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Study Session





Chapter One




Chloe kicked the front door shut behind her with one drenched show, raindrops still clinging to the ends of her honey-blonde hair. The house was dark except for the glow leaking down the staircase from her best friend’s bedroom. She could already hear Haven singing off-key to whatever indie playlist she’d had playing tonight.

“Yo! I’m here!” Chloe called, kicking her shoes off.

She paused in the foyer, catching her reflection in the big mirror. Cheeks pink from the cold, hazel eyes a little too bright, lips still tingling from Ethan’s perfectly polite and boring good-night kiss. Two years of dating a perfect gentleman, and she still felt exactly nothing when he kissed her. Not a single spark. Just the faint taste of spearmint gum and the pressure of wanting to feel something she didn’t. Almost two years of safe, polite, hands-above-the-waist dating, and she still felt nothing below the belly button except mild boredom.

Whatever. This weekend what gonna be awesome.

She bounded up the stairs two at a time, gray thigh-high socks slipping a little on the hardwood. Her outfit was pure sleepover comfort: tiny pale-pink sleep shorts that barely peeked out from under an oversized marching-band hoodie she’d stolen from Haven sophomore year and never given back. No bra because bras were invented by Satan and sleepovers were sacred ground. This weekend was about maximum comfort. And studying. Her hair was twisted up in a messy knot on top of her head, a few damp strands already escaping to frame her face.

She shoved Haven’s bedroom door open with her hip.

Haven was laying sprawled across her bed. Long legs stretched out, one ankle crossed over the other, toes painted black. She wore an ancient black Nirvana T-shirt that had once been Chloe’s dad’s and was now basically a crop top on Haven’s taller frame, the hem riding up just enough to flash a strip of warm olive skin and the waistband of her black boyshorts. Her dark wavy hair was piled into a chaotic bun held together by a purple scrunchi. Multiple silver hoops glinted in her ears, and the tiny stud in her nose caught the fairy lights strung across the headboard.

Haven didn’t even look up from her phone. “Tell me Captain Vanilla at least tried to cop a feel this time. Please.”

Chloe snorted, flopping face-first onto the bed beside her. “He kissed my cheek. Like I’m his grandma.”

“So brave of him,” Haven said, deadpan. She finally glanced over, smirking. “You’re literally wearing the tiniest pair of shorts that make the booty look magnificent, and he can’t even attempt to grab your ass. I’m embarrassed for him. I swear if he doesn’t make a move, I will.”

“He’s a gentleman,” Chloe protested lamely, grinning, voice muffled by the duvet. She rolled onto her back, arms flopping dramatically. “Maybe it’s because this hoodie still smells like you. He got freaked out.”

“You think I scare him?” Haven’s smirk softened into something dangerously fond, then, “Thief.”

“You left it at my place on purpose,” Chloe accused, kicking her foot against Haven’s calf. “You literally said, and I quote, ‘Keep it, you look cute flopping around in it.’”

Haven’s eyes flicked down to where the hoodie had ridden up, exposing a sliver of Chloe’s stomach and the waistband of those ridiculous pink shorts. Something quick and unreadable flashed across her face before the smirk returned full force.

“Still waiting for you to grow into it, short stuff.”

Chloe stuck her tongue out. Haven laughed and reached over, flicking the tip of Chloe’s nose.

“Rude,” Chloe said, but she was still grinning. She rolled onto her side, propping her head on one hand. “Okay but seriously, your parents are gone until Sunday night. We have the whole house, an unholy amount of junk food, and zero adult supervision. What are we doing first: binge the new season of that vampire show you’re obsessed with, or pretending to study for chem?”

Haven tossed her phone onto the nightstand and stretched like a cat, arms over her head. The Nirvana shirt lifted dangerously high; Chloe’s eyes tracked the movement without permission before she forced them back to Haven’s face, not her abs. She had better abs than Ethan.

“Chem,” Haven said, mock-serious. “Because I’m a responsible adult who definitely isn’t failing if I don’t memorize polyatomic ions by Monday.”

Chloe groaned and buried her face in a pillow. “You’re the worst influence. I hate you.”

“Liar,” Haven said softly. She poked Chloe’s side. “You love me.”

Chloe’s heart did something stupid. She always did. She peeked out from the pillow, cheeks warm.

“Yeah, yeah,” she mumbled. “Get your notebook, loser. Let’s at least pretend we’re not going to bomb this midterm.”

Haven rolled off the bed with exaggerated slowness, padding over to her backpack. Chloe watched the way the fairy lights painted gold across Haven’s shoulder blades, the tiny sway of her hips, the way the boyshorts hugged her ass…

Haven bent over her backpack, rummaging with a dramatic sigh. The motion pulled the Nirvana shirt tight across her back and then, when she straightened, let it fall loose again, except the hem caught on the curve of her hip for a second. Just long enough for Chloe to notice that Haven definitely wasn’t wearing a bra. The soft cotton clung in all the wrong-right places; the faint outline of her nipples showed clearly whenever the fairy lights hit her just so.

Chloe swallowed and pretended to be very interested in uncapping her neon-yellow highlighter.

