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      The door clicked open with a hollow creak, the kind that made Paige feel like she was trespassing—even though this dorm room was supposed to be hers. She stepped inside with her arms full of bedding and nerves, the scent of institutional carpet and lemon cleaner hitting her nose.

      Two twin beds. Two desks. One window.

      Her new life.

      The room was empty, and for a second, she exhaled, relieved to have the awkward “Hi, I guess we live together now” moment postponed. She dropped her comforter on the bare mattress by the window, then crouched to start unpacking, trying to ignore the fluttery feeling in her chest.

      Paige wasn’t used to change. Her high school friends had scattered across the country, her parents were three hours away, and suddenly she was a freshman at a state university with no idea how to talk to strangers without overthinking every word.

      She was halfway through arranging her books by color (a compulsion she pretended wasn’t weird) when the door opened again—this time with confidence. A duffel bag thudded against the floor.

      “Oh good, you’re here,” came a voice behind her. Low, smooth, just a little amused.

      Paige turned, and forgot how to breathe for a second.

      Her roommate—Jordan, presumably—stood in the doorway wearing cutoff shorts and a threadbare tank top that hung loose off one shoulder, revealing a triangle of black lace beneath. Her skin was golden, sun-kissed. Her hair was a warm brown, messy in a way that had to be intentional. And she was smiling like she already knew a secret Paige didn’t.

      “Paige, right?”

      Paige nodded, realizing she must look like a startled deer. “Yeah. Um. Hi.”

      Jordan dropped her bag and crossed the room in a few easy strides. She didn’t offer a handshake. She hugged her instead—one arm slung around Paige’s shoulder, the kind of move that should’ve felt casual but made Paige’s whole body go stiff. Paige didn’t know why she was reacting that way but chalked it up to nerves.

      “You’re so cute,” Jordan said, pulling back just enough to make eye contact. “I was hoping you’d be cute.”

      Paige blinked. “Excuse me?”

      Jordan winked, then turned away like she hadn’t just short-circuited Paige’s brain.

      “I’m Jordan. Sophomore. Transfer from UC Santa Cruz. Long story. I call dibs on the bed by the door. I hope that’s cool?”

      Paige nodded, still a little stunned. “Yeah, totally.”

      Jordan grinned. “Cool.” She bent to unzip her bag, her shorts riding up in a way that Paige tried very hard not to notice. Was she jealous? Paige had a nice enough body to not ogle another woman. So why couldn’t she stop staring?

      She forced herself to turn back to her side of the room and focus on her task. Sheets. Pillows. Not the curve of Jordan’s hips or the way her tank top clung when she stretched.

      “Need help with anything?” Jordan asked behind her.

      “I’m okay,” Paige replied, trying to keep her voice steady. “Just settling in.”

      Jordan stepped closer, close enough that Paige could feel the warmth of her body. She reached out, plucking the pillow from Paige’s hands like she was claiming it. “Let me,” she said, tossing it onto the bed. “Roommate privilege.”

      Paige laughed, the sound awkward. “What? Is that a real thing?”

      “It is now.” Jordan raised an eyebrow. “Want to know what else it includes?”

      Paige swallowed. “I’m not sure I do.”

      Jordan’s smile widened. “Too bad. Roommate privilege includes sharing snacks, emergency hair ties, unsolicited compliments, and occasional spooning during emotional breakdowns. Especially if you cry quietly. I’m a sucker for the soft types.”

      “I don’t—cry that much,” Paige mumbled, feeling her cheeks flush.

      “Mm.” Jordan didn’t sound convinced. “You’ve got that sensitive look. It’s cute. You’re like… a baby deer in girl form.”

      Paige blinked at her. “Is that supposed to be flattering?”

      Jordan leaned in, lowering her voice to a whisper that brushed the edge of Paige’s ear. “Absolutely.”

      Then she turned again, just like that, leaving Paige standing stiff with a weird pulse low in her belly. It wasn’t attraction—couldn’t be. Paige was straight. She’d never even thought about girls like that. Not seriously. Not until now, apparently.

      It was just… nerves. New environment. Hot girl with a dirty sense of humor. That’s all it was.

      Jordan stretched again, arms overhead this time, her tank riding up to reveal a sliver of toned stomach. “So. You dating anyone back home?”

      “No,” Paige answered too quickly. “I mean—not anymore.”

