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Warning

This book is full of friends that turn to the spicier side, only continue if you are comfortable with knowing how they will overcome this.

This is an FM romance.

All sexual interactions are consensual and between adults.

Also included: Dirty talk. Oral sex. Fingering.


Premise

Friends are a tricky thing if the two are not as committed as they owe to be.

Good friends are not easy to maintain.


Becoming roommates and having similar tastes to the point of attending the same Academy is just how everything should have developed smoothly, but what of the doubts? What of the dreams? The unconscious thoughts that filtered into their minds and hearts in the long nights and the comforting world of being there for each other, would that be what makes these two finally turn and say: what if…?


As college life progressed, the fragile line between them was put to the test after one night of comfort.


Part 1

Being


1

Logan

Being alone at the apartment sometimes made me feel like the place was too big, when Adelinne was there on most nights, it all felt better, though, and that worried me with each passing day.


She was out, again. Our second year at the Academy was only a few weeks in, but my friend was already dating. I hadn’t done that in months, and I was afraid to admit that the reason for it slept across from my room. That’s not it. I thought desperately, not for the first time.


When we decided to live together when we started college because it was convenient, our parents knew that we were such good friends, and that it was better for both of us to have someone we could trust and have around, it never occurred to me that a year later I would be trying to repress crazy thoughts and feelings that I would deny as long as I lived.

But that night, hell froze over, or something equally drastic must have happened because it all went up in flames.


My perfect plan: destroyed.


I was watching one of the shows I barely got to on TV when Adelinne was there because she hated the splatter of blood and screams coming from the screen at intervals, but that’s when the apartment’s door banged open behind me as it hit the wall then again against the frame when my friend closed it. I paused on the gory scene on the screen and turned around.

“Hey,” I called, but the black-haired fury that had just entered the apartment passed by me in a flash of red and white.

“Men are pigs,” I heard her mutter when she was almost at her room’s threshold. And I noticed that it was hard for her to stay up right.


“Adelinne,” I tried again, going after her before she banged her head against any surface, more so in her room, which was full of bookshelves and scattered items on the floor. “What happened? You alright?” I asked, entering her bedroom and wishing I hadn’t because damn. That dress was too short and way too revealing.


“I’m fine.” She slurred. “I’m tired of guys, men, boys, bisexuals, anyone with a penis,” Adelinne continued to rant, getting her shoes off one at a time gingerly and almost falling over. I was already half inside the room, ready to catch her if she fell because she looked like she could lose her balance at any time. “Zip me off,” she asked, and calling on an inner peace and strength that I didn’t feel one bit, I came closer and lowered the tiny zipper in the back of the dress. No bra.


I almost lost it right then. Adelinne chimed out of the scrappy piece of fabric and stood in white satin panties in front of me. I was too tall, always had been for her 5’3, so I could see the top of her breasts clearly over her shoulders, even the peaks. Christ.


“You know I’m a guy, right?” I breathed.


“What?” My friend, my best friend, turned around without thought, drunk and too comfortable about being naked in front of me. Doesn’t she see me as a man? I complained internally. “Oh, is a serious question.” But even drunk, she was too aware of my facial expressions. “Yes, I know.” Adelinne answered. Was she always that size? I couldn’t help but wonder. We hadn’t been in each other’s presence, naked, in at least two years, and those other times had been completely by accident or unavoidable, like jumping in the lake at night before running out of it thirty seconds later because it was too cold and having to remove our clothes and throw dry ones on. But this? This was torture because I was half-staring, half-ignoring the beauty in front of me.



“Clueless,” I murmured as she passed by me as if she was not bouncing with each step. Fuck.


Adelinne opened a drawer and pulled a t-shirt out that was too big yet not long enough to cover her legs entirely, and now she looked like a wet dream I once had about a faceless girl that had woken me up harder than a rock.

“Anyway, what’s wrong? You were riled up,” I questioned her, leaning against the only empty wall. The others were full of paintings or posters. Artistic girls like her were all about what inspired them.

“He was a handsy idiot without an ounce of intelligence,” she complained, sitting on the bed cross-legged.

“Want me to beat him up?” She laughed at that.


