
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: After Midterms

The apartment door slammed with enough violence to send vibrations through the thin walls, rattling the cheap frames Maya had hung in a futile attempt to make their shitbox rental feel like home. The Monet print—water lilies bleeding into impressionist blue—shuddered on its thumbtack. Beside it, Sienna's concert poster from Phoebe Bridgers curled at one corner, the tape finally giving up after months of Nevada dry heat.

Maya didn't care about any of it. She dropped her North Face backpack—stuffed with five exam's worth of scrap paper and mechanical pencils worn down to nubs—and let it hit the scuffed laminate floor with a thud that would've made their downstairs neighbor bang on the ceiling if he wasn't probably passed out drunk already. It was barely past nine on a Friday, but this was college. Time had stopped meaning anything around Wednesday.

She collapsed face-first onto their salvation-army couch, the one they'd hauled up three flights of stairs back in August, convinced they were getting a steal at forty bucks. The springs groaned under her weight, metal coils that had given up any pretense of support years before they'd found the listing. Maya's face pressed into the cushion that smelled like stale beer and the vanilla candle Sienna burned constantly, trying to cover up the permanent aroma of their building—weed and mildew and too many people packed into subdivided Victorians that should've been condemned.

"We survived," Sienna announced from the doorway, her voice carrying that particular brand of exhaustion that came from three consecutive all-nighters and enough Adderall to kill a horse. "Holy fuck, we actually fucking survived."

Maya turned her head just enough to crack one eye open, squinting at her roommate through the tangle of dark hair that had escaped her ponytail sometime between Advanced Organic Chemistry and whatever the fuck her last exam had been. Her brain was soup. She couldn't remember her own name, let alone what she'd been tested on four hours ago.

But she could remember exactly what Sienna looked like.

Sienna stood backlit by the hallway's flickering fluorescents—the super had promised to fix them in September and here they were in February, still strobing like a sad rave. The light caught the blonde of her hair, the left side buzzed down to nothing in that undercut she'd gotten freshman year on a dare and never grown out. The longer bits fell across her face, hiding one of those stupidly blue eyes that Maya had spent two years trying not to stare at during study sessions.

She wore the same outfit she'd had on for the past seventy-two hours—oversized flannel in dark green that she'd stolen from some ex, black jeans ripped at both knees, the Doc Martens she'd resoled twice because she refused to buy new ones. The flannel was unbuttoned enough to show her black bralette underneath, the lace edge peeking out, and Maya's traitorous brain catalogued this information like it catalogued everything about Sienna. The way she chewed on her bottom lip when she was painting. The off-key humming in the shower every morning at six-thirty. The exact slope of her collarbones where they disappeared under fabric.

The tattoo sleeve covering her right arm moved as she reached up to shove hair out of her face—a whole garden of peonies and morning glories rendered in watercolor, colors bleeding into each other like they were still wet. She'd gotten it done piece by piece over the past year, scraping together money from her job at the campus coffee shop, sitting for hours while some guy named Marcus at Main Street Ink turned her skin into art.

Maya had gone with her for the last session, watching Sienna's face contort with pain she refused to acknowledge, the way her free hand had gripped Maya's thigh so hard it left marks for three days. She'd stared at those finger-shaped bruises in the mirror every morning and felt things she absolutely should not feel about her best friend.

"Survived is optimistic," Maya mumbled into the couch cushion that tasted like dust and regret. "I think organic chemistry actually murdered me and this is the bad place. The Reno State off-campus housing version of hell."

"Hell would have better water pressure." Sienna stepped over the graveyard of Maya's belongings—textbooks and graph paper and a TI-84 calculator that had cost more than their monthly utilities. She headed for what their landlord generously called a "kitchenette"—a corner sectioned off by sheer force of will, containing a mini-fridge that wheezed like an asthmatic, a microwave from 1987, and a hotplate they weren't technically allowed to have.

She emerged seconds later with the bottle of Smirnoff they'd been saving since October. Cheap vodka in a plastic bottle that they'd bought at the sketchy liquor store that never checked IDs, sitting behind the counter with dead eyes while taking their crumpled twenties. The bottle was half-empty already—emergency drinks after bad critiques and failed problem sets and two AM panic attacks about the future.

"Which is why we're getting absolutely shitfaced tonight," Sienna declared, twisting the cap off with a practiced motion that involved her teeth and zero regard for dental health. "No mixers, no dignity, no fucks left to give."

Maya pushed herself up on her elbows, her whole body protesting the movement. Every muscle ached from tension she'd been holding for days, shoulders knotted up somewhere near her ears, lower back screaming from hours hunched over desk after desk. She was still wearing her soccer warm-ups—the Reno State track jacket and matching pants that she'd thrown on this morning because real clothes felt impossible.

The jacket was unzipped over a Nike sports bra, because she hadn't had the energy for an actual shirt. Two years of club soccer had left her with shoulders that Sienna had called "criminally hot" last month when they were drunk on this same couch, a comment that Maya had replayed approximately eight hundred thousand times, analyzing tone and context like it was another organic chemistry problem.

Her dark hair fell around her shoulders in waves from where the elastic had held it all day, strands sticking to her neck with dried sweat. She probably looked like absolute shit. She definitely smelled like the particular combination of stress-sweat and library air that defined finals week.

Sienna looked at her like none of that mattered.

"We don't have mixers," Maya pointed out, because her brain had apparently decided to focus on logistics instead of the way Sienna's eyes were tracking down her body, lingering on the strip of abs visible between sports bra and low-slung waistband.

"Who needs mixers when we have no standards left?" Sienna tipped the bottle back, throat working as she swallowed. Maya watched the motion with more focus than it deserved—the column of Sienna's neck, the small sound she made when the vodka hit, the way her face scrunched up in disgust that somehow made her prettier. "Ugh, Jesus fuck. Tastes like nail polish remover and bad decisions."

"You've tasted nail polish remover?"

"Art school, babe." Sienna lowered the bottle, licking her lips. "I've tasted everything you're not supposed to. Paint thinner, turpentine, that time I accidentally ate a gel medium tube because I thought it was toothpaste." She crossed back to the couch, dropping down beside Maya close enough that their thighs pressed together through layers of fabric. "Your turn."

She held out the bottle. Maya took it, their fingers brushing during the exchange—skin on skin for maybe two seconds that somehow felt like static electricity arcing between them. The vodka burned down her throat, chemical and harsh, spreading warmth through her chest that had nothing to do with alcohol content.

When she lowered the bottle, Sienna was staring at her mouth.

"Remember freshman year?" Sienna said, her voice dropping half an octave into that register she used when she was trying to sound casual and failing completely. "When we said we'd never become the kind of people who drink straight vodka on a Friday night like we're in some depressing Russian novel?"

"We also said we'd go to bed before two AM." Maya passed the bottle back, watching Sienna's fingers wrap around the neck where hers had just been. "And actually use the meal plan we paid for instead of living on instant ramen and spite."

"We were very naive children." Sienna took another pull, longer this time, her throat working. "Innocent and optimistic."

"There's a difference between optimistic and delusional."

"Is there though?" Sienna wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, the motion drawing Maya's eyes to her lips—full and pink and currently wet with vodka and saliva. They looked soft. Maya had spent an inadvisable amount of time wondering how soft. "Because I feel like our entire college experience has been an extended exercise in delusion."

The apartment was quiet except for the ambient noise of a Friday night in student housing—someone's bass-heavy music thumping through the walls from 3B, the couple in 2A screaming at each other again, the sound of traffic from Virginia Street bleeding through windows that didn't quite close right. Their building was a converted Victorian that some slumlord had chopped into eight units, each one smaller and more depressing than the last.

But this was theirs. Maya had lived in plenty of places—her childhood home in Sacramento with her older sister taking up all the oxygen, freshman dorms where the girl across the hall played EDM at four AM—but nothing had ever felt quite like this. Like she was always hyperaware of Sienna's presence in a way that went beyond normal roommate awareness.

She knew the sound of Sienna's alarm—that song by The 1975 that she loved and Maya pretended to hate. The rhythm of her footsteps in the morning, padding from bedroom to bathroom in just underwear and an oversized t-shirt, hair sticking up in every direction. The way she sang off-key in the shower, belting out Phoebe Bridgers like she was performing at the fucking Grammys. The smell of her shampoo that somehow permeated the entire apartment—coconut and something else, something tropical that made Maya think of beaches she'd never been to.

The casual intimacy of sharing space with someone you wanted but couldn't have.

Because they were friends. Best friends. The kind of friends who'd held each other's hair while puking freshman year, who'd stayed up until dawn talking about philosophy and family trauma and whether God was real or just a collective hallucination humanity couldn't shake. The kind of friends who knew each other's coffee orders and period cycles and exact location of every emotional scar.

Maya wasn't about to fuck that up by admitting that somewhere between helping Sienna stretch a canvas at three AM and Sienna teaching her how to shotgun a beer without looking like an idiot, she'd developed feelings that were categorically not platonic. Feelings that lived in her chest like a second heartbeat, thrumming away beneath everything else.

"What are you thinking about?" Sienna asked, nudging Maya's knee with her own.

The touch sent heat straight up her thigh.

"That I'm going to fail orgo and have to change my major to something without chemistry," Maya lied. "Maybe art history. You could teach me."

"Bullshit." Sienna shifted closer, if that was even possible. "You got an A on every single problem set. You color-coded your notes. You're not failing anything."

"You don't know that."

"I know you." Sienna's hand landed on Maya's thigh, casual but weighted. "Also, you're a terrible liar. Your nose does this thing."

"What thing?"

"This little scrunch." Sienna reached up with her free hand, tapping Maya's nose with one finger. The touch sent electricity through her entire nervous system. "Right there. You've done it since freshman year. Every time you try to lie about being fine when you're not, or pretending you like that guy from calculus when you clearly didn't, or—"

She cut herself off, but her hand stayed on Maya's face, fingers hovering near her cheek.

The air between them felt suddenly thick, charged with something that had been building for months. Maybe years. Maya couldn't remember when exactly she'd stopped seeing Sienna as just her roommate and started seeing her as Sienna—the girl who took up space in her head rent-free, who featured in dreams Maya refused to examine too closely, who made her heart do complicated gymnastics just by existing.

"Or what?" Maya heard herself ask.

Sienna's thumb brushed along her jawline, slow and deliberate. "Or pretending you don't notice when I look at you."

Maya's breath caught. "How do you look at me?"

"Like this." Sienna's eyes were very blue, pupils dilated in the low light of their apartment. "Like I've been trying not to for two fucking years and failing spectacularly."

The confession hung between them, heavy and real. Maya's heart was doing something arrhythmic in her chest, a rhythm that had nothing to do with the cardiovascular system and everything to do with Sienna's hand on her face, the way they were breathing in sync, the fact that Sienna had just admitted—

"I thought I was imagining it," Maya said, her voice barely above a whisper.

"You weren't." Sienna's hand moved to cup the back of Maya's neck, fingers threading into her hair. "I've been losing my mind. Do you know what it's like living with someone you're completely gone for? Watching you walk around in sports bras and those fucking gray shorts you wore to practice last month?"

"The gray shorts?"

"Don't play dumb. You know exactly which ones." Sienna's grip tightened slightly. "The ones that show off your ass and those ridiculous soccer thighs. I've been having very detailed fantasies about those thighs."

Maya felt heat flood through her entire body. "What kind of fantasies?"

"The kind I probably shouldn't describe unless you want this conversation to go somewhere we can't take back."

"What if I want it to go there?"

Sienna made a noise low in her throat—something between a laugh and a groan. "Then you should know I've thought about this approximately eight million times. Every single way I want to touch you. Every sound I want to make you make. Every—"

Maya kissed her.

She closed the distance between them in one motion, capturing Sienna's words against her mouth. Sienna made a surprised sound that quickly turned into something else, something hungry, her hand fisting in Maya's hair as she kissed back with two years of pent-up want.

Sienna tasted like vodka and mint ChapStick and something underneath that was just her—a flavor Maya couldn't name but knew she'd be chasing forever. The kiss was tentative at first, both of them still half-convinced this might be a mistake they'd regret in the morning, but then Sienna's tongue swept along Maya's bottom lip and tentative went straight out the window.

Maya opened for her, letting Sienna deepen the kiss into something that was all heat and desperation. Sienna's other hand came up to frame her face, holding her in place while she took her time exploring Maya's mouth like she'd been planning this for months. Which apparently she had.

They broke apart for air, both breathing hard. Sienna's lips were already swollen, her eyes darker than Maya had ever seen them.

"Fuck," Sienna breathed. "We're really doing this."

"We don't have to—" Maya started, because even now some part of her brain was trying to give Sienna an out.

"Shut the fuck up." Sienna kissed her again, harder, with purpose and intent that made Maya's core clench. "I've been thinking about this since you wore those shorts. Since before that. Since you helped me hang my pieces for the gallery show and you lifted me up on your shoulders so I could reach the top hook and I could feel how strong you are."

