. He’ll probably never forget his first kiss with you.”

Her laugh came out brittle. “Unless I’m terrible at it.”

“You won’t be.”

I meant it, though I wasn’t sure why my chest felt so tight saying it. The idea of her lips pressed against someone else’s made something dark and unfamiliar coil inside me. Jealousy, maybe. Or fear. I told myself it was just because she was my best friend, because she’d kept this secret and suddenly I was staring at the proof of how little I knew.

Still, the image wouldn’t leave me: Jade leaning across a restaurant table, lips parting for someone else, hands twisting nervously in her lap before she finally gave in. The thought made me dizzy, and I had to grip the lipstick tube tighter just to anchor myself.

She watched me with wide, searching eyes. The lamplight caught the shimmer in her pupils, the faint tremble of her lashes. “You really think so?” she asked.

I nodded, though the knot in my stomach twisted tighter. “Yeah. I really do.”

But when I looked at her lips again—still soft, still parted just slightly—I couldn’t stop wondering what they would feel like against mine.

And I hated myself for wondering at all.

“I don’t know,” she added. “I wish I wasn’t so inexperienced.”

The words were small, but they hit me like a jolt. My chest tightened, and for a beat I just stared at her, stunned by how young and uncertain she sounded. Jade, who could charm anyone with a laugh, who walked into every room like it belonged to her, was worried about something as simple as a kiss.

I laughed, but it came out shaky. “Jade, no one’s awful at kissing. That’s not how it works.”

Her gaze lifted, catching mine. There was a vulnerability there I wasn’t used to, an open softness that made my pulse skip. I felt heat crawl into my neck, spreading across my chest.

And then, before I could stop myself, I heard my own voice asking, “Do you want to practice?”

The silence that followed was sharp, almost deafening. Her eyes widened, her lips parting slightly, and I wanted to reel the words back, stuff them down where they belonged. But it was too late. They hung in the air between us, impossible to ignore.

“You mean… with you?” she asked, her voice barely more than a whisper.

My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my throat. “I mean…” I forced a laugh, trying to make it sound like a joke, but the tremor gave me away. “We know each other. It wouldn’t be weird. At least you’d know what to expect.”

Her cheeks flushed, and she shifted in her chair, her knees brushing mine. “Practice,” she repeated slowly, like she was tasting the word.

I nodded, afraid to breathe too deeply.

She hesitated, chewing on her bottom lip, her gaze flickering back and forth between my eyes and my mouth. Finally, she whispered, “Sure. Maybe that would help. At least… you and I know each other really well.”

The air in the room thickened, heavy and hot. My pulse skittered, and I tried to play it casual, but nothing about the way my body was reacting felt casual at all. Every nerve hummed with awareness.

“Okay,” I said, my voice lower than I meant.

She laughed nervously, tucking her hair behind her ear. “This is ridiculous, right?”

“Probably,” I admitted. My stomach knotted, but it wasn’t dread—it was something sharper, electric. “But if it helps your confidence, why not?”

For a long moment, neither of us moved. She sat perfectly still, her chest rising and falling a little too fast, her lips parted just slightly, glossy from the smear of lipstick I’d applied minutes ago. I couldn’t stop staring at them, and the realization made my breath hitch.

I told myself this was just for her. Just to help. Best friends did silly, impulsive things all the time. This was no different. Except it was, and the way my body thrummed with anticipation betrayed me.

“Come here,” I murmured before I could change my mind.

We ended up on the bed, cross-legged and facing each other, like we’d done a thousand times before for study sessions or gossiping late into the night. Only this time, my pulse hammered in my ears and my palms were damp against the comforter.

Jade tucked her hair behind her ears, her cheeks flushed a deep rose that made her look both nervous and radiant. She gave a shaky laugh. “Okay, so… how does one even start practicing kissing?”

Her awkwardness tugged a laugh from me, though my stomach was twisting tight. “I think you just… kiss.”

She raised her brows, teasing, but her voice was soft when she said, “Simple enough.”

Except it wasn’t simple at all. Not with her sitting this close, her knees brushing mine, her eyes darting down to my mouth before flicking back up. The air between us pulsed, fragile and heavy, like it would break if either of us breathed too hard.