      “Lucky me,” Jordan said, and she winked again, like she did that kind of thing without even thinking about it.

      Paige turned back to her suitcase and tried not to let her hands shake.
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        * * *

      

      The dorm was quiet when Paige pushed open the door, her backpack sliding from her shoulder with a dull thud. Late afternoon sun spilled through the window, casting long slashes of golden light across the floor. She wasn’t supposed to be back yet. Her class had ended early, and the campus library was packed, which meant she’d have the room—and the silence—to herself.

      She paused, listening.

      Not quite silent, actually.

      The sound was faint. Soft. Wet.

      It was coming from the bathroom.

      At first, she thought maybe Jordan had the shower running. But the water wasn’t running. It was the kind of sound that made Paige’s face burn before her brain even caught up to what she was hearing.

      A low, breathy moan. Then another.

      Paige froze in place. Her hand hovered just above the doorknob.

      She should leave. She wanted to leave. Or at least make some noise, rustle a bag, shut a drawer, do anything to warn Jordan she wasn’t alone. That would’ve been the decent thing to do.

      Except she didn’t.

      She stood there, the air around her going hot and strange, every nerve tuned to the sound of Jordan’s pleasure.

      It was unmistakable. The breathless rhythm. The wet slip of fingers moving against skin. The muffled curse. A whimper.

      Paige’s heart pounded like it was trying to escape her ribs.

      This wasn’t the first time she’d thought about Jordan since moving in. Though, she hadn’t wanted to admit it.

      There’d been moments—little ones—like the time Jordan changed shirts right in front of her, bare breasts on full display without hesitation. Or the way she touched Paige’s waist when squeezing past her at the desk, her hand lingering a second too long.

      But this… this was different.

      Paige felt like she was intruding. And yet her feet didn’t move.

      Then she heard it.

      Soft, nearly swallowed by a moan—but clear.

      “Paige…”

      Her name, said like a prayer. Or a plea.

      Paige staggered back like she’d been slapped. The back of her knees hit the edge of the bed and she sat down hard, her breath caught in her throat.

      She didn’t know what she was feeling. Embarrassment? Yes. Confusion? Definitely.

      But that wasn’t all.

      She was flushed, her skin tingling in ways she didn’t understand, her thighs pressing together as if her body had made a decision without her permission. There was a warm, aching pulse between her legs, persistent and new. Wrong, her mind whispered. You’re straight. You don’t get turned on by your roommate moaning your name.

      Except… apparently, she did.

      The sound from the bathroom shifted—higher, faster. Then a long, slow gasp. A soft thud against tile.

      Silence.

      Paige stood on trembling legs and backed toward the door, opening it quietly, trying not to breathe too loud.

      She didn’t stop shaking until she made it halfway down the hall.
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        * * *

      

      That night, she couldn’t sleep.

      She lay in the dark, sheets tangled around her legs, staring at the ceiling like it might offer answers. Jordan was asleep across the room, one arm flung over her head, her tank top twisted up her stomach to reveal smooth, golden skin.

      Paige kept her gaze locked upward, but the image of Jordan in the bath kept crashing into her mind.

      Was she imagining it? Had she misheard?

      No.

      It was her name. No doubt about it.

      And the way it made her feel—hot, dizzy, desperate—was even more undeniable.

      She turned onto her side, squeezing her thighs together, hoping the pressure would make it go away. It didn’t. Her whole body ached with something taunting, something she didn’t know how to name.

      Jordan shifted in her sleep, letting out a quiet sigh.

      Paige rolled over to face the wall, biting her bottom lip to keep from whimpering out loud.

      She couldn’t stop picturing it—Jordan’s legs spread in the tub, water lapping at her skin, fingers buried deep between her thighs, head thrown back as she moaned Paige’s name.

      Paige squeezed her eyes shut and cursed under her breath.

      She’d never touched herself thinking about another girl before.

      She hadn’t even wanted to.

      But tonight… she wanted to.

      She just didn’t dare.
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        * * *

      

      The scent of coffee hit Paige before her feet touched the floor.

      For a moment, she thought she’d dreamed everything. The moaning. Her name. The hot, sticky ache between her thighs that kept her up half the night. It had to be a dream—until she rolled over and saw Jordan in the kitchenette, wearing nothing but a towel and a smirk.

