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The bus hissed to a stop and Zoe was already halfway down the aisle, practically bouncing with excitement. I grabbed my backpack and followed, trying not to trip over someone’s rogue yoga mat. Adults-only summer camp sounded cute in theory, but judging by the overpacked luggage and desperate need for cell service, most of us were already one bug bite away from a meltdown.

Still, I was grinning. And not just because I was about to spend a weekend doing friendship bracelets and kayaking like I was thirteen again. No, I was grinning because Zoe was here.

She turned around at the bottom of the steps, sunlight catching in her hair, and flashed me the exact same smile she used to give me when we’d sneak extra dessert from the camp kitchen. My stomach flipped, which was exactly the kind of thing I had trained myself not to react to. I told myself it was nostalgia. Or maybe excitement. Or possibly the effects of the mystery trail mix I stress-ate on the ride up.

Definitely not the fact that I’ve been in love with her since we were young.

Okay…“in love” might be a stretch. Back then I didn’t know what the hell I was feeling. I just knew I wanted to be near her all the time. I knew the way she chewed on her pencil when she was thinking was weirdly adorable. I knew I hated every guy she dated in high school with a little too much intensity for someone who was allegedly “just a friend.”

It took me until my mid-twenties to realize I wasn’t straight. And it took about three seconds after that to understand what those old feelings were really about. It was always her.

And then she married Brandon.

The world’s most boring man with the world’s most intense opinions about lawn care. Watching her disappear into that marriage was like watching someone take a bright, beautiful painting and cover it with beige. We drifted. Or more accurately, she stopped texting back, and I stopped trying. For a while, it just hurt too much.

Then one night, out of nowhere, she called. I still remember the moment. I was sitting on my couch in sweatpants, eating pad Thai and watching reruns of some show I didn’t even like. She said, “Hey, I left him,” and just like that, it was like someone cracked a window open in a room I didn’t realize had gone stale.

A month later, I got the email: Camp Cedar Pines was reopening for a special adults-only weekend. Bonfires. Tie-dye. Canoes. Actual booze this time. I sent it to her without thinking.

She said yes within five minutes.

And now we were here. Zoe was next to me, looking around the campgrounds with wide, excited eyes, and I was doing my best not to stare at her like a lovesick idiot.

“This is unreal,” she said, turning in a slow circle. “Everything looks the same. Like, weirdly the same. Is that the same climbing wall or am I hallucinating?”

“No, that’s the same one,” I said. “Pretty sure I still have a scar from that thing.”

She laughed, and I felt it like a spark down my spine. Not in a dramatic movie moment way. Just in the deeply inconvenient way I’ve gotten used to when it comes to Zoe.

We made our way toward the cabins, the gravel crunching under our sneakers, the lake glittering in the distance. People were unpacking, chattering, already making plans for tubing or trivia or whatever awkward icebreaker hell awaited us at orientation.

“I’m so glad you asked me to come,” Zoe said, nudging me with her shoulder. “I really needed this.”

I smiled, heart doing a small, traitorous dance. “Me too.”

And I meant it. Even if it was a little complicated. Even if I still had feelings I didn’t quite know what to do with. For now, I was just happy to have her back in my life.

Whatever else happened this weekend, I’d figure it out.

Hopefully without making a total idiot of myself in the process.
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We tossed our bags on one of the bunk beds in Cabin 6, along with two other women who were already setting up their bunks like we were preparing for war instead of a weekend retreat. Zoe picked the bunk below mine with a mischievous grin, muttering something about “old habits.”

Her tank top rode up as she leaned over to unpack, flashing a peek of skin that I tried very hard not to notice. I’m great at compartmentalizing. Also, I’m a liar.

We spent the day hopping from activity to activity like it was a summer camp sampler platter. Archery was a disaster, mostly because Zoe kept whispering wildly inappropriate commentary in my ear every time I tried to line up a shot. Turns out, “Draw it back like you mean it” is way more distracting when your best friend says it in her fake sultry voice.

At tie-dye, I managed to stain my hands purple, and Zoe insisted on calling me “The Grape Bandit” for the rest of the afternoon. I retaliated by sneaking a spoonful of blue dye into her shirt swirl when she wasn’t looking. It came out terrible, but she claimed she was going to wear it with pride anyway. I threatened to make her a friendship bracelet that said ‘Dye Hard.’ Honestly, we were unstoppable.

Lunch was in the mess hall, which still smelled like peanut butter and campfire dreams. We sat in the back, giggling like we were thirteen again, joking about how many people were clearly already trying to hook up. There were a lot of sunburned thirty-somethings with tequila seltzers and hopeful eyes. Adult summer camp was basically Tinder on a lake.

“Okay, real talk,” Zoe said between bites of mac and cheese. “Would you ever hook up with someone here?”

I nearly choked on my lemonade.

“I mean… probably not,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Too many logistics. Tiny beds. No privacy. Plus I don’t need some lifestyle coach named Amber pitching me her crystal subscription box while I’m trying to get frisky.”

She snorted. “Fair. I was just thinking, this place feels kind of magical. Like, the energy is weird. Everyone’s a little drunk on nostalgia.”

I nodded, but my mind was somewhere else. Or more accurately, on someone else. Sitting across from me with freckles on her shoulders and a smudge of chocolate on her lip from the brownie we split. I didn’t mention it. I was too busy staring and pretending I wasn’t staring.

“So,” Zoe said, leaning forward with her elbows on the sticky cafeteria table, “this whole day has been kinda perfect, right?”

I nodded. “Suspiciously so. I keep waiting for someone to break a bone during canoeing or start a dramatic crying fit at Capture the Flag.”