“Not this time,” her answer finally came without that edge, so I relaxed. I crouched in front of the bed, then did something I regretted as soon as I did it because her widened gaze said it was definitely not something we did. I brushed her long strands away from her face, pushing her black hair behind her ear, and lingering over the friend's comfort-ness limit, and threading into something else.


“You can probably beat anyone on your own, but I’m here if you need me,” I assured her.

“I know,” she smiled. “Now, bring me some water and an aspirin.” Adelinne joked, but there was a slight tremble in her voice that confused me. Not sure why she was nervous I got up, giving her a salute before going out to the bathroom in the hall.


I took a moment there, breathing in and out slowly before returning to her room, she was on her side, her legs tucked tightly in and her hand under her face, I had seen the scene a thousand times, but right that moment, all I wanted was to crawl behind her and spoon her while she slept. Oh, holy shit. I thought fervently before leaving the glass of water and aspirin next to my friend on the desk, then I walked out as fast as I could.


∞∞∞
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Adelinne


Was it all a dream? Why else would I feel excited? The last remnants of my imagination vanished, and I knew that whatever I had been dreaming was something that my mind was trying to block out because there was no way that he had been featured in my dreams. It had been ages since that had happened, and I had learnt to ignore it when my fantasy-crush resembled my friend, never his face, just a slightly similar appearance and the lingering feeling that it was him.


“Ugh,” I muttered, sitting up. There was a white pill next to me, and the vague memory of last night tried to resurface. I had been wasted and ranting.

“Are you up?” My friend asked, knocking on the door softly and opening it a bit. “I’m cooking breakfast, do you want some?” I nodded at Logan.

“Did you put me to bed last night?” I asked him, he didn’t reply immediately, when I stared up at him there was a strange look on him.

“Not entirely,” he answered. “Just placed the covers over you.” He continued dryly. “Come out when you’re ready. I’m just starting.”

I sat there wondering how the hell I had undressed and put on a t-shirt the night before, I wasn’t the type to drink and lose my senses, but that guy I had agreed to go out with and now I fervently wanted erased from my memories, he had tried and successfully become the bane of my patience, so drinking had been the logical solution at the time.

I went to the bathroom and took some time on my hair and general appearance because I did look like I had been partying all night. Although, I hadn’t drunk that much. I frowned at my reflection, it would come back to me during the day, I was sure of it.

“Morning,” I said to Logan, who was busy pouring waffle mix on the maker. He sure knew how to make pre-made foods, and they were delicious every time.

“Hello,” my friend replied absently. He handed me a warm coffee mug with enough cream and sugar to give anyone an interactive boost or a diabetes coma. And I took it happily. “Want to tell me what really went on last night?” Logan asked, lowering the volume of the music on his phone. The upbeat tempo, a background melody now.

“Meh,” I mumbled, drinking my coffee.

“What? Can’t remember it?” He taunted. “That bad?”

“Oh, I remember the guy, what came after it? That’s fuzzy.” I confessed. He grumbled something but didn’t elaborate, making me frown.

Since when was Logan not forward? He always told me exactly what he thought and joked about me dating shamelessly, even giving me pointers. Not that morning, he seemed a little absent-minded.

“Is everything okay?” I asked my friend, getting him to turn and stare at me for a moment. And that brief look, it spoke volumes, if only I knew what it meant, but before I could decipher it, he smiled at me, covering up all thoughts running through his mind.

“Yes, why?” Oh, he was good at that, deflecting questions. Like I’d fall for it.

“You’re hiding something,” I accused.

“Drink your coffee, Adi,” Logan told me sternly, returning his attention to the waffle maker. “So, what did the moron do to make you hate mankind?” He asked me next.

“Who says I hate mankind?”


“You, last night.” My friend proclaimed, and it was hard to think I would have said it so plainly. Normally, I wouldn’t let guys influence my mindset, or categorise every man as being the same. Maybe something else happened? I thought back intensely, trying to remember the rest of the night after I had dumped a glass of lemonade over the guy’s head in an extra dramatic surge before leaving him at the restaurant.


But honestly, how many times could a girl get a hand off her leg before she lost it? About eight times in my experience. And it had been too much.