Haven flopped back onto the bed, notebook in one hand, iced coffee in the other. She stretched out on her stomach beside Chloe, propping herself on her elbows. The shirt gaped at the armholes. Chloe got a flash of smooth side-boob and immediately stared at her textbook like it contained the secrets of the universe.

“Quit hogging the good pillow,” Haven complained, yanking the big body pillow out from under Chloe’s arm. Their fingers brushed; Chloe’s skin tingled like she’d touched a live wire.

They settled in shoulder-to-shoulder, legs tangled at the ankles the way they always did. Chloe’s thigh-high socks against Haven’s bare calf. Haven’s skin was warm even through the fabric, and Chloe had to force herself not to rub her leg against it like a needy cat.

Haven smelled like vanilla and the coconut conditioner she’d been using since freshman year. Chloe’s hoodie still carried the faint trace of Haven’s perfume from the last time she’d borrowed it. They were basically marinating in each other and neither of them had said a word about it in five years.

Haven tapped her pen against her lower lip, pretending to read. Chloe watched the motion out of the corner of her eye and felt her stomach flip.

“Okay, quiz me,” Haven said, rolling onto her side so they were face-to-face, barely a foot apart. “Hit me with the ions, Everett.”

Chloe cleared her throat. “Nitrate.”

“NO₃⁻,” Haven answered instantly, smug.

“So humble. Carbonate.”

“CO₃²⁻. Easy.” Haven’s knee nudged Chloe’s thigh, casual, thoughtless. Except it left a trail of heat that refused to fade.

Chloe’s voice came out breathier than intended. “Sulfate.”

“SO₄²⁻.” Haven’s eyes flicked down to Chloe’s mouth for half a second, then back up. “You okay? You’re all flushed.”

“It’s hot in here,” Chloe lied. The room was actually chilly; goosebumps prickled along her arms and made her nipples tighten under the hoodie.

Haven’s gaze dipped again, lingering on the way the hoodie stretched across Chloe’s chest. Chloe’s heart thudded so loud she was sure Haven could hear it. “I think its chilly.”

They kept studying. Every time Haven leaned forward to point at something in the textbook, the neck of her shirt gaped and Chloe caught another glimpse of soft olive skin and the gentle curve of breast. Every time Chloe shifted to grab a new flashcard, her hoodie rode higher on her thighs and Haven’s eyes tracked the movement like she couldn’t help herself.

At one point Haven reached across Chloe to steal a gummy worm from the bag on the nightstand. Her whole body stretched over Chloe’s lap, shirt riding up in the back, boyshorts hugging the perfect curve of her ass literally inches from Chloe’s face. Chloe froze, breath caught somewhere between her lungs and her throat.

Haven settled back like nothing happened, popping the candy into her mouth and licking sugar off her thumb. Chloe watched the motion of her tongue and felt a sudden, mortifying rush of heat between her legs. At some point Haven stretched, arms over her head, shirt lifting enough to flash the underside of one breast. Chloe’s highlighter squeaked across the page.

Jesus. Get it together. Chloe told herself, I need to get laid.

“You’re distracted,” Haven teased, voice low. She nudged Chloe’s knee with her own again, letting it rest there this time. “Fantasizing about Ethan’s good manners? Soo hot.”

Chloe barked out a laugh that sounded way too nervous. “Definitely not.”

Haven’s eyebrow arched. “Then what?”

Chloe opened her mouth. Closed it. The air between them felt thick suddenly, charged like the storm outside hadn’t actually ended.

Haven’s gaze dropped to Chloe’s lips again. Stayed there.

Chloe’s heart was sprinting. “Just kinda tired of studying.”

“Dude, same.” Haven responded. “Let’s take a break. Do something else now, we can study more tomorrow.”

“I agree. Just lemme finish the part I’m on or I’ll have to do the equation all over again.”

“Alright alright. Want something to drink? I’ll be right back.” Haven rolled off the bed with a lazy stretch.

“I’m gonna make us some real food before we die of gummy-worm poisoning,” Haven announced. She padded barefoot toward the door, hips swaying, the shorts bunched a little between her cheeks. “Want grilled cheese? Or those little mozzarella stick things my mom hides in the freezer?”

“Surprise me,” Chloe managed, voice only cracking a tiny bit.

Haven threw a grin over her shoulder and disappeared down the hall. The second her footsteps faded, Chloe let out a shaky breath and flopped backward onto the pillows.

Holy shit. What is happening to me tonight? She always thought Haven was attractive. But she was straight. So was Haven. Maybe it’s just because I’m frustrated about Ethan, Chloe thought. Maybe if he actually made a move and did something besides kiss her on the cheek, she souldn’t be feeling so pent up.

But right now, she was on fire. Her nipples were aching against the inside of the hoodie, and there was a steady, humiliating throb between her legs that refused to quit. She pressed her thighs together and tried to think about polyatomic ions. It didn’t help.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand (battery 3%, then 1%, then black). Dead. Of course.

She needed to look up the last stoichiometry problem or she’d lose the whole train of thought. Haven’s phone was right there on the duvet, screen still glowing faintly from where Haven had tossed it earlier.