“Oh my god,” she laughed. “Do you remember that time Julie Meyer sprained her ankle and then made everyone sign her Ace bandage like it was a cast?”

“Still iconic,” I said. “Honestly, I aspire to that level of chaotic attention-seeking.”

She grinned at me, soft and amused. “You haven’t changed.”

I tilted my head. “I mean, I’d like to think I’ve evolved. I moisturize now. I know how to parallel park.”

“I mean your energy. You’re still… you. Sharp and funny and kind of unstoppable once you get going.”

That hit me in the chest a little harder than I expected. Maybe it was just nostalgia talking. Or maybe it was the wine we smuggled into our reusable water bottles. Either way, I smiled and picked at a loose thread on the tablecloth like it owed me something.

“You’re different,” I said after a beat. “But in a good way. Calmer. Like you know yourself better.”

Zoe looked down for a second, then back up. “I think I do. I mean, I’m still figuring it out. But getting divorced definitely ripped off some blinders.”

She said it lightly, but her eyes stayed on mine.

“I’m glad you’re out of it,” I said. “Even if it took way too long.”

She let out a slow breath. “I used to think you’d given up on me, you know? After I got married. You stopped texting as much. Eventually I just… stopped expecting to hear from you.”

That one stung, mostly because it was true.

“I didn’t give up,” I said quietly. “I just didn’t know how to be around you when you weren’t really… you anymore. You seemed so far away. And I didn’t want to be the bitter single friend throwing shade at your husband every time we talked.”

Zoe’s smile faded into something softer, more serious. “I wish you had. Maybe it would’ve snapped me out of it sooner.”

We sat in the glow of string lights and bad cafeteria fluorescents, our paper plates pushed aside, the rest of the room buzzing around us like background noise.

She reached across the table, fingers brushing mine. Just a moment. Maybe even accidental.

“I really missed you, Ava.”

My throat tightened, but I pushed out a smile.

“I missed you, too.”

It felt like a moment. It had the shape of one. But I’d been here before, especially with her—wrapped up in the warmth of her attention, reading into things I probably shouldn’t.

So I filed it away in the “don’t get weird about this” folder in my brain and told myself to chill. She was probably just being sweet.

That was always the problem with Zoe. She was sweet in a way that made me feel like maybe, just maybe, she saw me the way I saw her.

But then she’d flash that easy smile and say something totally normal, and I’d remember that I was probably just dreaming it all up again.
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Later that night, the whole camp turned out for the bonfire. We followed the string lights down a winding trail until they gave way to a clearing by the lake, the fire already roaring in the center like someone had sacrificed a whole redwood tree for the cause. People were scattered on benches and logs, some cross-legged in the grass, drinks in hand, faces glowing orange and gold in the firelight.

Zoe and I snagged a log near the edge of the circle, a little secluded, a little perfect. She tucked her knees up under a blanket, handed me a marshmallow on a stick like it was a peace offering, and leaned her shoulder into mine without really thinking about it.

I did think about it. I thought about it a lot.

We roasted marshmallows and tried not to burn them, which, let’s be honest, is half the fun. Someone a few logs over was playing acoustic guitar, and even though it was cliché as hell, it worked. 

Eventually, the fire started to fade. A few of the staffers tossed on some more wood, but someone shouted that the pile was running low. A call went out: any able-bodied volunteers to help restock the supply from the woodshed?

“I’ll go,” I said, brushing graham cracker crumbs off my jeans. I could hear past-Ava screaming at me to sit down and enjoy the moment, but present-Ava was hopped up on nostalgia, sugar, and possibly the way Zoe had been looking at me all evening.

“I’ll come too,” Zoe offered, already halfway up.

“You’re cozy,” I said, nodding at her blanket cocoon. “I’ve got this. I’ll be back in five.”

She hesitated, then gave me this little smirk. “Alright, lumberjack. Don’t strain anything.”

I flashed her a wink over my shoulder, which I immediately regretted, because who did I think I was?

The woodshed wasn’t far, tucked behind the mess hall. I found the ax leaning against the stump where they split kindling and took off my flannel, draping it over the railing. The night air kissed my skin, warm from the fire, and I rolled my shoulders once before lining up my first swing.

What I didn’t know was that Zoe had followed me.

I didn’t hear her at first. I was too focused on splitting the log clean and not accidentally hacking my own foot off. But after the third swing, I caught movement out of the corner of my eye and turned.

She was leaning against the doorway of the woodshed, arms crossed, blanket still wrapped around her shoulders like a cape, but her eyes were locked on me in a way that sent a jolt straight down my spine.

“You okay?” I asked, trying to sound normal.

“Yeah,” she said, voice low. “Just… didn’t want you wandering off alone in the dark.”

There was a pause. A long one. Her gaze dropped to my arms, then back to my face.

“Didn’t know you were so… strong.”

Okay. That wasn’t nothing.

I barked out a laugh, unsure what to do with the heat crawling up my neck. “It’s not that hard. The wood’s pretty soft.”

“Mmhmm,” she said, but she didn’t look away. “Still. You make it look good.”

I stared at her. She stared right back.

I told myself it was the firelight playing tricks. That she was just teasing me the way she always had. That she didn’t mean anything by it.

And yet.

I turned back to the stump, heart thudding just a little faster, and split another piece of wood clean in two. Behind me, I could feel her eyes still on me.

She didn’t say a word.

But I swear, the air between us crackled hotter than the fire.

I kept my grip on the axe steady and tried not to look flustered. Which, naturally, made me more flustered. Because Zoe was still standing there, arms crossed under that blanket, watching me like I was the headlining act at some niche lumberjack strip show.

