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Chapter 1 — Confession





I let out a contented sigh as I lounged on the couch in our dimly lit basement, my best friend Harper sprawled out beside me. The air was thick with the scent of incense and the soft glow of fairy lights cast a warm ambiance over the room. We were basking in the final days of summer vacation, relishing the carefree moments before the chaos of senior year began.

"OMG, can you believe we're finally seniors?" Harper squealed, bouncing up and down on the couch in my basement. We were lounging around, enjoying our last week of summer break, and I was thrilled to have my best friend over.

"I know, Babes, it's crazy!" I replied, tossing a popcorn kernel into the air and catching it with a grin. "It feels like just yesterday we were freaking out about freshman year."

Harper nodded enthusiastically, her curly red hair bobbing with the motion. "And now we're basically adults," she added, her bright blue eyes sparkling excitedly.

I chuckled, knowing exactly what she meant. "Yeah, except for the whole 'being responsible' thing," I teased, rolling my eyes.

We spent the next hour gossiping about the latest drama in school, discussing everything from who was dating who to whose parties were the wildest. As we chatted, I couldn't help but bring up the topic of my recent breakup with Thomas.

"I'm so done with him," I declared, tossing a dismissive hand in the air. "He's just so… basic."

Harper laughed, shaking her head. "Girl, you're just saying that because he didn't live up to your expectations," she joked, nudging me playfully with her elbow.

I grinned mischievously. "Hey, maybe I just have high standards, okay? Besides, there are plenty of other fish in the sea – or in our case, plenty of other guys in school."

Harper blushed, her cheeks flushing pink. "Yeah, but I'm having a hard time finding someone who's interested," she confessed, looking down at her hands.

I reached over and squeezed her hand comfortingly. "Hey, don't sell yourself short, Harper. You're smart, funny, and gorgeous. Any guy would be lucky to have you." My gaze drifted downward, taking in her slender curves and pert breasts barely contained by her crop top. A sudden surge of heat pooled low in my belly and I glanced away, trying to ignore the forbidden thoughts swirling in my mind.

Harper sighed, looking wistful. "If only I wasn't so shy and awkward around boys," she lamented, her voice laced with frustration.

I burst out laughing, nearly spitting out my drink. "Girl, that's not a problem! You just need to learn how to work it," I advised, wagging my eyebrows suggestively.

Harper raised an eyebrow, intrigued despite herself. "What do you mean?"

I leaned in a conspiratorial glint in my eye. "Do what I do – find a gorgeous guy, pull him into the back room or something, get on your knees, and suck him off until he explodes in your mouth," I whispered, making a loud, exaggerated slurping noise.

Harper's eyes widened in shock, her face turning bright red. "Ry, you're insane!" she hissed, giggling uncontrollably.

I shrugged, grinning unapologetically. "Hey, it works like a charm! And trust me, once you get past the initial nerves, it's exhilarating. Plus, who needs a boring old conversation when you can just skip straight to the good stuff?"

Harper shook her head, chuckling. "You're such a slut Riley"

"Guilty as charged," I said with a laugh, sticking my tongue out at Harper. "But hey, at least I'm having fun! Life's too short to worry about what other people think, you know?"

Harper rolled her eyes, a playful smirk tugging at the corners of her mouth. "You're impossible, Riley. But I guess that's why I love you."

I nudged her shoulder with mine, a warm sense of camaraderie flowing between us. "Love you too, Babes. And who knows? Maybe you'll find your own Mr. Right this year. Or, at the very least, your own Mr. Right Now."

Harper giggled, her earlier embarrassment fading away as she relaxed into the comfortable rhythm of our friendship. "Well, if he's anything like the guys you go for, I'm in for one wild ride," she joked.

I waggled my eyebrows suggestively, a mischievous grin spreading across my face. "Just remember, Harper: size does matter.”

Harper burst into laughter, nearly choking on her soda. "Oh my god, Ry! You did not just say that!"

I shrugged, feigning innocence. "What? It's true! Besides, it's not like I have any personal experience to back that up or anything..."

"You know, Riley," Harper said after a while, her voice soft and contemplative. "I'm really glad I have you. This year is going to be crazy, but I know we'll get through it together."

I turned my head to look at her, with a genuine smile on my face. "Always, Harper. We're in this together, no matter what. Best friends forever, right?"

Harper nodded, her eyes shining with gratitude and affection. "Best friends forever," she echoed, reaching out to lace her fingers through mine.

As we sat there, hands entwined, I couldn't help but think back to all the boring guys I'd dated over the last three years. There was Alex, the self-proclaimed "rockstar" who thought he was the reincarnation of Jimi Hendrix. And then there was Jake, the wannabe athlete who spent more time talking about sports than actually playing them.

Harper noticed my far-off expression and nudged me playfully. "What's on your mind, Ry? Thinking about all the guys you've conquered?"

I snorted, rolling my eyes good-naturedly. "Ugh, please. I'm thinking about all the guys I've had to endure. Like, remember Alex and his guitar-playing skills?"