      “Morning,” Jordan said, pouring a stream of dark roast into a chipped ceramic mug. Her towel was wrapped snug around her chest, but slipping lower with each movement. Her skin still glistened slightly from the shower, and a damp strand of hair clung to her collarbone. “You want some?”

      Paige sat up slowly, her voice caught in her throat. “Coffee?”

      “No, sex.” She winked. “Of course coffee.” Jordan turned and leaned one hip against the counter, lifting the mug to her lips. Her mouth closed around the rim with a slow, deliberate sip, then she grinned over the top of it. “Unless you’re offering something stronger.”

      Paige blinked, heat rising up the back of her neck. She couldn’t tell if Jordan was just being her usual teasing self or if there was more behind it this time. Maybe it was always like this and Paige was only now starting to notice. Or maybe last night had shifted something.

      She pulled on her sweatshirt and padded barefoot across the room. “Coffee’s good,” she mumbled, avoiding eye contact as she reached for the second mug.

      Jordan handed it to her, fingers brushing against Paige’s. Light. Intentional.

      “Did you sleep okay?” Jordan asked.

      Paige stared into her cup like it held answers. “Mm-hm. Fine.”

      “You sure?” Jordan cocked her head. “You were kinda restless. Tossing and turning all night. And you didn’t say a word when I got back from my shower. Usually you at least grunt at me.”

      Paige choked on her first sip. “I—I didn’t notice. And I don’t grunt.”

      Jordan smiled, wide and lazy. “You’re so jumpy this morning.”

      “I’m not.”

      “You are.”

      Paige turned away, pretending to look for the oat milk in the mini fridge. She needed something cold to counter the flush creeping up her throat.

      When she turned back around, Jordan was closer. Too close.

      Paige stepped back instinctively, but her heel caught on the edge of the rug. The spoon in her hand clattered to the floor.

      “Shit.”

      “I’ve got it,” Jordan said before Paige could move. She dropped to a crouch, and as she did, her towel slipped an inch lower. Paige caught a flash of deep cleavage. She looked away too late, pulse roaring in her ears.

      Jordan retrieved the spoon, but she didn’t stand up right away. Instead, she looked up from her crouch, eyes slowly scanning Paige’s legs, bare beneath her sleep shorts.

      “I love these on you,” Jordan said, voice low. “They ride up just enough.”

      Paige’s breath caught. Why was Jordan so forward? She had no right to be. And yet…Paige wanted more.

      Jordan stood, brushing against her as she rose. Her shoulder grazed Paige’s chest—light pressure, but unmistakable. She didn’t move away. Not immediately.

      Paige’s heart thundered. “Jordan…”

      “Yes?” Her voice was silk.

      “You’re really close.”

      “I know.” She grinned. “Roommate privileges, remember?”

      Paige took a shaky step back. “You’re not serious.”

      “About what?”

      “Flirting.”

      Jordan’s smile didn’t falter. “Who said I was flirting?”

      “You just—” Paige’s voice cracked, heat flooding her chest. “You keep saying things. Doing things.”

      Jordan took a slow sip of her coffee. “And how do those things make you feel?”

      The question hung in the air like smoke. Paige couldn’t look away from her lips—plush, flushed from heat, damp from coffee. She wondered what it would feel like if Jordan kissed her right now. If she pressed her up against the fridge, towel slipping to the floor, mouth hot and open and hungry.

      She squeezed her thighs together, heart thudding.

      “I should go shower,” Paige said, voice thin.

      “You do that.” Jordan stepped aside, letting her pass. “But try not to moan my name too loud. The walls are thin.”

      Paige froze. Did Jordan know that she’d listened?

      Jordan winked without missing a beat. Then turned back to her coffee, completely unbothered, completely in control.

      Paige shut the bathroom door behind her and locked it with trembling fingers.
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        * * *

      

      The lights were off. The room was quiet. Paige lay on her side with her eyes closed, breathing slow and even.

      She wasn’t asleep.

      She’d been pretending for the past twenty minutes, ever since Jordan had disappeared into the bathroom with her toothbrush and that damn silky robe she only wore when she wanted to drive Paige insane. The one that clung to her hips and threatened to slip off her shoulders at the slightest provocation. The one Paige had definitely never stolen glances at when Jordan bent over.

      She shouldn’t be thinking about it. About her. About the way her voice had dropped this morning, teasing and low. About the towel sliding down her skin and the way she said Paige’s name like she knew what it did to her.