I leaned in first, though barely. Just enough to bridge the impossible gap. She mirrored me, her lips parting slightly, and then we were there, colliding in the gentlest way.

Her mouth was warm, softer than I’d let myself imagine. The kiss was clumsy at first. Our noses bumped, and I almost pulled away laughing. But then her lips pressed more firmly, uncertain but willing. I sighed against her, surprised by the wave of heat that flooded me.

This was supposed to be silly. A quick brush, a joke between friends. But the second her lips lingered, something inside me gave way. My body betrayed me, my heart racing, my skin prickling with awareness.

She shifted closer, the comforter rustling beneath us, and her lips softened against mine. A spark caught in my chest, flaring into something hot, dangerous, undeniable. I tilted my head, letting the kiss deepen, and for the first time I realized just how badly I wanted this.

Her breath hitched, and the sound made my stomach clench. My hand moved without permission, brushing her hair back from her face. My thumb grazed along her jaw, smooth and warm, and she leaned into the touch like it was the most natural thing in the world.

The kiss grew steadier, slower but fuller, like we’d both decided to stop pretending this was just practice. Her lips parted, and I felt the faintest flick of her tongue against mine. My entire body lit up, a rush of heat surging through me.

I was dizzy with it—her taste, her scent, the way her hand crept tentatively toward my thigh and rested there, feather-light but searing all the same.

It lasted too long for something we were supposed to laugh off. Far too long. I lost track of time, lost track of everything except the press of her mouth and the thundering of my heart.

And then, like the universe had been waiting for the exact moment, the doorbell rang.

We jerked apart instantly, both of us gasping, both of us flushed. I pressed a trembling hand to my lips, still swollen from hers, and tried to catch my breath.

Jade’s eyes were wide, her pupils blown, her chest rising and falling like she’d just run a marathon. She let out a startled laugh, too high-pitched, and pressed her fingers against her mouth as if she could erase what just happened.

“Well,” she said breathlessly, “that was… helpful.”

I nodded, though my throat felt tight. The sound of the doorbell rang again, distant but insistent, reminding us of the world beyond this room.

She scrambled off the bed, reaching for her lipstick on the desk. Her hand shook as she twisted it open, and I couldn’t stop staring at her lips as she reapplied the color, fixing the smear we’d created together.

My heart still pounded as I watched her blot the excess against a tissue. She caught my gaze in the mirror, her cheeks flaming, and looked away too quickly.

“Guess that’s my cue,” she said lightly, though the tremor in her voice betrayed her.

I swallowed hard and forced myself to nod. “Yeah. Good luck.”

Her hand lingered on the doorknob, hesitation thick in the silence. For one fleeting second, I thought she might turn back. But then she pulled the door open and slipped out, leaving me on the bed with my lips tingling, my pulse wild, and a truth I couldn’t deny pressing against my ribs.

I wanted her.

And that terrified me more than anything.

The moment the door shut behind Jade, the apartment felt too quiet. The hum of the A/C unit and the faint tick of the clock on the wall were the only sounds, and neither of them mattered. All I could hear was the echo of my own heartbeat, still stumbling from what we had just done.

I fell back onto my bed, burying my face into the pillow that still smelled faintly of her perfume. Coconut and soft florals, sweet and dizzying. My body throbbed with restless energy, every nerve singing like I’d been lit from within.

It should have been nothing. A silly experiment, a friendly favor. But every time I closed my eyes, I felt her mouth on mine again. The press of her lips, slow at first, then softening, opening, lingering like she didn’t want to stop.

I pressed my thighs together, but the ache there only grew sharper. My body betrayed me with its insistence, the heat spreading low and insistent, demanding.

I tried to fight it, tried to tell myself this wasn’t what it was. But then her face swam up behind my eyelids, her flushed cheeks, her parted lips, the sound of her breath catching when I brushed her hair back. The memory made me groan softly, rolling onto my back, my hand sliding instinctively down over my stomach.

The waistband of my jeans felt too tight, suffocating. I unbuttoned them with trembling fingers and slipped my hand beneath the fabric. Heat flooded me, slick and undeniable, as my fingertips traced over the wet cotton of my underwear.

“God,” I whispered, shoving the heel of my hand against myself. The pressure drew a shiver up my spine.