Chloe had used Haven’s phone a thousand times. No big deal. They’d had each other’s passcodes since middle school.

She grabbed it, typed in Haven’s birthday (easy), and the lock screen slid away.

Safari was already open.

Three tabs.

The first one loaded instantly.

Thumbnail: two girls on a dorm-room bed, one straddling the other, mouths open, fairy lights in the background. Title in bold pink: “REAL Best Friends First Time – She Had NO Idea I Was Into Girls.”

Chloe’s breath stopped.

She swiped to the next tab before she could think.

Different video. A brunette with a nose ring (Jesus, she looked like Haven) wearing nothing but a harness, absolutely railing a blushing blonde from behind. Her thick strap on dildo shining with arousal as it slid in and out of the blondes pink pussy, Title screaming: “Rough Strap-On Pounding – Cute Girl Begs For More.”

Chloe’s entire body flashed molten.

Third tab: “Secretly Filmed Sleepover Hookup – Best Friends Finally Give In.”

Her hands were shaking. She clicked that one on pure reflex.

The video started auto-playing, volume low: soft moans, whispered “we shouldn’t… oh god, don’t stop,” the unmistakable wet sound of fingers sliding in and out, muffled moans and whines.

Chloe slammed the phone face-down on the bed like it had burned her, heart jackhammering so hard she could hear it in her ears. Holy shit. Holy shit. Holy shit.

Haven watched this.

Haven touched herself to this. Probably earlier that day. Right before Chloe got there.

Haven maybe… thought about her when she—

Footsteps down the hall.

Chloe fumbled the phone back exactly where it had been, screen dark now, and yanked her hoodie down over her thighs like it could hide the fact that she was suddenly, painfully wet. Her pussy was throbbing, her nipples were so hard they hurt. She grabbed her dead phone and pretended to be very busy staring at a black screen.

Haven came back in carrying two plates piled with mozza sticks and a bowl of marinara sauce balanced precariously on top. She kicked the door shut with her heel.

“Food, my lady,” she announced, then paused. Her eyes narrowed playfully. “Why do you look like you just saw a ghost? Or… wait. Did you sneak-watch the vampire show trailer without me?”

Chloe’s laugh came out high and strangled. “N-no! Just… my phone died and I was… bored.” It sounded so stupid.

Haven set the plates on the nightstand and flopped back down beside her, closer this time. Their thighs pressed together, warm skin on warm skin. Haven smelled like butter and vanilla and Chloe couldn’t get the image of the brunette fucking the blonde with the strap on out of her brain.

“Cool, cool,” Haven said, casually, licking a smear of marinara off her thumb exactly the way she’d licked gummy-worm sugar earlier. “Kinda weird to stare at your dead phone, no?”

Chloe stared at that thumb way too long. He pulse hadn’t slowed. Fuck.

Haven noticed. Her brow quirked.

“…You sure you’re okay, Chlo?” she asked, softer now.

Chloe’s heart was going to explode. She could still hear those whispered wet moans echoing in her head.

She swallowed hard.

“Your phone’s… right there,” she heard herself say, voice barely above a whisper. “If you need it.”

Haven’s eyes flicked to the phone, then back to Chloe. Suddenly, she knew.

Something in the air shifted again.

Haven’s lips parted.

Chloe couldn’t breathe.

Haven’s eyes flicked to the phone again, then back to Chloe.

The playful tilt of her mouth faltered.

She reached past Chloe, slow, deliberate, and picked up her own phone.

One swipe. One glance at the screen.

“…Oh my god,” Haven whispered.

Her face went scarlet in half a second – a deep, mortified red that spread from her cheeks all the way down her neck. She turned the screen away like Chloe hadn’t already seen everything.

“I am literally going to die,” Haven muttered, voice cracking. She tried to laugh it off, but it came out strangled. “I swear I closed those tabs. I was— I was just— I thought I hit the little X, I—”

Chloe sat frozen, pulse hammering in her ears, thighs still pressed tight together under the hoodie.

Haven risked a glance at her. “Please say something so I can stop spiraling.”

Chloe opened her mouth. Closed it. Opened it again. Then, she let out a small laugh.

“…The second one,” she managed, voice tiny, “the strap-on one… the girl looked kinda like you.”

Haven made a choked noise that was half laugh, half groan, and dropped her forehead to Chloe’s shoulder like she couldn’t bear to make eye contact anymore.

“As if you just said that! Kill me now,” she mumbled into a pillow. “Just push me out the window and end my suffering.”

The room was dead quiet except for the soft patter of rain and the low hum of the fairy lights.

Chloe’s heart was sprinting so fast she felt dizzy.

She reached out, tentative, and curled her fingers into the hem of Haven’s Nirvana shirt.

“I’m not… it’s all good,” Chloe whispered. “Don’t worry, seriously.”

Haven went very still.

Slowly, she lifted her head. Her eyes were huge, dark, searching Chloe’s face like she was terrified of what she might find.

“You’re not what?” Haven asked, barely audible.