“Adi?” Logan snapped his fingers in front of my face and I nearly took them in my grasp, ready to twist them. He knew I hated when he did that. He smiled, knowing my dark thoughts.

“He was an asshole and kept putting his hand up my leg,” I told my friend.

“Who was this again?” The casual way he asked didn’t match the death intent I saw in his eyes, but I kept quiet about that. Logan always looked like that when he found an ex or a date did something immoral. By his standards, at least, and when it came to me because he could turn a blind eye whenever I retailed a story to him of somebody else, or if our friends said it. He would just nod and perhaps give advice, but he wouldn’t get that murdering expression on him as he had now. I frowned.

“Phillip something or other,” I replied, trying to push back the thoughts that Logan cared more about me than anyone, which was true, he was my friend, but there was something I was missing.

“Right,” he murmured, placing the waffles, eggs, honey, finely chopped fruits and more coffee in front of me.

“Would you marry me?” I joked with a hand in my heart. “Your settings are so pretty.” I fluttered my eyelashes at him, fake-fainting on the high stool.

“Shut up,” he grumbled, picking a fork and sitting across from me.

“Should I stop dating?” I wondered, taking a bite.

“What?” He exclaimed, coughing up a bit of fruit. I gave him a sideways glance, passing a napkin. “Why?” He said, cleaning his little gross mess.

“Because what’s the point? I’m tired of getting worked up and then disappointed.” I replied morosely.


“You’re nineteen,” his exasperated reply was uncalled for and weird. The pattern I knew was that Logan was supposed to tell me that sure, stop, and bet against me going out a week later with any guy who I thought was cute and a possibility.


“Can pass as twenty,” I pointed my fork at him.

“You’re supposed to date.” He continued, ignoring me.

“Okay, old man,” I rolled my eyes, picking a piece of strawberry from the plate between us. “What about you?”

“What about me?” He retorted skittishly.

“Are you dating anyone?”

“Have you seen anyone around here?” I stared at him with a squint, and he took a deep breath. “No, Adi. I’m not dating anyone right now.”

“You’re in a mood.” I told him, and he smiled tightly.

“I give you a few weeks before you tell me you’re going on a date.” I relaxed, and he gave me a softer expression. It was as if he knew I had been stressing about his weird answers and now decided to give me a small reprieve.

“I don’t think so,” I replied on cue, but Logan didn’t laugh as he would have in the past. We had been living together since starting at the academy, and it was the first time that I felt lost for words in front of my friend, or more for the first time since we were kids.


Something else is going on here. I thought darkly.



3

Logan

Holy fuck, but why?

Why did Adelinne have to keep walking around our apartment as if nothing happened? I knew that she remembered; she had told me details of that night, and yet, it had escaped her brilliant, beautiful, extrovert mind that I might be staring more often than I ought.

Adelinne was normally going around the place with her snug t-shirts and shorts that were more boyshorts than actual appropriate house-clothing. It was slowly driving me crazy because I had been living with her for over a year and known her for ten, but that had not meant more than friendship until I started dreaming. Lately, I woke up breathless and with a hand on my rigid shaft and a very clear image of what my dreams had been about. Or rather who was featured in them.


It’s because I haven’t dated in a while. I thought frequently. It had been a week since Adelinne Auclair had come home cursing anything male, but after her initial outburst, I was certain that she would be back at it with another random dude that called her attention, not because she was easy or a street whore, in my family’s most unchristian moments and words. No, Adelinne firmly believed in exploring her options before meeting the right person. The one.


“Hey, slack-jawed humanoid.” I snapped out of my reverie of the wall in the living room, focusing my eyes on the girl almost in front of me. “What are you daydreaming about while ignoring me?” She demanded, hitting my leg with her foot.

“What do you want?” I grunted, stretching my arms in front of me.

“I was asking if you wanted to go have dinner?” She tapped her bare foot on the floor impatiently.

“Sure,” I shrugged, getting up. Was she staring? Nah, that was probably my imagination running wild. I towered over Adi before moving her side by picking her up.

“Stop that, moron.” Adelinne broke free and almost fell backwards in her haste, so I grabbed her arm tightly before she hurt herself. “Ouch,” I let go as she righted herself up. A flushed, exasperated expression on her face that made me crack up. “You really should measure your strength.” She declared before stepping on my foot, walking past me in a huff of dark waved hair and pure annoyance. I stayed in place, holding my foot, how such a tiny thing like her had so much brute force in her body was amazing, my toes were on fire.