I split another log. Clean. Efficient. Like I wasn’t sweating under the tank top that now felt way too fitted.

“You always this good with your hands?” Zoe asked, her voice light but low.

I paused, the axe still in my grip. Did she just—?

I looked over my shoulder at her. “You’re definitely drunk.”

She smiled. Not the polite kind. The slow, dangerous kind, like she knew exactly what she was doing. “I’ve had one beer.”

“Maybe it was a strong beer.”

She shook her head. “Nope. I’m perfectly clear-headed.”

I gave her a look. “Then what’s with all the staring?”

“I’m not staring,” she said, obviously lying. “I’m admiring. There’s a difference.”

“Oh my god,” I muttered, turning back to the woodpile before I forgot how to speak in full sentences.

This had to be a joke. Or a dare. Or some weird nostalgia-fueled moment she’d laugh off later when we were both brushing our teeth at the sinks in the communal bathroom.

Except when I glanced at her again, her expression hadn’t changed. She was still watching me, face soft but eyes locked in.

She stepped closer, letting the blanket slide off her shoulders and fall into the grass. “I think I just… know what I want now.”

The log I was about to split slipped from my hand and hit the ground with a thud. I stared at it for a second, then looked up at her.

“Zoe,” I said carefully, “are you sure you’re not just… caught up in the vibe? The firelight? The smell of sap and cheap beer?”

She smiled again, but this one was quieter. Sadder, maybe. “I’ve spent the last five years doing what I thought I was supposed to do. I don’t want to do that anymore.”

My pulse throbbed in my neck. I didn’t move. I wasn’t sure I could. The axe was still in my hand, which felt metaphorical and deeply unsexy.

She took one more step, close enough now that I could see the freckle on her collarbone. “And I think I’ve always known… there was something more here.”

I didn’t breathe. Or blink. Or trust myself to say anything at all. Because her voice was too sincere. Too clear.

But even then, some stubborn part of me refused to believe this was real.

So I did what I always do. I cracked a smile and picked up another log. “You’re gonna say all that and then make me keep chopping wood?”

She grinned. “Well, yeah. I’m not helping. I’m just here to enjoy the view.”

God help me, I think I blushed.

And I think she noticed.
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I stacked the last log onto the firewood pile, feeling like my pulse was trying to crack through my ribs. Zoe had wandered back to the fire ahead of me, probably assuming I’d follow. I stood there a second longer, watching the flames dance, pretending I hadn’t just had a full-body emotional collapse by the chopping block.

Then I cleared my throat, way too loud, and mumbled, “I think I’m gonna turn in for the night.”

Zoe blinked, surprised. “Already?”

“Yeah. Kinda tired.” I forced a smile. “You should stay, though. It’s nice out. Enjoy the fire.”

She tilted her head at me, reading me the way she always could. “You sure?”

“Totally. I’ll probably be asleep before you even get back.” I was already backing away like the world’s most awkward ghost.

She opened her mouth to say something, but I turned on my heel and made my grand, cowardly escape toward the cabins.

The walk back felt longer than it should have. I shoved my hands deep into my pockets and stared at the gravel path, trying not to feel like I’d just sprinted away from something I’d wanted since I was sixteen. Because maybe I had.

I pushed into the cabin, the wooden door creaking behind me. The place was empty, quiet, lit only by a string of fairy lights someone had strung along the rafters. I sat on the edge of the bottom bunk and let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding.

And then the door creaked again.

I looked up.

Zoe stepped in, closing it behind her. She didn’t say anything right away. Just stood there, her arms crossed, eyes locked on me.

“What are you doing?” I asked, trying to sound casual. It came out small.

She took a step forward. “What’s going on with you?”

“Nothing.”

“Ava.”

I rubbed a hand over my face. “You can’t do that. You can’t flirt with me like that. Not if you don’t mean it.”

“I meant it.”

I shook my head. “No, you don’t. You’re just out of a breakup, you’re free for the first time in years, you’re feeling—whatever. Free-spirited. Experimental. And I’m the safe option. I’m the nostalgic option. I’m your childhood best friend who’s always been here.”

Her eyes softened. “Exactly.”

I laughed bitterly. “So now you want to see what it’s like to kiss the girl who used to braid your hair and sneak candy into your sleeping bag? Just for fun?”

She crossed the room in two strides. “I’m not toying with you, Ava.”

I looked up at her. She was so close now, I could see the tiny line at the corner of her lip where her lipstick had worn off.

“I’ve had a crush on you since we were fifteen,” I said, because apparently my mouth had lost its filter entirely. “I didn’t even know it was a crush at the time, but now I do, and it’s been there ever since. So if this is just some kind of… summer camp moment for you, please just…don’t. I won’t bounce back from it.”

Zoe didn’t say anything. She just leaned in and kissed me.

Soft at first. Hesitant. But then I kissed her back, and everything inside me snapped loose. My fingers threaded into her hair. Her hands were on my waist, pulling me up from the bed until we were pressed together.

She kissed like she’d been waiting too. Like this hadn’t come out of nowhere for her either.

I felt the wood of the bunk press into the backs of my thighs as she nudged me against it, our mouths still tangled, breathing shallow. Her fingers slipped under the hem of my tank top and traced along my hip.

Somewhere in the back of my head, I registered the fact that the cabin was still technically communal, but right now, it felt like the entire camp had fallen away. Just me and her. Finally.

Her forehead rested against mine, breathless. “Still think I’m toying with you?”

I shook my head. “God, I hope not.”