      And God help her, Paige had moaned it.

      Not out loud. But in her head. Over and over.

      The door clicked softly. Paige’s body tensed, every nerve sharpening under the covers as Jordan padded back into the room. Bare feet on carpet. A faint rustle of fabric. Then nothing.

      She waited.

      She could feel her. Not moving. Just… watching.

      Paige’s pulse thudded in her throat. Every inch of her skin buzzed with awareness. She stayed perfectly still, not sure if she wanted Jordan to believe she was asleep—or desperately hoping she wouldn’t.

      The mattress dipped.

      Paige’s breath hitched.

      Jordan had sat on the edge of her bed. Not hers—Paige’s. Close enough that Paige could feel the warmth of her thigh through the blanket.

      Fingers brushed a stray lock of hair from Paige’s cheek. Gentle. Intimate. Like she’d done it before. Like she’d been waiting to.

      Paige stayed frozen, but her lips parted involuntarily. Her body wasn’t cooperating. Her thighs pressed together beneath the blanket, heat pooling low in her belly.

      “You heard me yesterday, didn’t you?”

      The whisper was so soft, Paige almost convinced herself she imagined it.

      But she hadn’t.

      She knew exactly what Jordan meant.

      Her heart thundered. She wanted to speak, to deny it or confess or do something, but her mouth wouldn’t move.

      Jordan didn’t seem to need an answer. Her fingers slid down from Paige’s temple to her jaw, the backs of her knuckles skimming the curve of her cheek. She trailed them lower, to the side of Paige’s throat—slow, delicate, tracing the spot where Paige’s pulse throbbed hardest.

      “I wasn’t imagining things,” Jordan whispered. “You’re so easy to read.”

      Paige’s breath trembled. She could feel goosebumps ripple across her skin.

      Jordan didn’t push further. She didn’t lean in or climb under the covers or take it where Paige wasn’t ready to go. Instead, she just stayed there, fingers resting lightly at Paige’s jaw, like she was memorizing the shape of her.

      “I think about you,” Jordan murmured. “More than I should.”

      And then she stood.

      Paige almost whimpered at the loss of contact.

      The air cooled as Jordan moved away, her bare feet whispering across the floor.

      Paige didn’t dare open her eyes until she heard the sheets rustle on the other side of the room, followed by a sigh and stillness.

      She stared into the dark, heart pounding, skin burning.

      Jordan knew. She knew Paige had listened, had reacted. And she wasn’t sorry. She wanted Paige to know. To feel it.

      Paige’s fingers curled into the hem of her shirt, tugging it up just enough to press her palm against her stomach. Her skin was warm, flushed. Her nipples peaked against the fabric of her top, tight and aching.

      She didn’t touch herself. But God, she wanted to.

      She wanted to remember the way Jordan’s voice had felt against her cheek. The brush of her fingers. The way she’d said I think about you like it was a confession and a promise all at once.

      Paige bit her lip and turned to face the wall, burying her heat in the pillow.

      She didn’t sleep for a long, long time.
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        * * *

      

      Paige couldn’t take it anymore.

      The air between them had been thick all morning—every glance, every brush of fingers too loud, too charged. She’d spilled half her coffee trying not to stare at Jordan’s mouth. Couldn’t answer a single email without thinking about the way Jordan had touched her the night before. The way she’d whispered, You heard me.

      She had.

      She hadn’t stopped hearing it since.

      Jordan was stretched out on her bed now, propped up on her elbows, phone in hand. Her shirt hung loosely on her chest, exposing a hint of cleavage. Her shorts exposed her smooth, bare thighs. She looked completely unbothered. Like she hadn’t set fire to Paige’s entire body with a few whispered words and the ghost of a touch.

      Paige paced once across the room, then back again, then finally stopped. Her voice wavered as she spoke.

      “I need to ask you something.”

      Jordan looked up, her eyes calm but alert. “Okay.”

      Paige’s fingers twisted in the hem of her hoodie. “Last night. Before bed.”

      Jordan didn’t answer right away. She just watched her. Quiet. Waiting.

      Paige swallowed hard. “I was awake.”

      Jordan’s lips curved, slow and warm. “I know.”

      “You sat on my bed.”

      “I did.”

      “You said… you think about me.”

      Jordan shifted, setting her phone aside and sitting up straighter. “That wasn’t exactly a secret, Paige.”