I thought of her laugh, the way it had cracked when she tried to joke after the doorbell rang. I thought of her lipstick smeared from my mouth, the way she’d looked in the mirror as she reapplied it, her hands shaking.

And then I thought of her lips again—so soft, so willing—and the memory undid me.

I slid my fingers under the thin fabric, finding myself slicker than I wanted to admit. My hips rose to meet my touch, greedy, desperate. I circled slowly, teasing, as if I could drag out the image of her mouth against mine.

My nipples pebbled beneath my shirt. Her name slipped out before I could stop it, a breathy, desperate sound: “Jade…”

The sound of it startled me, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. My body moved against my hand like it had been waiting for this, like the kiss had unlocked something I’d been denying for too long.

I imagined her pressed over me, her hair tickling my face as she kissed me again, deeper this time. I imagined her hands tugging at my shirt, sliding down my waist, touching me where I wanted her most.

The thought made me shudder, my breath catching as I moved faster, my thighs tightening around my hand.

Every detail replayed in my mind—her scent, the heat of her skin, the way her lips had trembled before settling into mine. I pushed my fingers deeper, stroking, my hips lifting helplessly.

“Oh god,” I gasped, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter. My pulse thundered in my ears, my skin damp with sweat, my body begging for release.

I whispered her name again, softer this time, like a prayer. Jade. Jade.

The climax broke over me in waves, sharp and staggering, tearing a cry from my throat as I arched off the bed. Pleasure ripped through me, white-hot and overwhelming, leaving me trembling and breathless.

For a long moment I just lay there, panting, my hand still buried between my thighs. The room spun faintly, the fairy lights on the wall blurring as my eyes unfocused.

When I finally stilled, I dragged my hand out from under my jeans, sticky and shaking. Shame prickled at the edges of the release, cold and unwelcome.

What was I doing? This was Jade. My best friend. The girl I lived with, laughed with, leaned on.

But when I closed my eyes, the shame dissolved into the memory of her lips again, soft and yielding against mine. My body ached all over again, hungry for something I couldn’t admit out loud.

I pressed the pillow tighter against my face, muffling a groan. I wanted her. I couldn’t stop wanting her.

And no amount of denial was going to change that now.
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The sound of the front door clicking open jolted me upright from where I’d been half-dozing on the couch, still raw from what I’d done alone in my room earlier. My heart leapt into my throat as Jade stepped inside, tugging her shoes off with a groan before letting herself collapse next to me.

Her hair was a little mussed, her lipstick worn thin, her skirt wrinkled from sitting too long. She flopped onto the cushions with all the grace of a fallen starfish, her head rolling back dramatically. “Well,” she sighed, “that was… something.”

I tried to sound casual, though my chest tightened just looking at her. “Good something or bad something?”

She tilted her head toward me, her mouth curling into a wry smile. “Neither. Just… fine. Which, let’s be real, is the worst kind of answer.”

Relief and disappointment tangled inside me. I shouldn’t have cared either way, but the thought of her coming home glowing with excitement, lips swollen from someone else’s kiss, had haunted me all evening. “Fine doesn’t sound like you,” I said lightly. “You hate fine.”

“Exactly.” She groaned, covering her face with her hands. “Dinner was bland, the conversation was bland, the movie was even blander. Like, how does someone make explosions boring? But the worst part?” She peeked at me through her fingers, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I couldn’t even kiss him.”

My pulse stumbled. “You couldn’t?”

She shook her head, letting her hands fall into her lap. “I thought I would. I thought, okay, maybe this is the moment, maybe I’ll finally figure it out. But when it came down to it, I just… didn’t feel anything.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, hesitant, searching, as though she was weighing every word.

I forced a steady breath, trying not to let my relief show too clearly. “Sometimes it just doesn’t click.”

“Yeah,” she said softly, then paused, her fingers worrying at the hem of her skirt. “Not like with—” She caught herself, lips snapping shut, her cheeks flushing hot.

The silence between us stretched taut, vibrating with all the things she hadn’t said. My chest thudded painfully, and I leaned forward, studying her face. “Not like with who?” I asked carefully.

Her breath hitched, her eyes darting away. She looked everywhere but at me—at the fairy lights, at the mug on the coffee table, at her bare toes curling into the rug. Her hands trembled faintly, betraying her even as she tried to play it off.