“Good,” she whispered, and kissed me again.
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Her lips were impossibly soft against mine, and I couldn’t help but pull her closer, one hand sliding up her back. Every nerve ending felt electric, hyper-aware of each point where our bodies touched. She tasted like marshmallows and something deeper, something I’d been craving for longer than I could admit.

A sudden crunch of gravel outside the cabin door made us freeze.

“Shit,” Zoe whispered against my mouth, eyes wide. “Someone’s coming.”

My heart lurched into my throat. We both looked around frantically, like two teenagers about to get caught by a camp counselor. The doorknob rattled.

“Up,” I hissed, grabbing her hand. “Go up!”

We scrambled toward the ladder, Zoe climbing first while I practically pushed her from behind. She stifled a giggle as we tumbled onto the top bunk, pressing ourselves flat against the thin mattress. I yanked the blanket over us just as the cabin door swung open.

We lay perfectly still, her body half beneath mine, both of us holding our breath. Footsteps moved across the wooden floor, followed by rustling and the sound of a zipper. One of our cabinmates, probably just grabbing something from her bag.

Zoe’s eyes met mine in the dim light, a spark of mischief dancing there. She bit her lip to keep from laughing, and I had to press my face into the pillow. My heart was pounding so hard I was certain whoever was below could hear it.

The footsteps retreated. The door closed. We waited another thirty seconds, just to be sure.

“Oh my god,” Zoe whispered finally, her body shaking with silent laughter. “I haven’t hidden from a camp counselor in fifteen years.”

“Wasn’t a counselor,” I murmured, propping myself up on one elbow to look down at her. “Just Vanessa getting her phone charger.”

The moonlight streaming through the small cabin window cast a silver glow across Zoe’s face, illuminating her features in a way that made my breath catch. She was lying there, hair splayed across my pillow, looking up at me with something raw and undeniable in her eyes. I’d seen Zoe happy, sad, furious, and everything in between over the years, but I’d never seen her look at me quite like this—like she was starving and I was the only thing that could satisfy her.

I traced my fingertips along her waist, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of her shirt. My heart hammered against my ribs as reality crashed over me.

“Are we really going to do this?” I whispered, my voice barely audible even in the quiet cabin. “Because if we start, I don’t think I can—”

She didn’t let me finish. Her hand slid around the back of my neck, pulling me down until our lips met again, this time with a certainty that hadn’t been there before. This wasn’t tentative or questioning, this was an answer.

When we finally broke apart, she smiled up at me, her fingers playing with the hair at the nape of my neck. “I’ve thought about this more than you know,” she murmured. “Way before Brandon. Way before everything went sideways.”

“Why didn’t you ever say anything?” I asked, trailing my fingers along her collarbone.

“Same reason you didn’t, probably.” She shrugged, but her eyes never left mine. “Fear. Confusion. The whole ‘what if I’m reading this wrong’ spiral.”

I laughed softly. “God, we wasted so much time.”

“Maybe,” she said, her hand sliding under my shirt to rest against my bare back. “Or maybe we needed to become who we are now first.”

The old bunk bed creaked beneath us as I shifted closer. “And who are we now?”

“I don’t know about you,” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear, “but I’m someone who knows exactly what she wants.”

Her words sent electricity down my spine. The thin mattress beneath us, the sounds of distant laughter from the campfire, the rustling of trees outside; all of it faded away as her hands found their way under my shirt and across my skin.

“Someone could come back,” I murmured, even as I was helping her pull my tank top over my head.

“Then we better be quick,” she grinned, reaching for the button of my jeans.

In that moment, I didn’t care who walked in. Fifteen years of wanting, of wondering, of trying to convince myself I was imagining things—it all culminated in the way her fingers traced patterns on my skin, the way her breath hitched when I kissed her neck, the way she whispered my name like she’d been saving it for just this moment.

My fingers trembled as I reached for the hem of her shirt, suddenly clumsy with urgency. I pulled it over her head, my breath catching at the sight of her skin glowing in the moonlight. She lifted her hips as I tugged at her shorts, both of us working in breathless synchronicity to peel away layers until there was nothing left between us.

I paused, hovering above her, taking in every curve and shadow. We’d changed in front of each other countless times over the years in cramped camp bathrooms, shared hotel rooms, behind towels at the beach, but this was entirely different. Her body was both familiar and brand new, like a favorite song suddenly heard in perfect clarity for the first time.

“You’re staring,” Zoe whispered, a flush spreading across her chest.

“So are you,” I replied, noticing how her eyes traveled over me.

She reached up, tracing her fingertips along my collarbone. “It’s different now.”

“Everything’s different,” I agreed, lowering myself until our bodies pressed together beneath the thin blanket.

The sensation of her skin against mine sent a shiver through me that had nothing to do with the night air slipping through the cabin windows. Her legs tangled with mine, and I could feel her heartbeat against my chest, racing just as fast as my own.

Her hands slid down my back, pulling me closer. The old bunk bed creaked beneath us as I shifted, my lips finding the sensitive spot just below her ear that made her gasp. Every sound she made, every subtle movement drove me further into a dizzying need I’d spent years trying to ignore.

“Ava,” she breathed, her fingers digging into my shoulders. “Please.”

Outside, voices drifted closer to the cabin, other campers returning from the bonfire. But the approaching footsteps only added urgency to our movements, my hand slipping between us, finding her warm and ready. Her back arched as I touched her, a soft moan escaping her lips that I quickly silenced with a kiss.

“Shh,” I whispered against her mouth, smiling. “Unless you want the whole camp to know what we’re doing.”