“You shouldn’t have fought when I picked you up.” I threw her way, entering my room.

“I’ve told you not to do that since we were fifteen,” she snapped, standing at my door while I removed my t-shirt to change for a clean-going-out one.

I pushed my head out of the new shirt’s neck and discovered my friend still standing there, biting her lip.

“Eh, what are you doing?” I said, searching for my keys.


“Huh? I’m going to change these pants,” she proclaimed, turning around. Odd.



“Where are we going?” Not Mexican, Not Mexican. I chanted in my head.



“How about Mexican food?” I sighed at her loud query from her room, I stood in the hallway but heard her laughing inside. “You were thinking not Mexican, weren’t you?” She laughed harder when I didn’t reply.


“Greek,” I declared. “And you can eat alone if you don’t want any.” I threatened though we both knew that it would be her decision in the end. Rarely did I say no to Adelinne, mostly because she hit muscles and nerves pretty accurately.

“So testy,” she grinned, coming out of her room with her hair pulled back and lips covered in deep pink lip gloss.


Definitely asking someone out this week. I promised myself because there was a cute dark-haired girl living with me, and I needed to start seeing my friend again instead of that girl.


∞∞∞


Adelinne

How about that? I was able to keep my mind on track and not wander into insanity like: why was my friend Logan more ripped now than I remembered? I had stood at his door, staring for infinite seconds until he caught me red-handed, luckily he hadn’t known that my mind was a place where grandmothers would blush, not mine. My grandmother had taught me to flirt and then told me raunchy stories of her youth with a laugh. It had been both traumatising and fun to hear her.


We arrived at the Greek restaurant almost at the same time when everyone got the idea of let’s go out and eat. We barely got a table before others started to flow through the doors, including some of my acquaintances and classmates, and Logan’s too. We exchanged greetings with different people for ten minutes before looking at the menu.


“I want something wrapped with sauces that drip all over,” I murmured, getting a grumbled acknowledgement from my dark-blonde friend across the table. “You?”

“Salad and hummus.” He replied in a murmur.

“Why are you so healthy?” I complained. He grinned at that, and the boyish dimple on his cheek showed clearly. My heart jumped ahead for a second.

“Am I?” Logan’s query was low, but I heard the teasing anyway.

“Only here,” I said.

“You’re right about that.” He told me, calling the waitress. I saw the pixie-haired girl almost spring over, and repressed the need to roll my eyes. The waitress basically bowed over the table, ignoring me but giving Logan a good chance to look inside her pink blouse.

“Adi?” I was so into my rumination of how women acted around him that I missed the question. “What do you want to drink?” He prompted me.

“Cherry lemonade,” I answered.

The waitress walked away, swaying her hips so much, I thought she might hurt later. I wasn’t sure she had written down my order that well, either.


“Did you finish your questionnaire?” Logan wondered, opening the chickpea chips jar on the table, completely unaware of my thoughts. Good.


“Almost,” I said.

“Isn’t it due in the morning?”

“Are you my tutor now?” I snapped. I was quite aware of my due date, but thought it insane to have so much to do when the year was barely beginning.

“Want me to help?” He suggested, the brainiac.

“Don’t you have to study or write or whatever?” My words muffled by the chips in my mouth. “Besides, what would you know of French history?” I was really starting to doubt my reasoning when I decided to take French history as an elective. I could barely communicate in French, only because I was lazy and my family had grown tired of trying to teach me, but history had seemed more interesting. It was not. Or at least not the way the professor taught.

“Moi, mademoiselle?” Logan made me laugh loudly with his horrific accent and attempt at speaking French. “There,” I heard him say, watching me smile. I quickly turned sideways, ignoring the blush trying to appear on my cheeks.

“You suck at it,” I protested.


“It’s not in French, Adi. Also, I can read a guide and help.” He boasted. Nerd. I knew that very well, he hated maths, but it didn’t stop him from figuring out how to solve the problems once he read the formulas and followed them diligently. Only to forget it all two days later.
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