"That was five months ago."

"I know exactly how long it's been." Sienna's hands slid down to Maya's waist, fingertips pressing into the strip of bare skin where her sports bra had ridden up. "I've been counting. Driving myself insane watching you stretch before practice, or come out of the shower with wet hair, or bite your fucking pen during study sessions."

Maya's brain was short-circuiting. "The pen thing?"

"You do this thing where you hold it between your teeth while you're thinking and I just want to—" Sienna cut herself off by kissing Maya's jaw, then down her neck, finding that spot just below her ear that made Maya's breath hitch involuntarily. "Want to be that pen. Want to watch you bite down on something while I make you come."

"Holy shit," Maya gasped out, her hands coming up to grip Sienna's flannel for stability.

"You have no idea what you look like after soccer practice." Sienna's mouth moved lower, kissing along Maya's collarbone. "All sweaty and intense, muscles shaking from exertion. I've gotten myself off so many times thinking about you looking like that, thinking about me."

"That's—" Maya couldn't finish the sentence because Sienna bit down gently where her neck met her shoulder, then soothed it with her tongue. "—objectively the hottest thing anyone's ever said to me."

"Just wait." Sienna pulled back to look at her properly, pupils blown wide. "I've been planning this. Everything I want to do to you."

"Tell me."

"Or I could show you." Sienna stood up from the couch, pulling Maya with her by both hands. "Bedroom. Now. Unless you want our first time to be on this couch that smells like beer and probably has bed bugs."

"It definitely has bed bugs," Maya agreed, letting herself be pulled down the hallway.

They stumbled toward the bedrooms—two small boxes barely big enough for their twin beds and the mountains of shit they'd accumulated. Sienna's was closer, door already half-open, the room beyond exactly as chaotic as expected.

Canvases everywhere—leaning against walls, stacked in corners, hanging from nails Sienna had hammered in herself despite their lease explicitly forbidding it. Her bed was unmade, the vintage quilt she'd found at a garage sale rumpled in the middle, pillows scattered like she'd been having some kind of nightmare or fantasy that involved a lot of movement.

The fairy lights she'd strung across the ceiling cast everything in warm amber, making the room feel intimate and close. It smelled like her—linseed oil and that coconut shampoo and the incense she burned at two AM when she couldn't sleep, some kind of sandalwood blend from the hippie store downtown.

Maya had been in this room a thousand times. Studying. Talking. Watching movies on Sienna's laptop while sharing a pint of Ben & Jerry's. But never like this. Never with Sienna looking at her like she wanted to devour her whole.

Sienna closed the door behind them—unnecessary since they lived alone, but the action felt significant. Final. Like they were sealing themselves off from the rest of the world and whatever happened next was just between them.

"Come here," Sienna said, backing toward the bed.

Maya followed, her heart doing something complicated in her chest. She watched as Sienna's hands went to the buttons of her flannel, working them open with deliberate slowness. One button, then another, revealing more pale skin and black lace. The flannel fell off her shoulders, landing somewhere on the floor, leaving her in just the bralette and jeans.

The bralette was lace and mesh, doing absolutely nothing to hide her nipples or the way they were already hard. Sienna was smaller than Maya—shorter, slighter, the kind of build that looked delicate until you remembered she hauled giant canvases around and could hold a plank for five minutes straight. Her collarbones stood out sharp and elegant. The tattoos continued over her shoulder and across her chest, peonies scattering like she'd been walking through a garden that decided to make her part of itself.

She was the most beautiful thing Maya had ever seen.

"Your turn," Sienna said, nodding at the jacket.

Maya unzipped it with hands that were definitely shaking, letting it drop to the floor beside Sienna's flannel. The sports bra underneath was black and utilitarian, designed for support rather than aesthetics, but the way Sienna's eyes tracked down her body made her feel like she was wearing something expensive and slutty.

"Fuck," Sienna breathed. "Your body, Maya. Jesus Christ."

"It's just—"

"Don't you dare say 'it's just from soccer.'" Sienna crossed the space between them, hands immediately going to Maya's waist, fingers splaying across her abs. "You're so fucking hot it makes me stupid. I lose track of conversations staring at you."

She traced the lines of Maya's stomach, following each muscle like she was memorizing it. Her touch was light but intentional, nails scratching gently enough to raise goosebumps. Maya's breath came faster, her whole body hypersensitive to every point of contact.

"I've imagined this so many times," Sienna murmured, leaning in to kiss Maya's collarbone. "Exactly what you'd feel like."

"Am I living up to expectations?"

"Exceeding them by a lot." Sienna's mouth moved lower, kissing between Maya's breasts, then down her sternum. "Can I take this off?"

She tugged at the sports bra. Maya nodded, not trusting her voice, and helped pull it over her head. The cool air hit her chest, but it only lasted a second before Sienna's hands were there, cupping her breasts, thumbs brushing over nipples that were already embarrassingly hard.

"Fuck," Maya gasped, her head falling back.

"Sensitive?"

"Apparently."

"Good." Sienna's mouth replaced her hands, tongue circling one nipple before sucking it between her lips.

The sensation shot straight between Maya's legs. She'd had hookups before—awkward, fumbling encounters with guys who didn't know what they were doing—but nothing had felt like this. Like Sienna knew exactly what would make her come apart and was taking her time exploring it.

Sienna's teeth grazed her nipple, gentle but enough to make Maya's hips jerk forward involuntarily. Her hands went to Sienna's head, fingers threading through blonde hair, holding her in place.

"You like that," Sienna said, switching to the other breast. "File that away."

"Filing."

"Good girl."

The words did something catastrophic to Maya's brain chemistry. She made a sound she'd never made before—something between a whimper and a moan that would've been humiliating if she had any dignity left.

"Oh, you really like that," Sienna pulled back to look up at her, grinning. "Praise kink. Noted."

"I don't have a—"

"Baby, you just clenched your thighs together." Sienna's hand dropped to the waistband of Maya's track pants. "Can these come off? Need to see all of you."

Maya nodded, helping shimmy out of the pants and underwear in one motion because separating them felt like too much work. She stood naked in Sienna's room, lit by fairy lights, while her best friend—girlfriend? something—looked at her like she was art worth studying.

"You're so beautiful," Sienna said, her voice gone soft and wondering. "Like, genuinely unfairly beautiful."

"You're still dressed," Maya pointed out.

"Easily remedied." Sienna popped the button on her jeans, sliding them down legs that were covered in smaller tattoos—delicate line drawings of moths and moons and script Maya couldn't read from this angle. She stepped out of them, kicking them aside, standing in just the bralette and black underwear that were completely soaked through.

Maya could see the wet spot, dark against black fabric, and it made something primal wake up in her chest.

"See something you like?" Sienna asked, catching her staring.

"I've been wet since you kissed me on the couch," Maya admitted. "Maybe before that. Maybe since you grabbed the vodka."

"Fuck, that's hot." Sienna pulled her own bralette off, then the underwear, until they were both naked and staring at each other. "Bed. Now."

They fell onto the mattress together, Maya catching herself on her forearms so she didn't crush Sienna. The quilt was soft underneath them, smelling like laundry detergent and Sienna and a whole history of nights spent sleeping three feet away from each other through thin walls.

Sienna pulled her down into a kiss that was immediately desperate, all tongue and teeth and two years of wanting finally breaking through. Their bodies aligned, skin on skin, and Maya could feel every point of contact like a live wire—Sienna's nipples hard against her own, the way their hips fit together, the wetness between Sienna's thighs painting Maya's stomach.

"Want you," Sienna gasped between kisses. "Want you so fucking bad."

"You have me," Maya promised, kissing down her jaw to her neck. "Whatever you want."

"Anything?"

"Anything."

Sienna's hands slid down to grip Maya's ass, pulling her closer, grinding up against her. "Want you to fuck me. Want to fuck you. Want—" She cut herself off with a moan as Maya's thigh pressed between her legs. "Oh fuck, yes, like that."

Maya had never done this before—not with a woman, not with anyone in a way that mattered—but her body seemed to know what to do. She braced herself on one arm, using the other hand to explore Sienna's body with growing confidence. The dip of her waist. The flare of her hips. The way she arched when Maya's fingers traced her hip bone.

"You're so wet," Maya breathed, her fingers sliding through the evidence of Sienna's arousal.

"Your fault," Sienna gasped. "Been thinking about you all week. Got myself off in the shower this morning imagining—oh god—imagining this."

"Tell me," Maya demanded, circling Sienna's clit with gentle pressure. "What did you imagine?"

"You going down on me." Sienna's hips bucked into the touch. "Your face between my thighs while I pulled your hair and—fuck, Maya, just like that—while I came on your tongue."

"Want to do that." Maya kissed down Sienna's body, pausing to suck a mark into the curve of her breast. "Want to taste you."

"Later," Sienna said, pulling her back up. "Need something else first."

"What?"

"Turn around," Sienna said, her voice gone low and commanding. "On your stomach."

Maya's heart started pounding harder. She rolled over, suddenly feeling exposed and vulnerable in the best way. The position left her face pressed into Sienna's pillow that smelled overwhelmingly like her, ass in the air, thighs pressed together.

Sienna's hands ran up the backs of her legs immediately, exploring with obvious appreciation. "Your legs, holy shit. I've fantasized about these wrapped around my face, squeezing while you come."

"Sienna—"

"But first," Sienna's hands moved to Maya's ass, spreading her open slightly, "I want to taste every part of you. Been thinking about this specifically for weeks now."

Maya's breath caught as she realized what Sienna meant. "You want to—"

"Eat your ass? Yes." Sienna pressed kisses along her spine, working lower. "That okay? Because I've been obsessed with the idea."

Maya had never—nobody had ever—but the thought of Sienna's mouth there made her core clench with want so intense it almost hurt. "Yes. God, yes."

"Tell me if anything's too much," Sienna murmured against the small of her back. "Or if you need me to stop."

"Don't stop," Maya managed, her voice already gone breathless. "Please don't stop."

"Wasn't planning on it." Sienna's hands kneaded her ass, spreading her wider. "You're so fucking perfect. Every part of you."

She pressed kisses along the base of Maya's spine, over the dimples there, learning the landscape of her body with methodical patience. Maya squirmed under the attention, already desperate for more, but Sienna took her time—kissing, licking, biting gently at the fullest part of her ass.

"Sienna," Maya whined into the pillow.

"I know, baby. I've got you." Sienna's breath ghosted over her now, warm and close. "Just relax. Let me make you feel good."

Then her tongue made contact—warm and wet and deliberate—and Maya gasped so hard she nearly choked on air.

"Oh fuck," she managed to get out, her hands fisting in the quilt. "Oh my god."

"Mmm," Sienna hummed, and the vibration traveled straight through Maya's core. "You taste so good."

She did it again, the flat of her tongue dragging slow and thorough, exploring every sensitive nerve ending that Maya didn't even know she had. It was overwhelming—intimate in a way that felt almost too much, filthy and tender at once, everything she'd never known she wanted until Sienna was doing it.

Maya heard herself making sounds she'd never made before—whimpers and gasps and moans that would've been embarrassing if they didn't feel so fucking necessary. Like her body needed to express what her brain couldn't process.

"That's it," Sienna murmured between passes of her tongue. "Let me hear you. Want to know I'm making you feel good."

"So good," Maya gasped. "Sienna, fuck, it's so good."

Sienna's tongue circled and pressed, finding rhythm and pressure that made Maya's thighs shake. One hand held her open while the other slid under her hip, fingers finding where Maya was absolutely soaked—dripping wet in a way she'd never been before.

"Jesus Christ," Sienna breathed. "You're so wet I can hear it."

She pressed two fingers inside easily, and Maya sobbed into the pillow at the dual sensation—Sienna's tongue working steadily while her fingers curled to hit that perfect spot that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Maya chanted, her whole body drawn tight. "Sienna, I'm gonna—"

"Come for me," Sienna said, her voice muffled but commanding. "Want to feel you fall apart."

She doubled her efforts—tongue and fingers working in tandem, her free hand gripping Maya's hip hard enough to bruise. The pressure built and built until Maya couldn't hold back anymore, coming with a cry that she had to muffle in the pillow because their walls were thin and she had some remaining shred of dignity.

Her whole body convulsed, clenching around Sienna's fingers, thighs shaking so hard she nearly collapsed. Sienna worked her through it, tongue and fingers gentling as the waves subsided into aftershocks that left Maya boneless and gasping.

"Holy shit," Maya breathed when she could form words again. "That was—I can't—"

Sienna pressed a final kiss to the base of her spine before climbing up the bed to lie beside her. "Good?"

"Beyond good." Maya turned her head to look at her, finding Sienna watching her with soft eyes and a thoroughly smug expression. "That was maybe the best orgasm of my entire life."