Her laugh turned into another gasp as my hand moved more deliberately. “Maybe I don’t care,” she said, though she bit her lip to keep quiet.

The realization struck me suddenly as my fingers traced along her inner thigh. I paused, looking down at her flushed face.

“Have you ever been with a woman before?” I asked softly, my voice barely audible over the distant sounds of the campfire.

She hesitated, then shook her head. “No,” she whispered, her eyes never leaving mine. “You’re the first.”

Something primal stirred in me at her words. Usually, inexperience made me wary; too much guidance needed, too many uncertain touches. But with Zoe, the thought of being her first sent heat rushing through my veins, a possessive thrill I hadn’t anticipated.

“Is that okay?” she asked, suddenly looking vulnerable beneath me.

I leaned down to kiss her, slow and deep. “More than okay,” I murmured against her lips. “I like the idea of showing you everything.”

Her breath hitched. “I’m a quick learner.”

“I remember,” I smiled, thinking of how she’d mastered every camp skill faster than anyone else. “But this isn’t a race. We have all night.”

I took my time then, guiding her hand down to where I wanted it, showing her how to rub my clit with gentle pressure. The slight awkwardness of her initial movements only intensified my arousal; each hesitant touch a reminder that I was charting new territory for her, creating a map she’d never followed before.

“Like this?” she asked, watching my face intently as her fingers moved.

“Yes,” I breathed, struggling to keep my voice down. “Just like that.”

Her confidence grew with each response from my body, her movements becoming more assured. When I slipped my hand between her legs again, she gasped, clutching at my shoulder.

“Oh, God,” she moan breathlessly as my fingers deftly found her throbbing clit.

Her words dissolved into a muffled moan as I moved my fingers in a slow, deliberate rhythm. I watched her face in the moonlight, memorizing every expression as she experienced these sensations for the first time.

“Keep your eyes on me,” I whispered, wanting to witness every moment of her discovery.

She nodded, her gaze locked with mine even as her breathing grew ragged. There was something incredibly intimate about it, more than the physical act itself: this silent communication as I led her toward something new.

The ancient bunk bed creaked beneath us, but neither of us cared anymore about who might hear.

I shifted my weight, finding a position where we could touch each other simultaneously, my thigh pressing against hers as we faced one another on the narrow mattress. My fingers found her clit again, this time with deliberate gentleness. She followed my lead, her touch mirroring mine with a tenderness that made my breath halt.

We moved without urgency now, all our earlier desperation transformed into something more reverent. The pads of my fingers circled her most sensitive spot with feather-light pressure, feeling her slickness, learning what made her respond. Her fingers echoed my movements, finding a matching rhythm that had me fighting to keep my eyes open.

“Is this good?” she whispered, her gaze never leaving mine.

I nodded, unable to form words as pleasure built slowly, deliberately between us. The connection between our eyes felt as intimate as our touching—like we were witnessing something being born between us, fragile and precious.

We rocked together, the smallest movements amplifying each sensation. The world narrowed to just this. Her fingers, my fingers, our synchronized breathing, and the silent conversation happening in our unwavering gaze. Each tiny adjustment of pressure was answered with a soft gasp or subtle arch.

“I never knew it could be like this,” Zoe breathed, her hips rising slightly to meet my touch.

I understood exactly what she meant. Sex had always been good for me, but this was different. This careful exploration, this silent dialogue of pleasure given and received. There was no performance here, no rush toward a finish line. Just discovery, moment by exquisite moment.

“Look at me,” I whispered when her eyelids fluttered. “Stay with me.”

Her eyes locked back on mine, pupils dilated in the dim light. A small smile played at her lips as she increased her pressure slightly, watching my reaction with fascination.

“Like this?” she asked, circling my clit with newfound confidence.

“Yes,” I gasped, struggling to maintain my own rhythm as pleasure began building more insistently. “Just like that.”

Our movements remained unhurried, but the intensity built steadily, like waves gathering strength before breaking. I could feel her thighs beginning to tremble against mine, her breathing growing more ragged.

“Ava,” she whispered, her voice catching. “I think I’m—”

“I know,” I murmured, keeping my touch steady, watching her face with wonder. “Me too. Just stay with me.”

The ancient springs of the bunk bed creaked softly beneath us as our hips moved in gentle counterpoint to our hands. Someone laughed outside the cabin window, a distant reminder of the world beyond this perfect cocoon we’d created.

Her free hand gripped my shoulder as her body tensed. I felt my own release building in perfect tandem, as if our bodies had synchronized completely.

“Wait,” I breathed, slowing my movements to an almost imperceptible rhythm, my fingertips just barely grazing her most sensitive spot. “Not yet.”

Zoe’s eyes widened in understanding, and she matched my restraint, her own touch becoming deliberate and feather-light. The change was exquisite torture; enough to keep us suspended in that perfect space between building and release, but not enough to push us over.

I watched her face transform in the moonlight. Lips parted, eyes half-lidded but still locked on mine, a flush spreading across her cheeks. Her expression was frozen in a perfect tableau of almost-ecstasy, caught in that exquisite moment of suspension where pleasure builds but doesn’t crest. I memorized every detail—the slight furrow between her brows, the way her lower lip trembled, how her chest rose and fell with shallow breaths.

My own body screamed for release, but I fought against it, determined to live in this perfect moment as long as possible. The pleasure hovered at an almost unbearable intensity, threatening to overtake me with each tiny movement of her fingers. I bit my lip hard, focusing on maintaining the delicate pressure of my touch on her.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, her voice cracking with need. “But don’t—”

“I know,” I assured her, understanding exactly what she meant. The edge was where the magic lived. That razor-thin line between anticipation and fulfillment.