“You know,” she murmured, voice thin. “Not like earlier.”

My throat went dry. Heat licked down my spine at the memory—her lips pressed to mine, tentative, lingering, the taste of her lipstick, the way my body had surged alive under her touch. I thought of how she’d looked at herself in the mirror afterward, cheeks flushed, hands shaking.

I swallowed hard, my voice quieter now. “You mean… with me?”

Her eyes finally met mine, wide and glimmering with panic and something else. Something raw, something that mirrored the storm inside me.

She didn’t answer. She didn’t need to.

The air between us thickened, charged, pulling us closer even though neither of us moved. My whole body throbbed with the ache of wanting, the desperate realization that this wasn’t just practice, not for either of us.

I could see her lips part slightly, her chest rising and falling too quickly. And I knew then, with a certainty that shook me, that she had felt it too.

But she broke the gaze first, her lashes sweeping down as she curled tighter into herself. “I shouldn’t have said that,” she whispered.

The knot in my chest twisted, sharp and insistent. “Jade…”

Her name tasted different now. Heavier, sweeter, like a secret I couldn’t unlearn.

I wanted to tell her I understood. That the kiss hadn’t left my mind either. That I’d spent the last hour restless and aching, whispering her name into the darkness like it belonged there.

But I stayed silent, watching her chew her lip until the color smeared again. My hands itched to reach out, to smooth her hair, to press my thumb against that trembling mouth and tell her she didn’t need to hide.

Instead, I sat still, my body burning with the weight of everything unspoken.

Her confession hung between us like static, and before I could talk myself out of it, I leaned in. The couch dipped beneath us as I caught her mouth with mine, urgent and desperate, nothing like the tentative kiss we’d shared earlier.

Jade froze for a heartbeat, then kissed me back just as fiercely. Her lips parted beneath mine, soft and warm, and suddenly there was no going back. My hands tangled in her hair as she clutched at my shirt, tugging me closer until I was practically sprawled over her on the cushions.

The kiss was messy, unpracticed, all teeth and heat and need. I moaned into her mouth, stunned by how good it felt, how badly I wanted more. She arched against me, and the friction made my body ache, my pulse skittering out of control.

I pulled her up with me, needing her pressed fully against me, needing more than the sagging couch could give. She followed without hesitation, rising into my arms. We stumbled together, lips never parting, until her back hit the wall with a muffled thud. The fairy lights rattled above her head, but I barely noticed. All I cared about was the feel of her mouth opening against mine, the frantic beat of her heart against my chest, and the undeniable truth crashing over me. I wanted her, desperately.

Jade gasped into my mouth, then melted against me, her body pliant and hot under my hands. I kissed her harder, tilting my head, sliding my tongue against hers, greedier with every second. She answered me with the same hunger, her fingers twisting in my hair, pulling me closer like she couldn’t stand even an inch of distance.

Her mouth was intoxicating. Sweet from the lip balm she’d reapplied, warm and soft and perfect. I deepened the kiss until we were both breathless, until my chest burned and my knees threatened to give out.

I should have stopped. I should have reminded myself I was straight, that this was Jade, my best friend. But the words never came. The only thing I knew was how right it felt to have her pinned against the wall, her body arching, her lips swollen from my mouth.

Disbelief tangled with hunger. I shouldn’t want this. I’ve never wanted this. But every nerve in me screamed otherwise, lit up with the need to keep touching her, keep tasting her.

She tugged at the hem of my shirt, her fingers slipping underneath to graze bare skin. The touch made me shudder, my hips pressing into hers instinctively. Her breath hitched, and the sound undid me.

I cupped her jaw, sliding my thumb along the soft curve of her cheek, then trailed down to her throat, feeling the frantic thrum of her pulse. She moaned softly against my lips, the sound vibrating through me, making my own body clench with need.

Her hands roamed higher, flattening against my sides, tracing my ribs through the thin fabric. When her fingertips brushed the edge of my bra, I groaned into her mouth, grinding against her harder.

The wall vibrated faintly with our movements, the fairy lights clinking against plaster, but the world outside didn’t exist. All I knew was the heat of her body pressed to mine, the way her chest rose and fell, the desperate rhythm of her heartbeat against me.