"Maybe?"

"Definitely. Categorically. No question."

Sienna grinned, reaching out to push sweaty hair off Maya's face. "Good. That was the goal."

"Your turn," Maya said, already planning how she wanted to take Sienna apart the same way. "Lie back. Want to taste you."

"You don't have to—"

"I really, really want to." Maya kissed her deeply despite—or maybe because of—being able to taste herself on Sienna's lips. "Been thinking about it."

"Yeah?"

"Since you told me about your fantasies." Maya kissed down Sienna's neck, pausing to suck a mark into her collarbone that would definitely be visible tomorrow. "Want to make them real."

Sienna's breath hitched. "All of them?"

"Every single one." Maya continued kissing lower, over the swell of her breast, circling her nipple with her tongue. "Going to spend all night making you come. That okay?"

"Fuck yes, that's okay."

Maya grinned against her skin, continuing her exploration downward, ready to spend however long it took learning exactly what made Sienna fall apart.


Chapter 2: Learning Every Sound

Maya kissed her way down Sienna's stomach with deliberate slowness, mapping every inch of skin with her mouth like she was committing it to memory. The tattoos scattered across Sienna's torso—delicate line drawings of moths with spread wings, a crescent moon behind her left hip, script that curved along her ribs in handwriting Maya didn't recognize—all received attention. She traced each one with her tongue, feeling Sienna's muscles jump and contract underneath.

"You're teasing," Sienna breathed, her hands already tangled in Maya's hair.

"I'm appreciating," Maya corrected, circling her tongue around Sienna's navel. "You told me you've been planning this for weeks. Well, I'm making up for lost time."

"Maya—"

"Patience." She kissed lower, across the sharp jut of Sienna's hipbone, then the sensitive crease where her thigh met her body. Sienna's legs fell open automatically, giving Maya access to everything, and the trust implicit in that gesture made her heart do something complicated.

Sienna was spread out beneath her like an offering—pale skin flushed pink, chest heaving with each breath, nipples still hard from Maya's earlier attention. The fairy lights cast shadows across her body, highlighting every curve and hollow. Her pussy was right there, pink and swollen and glistening wet, and Maya had never wanted anything more in her entire life.

"You're so pretty," Maya murmured, running her hands up Sienna's inner thighs. "Every part of you."

"Stop talking and put your mouth on me," Sienna demanded, but her voice came out breathy and desperate rather than commanding.

"Bossy." Maya kissed her inner thigh, then bit down gently, feeling Sienna's whole body jerk. "What if I want to take my time?"

"Then I'll die of sexual frustration and it'll be your fault."

Maya laughed against her skin. "Can't have that on my conscience."

She leaned in, breathing in the scent of Sienna's arousal—musky and sweet and overwhelming. Her first tentative lick up Sienna's center made them both groan simultaneously. Sienna tasted like salt and something indefinable, something Maya knew immediately she'd crave forever.

"Fuck," Sienna gasped, her grip tightening in Maya's hair. "Oh fuck, yes."

Maya did it again, this time with more confidence, using the flat of her tongue to cover as much surface area as possible. Sienna's hips bucked up into her face, and Maya had to press one arm across her stomach to hold her down.

"Stay still," Maya said, pulling back just enough to speak. "Let me work."

"Can't—you feel too good—"

"Try." Maya dove back in, this time focusing on Sienna's clit with deliberate attention. She circled it with her tongue, then sucked it gently between her lips, and the sound Sienna made was absolutely pornographic.

"Nngh—Maya—holy shit—"

Maya had never done this before, but her body seemed to know what to do—or maybe she was just paying attention to what made Sienna react. The way her thighs trembled when Maya's tongue moved in tight circles. The breathless gasp when she applied more pressure. The whimpers that escaped when Maya backed off to tease her entrance instead.

"You're so good at this," Sienna panted, one hand fisted in the quilt while the other kept its death grip on Maya's hair. "How are you so good at this?"

"Natural talent," Maya said against her, the vibration making Sienna's hips jerk again. "Or maybe you just taste that fucking good."

She pressed her tongue inside, feeling Sienna clench around the intrusion. The intimacy of it hit her all at once—her face buried between Sienna's thighs, Sienna's wetness coating her chin and lips, the sounds of pleasure echoing in the small room. This was her best friend. Her roommate. The girl she'd been in love with for two years without admitting it.

And now she was here, tasting her, learning what made her fall apart.

Maya added her fingers—one at first, sliding in easily alongside her tongue, then two when Sienna moaned for more. She curled them up to find that spot while her mouth focused back on Sienna's clit, and suddenly Sienna was babbling.

"Oh god oh fuck oh shit—right there—just like that—don't stop don't you dare fucking stop—"

Maya didn't stop. She kept the same rhythm and pressure, her fingers pumping steadily while her tongue worked Sienna's clit in tight circles. Sienna's thighs started to shake on either side of her head, closing in around her ears and muffling the sounds of her moans.

"I'm gonna—fuck, I'm so close—Maya—"

"Come for me," Maya said, though she didn't stop working her. "Want to taste it."

Sienna came with a cry that she tried to muffle with her hand, her whole body going rigid before shaking apart completely. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around Maya's fingers, and Maya could feel the flutter of her orgasm, taste the flood of wetness that accompanied it. She worked Sienna through it, gentling her touches as the tremors subsided, pressing soft kisses to her inner thighs.

When Sienna finally relaxed, boneless and gasping, Maya crawled back up her body to kiss her. Sienna's eyes were glazed, her face flushed all the way down to her chest.

"Holy shit," Sienna breathed when Maya collapsed beside her. "That was—you just—I can't form sentences."

"Good." Maya grinned, ridiculously pleased with herself. "That was the goal."

"Where the fuck did you learn to do that?"

"I didn't. I just paid attention to what you liked."

Sienna turned her head to look at her properly. "You're telling me that was your first time going down on a girl and you made me come that hard?"

"Was it that hard?"

"Baby, I saw stars. Plural. A whole fucking galaxy." Sienna rolled onto her side, draping herself half across Maya. "That's not fair. You're not allowed to be that good at something on your first try."

"I had good motivation." Maya traced patterns on Sienna's back. "Wanted to hear you make those sounds."

"What sounds?"

"The whimpering. The way you said my name. That thing where you couldn't form full words." Maya pressed a kiss to her forehead. "All of it."

Sienna made a contented noise, nuzzling into Maya's neck. "I'm going to need like ten minutes before round two. Maybe five if you keep saying things like that."

"Round two?"

"Oh, you thought we were done?" Sienna pulled back to look at her with gleaming eyes. "Baby, we're just getting started. I have two years of fantasies to work through."

"All in one night?"

"We have all weekend." Sienna's hand started wandering south, fingers trailing down Maya's stomach. "No class on Monday. No practice. Just you and me and this bed."

Maya's breath hitched as Sienna's fingers found her again, discovering she was already wet again. "Greedy."

"For you? Absolutely." Sienna circled her clit with maddeningly light pressure. "Want to make you come on my fingers. Then my mouth. Then maybe we can try some other things."

"What other things?"

"Scissors. Grinding. I want to feel you against me with nothing in between." Sienna's fingers pressed inside her, slow and teasing. "Want to ride your face while you hold my thighs. Want to sixty-nine with you so we can both come at the same time."

Maya moaned, her hips rolling into Sienna's touch. "All of that sounds—fuck—sounds really good."

"Yeah?" Sienna added another finger, curling them just right. "What do you want? Tell me your fantasies."

"I—" Maya's brain was shorting out. "I want to make you come until you can't anymore. Want to learn every single way to touch you. Want—" She gasped as Sienna's thumb found her clit. "Want to wake up tomorrow and do this all over again."

"We will," Sienna promised, her mouth finding Maya's neck. "We have time. So much time."

She worked Maya with practiced efficiency, like she'd already memorized what made her fall apart. The angle was perfect, her fingers hitting that spot that made Maya see white, her thumb maintaining steady pressure on her clit. It built faster than Maya expected, the pleasure coiling tight in her core.

"Sienna—I'm—"

"I know. Can feel you getting close." Sienna bit down on her shoulder. "Let go. Want to feel you come on my fingers."

Maya came with a strangled moan, her back arching off the bed, thighs clamping around Sienna's wrist. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, each one making her clench around Sienna's fingers, until she was gasping and shaking and completely wrecked.

"So pretty when you come," Sienna murmured, kissing her through the aftershocks. "Could watch that forever."

"Might let you," Maya managed when she could breathe again.

They lay tangled together, sweaty and satisfied, the fairy lights casting everything in soft gold. Outside, the sounds of college life continued—bass thumping, people shouting, cars passing—but inside this room it was just them. Just Maya and Sienna and the enormous thing they'd finally admitted.

"Hey," Sienna said after a while, her voice gone soft and serious. "I meant what I said earlier. About this meaning something."

"I know." Maya pulled her closer. "It means something to me too. You mean something to me."

"Good." Sienna kissed her, slow and deep and sweet. "Because I'm not interested in casual. I want all of you. The studying and the soccer and the two AM anxiety spirals. All of it."

"You already have all of that."

"I know. But now I get to kiss you while you're spiraling." Sienna grinned. "And distract you with orgasms when you're stressed about exams."

"That seems like a solid study strategy."

"The best strategy." Sienna's hand started wandering again, fingers trailing along Maya's ribs. "Speaking of which, we still have that whole weekend ahead of us. And I did mention having a lot of fantasies to work through."

"How many fantasies are we talking?"

"Enough to keep us busy until Monday morning at least." Sienna shifted, moving to straddle Maya's hips. "Starting with the one where I ride your face while you grip my ass hard enough to bruise."

Maya's breath caught. "That's—yeah. Yes. We're doing that."

"Good girl," Sienna said, and the praise made Maya's core clench visibly. "God, you really do love being praised."

"Only by you."

"Even better." Sienna leaned down to kiss her. "Now open that pretty mouth. Want to see if you can make me come twice in a row."

She moved up Maya's body, thighs bracketing her head, and Maya got her first proper view of Sienna's pussy from this angle—pink and swollen and still wet from her earlier orgasm. It was obscene. It was perfect.

Maya gripped Sienna's hips, pulling her down onto her face without preamble. Sienna gasped above her, her hands bracing on the headboard as Maya's tongue got to work with renewed enthusiasm. From this angle she could take her time, could explore every fold and valley, could feel the way Sienna's thighs trembled on either side of her head.

"Fuck—Maya—just like that—" Sienna's hips started moving, grinding down onto Maya's face in a rhythm that was half desperation and half control. "Your tongue feels so fucking good."

Maya hummed in agreement, the vibration making Sienna jerk. She moved her hands from Sienna's hips to her ass, gripping hard like Sienna had requested, kneading the flesh while using her mouth to drive her higher. She could barely breathe with Sienna riding her face like this, but she didn't care. She'd happily suffocate if it meant hearing Sienna make those sounds.

"Gonna come—oh fuck—Maya—"

Sienna came with a wail she didn't bother muffling, her whole body shuddering as she ground down onto Maya's face. Maya kept her tongue moving, working her through it, until Sienna had to push herself up on shaking arms because it was too much.

"Holy shit," Sienna gasped, climbing off carefully. "That was—you just—fuck."

Maya wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, grinning up at her. "Good?"

"I came so hard I think I briefly left my body." Sienna collapsed beside her, chest heaving. "You're going to be the death of me."

"But what a way to go."

"Truth." Sienna turned to look at her. "Okay, five minute break, then we're trying the scissoring thing because I've been fantasizing about that specific activity since last semester."

"What happened last semester?"

"You wore those yoga pants to study group. The gray ones that are basically painted on." Sienna's hand found Maya's thigh, squeezing. "I spent the entire session imagining what it would feel like to have these legs wrapped around me while we ground against each other."

Maya felt heat pool between her legs again despite having just come. "That's—we should do that. Now."

"Thought you needed five minutes?"

"Changed my mind."

Sienna laughed, bright and happy, and pulled Maya into a kiss that tasted like both of them mixed together. "God, I love how eager you are."

"Only for you."

"Yeah?" Sienna pushed Maya onto her back, moving to position herself between her legs. "Prove it."

They figured out the angle together—legs intertwined, hips aligned, both of them gasping when their pussies made contact for the first time. The sensation was overwhelming—wet heat against wet heat, nothing between them, every movement creating friction that made them both moan.

"Oh my god," Maya breathed, her hands gripping Sienna's thigh for leverage. "That feels—"

"I know." Sienna started moving, finding a rhythm that had them both gasping. "Been thinking about this exact feeling. How wet you'd be. How good you'd feel against me."

They moved together, grinding and rolling their hips, chasing sensation. Maya could feel everything—the slide of Sienna's clit against hers, the way they were both soaked enough that every movement was smooth and easy, the trembling in Sienna's thigh under her hand.