      Paige’s heart pounded. Her palms were damp. “And the day before… when I came home early…”

      Jordan tilted her head slightly, brows raised.

      “I did hear you.” Paige’s voice was barely more than a whisper. “In the bathroom.”

      That got her attention. Jordan’s eyes darkened, mouth parting just slightly.

      “I didn’t mean to,” Paige rushed. “I just… I heard it. And then you said my name, and I—”

      Jordan stood up slowly, the robe swaying around her legs, and took a few steps closer. She didn’t touch Paige. Not yet. Just stood close enough to fill the space with heat.

      “I wanted you to hear me.”

      Paige’s breath caught. “What?”

      Jordan’s gaze dropped to her mouth, then lifted again. “I wanted you to hear me. I knew you had come back early. I heard the door open.”

      Paige stared at her, stunned.

      “I don’t understand,” she said softly. “I’m not even… I’ve never…”

      “Never what?” Jordan asked gently.

      Paige flushed. “Been with a girl. Wanted one.”

      Jordan’s voice was steady, calm, like she knew exactly what she was doing. “That doesn’t matter if you want one now.”

      Paige’s mind reeled. Her body wanted to lean in. Her fingers itched to reach out, to touch Jordan’s skin and see if it was as warm as it looked. But her thoughts tangled: You’re not gay. Are you?

      “I'm confused,” she admitted. “I just—don't know what this is.”

      Jordan stepped in closer. Barely an inch between them now. Her voice was lower, softer. Her fingers brushed Paige’s arm. Light. Barely there. “Tell me to stop and I’ll stop.”

      Paige didn’t move.

      Jordan’s hand slid up her arm, slow and careful. Her eyes searched Paige’s face for any sign of hesitation.

      “Do you want me to stop?”

      Paige’s breath came shallow, chest rising and falling. Her whole body buzzed with nervous electricity.

      “No,” she whispered.

      Jordan leaned in.

      The kiss was soft. Barely a press of lips. Gentle. Testing. But it knocked the breath out of Paige’s lungs.

      Jordan tasted like coffee and something sweet, something warm and maddening. Her lips moved slowly, giving Paige time to adjust, to feel. Paige melted before she even meant to, lips parting slightly as Jordan kissed her again, deeper this time.

      Paige’s hands gripped the hem of her shirt, like anchoring herself to something solid. Her knees wobbled. Heat spiraled in her belly, low and delicious.

      Jordan’s hands stayed at her sides, not pushing, just there. Holding space. Letting Paige lean forward, letting her make the choice.

      When Paige did, tilting her head and kissing back with more pressure, she heard the quietest hum from Jordan’s throat—a sound of approval, of restraint.

      She could feel it. The hunger beneath the softness. Jordan was holding back, and Paige was grateful for it, because her own body already felt like it was slipping.

      They kissed again. And again.

      And then Jordan slowly pulled away.

      Her thumb traced Paige’s cheekbone. “You’re shaking.”

      “I know.” Paige looked at her. Really looked. At the girl who had undone her with a whisper. At the one who had been brave enough to want her out loud.

      “I don’t know about this,” Paige said softly. “I’m not a lesbian.”

      Jordan nodded. “Okay.”

      She leaned in and pressed a final kiss to Paige’s forehead, then stepped back.

      “I’ll be on my bed if you change your mind.” Jordan winked.

      Paige laughed, breathless. She couldn’t help it.

      Jordan smiled at her again, then turned away, leaving Paige standing in the middle of the room, skin still tingling, lips swollen, heart hammering.

      She didn’t know what this made her, if anything.

      But she knew this: she wanted more.
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        * * *

      

      Paige didn’t remember falling asleep.

      But she remembered the dream.

      She was in their dorm room—barely lit, everything hazy at the edges. Jordan stood in front of her, wearing nothing but that teasing, half-lidded look she always gave when she was about to say something bold. Her robe slipped down her shoulders and puddled at her feet like silk. Paige reached out, trembling, and Jordan stepped into her arms with a sigh.

      Hands slid under clothes until they no longer existed. Fingers on her hips. Mouth on her neck. Paige’s skin burned everywhere Jordan touched. They kissed like they’d done it a thousand times. Deep. Wet. Hungry. Jordan’s lips moved down her throat, between her breasts, lower still—and then—

      She woke with a gasp.

      The room was dark. Quiet. Except for the ragged sound of her own breath.