“Kayla,” she gasped, breaking the kiss just enough to whisper my name. Her eyes were wide, pupils blown, lips red and wet from me. She looked stunned, wrecked, beautiful. “What are we doing?”

I pressed my forehead to hers, breath ragged, my voice raw. “I don’t know,” I admitted. “But I don’t want to stop.”

Her answer was another kiss, hungrier than the last. She hauled me closer, her hands sliding into my hair, and I gave in completely, groaning into her mouth.

I had never kissed anyone like this. Not even my ex. This wasn’t careful or polished. It was chaotic, sloppy, overwhelming. But it was real. It was fire and need and something deeper I didn’t dare name.

My hands slid down, cupping the curve of her ass, pulling her tight against me. She gasped, grinding back, and the friction made me moan, my whole body aching with the force of it.

“God, Jade,” I whispered against her lips, kissing her harder, tasting every breath.

Her fingers tightened in my hair, tugging me down into her. We kissed like we were starving, like the last hour apart had been unbearable, like we’d been waiting for this all along without realizing it.

I wanted her everywhere. Her lips, her hands, her body pressed against mine until there was nothing left of me.

And for the first time in my life, the word straight meant absolutely nothing.

The kiss consumed me, dragging me under until I barely knew where I ended and Jade began. Her hands clawed at my shirt, tugging it up in fits and starts, and I broke the kiss only long enough to yank it over my head. The cool air hit my flushed skin, and her eyes darted down, widening as if she’d never seen me in anything less before—even though she had. Not like this. Not when my chest was heaving, my bra straps slipping low on my shoulders, my mouth swollen from hers.

She swallowed hard, then grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me toward my room. We stumbled together, half-laughing, half-gasping, unable to let go of each other’s mouths. My back hit the doorframe, then the dresser, until finally we collapsed onto my bed, tangled and breathless.

Her hands slid along my shirtless torso, greedy now, her fingers exploring the ridges of my ribs as if memorizing them. I tugged at her top in return, fumbling with the hem until she lifted her arms and let me peel it away. The sight stole my breath.

Her lace bra was pale pink, delicate against the warmth of her skin. I’d seen it earlier but not up close like this. It framed her breasts perfectly, her nipples stiff beneath the fabric. My mouth watered at the sight, and my hands itched to touch.

“God, Jade,” I whispered, brushing trembling fingers along the straps.

Her cheeks flushed deeper, but she arched her back, a silent invitation. I unclasped the bra with clumsy fingers, my breath catching as it fell away. Her breasts spilled free, soft and full, the dusky tips peaked from the cool air and from me.

I bent my head without thinking, pressing kisses down her collarbone, across the slope of one breast, before finally drawing her nipple into my mouth. She cried out, the sound raw and startled, her fingers tangling in my hair. I sucked gently, then harder, my tongue flicking over her until her chest rose and fell in frantic rhythm.

She tugged me back up to kiss her again, her hands sliding down to the waistband of my jeans. She popped the button open with surprising ease, her knuckles grazing my stomach as she tugged at the zipper. The sound of it sliding down made me tremble.

I shimmied out of them, laughing breathlessly as I struggled with the tight denim. “God, I hate these jeans.”

“Not me,” she said, voice husky. “Not anymore.”

Her eyes darkened when I kicked them away, leaving me in just my underwear. I felt exposed under her gaze, more naked than I’d ever been, but the heat in her eyes drowned out every trace of shame.

I hooked my fingers in her waistband next, tugging her skirt down. It pooled around her hips for a second before she wiggled out of it, kicking it off with a breathless laugh. With every layer gone, more of her skin revealed itself, glowing in the low light.

Her panties matched the bra, lace and delicate, clinging to her in ways that made my mouth go dry. I traced my fingers along the waistband, marveling at how soft the fabric felt against her warm skin. She shivered, her thighs parting instinctively as if urging me lower.

I leaned down instead, peppering kisses across her stomach, just above the line of lace. She gasped, her hands tightening in my hair, her laugh breaking through the sound. “You’re killing me.”

“Not yet,” I murmured, pressing another kiss just below her navel.