Chloe shook her head. “I…I mean, I watch the same kind of stuff. Like. All the time.” She in a strange place: Horny and wet, but nervous, and also trying to make her best friend feel better without going too far.

Haven blinked. Once. Twice.

The phone slipped from her fingers and landed on the duvet between them, screen still glowing with the last thumbnail: two girls tangled in fairy lights, mouths open, hands everywhere.

Neither of them moved to close it.

Haven’s throat worked as she swallowed.

“So, you…” she started, then stopped, voice cracking again.

“Yeah,” Chloe breathed.

The air between them felt like it was vibrating.

Haven’s gaze dropped to Chloe’s mouth, then lower, lingering on Chloe’s neck, then flicking to the tiny strip of pink shorts visible where the hoodie had ridden up.

Chloe’s breath hitched.

Haven’s fingers twitched against the mattress like she was fighting herself.

Another long, charged second passed.

Then Haven whispered, so quietly Chloe almost missed it:

“…Do you want it watch it?”

Chloe’s heart slammed against her ribs so hard she was sure Haven could feel it through the mattress, and she was fucking soaked. She could hardly believe her own ears.

She could hardly speak. First, she just gave the tiniest, shakiest nod. “…Okay.” Her voice sounded like it didn’t even belong to her. Did she just agree to watch porn with her best friend?

Haven swallowed again, throat bobbing. Her fingers hovered over the phone like it might burn her, then slow and deliberate, she tapped the screen awake.

The thumbnail filled the display: two girls on a bed just like this one, string lights behind them, one straddling the other, mouths open, hands already under clothes.

Haven turned the volume up slightly until they could here the murmur of breathy moans and wet sounds. Then, she set the phone on the duvet between them, propped against a pillow so they could both see.

Neither of them moved.

On screen, the brunette whispered, “We shouldn’t… what if someone finds out?” The blonde answered by pulling her down into a slow, filthy kiss.

Chloe’s thighs clenched involuntarily. She felt the slick heat soaking through her little pink shorts and prayed the hoodie was long enough to hide it, and had to consciously stop her hand from slipping into her waistband.

Haven wasn’t breathing right. Chloe could hear the tiny hitch every time the girls on screen moaned.

Thirty seconds in, Haven’s pinky brushed Chloe’s on the blanket, maybe accidently, maybe not. Neither of them pulled away.

On screen, the blonde’s shirt came off. Small, perfect breasts. Hard nipples. The brunette’s mouth closed over one and the blonde arched with a broken little cry that went straight between Chloe’s legs, and she had to bite her own lip.

“That one is so cute…” Haven said softly.

Chloe let out the tiniest whimper. “Yeah…” She couldn’t help it. Holy fuck. This is happening.

Haven’s head turned. Slowly. Her eyes were black in the low light. Then, she turned back to the video.

The blonde on screen gasped as the brunette’s fingers disappeared under soft cotton panties. The camera zoomed in, wet sounds suddenly loud in the quiet room. Chloe’s hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk.

Haven’s hand had vanished under the waistband of her black boyshorts. Just the tips of her fingers at first, barely moving, like she was pretending she wasn’t doing it. But her breathing was shallow, ragged.

Chloe couldn’t look away from Haven’s face. The glow from the phone painted gold across her cheekbones, her parted lips, the flutter of her lashes every time the girl on screen moaned.

“Fuck,” Haven whispered, so low it was almost lost under the video. Her fingers moved a little faster. The shorts shifted with the motion, revealing the shadow of her knuckles pressing in slow circles.

Holy fuck. Her best friend was masturbating right beside her. Chloe’s own hand was trembling. She slid it under the hem of her hoodie, past the waistband of her pink shorts, and finally (finally) cupped herself over damp cotton. The first touch made her gasp out loud. “Ohh…”

Haven’s eyes snapped to her.

They stared at each other, both frozen, both touching themselves through their clothes, the porn still playing between them.

On screen: “You’re so wet for me already… good girl.”

Haven’s lips parted. She hooked her thumbs in her shorts and dragged them down her thighs in one slow motion, kicking them off under the blanket. The phone’s light caught the sheen on her inner thighs, the neat dark curls, the way her fingers immediately slipped back between her legs with no fabric in the way now.

Chloe’s mouth went dry.

She shoved her own shorts and panties down in one frantic push, letting them tangle at her ankles. Cool air hit slick, swollen skin and she whimpered.

Haven’s gaze dropped between Chloe’s legs and stayed there.

They were both naked from the waist down now, knees bent, thighs spread just enough, fingers moving in matching slow circles. The wet sounds from the phone mixed with the real ones filling the room as they both masturbated.

On screen the girls were scissoring now, moans loud and desperate.

Chloe’s answer was to spread her legs wider, letting the blanket fall away. Haven made a broken little sound and shifted closer, phone forgotten for a second.

Haven’s free hand landed on Chloe’s bare thigh, high up, thumb stroking the soft skin right at the crease. Chloe’s hips rolled into her own touch without permission.

“Haven… Please,” Chloe whispered. She didn’t even know what she was asking for.

Haven understood anyway.

She leaned over, slow enough that Chloe could stop her, and replaced Chloe’s fingers with her own.