Time seemed to stretch and compress simultaneously. Seconds felt like hours, each tiny circle of our fingers creating universes of sensation. The cabin, the camp, our entire history together—everything condensed into this single perfect moment of connection.

“I never knew,” Zoe murmured, her voice barely audible, “that waiting could feel so good.”

I smiled, fighting against my body’s instinct to chase the building pressure. “Some things are worth the wait.”

Our eyes remained locked as we held each other in this perfect suspension, neither advancing nor retreating, just existing in the exquisite now. The moonlight painted silver streaks across her skin, and I was struck by how beautiful vulnerability could be when shared like this—open, honest, unguarded.

“I can’t—” she gasped suddenly, her body tensing. “Ava, I can’t hold back anymore.”

I nodded, feeling my own control slipping. “Then don’t.”

“Together,” I whispered, increasing the pressure and pace of my fingers. “Look at me.”

Her eyes widened as I circled her clit with more deliberate strokes. She matched my rhythm perfectly, her fingers finding that perfect spot that made stars explode behind my eyes. The tension that had been building snapped suddenly, rushing through me like wildfire.

“Oh god,” I gasped, feeling my entire body contract around her touch.

Zoe’s breath hitched, her hips bucking against my hand. “Ava—I’m—”

We crashed together, foreheads pressing hard against each other, our breath mingling in short, desperate pants. My hips rocked frantically against her hand as wave after wave of pleasure radiated outward from where she touched me. Her own body trembled violently, her thighs clamping around my wrist as she rode out her release.

“Don’t stop,” she pleaded, grinding against my palm with desperate intensity.

I kept my fingers moving, feeling her pulse against my touch as she shuddered through her climax. Our bodies moved in perfect synchronicity, each contraction of pleasure echoed between us like we were sharing the same nervous system. Her eyes never left mine, even as they glazed with ecstasy.

The intensity seemed endless, each aftershock triggering another wave until I wasn’t sure where my pleasure ended and hers began. Our bodies pressed impossibly closer, slick with sweat, trembling with the force of our shared release.

When the tremors finally subsided, Zoe collapsed against me, her breathing ragged, a thin sheen of sweat covering her skin. She slowly withdrew her hand, a satisfied smile playing across her lips as she nuzzled into my neck.

“That was…” she whispered, trailing off as if words had abandoned her.

But something fierce awakened in me as I watched her - a determination, a hunger that wasn’t yet satisfied. I wanted to give her something she’d never experienced, wanted to claim her completely. This wasn’t just about pleasure anymore; this was about showing her exactly what she’d been missing.

Before she could settle into the afterglow, I shifted my position and slid two fingers deep inside her, feeling her immediate gasp against my neck.

“Wait—what are you—” Her words cut off as I curled my fingers forward, finding that perfect spot that made her back arch sharply off the mattress. “Oh my god!”

“This is the difference,” I whispered into her ear, establishing a rhythm that had her clutching at the sheets. “With a woman, you don’t have to stop at just one. We can keep going.”

Her eyes widened in surprise, then darkened with renewed desire. “I didn’t know—”

“There’s a lot you don’t know yet,” I murmured, increasing my pace. “But I’m going to teach you everything.”

Her head fell back, mouth open in a silent cry as my thumb found her still-sensitive clit. The bunk bed protested beneath us, creaking with each thrust of my hand, but neither of us cared anymore who might hear.

“I can’t—it’s too much—” she gasped, even as her hips rose to meet my movements.

“You can,” I assured her, watching her face transform with this new pleasure. “Trust me.”

And she did. Her body surrendered completely, accepting this second wave of sensation that seemed to overwhelm her. Her nails dug into my shoulders, leaving crescent moons I knew I’d treasure tomorrow.

“Ava, please,” she begged, though whether she was asking me to stop or continue, I couldn’t tell.

I slowed just enough to whisper, “Do you want me to stop?”

“God, no,” she breathed, eyes flying open to meet mine. “Don’t you dare.”

The vulnerability in her gaze nearly undid me. This wasn’t just sex anymore—this was Zoe trusting me completely, allowing me to guide her through territory she’d never explored.

I resumed my rhythm, more deliberate now, curling my fingers with each thrust to hit that perfect spot that made her thighs tremble. 

I felt a primal satisfaction bloom in my chest as I watched her writhe beneath my touch. My fingers moved with practiced confidence now, no hesitation in my strokes as I claimed every inch of her.

“You’re so wet for me,” I whispered, my voice dropping to a register I barely recognized. “So responsive.”

Her eyes flew open at my words, pupils blown wide with desire. The power I felt in that moment was intoxicating. Zoe, who had always been so confident and composed, now completely undone by my touch.

“Is this what you needed all along?” I asked, curling my fingers inside her with deliberate pressure. “Someone who knows exactly how to touch you?”

She nodded frantically, unable to form words as her hips bucked against my hand.

“Say it,” I commanded softly, slowing my movements until she whimpered in frustration. “Tell me what you need.”

“You,” she gasped. “I need you, Ava. Please don’t stop.”

I increased my pace again, rewarding her honesty. “That’s it,” I murmured, watching her expression transform with pleasure. “Such a good girl, telling me what you want.”

The phrase slipped out naturally, but the effect was immediate. Her inner walls clenched around my fingers, her back arching sharply off the mattress.

“You like that?” I asked, surprised and delighted by her response. “Being my good girl?”

She nodded again, a flush spreading across her chest that had nothing to do with exertion. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice small and vulnerable in a way I’d never heard before.