She groaned, tugging me back up for another kiss, messy and desperate. Her fingers slipped beneath my bra straps, sliding them down over my shoulders until the cups sagged low. I reached behind me, unhooking it, and tossed it aside. The cool air hit my breasts just as her hands cupped them, kneading softly, her thumbs brushing over my nipples until I gasped into her mouth.

The world blurred into heat and sound—the slap of clothes hitting the floor, the squeak of the mattress beneath us, the ragged sound of our breathing. Every inch of her body was new, intoxicating, a revelation I couldn’t stop touching.

She pushed at my panties next, her fingers catching the waistband, and I lifted my hips so she could slide them down. They clung damply to me, and her breath caught when she saw the wetness glistening on the fabric. My face burned, but she didn’t laugh. She looked at me like I was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen.

I returned the favor, tugging her lace down slowly, savoring every inch of newly bared skin. When I finally slipped the panties off her legs, I froze, drinking her in. She lay before me, completely bare, flushed and trembling, her thighs parted in invitation.

“Jade,” I whispered.

She reached for me, pulling me into another kiss, her laugh shaky against my mouth. “Don’t look at me like that.”

“Like what?” I kissed her jaw, her throat, the swell of her breast.

“Like you’re going to ruin me.”

Jade lay back against the pillows, flushed and breathless, her skin glowing in the fairy-light glow that leaked in from the living room. Her hair spilled wild around her face, her chest rising and falling in frantic rhythm. I straddled her hips for a moment, kissing her slow and deep, letting the weight of what we were doing press in on me. This was Jade—my best friend, my roommate, the girl I swore I’d never look at this way.

And yet here I was, desperate to taste her.

I trailed kisses down her throat, savoring the soft gasps she made when my lips brushed her collarbone. I moved lower, kissing her breasts again, sucking at one nipple until she whimpered and arched her back. The sound went straight through me, tightening everything low in my belly.

Her stomach quivered as I kissed across it, pausing at the soft dip of her navel. I looked up once, catching her gaze. Her eyes were wide, dark with want, her lips parted in disbelief. She gave the smallest nod, a permission and a plea all at once.

I slid down between her thighs, spreading them gently with my hands. The sight of her made my breath hitch. She was already glistening, her slickness catching the light, her folds soft and flushed. The heat radiating off her was intoxicating.

“Oh my god,” I whispered before I could stop myself.

Her cheeks burned red, and she tried to cover her face with her hands. “Don’t—don’t say that.”

I caught her wrists, tugging them gently away. “I mean it in the best way.” I pressed a kiss to the inside of her thigh, just above her knee. “You’re beautiful.”

Her breath stuttered, her legs trembling as I kissed higher, tasting her skin inch by inch. The closer I got, the more I felt her thighs twitch, opening wider for me.

When I finally pressed a soft kiss to her center, she gasped, her hips jerking. The taste of her hit me—salty, sweet, utterly addictive. My tongue darted out, teasing slowly, and the moan that tore from her chest nearly undid me.

“Kayla…” she breathed, her voice high and shaky.

I settled between her legs, my hands braced on her hips, and licked her again, slower this time, tracing her slick folds. She whimpered, her thighs trembling against my shoulders, and I couldn’t hold back anymore. I pressed my mouth fully against her, lapping her up, savoring the way she flooded for me.

The sounds she made were intoxicating—breathless gasps, broken moans, the stuttering rhythm of my name on her lips. She tried to bite them back, but I coaxed them out with every stroke of my tongue. I circled her clit gently, drawing a startled cry, then sucked it between my lips, flicking with my tongue until her hips bucked up.

“God, don’t stop,” she gasped, fisting the sheets beside her. Her voice cracked on the last word, desperate and raw.

I groaned into her, the vibrations making her cry out again. My tongue slid deeper, tasting her, drinking her in. She was wetter than I could have imagined, and every bit of it was because of me. The realization made my own body throb, my panties damp, my thighs pressed tight together as I worked her.

Her legs closed briefly around my head, thighs trembling, then fell open again as she writhed against my mouth. I pinned her hips gently, steadying her as I focused on her clit, sucking and flicking until her moans turned into sharp, choked cries.

She was unraveling under me, her body tense, her hands clawing at the sheets, her back arching off the bed. “Kayla—oh my god—I can’t—”

“Yes, you can,” I murmured against her, then sealed my lips around her again, teasing her clit mercilessly.