The first glide of Haven’s fingers through her, warm, slick, and perfect, made Chloe cry out, back arching off the bed.

“Oh my god… Haven…” she moaned.

Haven groaned like she was the one being touched. “You’re so fucking wet,” she rasped, circling Chloe’s clit once, twice, then sliding lower, pressing one finger inside.

Haven’s finger slid in slow, deliberate, like she was memorizing every inch. Chloe’s head fell back against the pillow, mouth open on a silent gasp.

“Fuck, Chlo,” Haven breathed, eyes locked between Chloe’s legs. “Look at you… So pretty.”

Chloe’s hips rolled up to meet her, greedy. “More… please…” She felt like she was dreaming.

Haven added a second finger, curling them just right, thumb brushing Chloe’s clit in tight, perfect circles. The wet sound of it was obscene, louder than the forgotten video.

“Ah! Shit…Haven…” Chloe whined.

“You’re dripping down my hand,” Haven whispered, voice wrecked. “Been thinking about this forever, baby. You have no idea.”

Chloe whimpered, thighs trembling. “Haven… I’m gonna cum…”

“So fucking hot,” Haven said, slowing down on purpose, dragging it out until Chloe was writhing. “Let go, Chlo....”

She leaned down and kissed Chloe deep and messy, tongue sliding against tongue, while her fingers kept that torturous rhythm. Chloe moaned into her mouth, nails digging into Haven’s shoulder.

“Pleasepleaseplease—”

Haven curled her fingers again and pressed her thumb hard.

Chloe broke.

She came with a sharp cry, back bowing off the bed, pussy clenching hard around Haven’s fingers in pulsing waves. Haven kept moving through it, drawing it out until Chloe was shaking, oversensitive, pushing weakly at her wrist.

Haven finally pulled out slow, bringing her fingers to her mouth and licking them clean while Chloe watched, dazed and panting.

“Oh shit,” Chloe rasped. “Oh my god… I…wow…” She could hardly function.

Haven grinned, wicked and soft all at once. “Your turn.”

She flopped onto her back, legs falling open without shame. The fairy lights painted gold across her slick thighs, her swollen clit peeking out from dark curls.

Chloe eyes widened, and she didn’t hesitate. She was going to lick another woman’s pussy. Her best friends.

She crawled between Haven’s legs, kissing a path up one thigh, nipping at the soft skin until Haven was squirming.

“Tease,” Haven laughed breathlessly.

“Payback,” Chloe murmured against her.

Then she licked one long, slow stripe from Haven’s entrance to her clit.

Haven’s hips bucked. “Fuck—Chloe—”

Chloe hummed, doing it again, slower, savoring the taste - salty-sweet, pure Haven. She circled Haven’s clit with the flat of her tongue, then flicked it fast.

Haven’s hands flew to Chloe’s hair, gripping tight. “Right there… don’t stop… oh my god, your mouth—”

Chloe slid two fingers inside without warning. Haven was so wet they went in easy. She curled them up, sucking Haven’s clit at the same time.

Haven’s thighs clamped around Chloe’s head. “I’m gonna— fuck— Chloe, I’m—”

“Cum on my tongue,” Chloe whispered against her. “I want it.”

Haven shattered.

Her back arched hard, a broken moan ripping out of her as she came, pulsing around Chloe’s fingers, flooding her mouth. Chloe kept licking softly until Haven was twitching, pushing her away with shaky hands.

They collapsed sideways, foreheads pressed together, breathing hard.

Haven laughed first, soft, disbelieving. “So… still straight?”

Chloe kissed her slow and lazy, tasting both of them.

“Shut up,” she mumbled against Haven’s lips, grinning. “I’m very busy being extremely gay for my best friend right now.”

Haven’s arms wrapped around her, pulling her close.

“Good,” she whispered. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

∞∞∞

The room was quiet except for their breathing and the soft hiss of rain against the window. The fairy lights glowed the same as always, but everything felt different now, shifted, like the world had tilted a few degrees and would never quite sit straight again.

Chloe’s cheek was pressed to Haven’s collarbone, one leg still hooked over Haven’s hip. Their skin was sticky, hearts still racing. Chloe could feel Haven’s pulse under her lips, fast and unsteady.

Haven spoke first, voice small and cracked open. “…Are we okay?”

Chloe swallowed. The question was huge, even if it was only three words. She lifted her head so she could see Haven’s face. Haven looked terrified, eyes glassy, like Chloe might vanish if she blinked.

Chloe reached up and tucked a damp strand of dark hair behind Haven’s ear. “I’ve never been more okay in my life,” she whispered. “I’m just… trying to catch up to the fact that this is real.”

Haven’s breath hitched. A tear slipped sideways into her hair. “I was so scared you’d hate me. Or laugh. Or—” Her voice cracked. “I’ve wanted you for so long it stopped feeling like a crush and started feeling like part of my skeleton.”

Chloe’s chest ached in the best way. She pressed her forehead to Haven’s. “I was scared too. Every time I touched myself thinking about you, I felt like the worst friend on earth.” She laughed, wet and shaky. “Turns out we were both idiots.”