"Fuck, yes, just like that," Sienna panted, her head falling back. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

Maya didn't stop. She matched Sienna's rhythm, their bodies moving in sync like they'd done this a thousand times before. The pleasure built steadily, different from before—more diffuse, spreading through her whole body instead of concentrating in one spot.

"I'm close," Maya warned, her voice coming out strangled. "Sienna, I'm—"

"Me too. Want to come with you." Sienna moved faster, the wet sounds of them obscene in the quiet room. "Come with me, baby. Let me feel it."

They came within seconds of each other, Maya first and then Sienna triggered by feeling Maya pulse against her. They rode it out together, movements becoming uncoordinated and desperate, until they were both gasping and oversensitive and completely spent.

Sienna collapsed half on top of Maya, both of them trying to catch their breath. The fairy lights seemed dimmer somehow, or maybe Maya's vision was just blurry from the intensity of it all.

"That was," Sienna started, then stopped. "I don't have words."

"Same." Maya wrapped her arms around her. "Everything hurts in the best way."

"Good hurt?"

"The best hurt." Maya kissed her temple. "We're definitely doing that again."

"Tomorrow," Sienna agreed. "After we sleep for approximately twelve hours."

"What time is it?"

Sienna craned her neck to look at her phone on the nightstand. "Almost midnight. We've been at this for like three hours."

"Feels longer. In a good way."

"The best way." Sienna nuzzled into her neck. "Should probably clean up. Get water. Do human maintenance things."

"In a minute," Maya said, holding her tighter. "This is too nice."

They lay there in the afterglow, bodies cooling, hearts gradually slowing to normal rhythm. The bass from next door had stopped. The couple in 2A had finally quit screaming at each other. The apartment was quiet except for their breathing and the hum of the mini-fridge in the other room.

"Maya?" Sienna said softly.

"Yeah?"

"I love you."

Maya's heart did something complicated. "You love me?"

"Yeah." Sienna propped herself up on one elbow to look down at her. "I know it's fast to say it, we just—but I've felt it for a while now. You don't have to say it back if you're not—"

"I love you too," Maya interrupted. "Have for months. Maybe longer. I just didn't think—"

"That I felt the same?" Sienna smiled. "We're both idiots."

"Certified idiots," Maya agreed. "But we figured it out eventually."

"Eventually." Sienna kissed her, slow and sweet and perfect. "Better late than never."

"Way better." Maya pulled her back down. "Now shut up and let me hold you."

"Bossy."

"You like it."

"I really do," Sienna admitted, settling against her with a contented sigh. "I like everything about you."

"Even when I'm stressed about orgo?"

"Especially then. You get this little crease between your eyebrows." Sienna traced it with one finger. "It's adorable."

"I'm not adorable. I'm a serious pre-med student."

"You're both." Sienna kissed the crease. "Adorable and serious and brilliant and so fucking hot I can't think straight around you."

"Now who's being sappy?"

"I'm allowed. I just had the best sex of my life with my best friend who I'm in love with. Sappiness is mandatory."

Maya laughed, pulling her into another kiss. They should get up. Should drink water and pee and do all the things responsible adults did after sex. But the bed was warm and Sienna was soft against her and the world could wait a little longer.

"Okay," Sienna said after a few more minutes. "Seriously, we need to at least get water. I'm going to die of dehydration."

"Fine." Maya let her go reluctantly. "But you're coming right back."

"Obviously. It's cold without you." Sienna climbed out of bed, unselfconscious in her nudity, and padded toward the door. "Want anything besides water?"

"Maybe those cookies you mentioned?"

"Raw cookie dough at midnight after marathon sex? Now who's living dangerously?" But Sienna was grinning as she disappeared into the hallway.

Maya lay in bed, staring up at the fairy lights, trying to process everything that had just happened. She'd woken up this morning as Maya Chen, stressed pre-med student with an unrequited crush on her roommate. She was going to bed as Maya Chen, girlfriend of Sienna whoever-she-still-didn't-know-her-last-name-was, thoroughly fucked and completely in love.

Best Friday ever.

Sienna returned with two water bottles and the tub of cookie dough, climbing back into bed and immediately plastering herself to Maya's side. "Open," she demanded, holding up a spoonful of dough.

Maya opened her mouth, letting Sienna feed her. The cookie dough was sweet and familiar, tasting like every late-night study session and two AM breakdown they'd shared over the past two years.

"Good?" Sienna asked.

"Perfect." Maya took the spoon, returning the favor. "Like everything else tonight."

"Sap."

"You love it."

"I really do." Sienna took another bite, then set the container aside. "Okay, water break, then round three."

"Round three?"

"Baby, I told you. I have two years of fantasies. We've barely scratched the surface." Sienna's hand started wandering again, fingers trailing down Maya's stomach. "Still need to try that sixty-nine position. And I want to see if I can make you squirt. And there's this thing with ice cubes I've been dying to try."

Maya's core clenched despite being thoroughly wrung out. "You're insatiable."

"Only for you," Sienna echoed her earlier words, grinning. "So what do you say? Ready for round three?"

Maya pulled her into a kiss that answered the question thoroughly. They had all weekend. They had however long they wanted. They had each other, finally, after two years of dancing around it.

"Always ready for you," Maya murmured against her lips.

And they were.


Chapter 3: Saturday Morning

Maya woke to sunlight slicing through the gaps in Sienna's curtains—thin beams that cut across the bed in golden stripes, highlighting dust motes floating lazy through the air. For a moment she was disoriented, her brain still half-submerged in dreams that had been significantly less interesting than reality. The room smelled wrong. Not her room. Too much linseed oil and that sandalwood incense and—

Sienna.

Everything came rushing back in a flood of sense memory. Sienna's mouth between her thighs. Her own face buried in Sienna's pussy. The way they'd ground against each other until they were both shaking and spent. The cookie dough at midnight. Round three that had turned into round four somewhere around two AM when Sienna had woken her up with kisses trailing down her spine.

Maya was in Sienna's bed. Naked. With Sienna's arm thrown across her waist and Sienna's face pressed into the back of her neck, breathing slow and even in sleep.

They'd actually done it. All of it. And now it was morning and Maya had no idea what happened next.

She shifted slightly, trying not to wake Sienna, and immediately regretted it. Her body ached everywhere—a deep, pleasant soreness that spoke to muscles used in ways they weren't accustomed to. Her thighs felt like she'd done a thousand squats. Her core was tender. Even her jaw hurt from—

"Stop thinking so loud," Sienna mumbled against her neck. "Can hear your brain spiraling from here."

"I'm not spiraling."

"Your shoulders are up by your ears. That's your anxiety posture." Sienna's arm tightened around her waist. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing's wrong."

"Maya." Sienna pressed a kiss to her shoulder blade. "We literally just spent the night fucking each other's brains out. You can tell me what you're thinking."

Maya took a breath. "I'm thinking about what happens next. Like, is this a one-time thing? Are we dating now? Do we tell people? What if this ruins our friendship? What if—"

"Hey." Sienna shifted, pulling Maya onto her back so she could look at her properly. Her hair was a disaster—sticking up in every direction, mascara smudged under her eyes, lips still swollen from kissing. She looked absolutely beautiful. "Breathe."

Maya breathed.

"First," Sienna said, propping herself up on one elbow, "this is not a one-time thing. Unless you want it to be, which would break my heart, but I'd respect it."

"I don't want it to be one-time."

"Good. Second, yes, we're dating. I literally told you I love you last night. That wasn't just post-orgasm rambling."

"I love you too," Maya said, needing to say it in daylight, when they were both sober and clear-headed. "I really do."

"Third," Sienna continued, smiling now, "we tell people whatever we're comfortable with. I personally don't give a fuck who knows, but if you need time, that's fine."

"I don't need time. I want people to know."

"And fourth, most importantly—this won't ruin our friendship because our friendship is the foundation of whatever this is." Sienna traced patterns on Maya's collarbone. "We're still going to study together and watch trash TV and eat cookie dough at two AM. We just get to fuck now too."

Maya felt the tension drain from her shoulders. "Okay. Yeah. Okay."

"Better?"

"Much better." Maya pulled her down into a kiss, morning breath be damned. "Sorry for spiraling."

"Don't apologize. Your brain does what it does." Sienna kissed her again, deeper this time. "Besides, it's cute when you overthink things."

"It's not cute, it's neurotic."

"It's both." Sienna's hand started wandering south. "Now shut up and let me distract you from your anxiety."

"It's morning," Maya pointed out, even as her legs were already falling open. "Don't you want to brush your teeth or something?"

"Baby, I had my face buried in your pussy for like an hour last night. I think we're past caring about morning breath." Sienna's fingers found where Maya was already getting wet. "Besides, I want to wake you up properly."

"This is proper?"

"The most proper." Sienna shifted down the bed, positioning herself between Maya's thighs. "Now stop talking and let me eat breakfast."

Maya's laugh turned into a gasp as Sienna's tongue made contact. Apparently they were the kind of people who had sex first thing in the morning now. Maya could live with that.

Sienna took her time, exploring with lazy thoroughness that spoke to having nowhere to be and no reason to rush. Her tongue traced patterns—circles and figure-eights and long, slow drags that made Maya's hips roll up involuntarily. Every time Maya got close, Sienna would back off, keeping her on edge until Maya was whimpering and pulling at her hair.

"Sienna, please—"

"Please what?" Sienna asked, pulling back just enough to speak. "Use your words."

"Please make me come. Need it."

"Good girl." Sienna dove back in with renewed purpose, adding her fingers alongside her tongue, curling them to hit that perfect spot that made Maya see stars.

Maya came with a cry that was probably loud enough to wake their neighbors, but she couldn't find it in herself to care. Her whole body arched off the bed, thighs clamping around Sienna's head, riding out the waves until she was boneless and gasping.

"Good morning to you too," Sienna said, climbing back up to kiss her. Maya could taste herself on Sienna's lips and it sent another spark of arousal through her despite having just come.

"Best wake-up call ever," Maya managed when her brain came back online.

"Just wait until I make you coffee. I'm very good at coffee."

"You burn water when you try to make tea."

"Coffee is different. Coffee is sacred." Sienna rolled out of bed, unselfconscious in her nudity. "Come on. Let's shower and then I'll prove my coffee-making abilities."

"Together?"

"Obviously together. We're conserving water. Being environmentally responsible." Sienna held out her hand. "Plus I have plans for what I want to do to you against the shower wall."

Maya's core clenched. "Plans?"

"So many plans." Sienna pulled her up. "Come on."

They stumbled to the bathroom—the tiny shared space with water pressure that varied between trickling and fire-hose, the grout that was definitely growing mold no matter how much bleach they used, the mirror that was perpetually fogged. Sienna got the water running while Maya stood behind her, hands on her waist, lips finding the back of her neck.

"If you keep doing that, we're never making it to the shower," Sienna warned.

"Maybe I'm okay with that."

"Tempting. But I'm sticky and gross and need to wash the sex smell off before I'm human again." Sienna turned in her arms, pulling Maya into a kiss. "Plus, shower sex. Don't you want to try shower sex?"

"I've never tried any kind of sex before last night."

"And look how well that turned out." Sienna stepped into the tub, pulling Maya with her. "Trust me."

The water was lukewarm at best—their building's hot water heater had given up any pretense of functionality back in December—but Maya barely noticed. She was too focused on the way water ran down Sienna's body, following the curves and valleys, making her skin gleam. Too focused on Sienna's hands on her, soaping her up with methodical attention.

"You're beautiful," Sienna said softly, her hands sliding down Maya's sides. "Do you know that? Like, objectively, scientifically beautiful."

"You can't scientifically measure beauty."

"Sure you can. There are ratios. Golden mean. Symmetry studies." Sienna's hands moved to cup her breasts. "And you've got perfect proportions."

"You're ridiculous."

"I'm in love." Sienna kissed her under the spray, water running between their lips. "There's a difference."

Maya pulled her closer, pressing their bodies together from chest to hip. The slide of wet skin was intoxicating. Sienna's hands moved to grip her ass, lifting her slightly, and Maya got the hint—wrapping her legs around Sienna's waist, bracing her back against the tile wall.

"This position," Sienna breathed, adjusting her grip. "Been thinking about this."

"Will it work? You're not going to drop me?"

"Baby, you're not that heavy. Plus I do hot yoga twice a week. My core is solid." To prove it, Sienna held her up with one arm while the other hand moved between them, fingers finding Maya's clit. "See? No problem."

Maya couldn't respond because Sienna was touching her just right—circles and pressure that had her gasping and grinding down onto Sienna's hand. The water made everything slippery, made the friction different but not worse. Just different. New.

"That's it," Sienna encouraged, watching her face with dark eyes. "Take what you need. Use my hand."