Her entire body shook. Her cries pitched higher, breaking apart into stuttered moans. Then she shattered.

The climax tore through her with a strangled cry, her thighs squeezing around my head as her hips bucked wildly. I held on, licking her through it, tasting the rush of her release as she writhed beneath me. Her fingers tangled in my hair, holding me close even as her body quaked.

When she finally slumped back against the pillows, she was a mess—flushed, sweaty, trembling, her chest heaving with every ragged breath. I kissed her thighs softly, easing her down, then crawled back up to her side.

Her eyes fluttered open, dazed and shining. She looked at me like she’d never seen me before, like I was something entirely new.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, her voice hoarse.

I smiled, brushing her damp hair from her forehead, pressing a kiss there. “Yeah,” I breathed. “Holy shit.”

I had never felt more alive than in that moment—her taste still on my tongue, her body still trembling from my touch, her eyes locked on mine like I was the only thing that mattered.

Jade lay limp beside me for a moment, her skin slick with sweat, her chest still heaving. I kissed her softly, tasting the faint sweetness of her release on my own lips. She sighed into my mouth, her hand sliding weakly down my arm.

Then she pushed herself up on one elbow, her gaze sharpening with new resolve. “Your turn,” she whispered.

Heat rushed to my cheeks. “You don’t have to—”

“I want to.” Her voice was firm, her eyes locked on mine. “You just… you can’t be the only one. Not after that.”

I hesitated, nerves tangling with the sharp ache in my body. I’d never been touched by a girl before, ever even thought about it seriously until Jade’s lips had crashed into mine. But the hunger in her gaze erased my doubt. She wanted this. She wanted me.

When her hand slid down over my stomach and hooked into the waistband of my panties, my breath hitched. I lifted my hips without thinking, giving her permission. She tugged them down slowly, her eyes following the fabric as it slid over my thighs, baring me completely to her.

“God,” she whispered, her cheeks flushed as her gaze lingered between my legs. “You’re… beautiful.”

The word made me shiver, every inch of me laid bare under her stare. My thighs trembled as she spread them gently, settling between them just as I had done for her.

“Jade,” I murmured, half a warning, half a plea.

She pressed a kiss to my hip, then another just above my mound. “I want to try.”

Her lips trailed lower, tentative, tasting, until she finally pressed her mouth against me. The jolt of sensation nearly lifted me off the bed.

“Oh—fuck,” I gasped, my hand shooting into her hair.

She moaned softly, the sound vibrating against me, and I nearly lost it right then. Her tongue was curious, clumsy at first, but eager. She explored me with a hunger that made my head spin, lapping up my wetness, sucking gently at my folds.

Each flick of her tongue drew a sharper cry from me. My hips rocked helplessly, chasing her mouth, desperate for more. I had never felt anything like it. Not with my ex, not with any guy. This was raw, overwhelming, a pleasure so intense it bordered on unbearable.

Her hands braced on my thighs, spreading me wider, holding me steady as she found my clit. When her tongue circled it, tentative then firmer, I cried out, my body jerking.

“Yes—there,” I gasped, unable to hold back the words.

She latched onto me, sucking softly, flicking her tongue until my vision blurred. I tugged at her hair, not to pull her away but to anchor myself, to keep from flying apart. My thighs trembled against her shoulders, my whole body thrumming with need.

The sounds pouring from me were shameless—moans, gasps, broken whispers of her name. “Jade… oh god… don’t stop…”

She hummed against me in response, the vibration sending a fresh shockwave through me. My back arched, my body twisting, the pleasure coiling so tight it was almost painful.

I had never been this wet, this desperate. And she didn’t falter. She devoured me, every lick more confident, every suck more determined, until I was on the edge of unraveling.

“Jade—I’m—” My voice broke into a cry as the climax hit me hard, ripping through me in jagged waves. My thighs clamped around her head as I bucked, my cries filling the room.

She held me through it, her tongue never stopping, her mouth drinking me down as I shattered under her. My body convulsed, tears pricking the corners of my eyes from the sheer intensity.

Finally, I collapsed back against the pillows, boneless, trembling. She eased up, kissing my thighs, my stomach, until she crawled up beside me again. Her lips were wet with me, her mouth swollen, her eyes shining with something fierce and proud.