      Her sheets were twisted around her legs. Her tank top clung to her chest with sweat. Her panties were damp—soaked, really—and her whole body thrummed with arousal.

      She lay there for a moment, trying to will it away, to convince herself it was just a dream, just a leftover thought from the kiss they’d shared earlier. But her thighs shifted, and the friction only made it worse. Her body was already halfway gone.

      And this time… she didn’t want to stop it.

      Carefully, Paige slid out of bed, trying not to rustle the sheets too loudly. Jordan lay turned away, her bare shoulder rising and falling with soft, steady breaths. Paige watched her for a beat too long, then grabbed her phone and tiptoed into the bathroom, shutting the door with the quietest click she could manage.

      The overhead light felt too harsh, so she didn’t turn it on. The glow from her phone screen was enough.

      She leaned against the counter, bracing her hands on either side of the sink, heart pounding as she stared at her reflection.

      Her cheeks were flushed. Her lips still slightly parted. She looked like someone caught in the middle of something—like her own desire had finally broken free and was pulling her under.

      She let out a shaky breath and reached for the drawstring of her sleep shorts.

      They slid down easily. Her panties followed. She stepped out of them and kicked them aside, the tile cool against her bare feet.

      She paused. Just for a second. One last chance to back out.

      But she didn’t want to.

      Her fingers moved between her legs, tentative at first. She was soaked—more than she’d expected. The slick heat of her own arousal only made her pulse quicken. She let her hand linger there, exploring, learning her own body in this new light.

      And then she closed her eyes.

      She pictured Jordan again—not the real version curled under blankets across the room, but the one from her dream. Confident. Bare. Kneeling between her thighs with a wicked smile. Jordan’s mouth on her skin. Jordan’s voice whispering God, you’re gorgeous as her fingers slid inside.

      Paige bit her bottom lip, trying to keep quiet as she worked herself slowly, building rhythm with soft, careful strokes. Her hips began to move on their own, her breath quickening with every pass over that sweet, sensitive bundle of nerves.

      She had touched herself before. Of course she had.

      But never like this.

      Never with this kind of ache. This kind of heat. This kind of vivid, forbidden hunger.

      Her other hand slid under her tank top, cupping her breast, thumb grazing her nipple until it stiffened under her touch. She gasped and squeezed harder. Everything in her felt tight, swollen, desperate.

      Jordan. She was thinking about Jordan. Her hands. Her mouth. Her tongue.

      The pressure built fast—too fast—but she didn’t care. She wanted it. Needed it. Her whole body tensed, her legs shaking as the orgasm rolled up and over her like a wave, white-hot and overwhelming.

      Her mouth dropped open as she came.

      “Jordan…”

      The whisper slipped out before she could stop it. Barely audible. Just a breath.

      But the sound that followed wasn’t hers.

      The soft creak of the door.

      Paige’s eyes flew open.

      Jordan stood in the doorway, backlit by the faint hallway light. Her face was shadowed, unreadable—but her eyes… her eyes were locked on Paige’s bare thighs, her hand still between them.

      Paige froze. Shame and arousal collided in her chest, knocking the air from her lungs.

      Jordan didn’t speak. She didn’t look away.

      She stepped inside and shut the door behind her.

      “Paige.”

      Her voice was low. Careful. Not teasing this time.

      Paige opened her mouth, but no words came out.

      Jordan crossed the small space between them in two slow steps. She didn’t reach out. She didn’t touch. But she stood close enough for Paige to feel the heat radiating off her body.

      “I didn’t mean to—” Paige started, voice shaking. “I thought you were asleep.”

      Jordan’s gaze dropped again. “I was.”

      “Then why—?”

      “You said my name.” Jordan looked up, meeting her eyes. “So I came.”

      Paige swallowed hard. “I—God—I didn’t mean to say it.”

      “But you did.”

      Jordan reached out then, not to touch between her legs but to brush a finger along her jaw. A soft, gentle stroke.

      “Was it me you were thinking about?” she asked, even though they both already knew.

      Paige nodded.

      Jordan stepped closer, close enough that their bodies almost touched.

      “You don’t have to do anything you’re not ready for.”

      Paige looked at her, overwhelmed and still tingling, her body half-naked and exposed, her heart beating somewhere in her throat.

      “But if you are,” Jordan continued, brushing a thumb across Paige’s cheek, “I’d really like to kiss you right now.”