Maya did, rolling her hips in rhythm with Sienna's fingers, chasing the building pleasure. It was quick and intense—maybe because she was still sensitive from earlier, or maybe because there was something obscene about fucking in the shower at ten AM on a Saturday, but she came fast and hard, crying out against Sienna's neck.

Sienna held her through it, only setting her down when Maya's legs were steady enough to hold her weight. "Good?"

"So good." Maya kissed her. "Your turn."

"Later. I want actual food first. And that coffee I promised." Sienna grabbed the shampoo—the expensive coconut stuff from the natural foods store that she somehow afforded on her coffee shop salary. "Here, let me wash your hair."

They took turns washing each other, the intimacy of it somehow more intense than the sex. Sienna's fingers massaging shampoo into Maya's scalp. Maya carefully soaping Sienna's back, following the lines of her tattoos. The comfortable silence between them, broken only by the sound of water and occasional sighs of contentment.

This was it, Maya realized. This was what she'd been missing. Not just the sex—though the sex was incredible—but this. The easy comfort of being with someone who knew her, who'd seen her at her worst and still wanted her. The ability to be naked in more ways than physical.

"What are you thinking?" Sienna asked, rinsing conditioner from her hair.

"That I'm happy."

"Yeah?"

"Really happy." Maya pulled her into a hug, not caring that they were both slippery. "Happier than I've been in a long time."

"Good." Sienna held her tight. "Me too. Now let's get out before all the hot water runs out completely."

They dried off with the threadbare towels they'd bought at Target freshman year, now stained and fraying but still functional. Sienna threw on an oversized Phoebe Bridgers shirt and boxer briefs—the boy-short kind that somehow looked obscenely good on her. Maya borrowed one of Sienna's band tees—The National, from a concert Sienna had seen before they met—and a pair of sleep shorts.

"You look good in my clothes," Sienna observed, watching her from the doorway.

"Everything's too big."

"I know. It's hot. Very morning-after aesthetic." Sienna grabbed her hand. "Now come on. Coffee time."

They migrated to the kitchen area, Sienna immediately starting her elaborate coffee ritual. She had a French press she'd bought at a thrift store and fancy beans from the coffee shop where she worked, stealing bags that were past their prime but still perfectly good. She measured and ground and heated water with the kind of focus most people reserved for important tasks.

Maya sat at their tiny breakfast bar—really just a counter with two stools—and watched her move. The way she hummed under her breath while working. The concentration on her face. The casual grace of someone completely comfortable in their space.

"You're staring," Sienna said without turning around.

"Can't help it. You're very stareable."

"Stareable isn't a word."

"It is now. I'm pre-med. I know words."

"That's not how that works." Sienna turned, holding two mugs. "But I'll allow it because you're cute."

The coffee was actually good—rich and smooth without the bitterness Maya associated with the dining hall swill. She made an appreciative noise, and Sienna preened.

"Told you I'm good at coffee."

"You were right. I was wrong. You're a coffee genius."

"Thank you." Sienna took the stool beside her, close enough that their knees touched. "So. Saturday plans. What do you want to do with our no-class, no-practice weekend?"

"Besides you?"

"Yes, besides me. Though that's definitely on the agenda." Sienna took a sip of coffee. "But we should probably leave this apartment at some point. See sunlight. Remember we're human beings with needs beyond sex."

"Do we have needs beyond sex?"

"Food. We need food. Actual food, not cookie dough."

"Counterpoint: cookie dough is nutritionally complete."

"Baby, I love you, but that's insane." Sienna set her mug down. "We're going to get brunch. Real brunch with eggs and bacon and those hash browns you love."

"The ones from that diner on Fourth Street?"

"Exactly those ones." Sienna kissed her cheek. "My treat. To celebrate us finally getting our shit together."

"You don't have to—"

"I want to. Plus I got tips yesterday. Some tech bro left me forty bucks for a latte." Sienna stood, pulling Maya with her. "But first, we're going back to bed for a bit because I have one more fantasy I need to fulfill before we're decent humans."

"What fantasy?"

"The one where I make you come on my tongue while you tell me all the things you've been too scared to say. All your secret thoughts about me." Sienna's eyes were dark with promise. "All the times you wanted to kiss me but didn't. All the nights you touched yourself thinking about me."

Maya's breath caught. "That's—"

"Hot? I know." Sienna pulled her toward the bedroom. "Now come on. We have all morning."

They fell back into bed together, the sheets still smelled like sex and sweat and them. Sienna positioned Maya on her back, settling between her thighs with clear intent.

"Okay," Sienna said, her breath ghosting over Maya's center. "Start talking. Tell me the first time you thought about me sexually."

"I—" Maya's brain struggled to form coherent thoughts with Sienna's mouth so close to where she wanted it. "It was last year. October maybe. You came back from a date wearing this dress."

"The black one?"

"Yeah. The black one with the open back. You were frustrated because the date was terrible, and you flopped on my bed to complain about it. The dress rode up and I could see—" She gasped as Sienna's tongue made one long, slow lick. "—could see all the way up your thigh. And I thought about what it would be like to push the dress higher. To touch you."

"Keep going." Another lick, deliberate and teasing.

"I went to my room after you fell asleep and I—fuck—I touched myself thinking about you. About kissing you. About you kissing me back." Maya's hips rolled up, seeking more contact. "Came so hard I had to bite my pillow so you wouldn't hear."

"That's so hot." Sienna's tongue circled her clit. "What else? Tell me more."

"Last month. You got that tattoo finished. The one on your ribs." Maya's hands fisted in the sheets. "You were walking around shirtless because it needed to breathe, and I couldn't stop staring. Wanted to trace it with my tongue. Wanted to know if it was still sensitive."

"It was." Sienna bit down gently on her inner thigh. "Still is. You should test it later."

"Will. Promise." Maya was panting now, the combination of talking and Sienna's mouth driving her insane. "The gray shorts you mentioned. I wore them on purpose. Wanted you to look at me the way you'd been looking at that girl from your drawing class."

"Emma?"

"Yeah. Emma. You'd get this look when you talked about her—like you were interested. And I was so jealous." Maya gasped as Sienna's fingers joined her tongue. "Wore the shorts because I wanted that look directed at me instead."

"Worked," Sienna said, pumping her fingers steadily. "Couldn't think about anything else for days. Jerked off that night imagining these thighs wrapped around my head."

"Like now?"

"Exactly like now." Sienna proved it by gripping Maya's thighs, spreading her wider, diving in with purpose.

Maya came apart under Sienna's skilled mouth, her confession turning into incoherent moans and gasps. She came with Sienna's name on her lips, her body arching off the bed, completely lost to sensation.

Sienna worked her through it, gentling her touches as the waves subsided, pressing soft kisses to her inner thighs. When Maya finally relaxed, boneless and sated, Sienna crawled up to kiss her.

"I love learning all your secrets," Sienna murmured against her lips.

"I have more," Maya admitted. "So many more."

"Good. We have time. So much time." Sienna rolled onto her back, pulling Maya half on top of her. "But right now, we're getting dressed and going to brunch before I forget that food is necessary for human survival."

"Do we have to?"

"Yes. We have to." Sienna kissed her forehead. "Besides, I want to hold your hand in public. Want everyone to see that you're mine now."

"Possessive."

"Only of things that matter." Sienna's hand squeezed her hip. "And you matter more than anything."

Maya kissed her, slow and deep and perfect. "You matter too. So much."

They eventually dragged themselves out of bed, getting dressed in actual clothes for the first time since Friday. Maya found jeans that didn't smell like stress-sweat and a Reno State hoodie. Sienna wore black jeans and a vintage flannel and her Doc Martens, looking effortlessly cool in a way Maya had always envied.

"Ready?" Sienna asked, grabbing her wallet and keys.

"Ready." Maya took her hand, lacing their fingers together.

They walked out of the apartment into bright February sunshine, the Nevada winter mild enough that they didn't need jackets. The walk to the diner on Fourth Street took fifteen minutes through neighborhoods that were part college housing and part genuine Reno—old houses with peeling paint and chain-link fences, corner stores with bars on the windows, the occasional casino bleeding neon into daylight.

Sienna didn't let go of her hand the entire way.

The diner was packed with the Saturday brunch crowd—hung-over students and elderly locals and a few tourists who'd somehow ended up in this part of town. They got a booth by the window, the vinyl seats cracked and patched with duct tape, the table sticky despite the waitress's obvious attempts to clean it.

"Classic," Sienna said, settling in across from Maya. "This place never changes."

"That's why we love it." Maya took the menu even though she already knew what she wanted. "Best hash browns in Reno."

"And the worst coffee, but we already had good coffee." Sienna's foot found Maya's under the table. "Worth it for the atmosphere."

The waitress took their order—hash browns and eggs for Maya, pancakes and bacon for Sienna, orange juice for both because the coffee truly was terrible here. While they waited, Sienna traced patterns on the back of Maya's hand with her thumb, the gesture casual but loaded with meaning.

"People are looking at us," Maya observed quietly.

"Let them look." Sienna lifted Maya's hand to kiss her knuckles. "I want them to see."

"Not embarrassed to be seen with me?"

"Baby, I'm ready to tattoo your name on my forehead. Being seen with you is literally the best thing ever."

Maya laughed, the sound coming out giddy and bright. "That might be excessive."

"Only might be?"

"Okay, definitely excessive. But sweet."

Their food arrived, steaming and greasy and perfect. They ate and talked about nothing important—Sienna's upcoming gallery show, Maya's schedule for next semester, whether they should finally get a TV for the apartment or just keep watching everything on laptops. Normal couple things, except they were a couple now. That was still sinking in.

"Question," Sienna said around a mouthful of pancake. "Do we tell your sister? About us?"

Maya considered this. Her sister lived in Sacramento, worked in tech, called once a week to check in and offer unsolicited advice about Maya's life choices. "Eventually. She'll want to meet you properly first."

"Will she approve?"

"She wants me to be happy. If you make me happy, she'll approve." Maya stole a piece of Sienna's bacon. "Plus she's been asking when I'd finally admit I was queer. Apparently I was obvious about it."

"You were pretty obvious," Sienna agreed. "The way you looked at women. That time you went on three dates with that guy from calculus and looked miserable the entire time."

"I thought I was being subtle."

"You were not subtle." Sienna leaned across the table to kiss her, not caring that they were in public or that maple syrup was definitely getting on both of them. "But that's okay. Subtlety is overrated."

They finished eating, Sienna insisting on paying like she'd promised. They walked back to the apartment hand-in-hand, taking the long route through the university district just because they could, just because the day was nice and they had nowhere to be.

"What now?" Maya asked when they got back to their building.

"Now," Sienna said, pulling her up the stairs, "we go back to bed and continue working through my very long list of fantasies."

"How long is this list?"

"Long enough to last through Sunday." Sienna unlocked their apartment door. "Maybe into Monday morning if we're dedicated."

"I'm very dedicated," Maya promised, letting herself be pulled inside, into Sienna's room, into Sienna's bed, into the rest of their weekend together.


Chapter 4: All Afternoon

They made it back to the apartment around noon, the February sun streaming through their windows at that angle that meant half the living room was bathed in gold and half was shadow. Sienna locked the door behind them with a decisive click that felt significant—like they were sealing themselves away from the world again, choosing each other over everything else outside these walls.

"Bedroom or couch?" Sienna asked, already pulling Maya toward her by the front of her hoodie.

"Couch," Maya decided. "We haven't properly christened it yet."

"Good point. Very important milestone." Sienna kissed her, tasting like maple syrup and orange juice and want. "Plus I have a fantasy about fucking you on this couch specifically."

"What fantasy?"

"The one where I finger you while you try to stay quiet because you're worried about the neighbors." Sienna's hand slid down to cup Maya through her jeans. "Want to see how long you can last before you start moaning loud enough for 3B to hear."

Maya's core clenched. "That's—we should definitely test that."

They fell onto the salvation army couch together, Sienna immediately working on Maya's jeans while Maya pulled her own hoodie over her head. The sports bra underneath got tossed somewhere across the room. Sienna's flannel followed. They were both half-naked in their living room in broad daylight, and Maya couldn't remember ever feeling more alive.

"Pants off," Sienna ordered, sitting back to watch Maya shimmy out of her jeans and underwear. "Fuck, yes. Spread your legs for me."

Maya did, feeling exposed and vulnerable and incredibly turned on by the command in Sienna's voice. Sienna knelt between her thighs, still in her jeans and bralette, looking at Maya like she was a feast spread out just for her.

"You're so wet already," Sienna observed, running one finger through Maya's folds. "We fucked like three times this morning and you're still ready to go."

"Your fault," Maya gasped as Sienna's finger circled her clit. "You make me—fuck—you make me insatiable."

"Good." Sienna pressed two fingers inside without warning, making Maya's back arch off the couch. "Because I plan to keep you like this all day. Wet and wanting and completely fucking wrecked."

