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The sky cracks open just as I’m yanking the pillowcases off the line. Perfect. Because God forbid, I have one fucking thing go right this week.

"Come on," I hiss at the sky, like it cares.

Dan should’ve been home three weeks ago. But the latest email only says "maybe next month" in that infuriatingly calm tone he uses when he knows I'm going to be pissed, but there's nothing either of us can do about it.

I make a grab for the last pillowcase as the wind picks up. My foot slides on wet grass, and suddenly I'm on my ass in the mud, sheets flying everywhere like drunken ghosts.

Great. Just fucking great.

A shadow falls across me. "Need a medic?"

My neighbor Lena, fellow military wife but without kids, is already knee-deep in my disaster, scooping up sopping linens like it’s her job, her tank top plastered to her skin in the rain.

I scramble up. “They’re ruined, anyway.”

"Guess it’s not a real day around here till something ends up wet and dramatic."

A laugh punches out of me. For a second, I forget I’m standing in my backyard wearing one flip-flop and a bra that’s definitely visible through my soaked shirt.

"Hey," Lena says, shaking out a dripping sheet, "you should come to tonight’s book club at my place.” Rain drips from her nose as she shoots me a grin. "We're reading The Colonel's Lady."

When I don't immediately answer, she adds, "There will be wine."

That’s how, at 6 PM, I end up bribing my niece with twenty bucks and full, unsupervised access to my Disney+ account. “Just keep your cousin from reenacting the burning of Rome in the living room,” I tell her as six-year-old Aiden stirs toothpaste into my good mixing bowls and calls it a science experiment.

The mirror in my bedroom is brutally honest. The freckles have faded from too little sun. My stubborn curls are twisted into a messy knot that says “I tried”. I frown at my reflection. This isn’t the kind of pretty that turns heads anymore, just the kind that survives. The kind that desperately needs this me-time.

I hesitate on Lena’s porch, then knock before I can overthink it.

Lena answers the door holding a wine glass in one hand and a half-eaten cookie in the other. With her tousled chestnut hair, sharp green eyes, and a playful smirk, she’s effortlessly pretty. "You made it!" she says, brushing crumbs off her rumpled button-down. 

The living room is already buzzing with four other wives draped over couches, debating whether this month's romance novel counts as literature or "research." My eyebrows shoot up when I notice Sarah from housing feeding Emily a chocolate-covered strawberry in a way that feels... extracurricular.

No one else seems to notice. Or if they do, they're pretending not to.
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AS THE LAST OF THE wives trickle out, I stay behind, stacking wine glasses and nodding toward the door. "So. Sarah and Emily, huh?"

Lena snorts, tossing me a dish towel. "Deployments make people creative, I guess." She leans against the counter, grinning. "No judgment here. We’ve all got our coping mechanisms. Don’t you... get lonely sometimes?"

I take a sip and sigh. “I reorganized the garage last week just to feel something. Found his old fishing hat, hugged it, then immediately sneezed for five minutes.”

“Romance is alive and well.” She giggles, bumping her hip lightly against mine. “I ordered his favorite snacks on autopilot and ate the entire box out of spite.”

As our laughs die down, I ask her, carefully. "So. Have you ever... you know. Been with a woman?"

She stretches, the hem of her tank top riding up to reveal a sliver of toned stomach. "Once. At Fort Bragg. Her husband was deployed, mine was TDY for six months." A shrug. "What about you?"

"I haven’t." The admission tumbles out. "I don’t even know if I’d... like it."

In one smooth motion, she plucks the wine from my hand and sets it aside. "Let me educate you, Private: Women don’t need GPS to find the G-spot."

I choke on air.

Lena grins, unrepentant. "Look, Katie...we're just two women blowing off some deployment steam. No different from when the guys get drunk and wrestle in the barracks."

I raise an eyebrow. "Pretty sure those wrestling matches don't end like this."

"Exactly." Her lips brush my jaw. "We're smarter. More efficient. Better aim."

I laugh. Her humor disarms me, softens the tight knot I’ve been carrying in my chest. 

"Hey," I murmur, swirling my wine. "You know what cracked me up during our book discussion? How the duchess pretended to faint just so the stable hand would catch her..."

Lena's eyes darken. "You mean the one where he carried her to the hayloft and..."

"...proceeded to give her the most anatomically impossible orgasm of all time?" I finish, giggling.

Our laughter fades as Lena's gaze drops to my mouth. "Think we could do better?"