I pulled her into a kiss, tasting myself on her tongue, my body still twitching from aftershocks.

“I’ve never—” I whispered, breaking off to catch my breath. “I’ve never felt anything like that. Ever.”

She smiled against my mouth, her forehead pressing to mine. “Me either.”

We lay tangled together, sticky, sweaty, and utterly undone. My heart pounded against my ribs, but for once it didn’t feel like fear. It felt like discovery. Like something new, something impossible, had just begun.

And I didn’t want it to stop.
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The room smelled like sex and sweat and sweet release. The sheets were twisted beneath us, clinging damp to my skin. My chest still rose and fell too quickly, every muscle loose and heavy, like I’d been hollowed out and remade all at once.

Jade lay against me, her head on my shoulder, her breath warm and uneven against my skin. My arm was looped around her back, fingers tracing idle patterns over the curve of her spine. We hadn’t said anything in minutes, but the silence didn’t feel empty. It felt weighted, humming with the echo of what we had just done.

She shifted slightly, pressing a lazy kiss against my collarbone. The simple touch sent a ripple through me, softer than the waves that had consumed me earlier but no less profound. I tightened my hold on her, pressing my lips to the top of her head. Her hair was damp, sticking to her temples, smelling faintly of shampoo and me.

A laugh bubbled out of her then, shaky and almost disbelieving. “We just… did that.”

My chest shook with my own laughter, though mine was edged with nerves. “Yeah. We really did.”

She rolled onto her side to face me, her eyes searching mine in the dim light. Her cheeks were still flushed, her lips swollen from all the kissing, and she looked both wrecked and radiant. My stomach flipped at the sight, a mix of awe and disbelief.

Her fingers toyed with the sheet between us, twisting the fabric. “I don’t even know what to say.”

“Me either.” My voice came out rough, but not from lack of words, from too many. None of them seemed right.

We lay there staring at each other, the quiet filled with the faint hum of the refrigerator down the hall and the muffled city noise beyond our window. Everything outside felt impossibly far away.

I brushed her damp hair back, tucking it behind her ear. My thumb lingered against her cheek, tracing the heat of her skin. “Are you okay?”

Her lips curved, slow and small. “Better than okay.” She leaned forward to kiss me gently, nothing like the frantic, messy ones from before. This kiss was tender, soft, almost reverent. It stole my breath just the same.

When she pulled back, her forehead rested against mine. “I don’t know what this means,” she admitted quietly.

“Neither do I.” The words came out honest, almost a confession. “But I don’t want to stop.”

Her smile widened, bright even through her exhaustion. “Me neither.”

We slipped into another kiss, slower this time, a lingering press of lips that tasted like warmth and promise. My hand drifted down her arm, over the swell of her hip, to her thigh. She sighed into me, her body curling closer like she belonged there.

For a while, we didn’t speak. We traded kisses and soft touches, giggles breaking between them when our teeth bumped or when the sheet tangled around us again. The urgency was gone, replaced by a sweetness I hadn’t expected, something that felt both terrifying and safe.

I studied her in the dim glow, my heart clenching. This was Jade, my best friend—the girl I’d shared coffee runs and late-night study sessions and Netflix marathons with. And now I’d shared this.

The thought should have scared me. Maybe it did. But when she nuzzled against my shoulder, her bare leg slipping over mine, all I felt was the rightness of it.

Her hand rested on my chest, fingers splayed over my heartbeat. She tilted her face up, her expression soft, almost shy. “Do you think we’ll regret this?”

I pressed a kiss to her forehead, closing my eyes. “I won’t. Will you?”

She smiled. “No. Absolutely not.”

We curled into each other then, tangled in limbs and sheets, our breaths falling into sync. The tension that had wound so tight between us all day had finally unraveled, leaving only exhaustion and a bone-deep warmth.

As I drifted, I felt her hand squeeze mine beneath the covers. I squeezed back, silently promising what neither of us could say yet.

I didn’t know what tomorrow would bring, what this would mean when the sun rose. But for now, in the hush of the night, with her body pressed against mine and her lips still tingling on my skin, I didn’t care.

All I knew was that I didn’t want to let her go.
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