Something shifted between us. A new dynamic emerging that felt both surprising and completely right. I leaned closer, my lips brushing her ear.

“I want to see what else makes you react like that,” I whispered, bringing my free hand up to cup her breast. I squeezed gently, feeling her nipple harden against my palm as my fingers continued their rhythm inside her. “God, you’re perfect.”

Her breath hitched as I rolled her nipple between my fingers, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. The moonlight painted her body in silver and shadow, making her look almost ethereal beneath me.

I pinched her nipple slightly harder, watching her reaction carefully. “You’re going to be such a good little slut for me, aren’t you? Now that you know what you’ve been missing?”

Her eyes flew open, darkening with desire at my words. The flush on her chest deepened as she nodded frantically.

“Say it,” I commanded, curling my fingers inside her while my thumb circled her clit. “Tell me what you are now.”

“I’m—” she gasped, struggling to form words as pleasure overwhelmed her. “I’m yours. Your good little—oh god—your good little slut.”

The words, so filthy and perfect coming from her lips, sent a surge of heat through my core. I needed more—needed to taste her, to claim her completely.

Without warning, I slid down her body, my fingers still working inside her. I pushed her thighs further apart, making room for my shoulders between them. She looked down at me, eyes wide with anticipation as I lowered my mouth to her soaked pussy.

The first swipe of my tongue made her whole body jerk. She grabbed the pillow from beside her head and pressed it over her face just in time to muffle the scream that tore from her throat. My fingers maintained their rhythm as my tongue circled her clit with deliberate pressure.

Her thighs trembled on either side of my head, her hips bucking uncontrollably against my face. I used my free arm to anchor her, pressing down on her stomach to keep her in place as I devoured her. The taste of her was intoxicating. Salt and sweetness and raw desire that made me dizzy with want.

Through the pillow, I could hear her muffled cries growing more desperate, more primal. Her hand found my hair, fingers tangling in it, not sure whether to pull me closer or push me away as the sensation became almost too intense to bear.

I could feel her body tensing, tightening around my fingers as my tongue worked relentlessly against her. Her hips moved in frantic, erratic motions, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of everything I was giving her.

I doubled down on my efforts, my tongue flattening against her with each broad stroke, my fingers curling inside her with relentless precision. Her thighs began to quake uncontrollably on either side of my head, her stomach muscles tightening beneath my restraining arm. Her entire body was a live wire, thrashing against the thin mattress that groaned in protest beneath us.

Suddenly, Zoe’s hand shot down, fingers tangling in my hair with unexpected force. The sharp tug sent a jolt of pleasure-pain through my scalp, igniting something primal within me. I understood immediately what she needed. She needed to be consumed.

I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked hard, increasing the pressure of my fingers inside her, abandoning all pretense of restraint. The pillow muffled her desperate sobs as I devoured her, my tongue relentless against her most sensitive spot. I could taste her pleasure, feel it building in the way her inner walls clenched rhythmically around my fingers.

Her grip on my hair tightened almost painfully, but it only spurred me on. I pressed my arm more firmly across her hips, anchoring her in place as she tried to writhe away from the overwhelming sensation. 

The pillow slipped slightly, revealing her tear-streaked face, her expression caught between ecstasy and beautiful agony. Our eyes met for just a moment—hers glazed and desperate, mine determined and hungry—before she buried her face again, her muffled cries growing more frantic with each stroke of my tongue.

I could feel her approaching the edge, her body coiling tight like a spring about to release. I curled my fingers more deliberately, finding that perfect spot inside her that made her entire body jerk with each touch. My tongue worked in counterpoint, alternating between broad strokes and focused attention on her clit.

“Don’t stop,” she pleaded, voice breaking as she briefly lifted the pillow. “Please, Ava, don’t—”

Her words dissolved into a strangled sob as she pressed the pillow back against her face. Her hips bucked wildly against my mouth despite my restraining arm, her body fighting between pushing into the pleasure and escaping its intensity.

I could feel the exact moment she surrendered completely. Her thighs locked around my head, her back arched off the mattress, and her inner walls clamped down on my fingers with a pulsing intensity that took my breath away. I gentled my tongue but maintained the pressure, guiding her through each wave as they crashed over her.

Her body convulsed violently, every muscle tensing as the orgasm tore through her. I could feel her pulsing against my tongue, around my fingers, waves of pleasure so intense they seemed to transform her completely. Her thighs clamped around my head like a vise, her hips lifting off the mattress entirely as she rode out the climax.

But I didn’t stop. Something wild and possessive had taken hold of me. I wanted to push her further, wanted to see how much pleasure her body could take. I kept my mouth on her, my tongue circling relentlessly as aftershocks rippled through her.

“Ava,” she gasped, dropping the pillow, her voice ragged. “Wait—I can’t—”

I ignored her pleas, doubling down on my efforts. Her body was hypersensitive now, every touch amplified to the point of sweet torture. She writhed beneath me, caught between pushing into the sensation and trying to escape it.

“Oh god, oh god,” she chanted, her hands now scrabbling at my shoulders, my hair, anything she could reach. Her voice pitched higher, more desperate. “Too much—I can’t—”

I felt drunk with power, watching her come undone beneath me. Her body trembled uncontrollably, tears streaming down her face now as pleasure verged on something almost unbearable. I curled my fingers inside her again, feeling her walls flutter and clench in response.

“Please,” she begged, her voice breaking. Her hands found my forehead, pushing weakly at first, then with more urgency. “Ava, I can’t take anymore—please—”

The desperation in her voice finally penetrated my haze. I gentled my touch, slowly withdrawing my fingers as I placed one last soft kiss against her center. Her entire body collapsed back onto the mattress, trembling with aftershocks.