Harper burst out laughing. "Oh my god, yes! How could I forget? He was so bad, it was like he was trying to torture us with his music!"

I chuckled, shaking my head. "And then there was Jake, Mr. Sports-Guy. I swear, that dude could talk about football for hours on end."

Harper giggled, wiping tears from her eyes. "I know, right? It was like he thought he was the only one who knew anything about sports."

I grinned, feeling a sense of camaraderie with my best friend. "Yeah, well, at least we can look back on those experiences and laugh. Now, let's make a pact to avoid any more boring guys this year."

Harper held up her hand, grinning mischievously. "Deal! And if we do happen to date anyone boring, we'll just have to spice things up ourselves."

I winked, raising an eyebrow. "Now that's a plan I can get behind."

We dissolved into fits of laughter, but beneath the levity, there was an undercurrent of longing. As much as I enjoyed the thrill of conquest, none of those boys had truly satisfied me. I craved something deeper, darker, more intense.

Something primal.

And I knew exactly who could give it to me. My gaze drifted to the family photo collage on the wall, settling on a particular image - my swim coach, Ethan Moore, standing tall and proud amidst a sea of smiling faces. His chiseled features and piercing blue eyes sent a jolt straight to my core, reigniting the smoldering embers of desire that had been burning steadily since I first laid eyes on him two years ago.

"I have a confession to make," I announced suddenly, turning to face Harper with a mischievous glint in my eye. "There's someone else I've had my sights set on. Someone older, hotter, and completely off-limits."

Harper sat up straighter, her eyes widening with intrigue. "Ohhh, spill! Who is it?"

I hesitated for a moment, debating whether to reveal the truth. But Harper deserved honesty, especially considering how deep our friendship had become. Taking a deep breath, I met her gaze squarely.

"It's Coach Ethan," I whispered conspiratorially. "I've been crushing on him hardcore since sophomore year."

Harper's eyes widened in surprise. "Ry, that's not weird at all – he's gorgeous!" she exclaimed, nodding in agreement.

I giggled, feeling a little relieved. "Right? And now that I'm 18, I'm thinking of making my move," I hinted, raising an eyebrow suggestively.

Harper gasped, her mouth falling open in shock. "Ry! He's like, thirty-something! And married!"

I shrugged nonchalantly, already envisioning the delicious scandal that would ensue once I had Ethan wrapped around my little finger. "Oh, I have a feeling his wife isn't satisfying him anymore. He needs a young, eager thing like me to show him what he's been missing."

Harper shook her head, clearly conflicted. "I don't know, Ry… that's pretty risky. What if he rejects you? Or worse, kicks you off the swim team?"

A slow, seductive smile spread across my lips as I leaned in closer, my voice dropping to a husky purr. "He won't reject me, Harper. Trust me, I know exactly how to make him want me. And once I have him, oh baby… the things we'll do together…"

I trailed off, letting my imagination run wild with tantalizing possibilities. Ethan pounding into me relentlessly, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.  I’d be begging for more, harder, faster!

"Ry!" Harper snapped, waving a hand in front of my glazed-over eyes. "Earth to Riley! You spaced out there for a sec."

I blinked, refocusing on Harper's concerned expression. "Sorry, sorry. I just get carried away sometimes." My gaze drifted back to the photo collage, lingering on Ethan's rugged profile.

"He's just so different from all the other guys, you know? They're all so immature and clueless. I need someone who knows what they're doing. Someone who can take control and make me beg for mercy." My voice dropped to a whisper, heavy with longing.

Harper raised an eyebrow, curiosity getting the better of her. "You mean like, in bed?"

I nodded, my heart racing with anticipation. "Exactly. I fantasize about him. I want to feel his hands gripping my hips, pulling me down onto him as he thrusts up into me. I want to feel his hot breath on my skin, his lips biting into my neck as he loses control. And I won't stop until he's deep inside me. Until he fills me and I’m begging for more.”

As I spoke, I watched Harper's reaction closely, noticing the subtle changes in her demeanor. Her eyes took on a glassy quality, her pupils dilating as she listened to my description of Ethan's dominance and my willing submission. A faint flush rose to her cheeks, and I could sense her arousal simmering just below the surface.

I smiled to myself, recognizing the spark of interest in her eyes. It was a tiny flame, but one that I knew I could fan into a roaring blaze with the right encouragement. I leaned in closer, my voice taking on a conspiratorial tone.

"Imagine it, Harper – Ethan's strong arms wrapping around me, holding me in place as he uses me. His hands would be rough and demanding, but I'd love every minute of it. I'd beg him to be gentler, but he'd just laugh and take me harder, making me scream his name."

As I painted this picture, I could see the arousal in Harper's eyes growing stronger. She shifted uncomfortably in her seat, her thighs pressing together as if to contain the heat spreading through her body. I reveled in her response, knowing that I was pushing her boundaries and exploring the hidden corners of her desire.
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