She set a brutal pace immediately, no build-up or teasing, just hard and fast and exactly what Maya needed. Her thumb found Maya's clit, rubbing tight circles while her fingers pumped steadily, and Maya had to bite down on her fist to keep from crying out.

"That's it," Sienna encouraged, her free hand pushing Maya's thighs wider. "Try to stay quiet. Let's see how long you can last."

Maya lasted maybe thirty seconds before a moan escaped her lips, loud and desperate. Sienna grinned wickedly, doubling her efforts, adding a third finger that stretched Maya almost to the point of pain but not quite—just that perfect edge that made everything more intense.

"Sienna," Maya gasped, giving up on being quiet. "Oh god, Sienna—"

"There we go. Let them hear." Sienna leaned forward to bite down on Maya's neck, hard enough to mark. "Let everyone in this building know I'm making you come."

Maya came with a wail that was absolutely going to have the neighbors complaining, her pussy clenching rhythmically around Sienna's fingers, her whole body shaking with the force of it. Sienna worked her through it, only pulling out when Maya whimpered from oversensitivity.

"So much for staying quiet," Sienna said, bringing her fingers to her mouth to lick them clean. The sight made Maya's core pulse again despite having just come.

"Your turn," Maya said, reaching for Sienna's jeans.

"Actually," Sienna stood up, stepping back, "I want to try something different."

"What?"

"Stay there. Don't move." Sienna disappeared into her bedroom, returning moments later with something Maya didn't immediately recognize—purple silicone, harness straps, very obviously a strap-on that Sienna had apparently owned this entire time.

Maya's brain short-circuited. "You have a strap?"

"Got it last year. Been waiting for the right person to use it with." Sienna started stripping off her remaining clothes. "That person being you, obviously."

"You've been planning this."

"Baby, I've been planning everything." Sienna stepped into the harness, adjusting the straps with practiced ease. The purple cock jutted out from her hips, obscene and perfect. "Question is, do you want this? Because we absolutely don't have to if you're not—"

"I want it," Maya interrupted. "I really, really want it."

"Thank fuck." Sienna grabbed a bottle of lube from the bag she'd brought out. "Because I've been fantasizing about fucking you with this since I bought it."

She slicked up the dildo, then moved back to the couch where Maya was still spread out and waiting. "How do you want it? On your back so I can see your face? Hands and knees? Against the wall?"

"I want—" Maya's brain was having trouble forming coherent thoughts. "I want to see you. Want to watch you fuck me."

"Perfect answer." Sienna positioned herself between Maya's thighs, one hand guiding the cock to Maya's entrance. "Tell me if it's too much. We'll go slow."

She pressed in slowly, watching Maya's face for any sign of discomfort. The stretch was intense—bigger than fingers, bigger than anything Maya had taken before—but not painful. Just overwhelming in the best way. Sienna took her time, inch by inch, until she was fully seated inside.

"Okay?" Sienna asked, her voice strained with the effort of holding still.

"More than okay." Maya wrapped her legs around Sienna's waist, pulling her deeper. "Move. Please move."

Sienna started with slow, rolling thrusts that had Maya gasping. The angle was perfect, hitting spots inside her that made sparks shoot through her nervous system. Sienna braced herself on one arm, the other hand moving between them to rub Maya's clit while she fucked her with steady, deliberate strokes.

"You feel so good," Sienna panted, her hips snapping forward. "Taking my cock so well. Look at you."

Maya couldn't respond, could only hold on and take it, her nails digging into Sienna's shoulders hard enough to leave marks. The couch creaked beneath them with each thrust, springs protesting, definitely not built for this kind of activity.

"Harder," Maya managed to gasp out. "Want it harder."

Sienna complied, increasing her pace, fucking into Maya with enough force that her whole body shifted up the couch with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin filled their apartment, mixed with Maya's moans and Sienna's ragged breathing and the obscene wet sounds of the dildo sliding in and out.

"Touch yourself," Sienna commanded. "Want to watch you make yourself come on my cock."

Maya's hand moved between them, fingers finding her clit while Sienna kept up that brutal pace. The dual sensation—fullness from the dildo and pressure from her own fingers—built toward something massive, something that felt like it might break her apart completely.

"Close," she gasped. "So close—"

"Come for me," Sienna demanded, her rhythm getting erratic. "Want to feel you clench around my cock. Come on, baby, give it to me."

Maya came so hard she saw white, her whole body convulsing, clamping down on the dildo while her fingers worked herself through wave after wave of pleasure. Sienna fucked her through it, only slowing when Maya's hand fell away, too sensitive to continue.

"Holy shit," Maya breathed when she could speak again. "That was—"

"Incredible?" Sienna pulled out carefully, unfastening the harness. "Yeah. Watching you come like that was maybe the hottest thing I've ever seen."

"Your turn." Maya pulled her up for a kiss. "What do you want?"

"I want—" Sienna hesitated. "This is going to sound weird."

"Nothing's weird at this point. We just fucked on our couch in the middle of the day. Weird ship has sailed."

"Fair." Sienna took a breath. "I want you to use the strap on me. Want to know what it feels like to be fucked by you."

Maya's breath caught. "You want me to—"

"Fuck me. Yes. With the strap. If you're comfortable with that."

"I'm—" Maya looked at the harness lying on the floor, the dildo still slick with lube and her own wetness. "I've never done that before."

"I'll walk you through it." Sienna kissed her softly. "But only if you want to. No pressure."

Maya thought about it for maybe three seconds before nodding. "I want to. Want to make you feel as good as you just made me feel."

"Fuck yes." Sienna helped her into the harness, adjusting the straps until the cock sat properly against Maya's hips. It felt strange at first—the weight of it, the way it jutted out—but also powerful in a way Maya hadn't expected.

"How do I—" Maya started.

"Bedroom," Sienna decided. "Need more space for what I'm planning."

They moved to Sienna's bed, Sienna climbing onto the mattress on her hands and knees, looking back over her shoulder at Maya with dark eyes. "Like this. Want you to fuck me from behind."

Maya's mouth went dry. Sienna looked incredible like this—the line of her spine, the curve of her ass, the way she was already dripping wet down her thighs. Maya climbed onto the bed behind her, one hand steadying the dildo while the other gripped Sienna's hip.

"Tell me if I'm doing it wrong," Maya said, pressing the tip against Sienna's entrance.

"You won't—oh fuck—" Sienna's words cut off as Maya pushed inside, slow and careful, watching the purple cock disappear into her. "Yes, like that, just like that—"

Maya went slow, giving Sienna time to adjust, until she was fully seated. Then she just held there, overwhelmed by the visual of Sienna's pussy stretched around the dildo, by the sounds Sienna was making, by the power of being in control like this.

"Move," Sienna begged. "Please, Maya, need you to move."

Maya pulled back and thrust forward experimentally. Sienna cried out, pushing back to meet her, and Maya got the message—she wasn't made of glass. She could take it rough.

Maya gripped Sienna's hips with both hands and started fucking her properly, finding a rhythm that had Sienna dropping to her elbows, face pressed into the pillow to muffle her moans. The harness rubbed against Maya's clit with each thrust, creating friction that felt amazing but not quite enough to get her off—this was about Sienna.

"Harder," Sienna gasped. "Can take it harder—"

Maya complied, putting her soccer-trained thighs to work, slamming into Sienna with enough force that the headboard banged against the wall. Sienna was sobbing into the pillow, a constant stream of "yes yes yes fuck yes Maya—"

"Touch yourself," Maya ordered, echoing Sienna's earlier command. "Want to feel you come on my cock."

Sienna's hand moved between her legs immediately, and Maya could feel the change—the way Sienna's pussy started fluttering around the dildo, the way her whole body tensed up. She came with a muffled scream, her arms giving out completely, collapsing face-first into the mattress while her hips stayed elevated, still impaled on Maya's cock.

Maya pulled out carefully once Sienna's shaking subsided, collapsing beside her. They lay there panting, sweaty and spent, the fairy lights above them seeming dimmer in the afternoon light.

"That was," Sienna started when she could breathe again, "possibly the best orgasm of my entire life."

"Really?"

"Baby, you just rearranged my internal organs with a strap-on on your first try. Yes, really." Sienna rolled over to look at her. "Where did you learn to fuck like that?"

"I didn't. I just—" Maya shrugged. "Paid attention to what you liked. Same as everything else."

"Well, you're a natural." Sienna kissed her, slow and deep. "We're definitely doing that again. Like, a lot."

"I'm okay with that."

They dozed for a bit, wrapped around each other, the afternoon slipping by in golden increments of sunlight across the bed. Maya woke first, her body sore in all the best ways, Sienna's face pressed into her neck, breathing soft and even.

She took the time to just look at her—really look, in a way she'd never let herself before. The small scar above Sienna's left eyebrow from when she'd fallen off her bike at twelve. The freckles scattered across her nose that only showed up in summer. The way her eyelashes cast shadows on her cheeks. Every detail precious and perfect and hers now.

"You're staring again," Sienna mumbled without opening her eyes.

"Can't help it."

"Stalker." But Sienna was smiling, her hand coming up to trace patterns on Maya's stomach. "What time is it?"

Maya craned her neck to see the alarm clock. "Almost four."

"We've been fucking for like six hours."

"With breaks."

"Minimal breaks." Sienna finally opened her eyes. "Should probably eat real food at some point. Pretty sure we're burning calories at an unsustainable rate."

"Pizza?"

"God yes, pizza." Sienna sat up, reaching for her phone. "The usual from Carmelo's?"

"Extra cheese. And those garlic knots."

"Obviously the garlic knots." Sienna placed the order while Maya watched, admiring the way she looked—naked and rumpled and completely unselfconscious. "Forty-five minutes. What do you want to do while we wait?"

"I have some ideas."

"Of course you do." Sienna set her phone down. "Let's hear them."

"Well," Maya pulled her back down to the bed, "you mentioned something about sixty-nine earlier. And ice cubes. And I seem to remember promising to test if your rib tattoo is still sensitive."

"All solid plans." Sienna kissed her. "But maybe we start with the tattoo thing since that's lower energy and we need to preserve strength for when the pizza arrives."

"Deal."

Maya pushed Sienna onto her back, positioning herself at her side to get better access to the tattoo along her ribs—delicate script that Maya had never been able to read upside down but had memorized the shape of anyway. She traced it first with her finger, feeling Sienna's skin jump beneath her touch.

"Sensitive?" Maya asked.

"Very."

"Good." Maya leaned down, replacing her finger with her tongue, tracing the letters slowly. Sienna gasped, her hand coming up to grip Maya's hair.

"What does it say?" Maya asked between licks. "Never been able to read it properly."

"'Art washes away from the soul the dust of everyday life.'" Sienna's voice was breathy. "Picasso quote. Got it after my first gallery show."

"It's beautiful." Maya continued her exploration, following the curve of the letters, feeling Sienna squirm beneath her. "You're beautiful."

"Sap—oh fuck—" Sienna's words cut off as Maya's teeth grazed the freshest part of the tattoo, the part that had just healed last month.

Maya took her time learning every inch of the tattoo, committing it to memory through touch and taste. Sienna was gasping and writhing, her hips rolling up involuntarily, clearly turned on despite having come multiple times already today.

"You're going to kill me," Sienna managed. "Death by over-stimulation."

"But what a way to go," Maya echoed her earlier words, moving lower to trace the peonies that scattered across Sienna's hip. Each flower got individual attention—petals outlined with her tongue, colors memorized through touch.

By the time she worked her way down to Sienna's thigh, Sienna was begging. "Maya, please—need your mouth—"

"Where?" Maya asked innocently, kissing the inside of her knee.

"You know where, you fucking tease—"

Maya finally gave her what she wanted, settling between her thighs and diving in with enthusiasm. Sienna came fast—apparently the tattoo exploration had worked her up more than expected—crying out and pulling Maya's hair hard enough to hurt. Maya loved it.

"Okay," Sienna panted when she came down, "we're definitely mapping all my tattoos like that. Every single one."

"I'm counting on it." Maya climbed back up to kiss her. "How much time until pizza?"

Sienna checked her phone. "Twenty minutes."

"Perfect." Maya grabbed the bottle of lube from where they'd left it earlier. "Just enough time for round—what are we on, six? Seven?"

"Lost count somewhere around four." Sienna took the lube, coating her fingers. "But I'm absolutely down for more."

They managed to get each other off one more time before the doorbell rang—frantic fingerwork that had them both coming within minutes of each other. They threw on clothes haphazardly—Sienna in a oversized shirt and Maya borrowing her sweatpants—and stumbled to the door looking thoroughly debauched.

The delivery guy was their age, clearly a student, and his eyes widened slightly when he saw them. Maya realized they probably looked exactly like what they were—two people who'd been fucking all day and barely bothered to make themselves presentable.

"Pizza for Sienna?" he said, trying not to stare.

"That's me." Sienna took the boxes, tipping him generously. "Thanks."