Haven huffed a watery laugh. “Massive idiots.”

They kissed again, soft this time, slow, like they were learning a new language with their mouths. When they pulled apart, Haven’s thumb traced Chloe’s bottom lip.

“I don’t want to go back to pretending tomorrow,” Haven said quietly. “I can’t.”

“Then we won’t,” Chloe answered, simple and sure. “Ethan’s getting dumped on Monday. And you’re… mine now. If you want to be.”

Haven’s smile was small and blinding. “Been yours since the day you stole my hoodie, short stuff.”

Chloe rolled on top of her, pinning Haven’s wrists above her head just to feel her squirm. “Good. Because I’m nowhere near done with you.”

Haven’s pupils blew wide. “Prove it.”

Chloe kissed down her neck, nipped at her collarbone, then slid lower until Haven was arching again, impatient little whines escaping her throat.

“Spread your legs for me,” Chloe murmured against Haven’s stomach.

Haven obeyed instantly, knees falling open. Chloe settled between them, but instead of going down again, she shifted up, slotting one thigh between Haven’s, lining their centers up.

The first slide of slick heat against slick heat made them both gasp.

“Oh fuck,” Haven breathed, hips rolling up to chase more. “That’s so hot. I’ve always wanted to try this…”

Chloe braced her hands on either side of Haven’s head and started to move, slow, deliberate grinds, clit dragging against clit in perfect, filthy friction.

“Look at me,” Chloe said, voice low.

Haven’s eyes locked on hers, dark and wrecked.

“Feel how wet you make me?” Chloe rolled her hips harder, moaning when Haven met her thrust for thrust. “This pussy’s been mine all along, hasn’t it?”

“Yes, fuck, yes,” Haven panted, nails raking down Chloe’s back. “All yours, always yours, please don’t stop—”

Their rhythm picked up, messy and desperate, wet sounds filling the room again. Chloe dropped to her elbows so they were chest to chest, mouths brushing with every grind.

“Gonna cum on you,” Chloe whispered against Haven’s lips. “Cum with me…”

“Chloe, Chloe, I’m—”

“Now, baby, cum with me… oh fuck…”

They crashed together, clits pulsing against each other, hips stuttering in perfect sync. Chloe felt Haven clench and shudder beneath her at the exact moment her own orgasm tore through her, bright and blinding.

They clung, shaking, riding the aftershocks until the world came back in pieces.

Eventually Chloe collapsed half on top of Haven, both of them laughing breathlessly into each other’s necks.

Haven kissed Chloe’s temple, voice hoarse and happy.

“Round three after snacks?”

Chloe grinned against her skin.

“Obviously.”


Chapter Two




Sunlight slipped through the gap in Haven’s curtains, thin and golden and way too bright for however early it was.

Chloe woke first, disoriented by the weight of an arm across her waist and the warm press of a naked body curled against her back. For one sleepy second, she thought it was a dream. Then Haven made a small, grumpy noise and tugged her closer, nose nuzzling into the crook of Chloe’s neck, and every second of last night slammed back into her body like a tidal wave.

They were naked. They had kissed. They had cum, multiple times, screaming each other’s names. They had fallen asleep tangled up like they’d done it a thousand times before.

Chloe’s heart did a slow, terrified somersault.

Haven stirred again, lips brushing Chloe’s shoulder in an unconscious kiss. “Stop panicking,” she mumbled, voice gravelly with sleep. “I can literally feel you freaking out.”

Chloe let out a shaky laugh. “How did you know?”

“Because your whole body just went stiff as a board, dummy.” Haven pressed closer, leg sliding between Chloe’s. “Talk to me.”

Chloe rolled over carefully so they were face-to-face. Haven’s hair was a wild halo, eyeliner smudged into soft shadows, lips swollen from kissing. She looked wrecked and perfect and Chloe’s chest physically hurt with how much she wanted her all over again.

“I’m not freaking out because I regret it,” Chloe said quietly. “I’m freaking out because I’ve never been this happy waking up and I’m scared it’s going to disappear when we leave this bed.”

Haven’s expression softened so completely it cracked something open in Chloe’s ribcage.

“Hey.” Haven cupped Chloe’s cheek, thumb stroking just under her eye. “I’m not going anywhere. I meant it last night. I’m yours. All the way.”

Chloe’s eyes welled up without permission. “I’ve liked you for so long I didn’t even know what to do with it,” she whispered. “I thought if I admitted it, I’d lose you.”

Haven made a hurt little sound and pulled her in until their foreheads touched. “You’re never losing me. Not ever.”

They stayed like that for a long minute, just breathing each other in.

Then Haven’s mouth curved into a tiny, wicked smile. “Also, morning breath and all, you’re still the hottest thing I’ve ever woken up to.”

Chloe laughed, wet and relieved, and kissed her, slow and lazy, morning-soft. Haven hummed into it, hand sliding down to Chloe’s bare hip like it belonged there.

When they pulled apart, Chloe’s panic had settled into something warm and steady.

“So,” Chloe said, tracing idle circles on Haven’s back. “We’re really doing this? Like… dating?”