      Paige didn’t hesitate.

      She reached up and pulled Jordan’s mouth to hers.

      And this time, it wasn’t soft.

      Jordan kissed her like it wasn’t the first time.

      Like she already knew Paige’s taste. Her rhythm. Her need.

      Their mouths moved together in the dim bathroom, breath hot, fingers curled into each other’s clothes. Paige's body still tingled from her orgasm, but the hunger that lingered now was different—no longer solitary, no longer shameful. It was mutual. Open. Craving.

      Jordan’s hands slid down Paige’s sides, warm and steady, tugging gently at her tank top. She paused only long enough to whisper, “Okay?”

      Paige nodded. “Yeah,” she breathed, heart pounding. “Yes.”

      The fabric lifted over her head, and Paige shivered as cool air kissed her bare chest. She wasn’t used to being undressed like this—slowly, reverently—as if she were something precious. Jordan didn’t grope. She unwrapped. Her palms glided over Paige’s skin, mapping her ribcage, brushing the undersides of her breasts before cupping them gently.

      “You’re beautiful,” she murmured, like it was just a fact.

      Paige felt exposed in every way, but not self-conscious. Not with Jordan looking at her like that. Like she wanted her. Not in a hungry, careless way, but in a way that made Paige feel like she was about to be worshipped.

      Jordan leaned down and kissed the curve of one breast, then the other. Soft lips. Slow tongue. Paige’s knees weakened, and Jordan caught her just in time.

      “Come with me,” she whispered, wrapping her fingers around Paige’s hand and leading her out of the bathroom and into the bedroom they shared.

      The room was dark, lit only by the soft glow of Paige’s forgotten phone screen and the faint shimmer of moonlight filtering through the blinds. It felt intimate. Secret. Safe.

      Jordan pulled back the covers and guided Paige down onto her bed—not with force, but with a sort of quiet certainty, like she’d been dreaming of this moment as long as Paige had.

      Paige settled back on the sheets, breath shaky, nipples tight with anticipation as Jordan knelt between her thighs. She peeled Jordan’s sleep shirt over her head baring the curves Paige had only glimpsed before. Smooth skin. Slender waist. A flash of muscle as Jordan leaned forward and kissed her again, deep and slow as they removed Jordan’s sleep shorts and panties together.

      Their bodies pressed together—warm skin against warm skin—and Paige moaned into her mouth as Jordan’s thigh slotted between hers.

      Everything felt electric. The pressure, the friction, the teasing drag of Jordan’s breasts against her own. Paige couldn’t stop touching her—her back, her hips, the nape of her neck. She wanted to memorize every inch.

      Jordan’s kisses trailed lower, down Paige’s throat, across her collarbone, over her chest. Her tongue circled one nipple, then the other, until Paige was squirming under her, fingers tangled in Jordan’s hair.

      “Is this okay?” Jordan asked again, her voice low and husky.

      “Yes,” Paige gasped. “Please…”

      Jordan smiled, pressing one last kiss to her belly before sliding lower, nuzzling between Paige’s thighs. She kissed the insides slowly, teasing her way inward until Paige was writhing, every nerve drawn tight with anticipation.

      And then Jordan’s tongue touched her.

      Paige cried out—sharp and breathless. Nothing had ever felt like this. Nothing had ever been like this.

      Jordan licked her slowly, deliberately, taking her time. She wasn’t rushing toward release. She was savoring. Paige’s hips bucked, and Jordan only groaned in approval, locking her arms around Paige’s thighs and pulling her closer.

      Paige didn’t know if she was moaning or begging or babbling nonsense. Her body moved on instinct, chasing every flick of tongue, every warm breath. She was already close—too close—but Jordan didn’t stop.

      She circled her clit with slow, steady strokes, then sucked gently, and Paige shattered. Her back arched off the bed, a loud cry escaping her lips as the orgasm crashed over her—hot and wild and overwhelming.

      She came hard, thighs trembling, Jordan’s name caught in her throat.

      And when she finally collapsed, panting and dazed, Jordan kissed the inside of her thigh, then crawled up to lay beside her.

      Paige turned toward her, lips already seeking another kiss.

      Jordan kissed her softly this time, her mouth warm and slick with Paige’s arousal. Paige tasted herself and moaned, wrapping her arms around Jordan’s neck.