He left quickly, probably eager to escape the smell of sex that definitely permeated their apartment. Sienna closed the door and turned to Maya, grinning.

"We're so obvious."

"So obvious," Maya agreed. "Don't care though."

"Me neither." Sienna carried the pizza to the couch—the same couch they'd fucked on earlier, now slightly askew from all the activity. "Food first, then more sex?"

"Sounds perfect."

They ate pizza in comfortable silence, feeding each other bites of garlic knots, not bothering with plates or napkins. The TV stayed off. They didn't need it. Just being together was enough.

"So," Sienna said around a mouthful of pepperoni, "thoughts on today so far?"

"Best Saturday of my entire life," Maya answered honestly. "You?"

"Same. Though I have to say, watching you fuck me with a strap was a major highlight." Sienna took another bite. "We're keeping that. The strap. It's officially part of our sex life now."

"I'm very okay with that."

"Good. Because I have plans. So many plans." Sienna leaned against her. "Want to tie you up and fuck you until you can't remember your name. Want you to tie me up and do whatever you want to me. Want to get toys—like, more toys. A vibrator maybe. Or two."

Maya's core clenched despite being thoroughly worked over. "All of that sounds amazing."

"We should make a list. Sex bucket list." Sienna grabbed her phone. "I'll start. Number one: tie you to the bed and edge you for an hour."

"That's evil."

"You'll love it though." Sienna typed. "Number two: fuck you in public. Nothing too obvious, but like, under a table at a restaurant. Or in a bathroom stall."

"Number three," Maya added, "make you come so many times you forget how to speak."

"Ambitious. I like it." More typing. "Number four: shower sex but successful this time. With better water pressure."

They continued like this, building their list while eating pizza, each suggestion more adventurous than the last. By the time the boxes were empty, they had seventeen items and counting.

"Okay," Sienna set her phone down, "we should probably take a break. Actually rest. Maybe watch something mindless."

"Or," Maya suggested, pulling Sienna onto her lap, "we could continue working through the list. We still have all of Sunday."

"True." Sienna kissed her. "What did you have in mind?"

"Item seven. The thing with ice cubes."

"Ooh, good choice." Sienna stood up, pulling Maya with her. "Ice cubes are in the freezer. Bedroom. Now."

They stumbled back to Sienna's room for what felt like the hundredth time that day, shedding clothes along the way. Sienna grabbed a bowl and filled it with ice cubes from their ancient freezer, carrying it carefully back to bed.

"Okay," Sienna said, sitting cross-legged on the mattress, "how do you want to do this? Me on you or you on me?"

"You on me first. Want to see what you have planned."

"Excellent choice." Sienna grabbed an ice cube. "Lie back."

Maya lay back against the pillows, watching as Sienna positioned herself beside her, ice cube in hand. Without warning, she pressed it to Maya's nipple.

"Fuck!" Maya gasped, her whole body jerking.

"Too much?"

"No—just—cold." Maya laughed breathlessly. "Keep going."

Sienna traced the ice cube around her nipple, watching it harden from the cold, then moved to the other breast. Maya squirmed, the sensation strange but not unpleasant—sharp cold that left trails of water in its wake. Sienna followed the melting ice with her tongue, licking up the water, alternating between cold and heat until Maya was gasping.

"Your turn to hold one," Sienna said, handing her an ice cube. "I want to feel it while I'm eating you out."

"You want—oh." Understanding dawned. "Yes. Definitely yes."

Sienna positioned herself between Maya's thighs, looking up at her with dark eyes. "Put the ice in your mouth. Keep it there while I work."

Maya did, the cold shocking against her tongue. The moment Sienna's mouth made contact with her pussy, the contrast between cold in her mouth and heat between her legs was overwhelming. She moaned around the ice cube, her hips rolling up involuntarily.

Sienna took her time, alternating between broad licks and focused attention on her clit, building her up slowly. The ice cube in Maya's mouth gradually melted, cold water sliding down her throat, and by the time Sienna added fingers alongside her tongue, Maya was so close she could barely breathe.

"Come for me," Sienna demanded, curling her fingers just right.

Maya came with the ice cube still in her mouth, melting faster from the heat of her gasps. Her whole body convulsed, thighs clamping around Sienna's head, riding out the waves until she was boneless and shaking.

"Holy shit," she managed when she could speak again. "That was—I didn't expect—"

"The ice makes everything more intense," Sienna said, climbing up to kiss her. "Your turn to use it on me."

They switched positions, Maya grabbing a fresh ice cube and immediately pressing it to Sienna's clit. Sienna shrieked, her hips bucking up.

"Warning next time!" she gasped.

"Where's the fun in that?" Maya grinned, tracing the ice cube through Sienna's folds, watching her squirm. The ice melted quickly from Sienna's body heat, and Maya replaced it with her tongue, licking up the cold water mixed with Sienna's arousal.

She worked her with ice and tongue and fingers, alternating between cold and heat, keeping Sienna on edge until she was begging. Finally, Maya pressed two fingers inside while her mouth focused on Sienna's clit, the combination of sensations enough to send Sienna over the edge.

She came hard, her whole body going rigid before shaking apart, clenching around Maya's fingers. Maya worked her through it gently, only pulling away when Sienna pushed at her head from over-sensitivity.

"Okay," Sienna panted, "ice cubes are officially on the regular rotation. That was incredible."

"Agreed." Maya climbed up to collapse beside her. "What's next on the list?"

"Next is rest. Actual rest." Sienna pulled the quilt over both of them. "We've been going at it for like eight hours straight. We need to sleep before we break something."

"Sleeping sounds good."

"Good. Because tomorrow I want to start the day with you riding my face, and I need to be well-rested for that." Sienna kissed her forehead. "Now shut up and let me hold you."

Maya turned in her arms, letting Sienna curl around her from behind. They fit together perfectly—Sienna's chest pressed to her back, their legs tangled, heartbeats gradually syncing. Outside, the February night fell over Reno, street lights flickering on, the sounds of Saturday night beginning—parties and cars and people living their lives.

But inside this room, wrapped in fairy lights and sex smells and each other, Maya and Sienna created their own world. One where they'd finally found each other after two years of dancing around it. One where they had all the time in the world to explore everything they'd been too scared to try before.

Maya fell asleep smiling, Sienna's breath warm on her neck, already dreaming about tomorrow.


Chapter 5: Sunday Morning and Everything After

Maya woke to sensation—wet heat and pressure and Sienna's mouth already between her thighs, tongue working slow circles that pulled her from sleep into immediate, overwhelming arousal. Her hips rolled up automatically before her brain fully came online, a moan escaping her lips.

"Good morning," Sienna murmured against her, the words vibrating through Maya's core. "Thought I'd wake you up properly."

"What time—" Maya's question dissolved into a gasp as Sienna's tongue found exactly the right spot.

"Early. Sun's barely up." Sienna's hands gripped Maya's thighs, spreading her wider. "But I woke up wanting to taste you, so here we are."

Maya threaded her fingers through Sienna's hair, half-guiding and half-holding on as Sienna devoured her with the kind of enthusiasm that spoke to genuine craving rather than obligation. This wasn't performative morning sex—this was Sienna wanting her so badly she couldn't wait for Maya to wake up naturally.

"Fuck," Maya breathed, her head falling back against the pillow. "You're so good at that."

"Mmm." Sienna hummed her agreement, the vibration making Maya's thighs shake. She added fingers alongside her tongue—two pressing inside, curling to hit that spot that made stars burst behind Maya's eyelids.

The orgasm built slowly this time, creeping up rather than slamming into her. Sienna seemed content to take her time, alternating between focused attention on her clit and broad licks through her folds, keeping Maya hovering on the edge without pushing her over. It was exquisite torture.

"Sienna," Maya whimpered, "please—"

"Please what?" Sienna pulled back just enough to speak, replacing her tongue with her thumb so the stimulation didn't stop. "Tell me what you need."

"Need to come. Please let me come."

"Since you asked so nicely." Sienna dove back in with renewed purpose, her tongue and fingers working in perfect synchronization, and Maya came with a cry that definitely woke their neighbors if last night hadn't already.

Sienna worked her through it, only pulling away when Maya's hand in her hair turned from pulling to pushing, too sensitive to continue. She crawled up Maya's body, kissing her way up stomach and chest and neck until their mouths met. Maya could taste herself on Sienna's lips and tongue, the intimacy of it still new enough to make her shiver.

"Morning," Sienna said again, grinning.

"Best alarm clock ever," Maya managed, still catching her breath.

"Thought you'd appreciate it." Sienna settled half on top of her, apparently content to just lie there in the early morning light. "How'd you sleep?"

"Like the dead. You thoroughly exhausted me yesterday."

"Good. That was the goal." Sienna traced patterns on Maya's collarbone. "I have plans for today too."

"More plans? How many fantasies did you have stored up?"

"So many. Years' worth." Sienna kissed her softly. "But today's plans are a little different. Less about the marathon sex—though there will definitely be sex—and more about just being together. Doing couple things."

"Like what?"

"Like making you breakfast. Taking a bath together in our terrible bathtub. Maybe watching a movie while we make out on the couch." Sienna's fingers wandered lower, tracing the curve of Maya's breast. "Interspersed with sex, obviously, but gentler. More about connection than just getting off."

Maya's chest felt warm. "That sounds perfect."

"Yeah?" Sienna looked almost shy, which was jarring after the confidence she'd displayed all weekend. "I know we've been very focused on the physical stuff, but I want you to know that's not all this is for me."

"I know. It's not all it is for me either." Maya pulled her closer. "You're my best friend. You're the person I want to tell everything to. The sex is amazing, but it's not the only reason I love you."

"God, hearing you say that." Sienna buried her face in Maya's neck. "I love you so much it's actually kind of terrifying."

"Terrifying?"

"In a good way. In a 'this matters more than anything else' way." Sienna lifted her head to look at Maya properly. "I don't want to fuck this up."

"You won't. We won't." Maya cupped her face. "We've been best friends for two years. We know how to communicate. We know how to work through problems. Adding sex doesn't change that foundation."

"You're right. You're absolutely right." Sienna kissed her. "Okay. Enough emotional vulnerability for 6 AM. I'm making you pancakes."

"You can't cook."

"I can make pancakes. Pancakes are foolproof." Sienna climbed out of bed, stretching in a way that displayed her entire naked body to excellent advantage. "Come on. Kitchen time."

They both threw on minimal clothing—Maya in Sienna's Phoebe Bridgers shirt again and underwear, Sienna in boxer briefs and nothing else because apparently she'd given up on shirts entirely. They migrated to their tiny kitchen, Sienna immediately pulling out ingredients while Maya perched on the counter to watch.

"Bisquick or from scratch?" Maya asked.

"Bisquick. I said I could make pancakes, not that I was a chef." Sienna measured mix and milk with approximate precision, stirring the lumpy batter with a fork. "These are going to be mediocre at best, but it's the thought that counts."

"The thought definitely counts."

The pancakes were indeed mediocre—some burned, some undercooked, all vaguely lopsided—but Maya ate them anyway, drowning them in syrup and making exaggerated sounds of appreciation that made Sienna throw a dish towel at her.

"You're mocking my cooking."

"I'm not! These are delicious." Maya took another bite of her definitely-still-raw-in-the-middle pancake. "Best breakfast I've ever had."

"Liar. But I love you anyway." Sienna abandoned her own pancakes to move between Maya's legs, hands on her thighs. "What do you want to do after this? Besides me, obviously."

"Bath sounds nice. Our bathtub is tiny but we could probably both fit."

"Perfect. I'll grab the good bath salts I've been saving." Sienna kissed her. "The lavender ones from that shop downtown."

They finished eating—or in Maya's case, finished pretending the pancakes were edible—and cleaned up the kitchen together. The domesticity of it hit Maya suddenly. This was what she wanted. Not just the sex—though the sex was incredible—but this. Morning pancakes and shared cleanup and planning lazy Sundays together.

Sienna started running the bath while Maya gathered towels, the good ones they'd bought on sale at Target and never used because they were "too nice." If this wasn't a special occasion, nothing was.

The bathroom filled with steam and the smell of lavender. Their bathtub was indeed tiny—an old clawfoot that someone had installed decades ago and no one had bothered to upgrade. But it was deep, and when Sienna climbed in first and pulled Maya back against her, they fit reasonably well with some creative limb arrangement.

"This is nice," Maya sighed, settling between Sienna's legs, her back to Sienna's chest.

"Really nice." Sienna's arms wrapped around her waist. "We should do this more often. The bath thing, I mean. Not just use the shower."

"Agreed. This is very relaxing."

They soaked in comfortable silence, the water gradually cooling, Sienna occasionally pressing kisses to Maya's shoulder or neck. It was intimate without being sexual—just closeness for the sake of being close.

"Can I ask you something?" Sienna said after a while.

"Always."