Haven grinned, bright and unguarded. “Yeah, Chlo. We’re doing this. You, me, stealing each other’s hoodies forever, making out in the chem lab supply closet, the whole disgusting-cute girlfriend thing.”

Chloe’s smile felt too big for her face. “I’m breaking up with Ethan today.”

“I’m telling the entire soccer team you’re my girl and if they look at you too long, I’ll break their legs,” Haven said cheerfully.

Chloe snorted. “Romantic.”

“I’m very romantic,” Haven insisted, and rolled them so she was on top, pinning Chloe gently. “Watch. I’m about to romance the hell out of you right now.”

Chloe’s laugh turned into a soft moan as Haven kissed down her neck, slow and reverent.

Outside, the rain had stopped. Inside, everything felt brand new.

∞∞∞

Some months later

The apartment was still half chaos: boxes labeled “random crap” and “Haven’s gay books” stacked against the wall, fairy lights strung crookedly over the couch because neither of them could reach the ceiling properly. Their first place together. Tiny, creaky, perfect.

Chloe was cross-legged on the living-room rug in one of Haven’s old soccer jerseys and nothing else, trying to assemble a cheap IKEA coffee table while swearing under her breath. Haven was sprawled on the couch behind her, pretending to help by reading the instructions upside-down and mostly just staring at Chloe’s bare thighs.

The doorbell buzzed.

Haven shot upright so fast she almost fell off the couch. “That’s it. That’s the package.”

Chloe’s head snapped up, screwdriver forgotten. “No way. It wasn’t supposed to be here until Tuesday.”

Haven was already vaulting over the back of the couch, socked feet sliding on the hardwood. “Amazon loves us. Come on!”

They raced each other to the door like kids on Christmas morning. Haven signed for the plain brown box with a scribble that definitely wasn’t her name, then bolted back inside, Chloe hot on her heels. They slammed the door, threw the deadbolt, and stared at the box on the rug like it might explode.

Haven grabbed a pair of scissors and sliced the tape with theatrical slowness. “You ready, baby?”

Chloe was practically vibrating. “Open it before I spontaneously combust.”

Haven flipped the flaps.

Nestled inside, wrapped in discreet black tissue, was a sleek black box with a single silver logo neither of them could pronounce.

Haven lifted the lid like it was sacred.

There it was: deep violet silicone, soft curves, perfect O-ring, the exact harness they’d spent three very distracting nights picking out together on Chloe’s laptop, whispering measurements and giggling into each other’s necks.

Chloe let out a low, reverent, “Holy shit, it’s gorgeous.”

Haven ran a careful finger over the shaft, eyes dark. “We’re really doing this today.”

Chloe’s grin was slow and filthy. “Oh, we’re doing way more than just ‘this’ today.”

Haven set the toy on the coffee table like it was made of gold, then turned and tackled Chloe to the rug, kissing her breathless.

“Assembly can wait,” Haven murmured against her lips.

Chloe laughed, wrapping legs around Haven’s waist. “Fuck the coffee table.”

“Later,” Haven promised, voice already wrecked. “First I’m fucking you.”

They didn’t walk to the bedroom. They sprinted, hands linked, laughing breathlessly, bare feet slapping on hardwood. Chloe almost tripped over a stray box; Haven caught her by the waist and spun her the last few steps, pushing her through the doorway with a hungry little growl.

The bedroom was still half-unpacked, mattress on the floor, fairy lights draped over the headboard like always. Haven kicked the door shut behind them and flicked on the bedside lamp. Warm gold spilled over the sheets.

Chloe’s chest was heaving, eyes bright. “Give me a show,” she whispered.

Haven’s grin was pure mischief. She peeled off her T-shirt in one smooth motion, sports bra following, then shoved her shorts and boxer briefs down in a single impatient push. Naked, flushed, gorgeous. The violet harness lay waiting on the duvet like it had always belonged there.

Haven stepped into it slowly, deliberately, letting Chloe watch every second. She slid the soft leather straps up her toned thighs, adjusting the waistband low on her hips. The O-ring settled just right. She picked up the dildo, thick and curved, that perfect deep violet, and eased it through the ring with a soft click that made Chloe’s breath catch.

She tightened the buckles, one by one. The harness hugged her hips like it was custom-made, framing the toy so it jutted proud and obscene between her legs. Haven gave it an experimental roll of her hips; the silicone swayed heavy and promising.

“You like my new cock?” Haven asked, arching an eyebrow.

Chloe’s mouth went dry. Haven looked like every fantasy she’d ever had come to life: strong thighs, sharp hipbones, the glint of the nose stud, that cocky little smirk, and now a thick, gleaming strap nestled against her pussy.

“Fuck,” Chloe breathed, crawling backward onto the bed, knees falling open without thinking. “You look insanely sexy.”

Haven’s eyes raked over her, the way Chloe’s borrowed jersey had ridden up to her waist, the damp patch already darkening her pale-pink panties. She palmed the base of the dildo, giving it a slow stroke like it was real.

“Take those off,” Haven said, voice low and rough. “Want to see how wet you already are for me.”