I slid up beside her, my body humming with satisfaction as I watched her chest rise and fall with deep, ragged breaths. Her hair clung to her temples, damp with sweat, and her skin glistened in the moonlight filtering through the cabin window. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her face; the flush across her cheeks, the slight tremble of her parted lips, the way her eyelashes fluttered as she struggled to regain her composure.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, turning to look at me with wonder-filled eyes. There was something different there now. A depth, a vulnerability, a spark of something I recognized as love, not just afterglow. My heart swelled as I brushed a damp strand of hair from her forehead.

“You okay?” I asked, unable to keep the pride from my voice.

She laughed softly, still breathless. “I think you broke me. In the best possible way.”

I couldn’t help the grin that spread across my face. Years of wanting, of wondering, of imagining this moment, and somehow the reality had surpassed every fantasy. Not just because of the physical pleasure, but because of the way she was looking at me now, like she was seeing me clearly for the first time.

I settled back against the pillow, feeling a profound contentment wash over me. Zoe turned onto her side and nestled against me, her head finding the perfect spot on my breast, her arm draping across my waist. The weight of her felt so right, so natural, like she’d been designed to fit precisely in this space.

“Your heart’s racing,” she murmured, her breath warm against my skin.

“Can you blame it?” I ran my fingers through her hair, marveling at its softness. “It’s had a pretty exciting night.”

She pressed a gentle kiss to my collarbone. “I never knew it could be like that,” she said quietly. “So… intense. So connected.”

I continued stroking her hair, watching shadows play across the cabin ceiling. “It’s not always like that,” I admitted. “This was… different.”

“Because it’s us?”

“Because it’s us,” I confirmed, feeling the truth of those words settle deep in my bones.

The sounds of the camp faded into the background—distant laughter from the bonfire, the soft rustling of trees outside, the occasional creak of the old cabin settling. Inside our little bubble, there was just the rhythm of our breathing gradually synchronizing, the warmth of her body against mine, and the indescribable feeling that something fundamental had shifted into place.

“What happens when we go back?” Zoe asked, her voice small and vulnerable in a way I rarely heard it.

I paused, considering. The real world waited beyond this weekend. Jobs and responsibilities, explanations to friends, figuring out what we were to each other now. But in this moment, with her curled against me, those concerns seemed distant and manageable.

“I was hoping we could figure that out together,” I said, tracing lazy patterns on her back. “One day at a time.”

She lifted her head to look at me, moonlight casting half her face in shadow. “I’d like that. A lot.”

The vulnerability in her eyes made my chest tighten. This wasn’t just post-sex endorphins talking. This was Zoe, my Zoe, looking at me like I was something precious she’d found after searching for years.

“We’ve got time,” I whispered, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Fifteen years of friendship isn’t going anywhere.”

“Fifteen years,” she echoed, settling back against me. “And I never knew your hands could do that.”

I laughed, the sound vibrating between us. “There’s a lot we still don’t know about each other.”

“I can’t wait to find out,” she murmured, her voice already growing heavy with sleep.

Outside, the last campers were making their way back from the bonfire. Soon our cabinmates would return, but I couldn’t bring myself to care. Let them see us tangled together. Let them wonder. Some truths were too beautiful to hide.

As Zoe’s breathing deepened against me, I stared up at the wooden beams above us, at the same ceiling I’d gazed at during countless summer nights as a teenager. Back then, I’d lie awake wondering why my heart raced whenever Zoe whispered to me from the bunk below, why I felt so complete when we were together.

Now I knew. And somehow, miraculously, she knew too.

I pulled the blanket up over our shoulders and closed my eyes, letting sleep find me with Zoe’s warmth pressed against my side, exactly where she belonged.

Some things, it turned out, were worth waiting for.
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            Best friends don’t cross that line… do they?

Abby and Kate have been inseparable since as far back as they can remember —late-night talks, shared secrets, and sleepovers that never lost their magic, even in their twenties. But when Kate confesses there’s something she’s never done, Abby makes a shocking offer: Let me be your first.

It’s a reckless, thrilling proposition that sends a spark straight through Kate. Is this just best friends playing a dangerous game, or has something been simmering between them all along? As touches turn heated and boundaries disappear, one night of indulgence ignites a fire neither of them can put out… and once they cross that line, there’s no turning back.
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            She came looking for answers. What she got was her first real taste.

Lily’s been the quiet girl her whole life; shy, closeted, and terrified of what she really wants. Her nights are filled with locked doors, drawn blinds, and late-night searches for videos that make her ache in all the wrong places.

Until one click leads her to Mistress Dita, a woman who promises no judgment, no labels… just raw, unapologetic pleasure.

Nervous, flushed, and wildly unprepared, Lily books a session. She shows up shaking, ready to back out. But Dita doesn’t do soft goodbyes. With a look that melts shame and a voice that knows exactly what Lily’s been starving for, she takes control and Lily finds herself quickly surrendering to Dita’s command.

Hands, mouths, heat. Dita coaxes Lily into the kind of release she’s only dreamed about. It’s messy. It’s filthy. It’s everything Lily never thought she deserved.
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            For years, Sarah has been the target of Kyla’s relentless bullying. Now, at the same college, the tension between them simmers hotter than ever. When Sarah finally tells off her tormentor using a provocative photo, the lines between hate and desire blur in ways neither of them expected. What starts as a battle of wills ignites into something far more dangerous and irresistible. In this sizzling tale of revenge and passion, secrets are exposed, and the ultimate power struggle takes a turn neither woman saw coming.
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