"When did you know? That you had feelings for me beyond friendship?"

Maya thought about it. "Remember last semester? October, I think. You'd just finished that series of paintings for your portfolio review. The ones with all the blue."

"The ocean series."

"Yeah. You were so stressed about it, convinced they weren't good enough. And then you got the review back and they loved them, and you came home crying happy tears." Maya laced her fingers with Sienna's. "You were so beautiful in that moment. So genuinely joyful. And I just thought 'oh. oh no. I'm in love with her.'"

"That's—" Sienna's voice cracked slightly. "That's when I knew too. When you hugged me and I didn't want to let go. When I realized that your opinion mattered more than my professors' did."

"We're both idiots for waiting this long."

"Major idiots. But we're here now." Sienna hugged her tighter. "That's what matters."

They stayed in the bath until the water went cold, then dried off and migrated back to Sienna's bed—apparently Maya's room had been completely abandoned for the weekend. Sienna pulled up Netflix on her laptop, and they scrolled through options, both naked because why bother with clothes at this point.

"Horror or comedy?" Sienna asked.

"Neither. Something mindless and romantic. I want to watch people fall in love and feel smug because we already did it better."

"Excellent criteria." Sienna found some romantic comedy from the early 2000s, something with Katherine Heigl that looked appropriately terrible. "This okay?"

"Perfect."

They settled in to watch, but within fifteen minutes Sienna's hand was wandering, tracing patterns on Maya's stomach that gradually migrated upward. Maya tried to focus on the movie—something about a wedding planner and commitment issues—but Sienna's fingers circling her nipple made concentration impossible.

"You're distracting me," Maya said, not actually wanting her to stop.

"That's the point. This movie is terrible." Sienna shifted to straddle her, the laptop forgotten beside them. "I have better ideas for how to spend our time."

"Do you now?"

"Mmhmm." Sienna leaned down to kiss her, slow and deep. "Want to try something new."

"We've tried like fifteen new things this weekend."

"One more won't hurt." Sienna's hand slid between them, fingers finding where Maya was already getting wet. "I want to see if I can make you squirt."

Maya's breath caught. "That's—I don't know if I can do that."

"Only one way to find out." Sienna's fingers pressed inside her, immediately curling to hit her G-spot with targeted pressure. "Just relax and let yourself feel it."

Maya tried to relax, though that was difficult with Sienna's fingers doing very specific things inside her. The sensation was different from before—a building pressure that felt almost like she needed to pee but not quite. She tensed up automatically.

"Hey." Sienna's free hand cupped her face. "Trust me. Let it happen."

Maya breathed through it, forcing herself to relax into the sensation. Sienna maintained steady pressure, her fingers massaging that internal spot while her thumb worked Maya's clit. The pressure built and built until Maya felt like she might explode.

"I can't—it's too much—"

"You can. Let go." Sienna increased her pace slightly. "Come for me, baby. Just let it happen."

Maya came with a force she'd never experienced before, liquid gushing from her as her whole body convulsed. She soaked Sienna's hand, the sheets beneath them, gasping and sobbing through the intensity of it.

"Holy fuck," she managed when she could speak again. "Did I just—"

"You absolutely did." Sienna looked thrilled, holding up her dripping hand. "That was so hot. We're definitely doing that again."

"Give me like ten minutes to recover first." Maya's whole body was shaking. "That was intense."

"I noticed." Sienna grabbed a towel from the floor to wipe her hand, then settled beside Maya. "You okay?"

"More than okay. That was—I didn't know I could do that."

"Now you know. And I know." Sienna kissed her temple. "Filing that away for future reference."

They abandoned the movie entirely in favor of making out, slow and lazy, no urgency behind it. Just kissing for the sake of kissing, learning the map of each other's mouths, occasionally breaking apart to breathe or laugh or whisper something sweet.

"Your turn," Maya said eventually, rolling Sienna onto her back. "What do you want?"

"Honestly? Just this. Just you touching me." Sienna spread her legs. "Nothing fancy. Just your fingers inside me while you kiss me."

"I can do that."

Maya took her time, one hand between Sienna's legs and the other cupping her face, keeping their mouths connected while she worked her. She could feel every reaction—the way Sienna's breathing changed, the small sounds she swallowed, the flutter of her pussy around Maya's fingers as she got closer.

"I love you," Maya whispered against her lips. "Love you so much."

"Love you too—oh god—" Sienna came with a soft cry, clenching around Maya's fingers, her whole body tensing before relaxing into the mattress.

They lay there in the afternoon light, the movie still playing unwatched beside them. Maya felt completely content—sore and satisfied and so thoroughly loved it almost hurt.

"We should probably change these sheets," Sienna said eventually. "They're wrecked."

"Later. Too comfortable to move."

"Fair." Sienna pulled the quilt over both of them despite the sheets being damp. "Nap first, then we'll deal with adult responsibilities."

They dozed for an hour, maybe two, time losing meaning in the cocoon of Sienna's bed. When Maya woke again, the sun had shifted, late afternoon gold replacing morning light. Sienna was already awake, propped up on one elbow, just watching her.

"Creepy," Maya mumbled.

"Can't help it. You're pretty when you sleep." Sienna pushed hair off her face. "Also, I've been thinking."

"Dangerous."

"Shut up. I'm being serious." Sienna took a breath. "Move into my room. Like, permanently. There's no point having two bedrooms when we're always going to sleep together anyway."

Maya's heart did something complicated. "You want me to move in? Like, officially?"

"We already live together, dummy. But yes, officially. Your room can be a study space or whatever. But I want you here. In my bed. Every night."

"Yes," Maya said without hesitation. "Absolutely yes."

"Yeah?" Sienna's face lit up. "You're sure? Because I know it's fast but—"

"It's not fast. We've known each other for two years. We've been living together for months. This is just making official what was already happening." Maya kissed her. "I want to wake up next to you every morning."

"Fuck, I love you so much." Sienna kissed her back, deep and thorough. "Okay. This week we'll move your stuff. Make this our room instead of just my room."

"Our room," Maya tested the words. "I like the sound of that."

"Me too." Sienna glanced at her phone. "It's almost five. We should probably venture out of this apartment at some point. See the sun. Remember that outside exists."

"Do we have to?"

"Yes. We're getting dinner. Somewhere nice. Like an actual date." Sienna climbed out of bed, pulling Maya with her. "I want to take my girlfriend out and show her off."

Maya's stomach flipped at the word. Girlfriend. She was Sienna's girlfriend now.

They showered again—actually showering this time rather than having sex, though there was definitely some groping involved. Maya borrowed more of Sienna's clothes since most of her own were in her room, which already felt abandoned. Black jeans that were slightly too loose and a vintage flannel that smelled like Sienna.

"You look good in my clothes," Sienna said, watching her get dressed. "Should just give you half my wardrobe at this point."

"I'll take it. Your fashion sense is better than mine anyway."

"Truth." Sienna pulled on her own outfit—different black jeans and a band tee under a leather jacket she'd thrifted last year. "Where do you want to eat?"

"That Thai place on Center Street? The one with the good pad see ew?"

"Perfect choice. Let's go."

They walked to the restaurant hand-in-hand, the February evening cool but not cold. Reno spread out around them—the university district bleeding into downtown, casinos glittering in the distance, the mountains barely visible through the haze.

The Thai place was busy but not packed, smelling like fish sauce and lemongrass and hot oil. They got a table by the window, ordered enough food for four people because they'd barely eaten anything substantial all weekend, and just talked. About classes and plans and what they'd do when summer came. Normal couple things, except they were a couple now. That still felt surreal.

"So," Sienna said around a mouthful of spring roll, "we should probably talk about logistics."

"Logistics?"

"Like, how out do we want to be? Do we tell your soccer team? My classmates? The barista at the coffee shop who definitely has a crush on you?"

"Wait, what barista?"

"Jason. Tall guy. Always gives you free refills and writes smiley faces on your cup." Sienna stole some of Maya's pad see ew. "Super obvious about it."

"I never noticed."

"Because you're oblivious. But yes, we should probably let him know you're taken now."

Maya squeezed her hand across the table. "I want people to know. All people. I'm not interested in hiding this."

"Good. Me neither." Sienna grinned. "Can't wait to see the look on Emma's face when she finds out."

"Your drawing class Emma? The one you were maybe interested in?"

"Was never interested. She was into me but I was already gone for you." Sienna took a bite. "She's going to be so annoyed. It's going to be great."

They finished dinner, splitting the check despite Sienna's protests, and walked back to the apartment as the sun set. The weekend was almost over—Monday morning would bring class and practice and reality—but for now they had tonight.

Back in their apartment—their home—they collapsed onto the couch together, Sienna pulling Maya into her lap.

"One more night," Sienna said softly. "Then tomorrow we have to be functional humans again."

"We can be functional humans who also have sex," Maya pointed out.

"True. But probably less marathon sessions and more normal couple sex." Sienna kissed her neck. "Though I make no promises about Monday night."

"What's Monday night?"

"You'll see." Sienna's hands slid under Maya's borrowed flannel. "But right now, I want you one more time before this perfect weekend ends."

"Your bed or mine?"

"Ours," Sienna corrected. "Ours now."

They made their way back to what was now officially their room, stripping off clothes with practiced ease, falling into bed together. But this time was different—slower, gentler, more about closeness than intensity. Sienna took her time exploring Maya's body like she was memorizing it. Maya did the same, tracing every line and curve, every tattoo and freckle.

When Sienna finally settled between her thighs, it was with reverence rather than hunger. Her tongue worked Maya slowly, building her up with patience and care, like they had all the time in the world. And maybe they did. Maybe this was just the beginning of forever.

Maya came with Sienna's name on her lips, soft rather than screamed, and pulled her up to kiss her through the aftershocks. Then she returned the favor, learning the taste and feel of Sienna all over again, making her come with gentle touches and whispered I-love-yous.

They held each other after, wrapped in fairy lights and contentment, listening to the sounds of Sunday night in Reno—quieter than Friday, more settled, everyone winding down for Monday.

"Thank you," Sienna said softly.

"For what?"

"For taking a chance on this. On us." Sienna's fingers traced patterns on her back. "I know it was scary."

"It was," Maya admitted. "But so worth it."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah." Maya propped herself up to look at Sienna properly. "Best decision I've ever made."

"Same. Absolutely same." Sienna pulled her down for a kiss. "Now let's get some actual sleep because I have an 8 AM class tomorrow and I need to at least pretend to be a functioning student."

"Bold of you to assume we'll make it to 8 AM classes."

"We'll make it. Eventually." Sienna adjusted them so Maya was the little spoon, wrapping around her from behind. "But if we're a few minutes late, well, we have a good excuse."

Maya laughed, settling into her arms. "What excuse?"

"Too busy being in love. Very important business."

"The most important business."

They fell asleep like that, tangled together in their bed, in their room, in their shared life that had finally, finally begun.



Monday morning came too early—Sienna's alarm blaring The 1975 at six-thirty, both of them groaning and trying to hide under the covers. But they got up, stumbling to the shower together, stealing kisses between brushing teeth and attempting to look presentable.

Maya pulled on her soccer warm-ups while Sienna threw together her usual art student outfit—paint-stained jeans and a flannel over a bralette, canvas bag full of sketchbooks and pencils. They grabbed coffee from the French press, burnt toast because neither of them was functional before seven AM, and headed out into Monday morning.

At the corner where they usually split—Maya toward the athletic complex and Sienna toward the art building—they paused.

"See you later?" Sienna asked.

"Obviously. I'll come by the studio after practice."

"Perfect. I'll be the one covered in charcoal and frustration." Sienna pulled her in for a kiss, right there on the corner of Virginia and Center, not caring who saw.

Maya kissed her back, tasting coffee and mint toothpaste and home.

"Love you," Sienna said when they pulled apart.

"Love you too."

They went their separate ways, Maya heading toward practice with a stupid grin on her face that she couldn't suppress even when her teammate Sam raised an eyebrow at her.

"Good weekend?" Sam asked as they started warm-ups.

"Best weekend of my life," Maya answered honestly.

"That good, huh? What'd you do?"

Maya just smiled. "Stuff. Important stuff."

"Mysterious. I like it." Sam nudged her. "You seem really happy."

"I am." Maya started stretching, already counting down the hours until she'd see Sienna again. "Really, really happy."

And she was. Everything had changed and nothing had changed. She was still Maya Chen, pre-med student and soccer player. But now she was also Maya Chen, girlfriend to the most amazing girl in the world. Partner to her best friend. Part of an us instead of just an I.

They'd figure out the rest—the logistics and the coming out and the navigating relationship dynamics. They had time. All the time in the world.

But right now, Maya had practice. And after practice, she'd have Sienna. And after that, they'd have tomorrow.

And the day after that.

And every day after, for as long as they both wanted it.

Which, Maya suspected, would be a very long time.
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