Chloe obeyed instantly, shimmying out of her panties and tossing them somewhere across the room. She spread her thighs wide, slick and flushed and aching.

Haven climbed onto the mattress, slow and predatory, the harness shifting with every move. She settled between Chloe’s legs, the silicone nudging teasingly against her inner thigh.

“Tell me what you want, baby,” Haven murmured, leaning down until their lips brushed. The tip of the dildo slid through Chloe’s folds, not inside yet, just gliding, coating itself in her.

Chloe’s hips bucked involuntarily. “You,” she gasped. “Want you to fuck me with it. Please, Haven—”

Haven kissed her hard, swallowing the plea, and lined herself up.

Then, she pressed forward, slow, deliberate, eyes locked on Chloe’s face. The blunt head of the violet silicone nudged against Chloe’s entrance, slick and warm from how soaked she already was. Chloe’s breath stuttered.

“Relax for me, baby,” Haven whispered, voice velvet and filthy. “Let me in.”

One smooth, steady push and the head slipped inside. Chloe’s back arched off the mattress with a broken moan.

“Fuck, look at you,” Haven rasped, watching herself disappear inch by thick inch. “Taking my cock so perfectly. Such a good girl.”

Chloe’s hands scrabbled for Haven’s shoulders, nails digging in. “More… please, Haven, I need all of it—”

Haven gave it to her in one long, slow thrust until her hips met Chloe’s and the harness pressed flush against her clit. They both groaned at the same moment.

“Feel that?” Haven rolled her hips once, deep and grinding. “Feel how full you are? That’s all me, baby. All yours.”

Chloe’s head thrashed on the pillow. “So good… you’re so deep… fuck—”

Haven pulled back until just the tip stayed inside, then slammed home again. Chloe cried out, legs wrapping tight around Haven’s waist.

“That’s it,” Haven praised, setting a slow, punishing rhythm. “Take every inch. You were made for this, weren’t you? Made for me to fuck you exactly like this.”

“Yes, yes, only you—” Chloe babbled, hips rising to meet every thrust. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room, obscene and perfect.

Haven shifted the angle, hips snapping forward, and Chloe screamed.

“Right there?” Haven grinned, wicked. “Yeah? That spot that makes you stupid?”

She started pounding into it, relentless, one hand braced beside Chloe’s head, the other sliding between them to circle Chloe’s swollen clit.

“Look at you,” Haven growled, voice ragged with her own pleasure as the base of the strap rubbed her clit with every stroke. “Creaming all over my cock. Such a pretty mess for me.”

Chloe was beyond words, just high, desperate moans, thighs shaking. “Close… Haven, I’m gonna—”

“Do it,” Haven ordered, leaning down to bite Chloe’s neck. “Come all over me, baby. Show me who this pussy belongs to.”

Chloe shattered.

She came with a raw, broken cry, pussy clenching hard around the silicone, whole body seizing as wave after wave crashed through her. Haven fucked her through it, drawing it out until Chloe was sobbing, oversensitive and trembling.

Only then did Haven let herself go. She buried her face in Chloe’s neck, hips stuttering, grinding the harness against her clit until she came with a low, filthy groan, thighs shaking.

They stayed locked together, panting, sweat-slick and wrecked.

Haven eased out gently and unbuckled the harness with shaky fingers, tossing it aside. She gathered Chloe close, kissing her slow and sweet.

“You okay, baby?” she murmured against damp hair.

Chloe laughed, breathless and blissed-out. “I’m never moving again. You broke me. In the best way.”

Haven grinned, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Good. Because I’m keeping you forever.”

∞∞∞

Haven came back from the kitchen with two bottles of water and the biggest, goofiest grin on her face.

“Rehydration for the thoroughly ravished,” she announced, crawling back onto the bed. She cracked one bottle open and held it to Chloe’s lips first. “Drink, princess. I worked you hard.”

Chloe took a long, grateful sip, then flopped back against the pillows with a dramatic sigh. “I’m dead. You killed me. Tell the coroner it was death by girlfriend.”

Haven snorted, took her own drink, then ditched both bottles on the nightstand and slid under the blanket. Chloe immediately burrowed into her chest, leg thrown over Haven’s hip like she was trying to fuse them together.

“Your heart’s still racing,” Chloe mumbled, tracing lazy circles through the sweat on Haven’s skin.

“Yeah, well, you just let me rail you into next week with a purple dick. I’m allowed to be a little out of breath.”

Chloe laughed into her neck. “Dork.”

“Your dork,” Haven corrected, kissing the top of her head. “Forever contract signed in multiple orgasms.”

They dozed like that, tangled, sticky and stupidly happy, until the late-afternoon sun turned the room peach and gold.

Eventually Chloe lifted her head. “Hey. Love you.”

Haven’s whole face went soft. “Love you more, short stuff.”

Chloe grinned. “Not possible.”

Years later, people would ask how they knew it was forever.

They’d just smile and say: It started with a stolen hoodie, a forgotten porn tab, and one rainy Friday night when two best friends finally got brave enough to ruin each other in the best way.

And they never stopped.

Chloe and Haven lived Happily Ever After…

The End!
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