      “I’ve never felt anything like that,” she whispered, still breathless.

      Jordan smiled. “That’s the idea.”

      Paige kissed her again, then pushed gently at Jordan’s shoulder, flipping her onto her back.

      “My turn.”

      Jordan’s brows lifted, amused. “You sure?”

      Paige nodded. “Positive.”

      She moved slowly, hesitantly at first—her hands unsure, her mouth unfamiliar with the territory. But Jordan guided her. A sigh here. A gasp there. A quiet, “Just like that, baby…” that made Paige’s stomach twist with heat.

      She kissed Jordan’s neck, her collarbone, down to her breasts. Her tongue circled each nipple, copying what Jordan had done to her, then sucked lightly until Jordan’s moans deepened.

      Paige grew bolder with each sound, each twitch of Jordan’s hips.

      She slid lower, tasting the salt of Jordan’s skin, until she reached the soft, slick heat between her legs. Jordan spread them without hesitation, lifting her hips slightly.

      Paige stared for a second—awed, fascinated.

      Then she leaned in and licked.

      Jordan’s gasp made her flush with pride.

      She explored gently, paying attention to every reaction—what made Jordan buck, what made her gasp, what made her fist the sheets and moan Paige in a voice so wrecked it didn’t sound like her anymore.

      Paige slid her tongue over her again, a little harder this time, circling her clit just the way she’d been touched. When she slipped a finger inside—hesitant, careful—Jordan let out a sharp cry.

      “Yes. God, yes.”

      Paige found a rhythm, guided by sound and instinct, learning what made her roommate come undone.

      It didn’t take long.

      Jordan’s thighs tensed. Her back arched. Her fingers clutched Paige’s hair.

      And then she came with a low, guttural moan, legs trembling around Paige’s shoulders.

      When it was over, Paige kissed her way back up Jordan’s body and curled into her side, both of them sweaty, flushed, and breathless.

      Jordan laughed softly, brushing hair from Paige’s face.

      “Well,” she said, still catching her breath. “That was one hell of a roommate privilege.”

      Paige smiled, still high on sensation. “You’re not gonna write me up for that, are you?”

      Jordan turned and kissed her, slow and lingering. “No violations here. You’ve officially earned your badge.”

      They lay there tangled together, skin against skin, hearts still racing but slowing together in time.
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        * * *

      

      The sun was barely up, casting gold across the floor in slanted lines. The room smelled faintly of sex and coffee—an intoxicating blend that made Paige’s entire body feel heavy and deliciously used.

      She padded barefoot to the kitchenette in nothing but her underwear and one of Jordan’s oversized shirts, the hem brushing her thighs. Her skin still tingled from the night before. Every movement reminded her of the places Jordan had touched, kissed, licked—parts of her that still throbbed when she thought too hard.

      Jordan sat cross-legged on her bed, hair messy, freckles glowing in the morning light. She was wearing a pair of black boyshorts and a smug, sleepy smile that Paige couldn’t stop staring at.

      “I made the weak coffee,” Paige said, handing over a chipped mug.

      Jordan took it, letting their fingers brush. “You really are the domestic one.”

      Paige rolled her eyes and sat on the edge of Jordan’s bed with her own mug. She felt different. Looser somehow. Like something inside her had finally settled.

      They drank in silence for a few minutes, the kind that didn’t feel awkward. Jordan stretched out beside her, foot nudging Paige’s knee. She traced a lazy finger along the hem of Paige’s borrowed shirt.

      “So…” Paige said, after a long sip. “What now?”

      Jordan’s lips curved, eyes glinting with mischief. “Now?” She leaned in close, voice dropping. “Now we test out more of those roommate privileges.”

      Paige laughed, but it came out breathy. “Think I already earned a few badges last night.”

      “You earned honors,” Jordan whispered, brushing her mouth along Paige’s jaw. “But I’ve got plenty more to teach you.”

      Paige turned to kiss her. Just a soft press of lips. Familiar now. Addictive. Jordan cocked her head. “So I guess you’re not so straight anymore, are you?”

      Paige shrugged, eyes sparkling. “Not sure what I am. But I know I want you.”

      Jordan’s smirk softened into something quieter. Sweeter. “Then that’s all that matters.”

      Paige took another sip of coffee, her legs tangled with Jordan’s, heart full, body humming.

      Whatever this was… she knew she wasn’t going back.
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