The challenge in her voice sends a thrill through me. "Only one way to find out."

She leans in. I don’t pull away.

Her fingertips graze my cheek, and God, I arch into her touch like a flower tilting toward the sun.

Then her lips are on mine, and suddenly, there’s no more hesitation or guilt. Just hunger. My hands slide under my own shirt, guiding hers up, up, and when her fingers brush the undersides of my breasts, warmth floods my veins like good whiskey.

I arch into her touch, marveling at how different her body feels. Softer curves, no scratchy beard, her perfume mingling with the faint scent of sunscreen from this afternoon's errands. Her thumb brushes my nipple through my bra, and a surprised moan escapes me.

Lena grins against my mouth. She does it again, slower this time, watching my face as I shudder. “Fuck, Katie. You’re so responsive.”

My face burns, but I don't pull away. Instead, my hands map the landscape of her body, palming her breasts through the thin cotton of her shirt. Her nipple hardens against my palm, and she exhales sharply through her nose, the sound going straight to my core.

God, this is new. 

My hands tremble slightly as they explore the weight of her, those perfect D-cups filling my palms, so impossibly soft yet firm, bouncing with every ragged breath between us. A helpless moan escapes my throat. "God, Lena... Your tits feel fucking amazing."

"Clothes," she manages to rasp. "Off. Now."

We break apart just long enough to yank fabric over heads. My shirt catches on my watch, dammit, before joining Lena's on the floor. 

Our fingers fumble at each other’s jeans but Lena wins. My zipper rasps down, and suddenly the denim is peeling away from my hips, catching briefly at my thighs before pooling at my ankles. I kick them off, my face burning.

Her thumbs hook under the straps of my bra, dragging them down my shoulders. When the clasp gives way and the fabric slithers loose, I suck in a breath, suddenly hyperaware of myself, my arms twitching to cover myself up. 

Lena stills. Her exhale ghosts across my collarbone as she waits, her knuckles brushing the sides of my ribs where the bra now hangs loose. "Hey," she murmurs, tilting her head until our foreheads touch. 

Then, she catches my wrists, her gaze raking over me appreciatively. "Look at you," she breathes, and her voice is so hungry it stutters my pulse.

The next moment, her fingers are at my waistband, teasing the lace. I bite my lip as she tugs them down, the air cool against newly bared skin and I instinctively cross my arms over my nipples and stomach to hide that stubborn softness Dan used to tease me about.

But Lena's hands are already there, prying me open like a gift she's waited years to unwrap. "Don’t," she murmurs. "You look beautiful, you know."

Then she's peeling away the last of her own clothes and when she pushes me back into the couch, there's nothing left between us, just skin meeting skin, her warmth sinking into me everywhere we touch.

Her lips is hot against my neck, her nose nuzzling into my hair as she breathes me in deep. I can feel the flutter of her lashes against my cheek, the way her ribs expand against mine with each steadying breath.

Right here, pressed between her body and the cushions, I feel something I haven’t in years: alive. Seen. For once, I don't feel like hiding.

Her hands find my breasts first. Her thumbs brush over my bare nipples, already peaked from anticipation, and I arch off the couch with a gasp.

“So responsive,” she murmurs against my neck before taking one into her mouth, and I cry. 

The heat of her tongue. The way she swirls it just so before grazing with her teeth. My fingers tangle in her hair as she switches sides, lavishing the same attention on my other nipple while her free hand kneads the soft flesh.

She lifts her head just enough to watch her own fingers pinch and roll my nipples, her breath coming faster now. “Look at you,” she says, voice gone rough. “So fucking pretty like this.”

I should feel exposed, but the way she’s looking at me, touching me, turns my flush into something hotter. Her palm skims up my sternum to cradle my breast again, testing its fullness before dipping her head to suck another bruise just below the swell.

When she finally lifts her mouth, a string of saliva connects her lips to my glistening skin for one suspended second before breaking.

This is what it feels like to be worshiped.

Then, her thigh slots between mine, and I gasp when her fingers finally, finally slip lower. My embarrassment melts into something hotter, something hers.

"Jesus, you're already..."

"Shutupshutup."

Her laugh vibrates against my collarbone as she teases me, one finger sliding through slick heat but not giving me what I want. Not yet. I buck against her hand, whining, and she rewards me with urgent, torturous circles over my clit that makes my vision whiten at the edges.

"Lena, I'm..."

"I know." She kisses me deeply as her fingers curl inside, her thumb keeping up that maddening rhythm
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