
        
            
                
            
        

    
DIRTY TALK
Lesbian First Time FF



JULIA YOUNG



Contents



Copyright
Mailing List
Dedication
Dirty Talk
Want to know about new releases?
Want More Lesbian Stories?
About the Author



Copyright



Copyright 2026 Julia Young. All rights reserved.

[image: ]


This is a work of fiction / art. All characters, places and names are the product of the author’s imagination. Nothing in the text references any real people, places or entities; similarities are purely coincidental. All characters depicted in this story are non-related consenting adults.


Mailing List



Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of dozens of stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my amazing readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://mailchi.mp/8db97a52e910/julia-young

No spam, just romance goodies!


Dedication



Dedicated to all my loyal and amazing readers who allow me to pursue my passion of writing romance stories about love and exploration.

Thank you for your unconditional support and for giving me the opportunity to do write I love.


Dirty Talk



I didn’t plan to move in mid-semester. Nobody sane does. You don’t wake up one morning and think, yeah, let me drag my entire life into a new apartment while everyone else is settled and normal. But that’s exactly what I found myself doing on a Tuesday that felt too bright, carrying a box labeled KITCHEN in my terrible handwriting, already sweating through my shirt.

I was halfway up the stairs when the door opened and a woman stepped out, holding her hair up with one hand like she’d just been twisting it into a bun. She had that easy, natural confidence some people are born with. The kind that makes you straighten your spine without realizing you’re doing it.

“Hey,” she said. “You must be Elise.”

I nodded, breathless from the box and from her. “Yeah. Sorry I’m a little—” I gestured at myself, everything about me scattered. “A mess.”

“You’re fine.” She came down two steps toward me. “Want help?”

Before I could pretend I didn’t need it, she slid her hands under the box. Her fingers brushed mine. They were warm, soft in a way that surprised me coming from someone who seemed so… athletic. The contact made something low in my stomach tighten, and I hoped it didn’t show on my face.

“I’m Margo,” she said. “I’m the one who answered your email. And yes, I really am this tall, and yes, this place really is as old as the listing made it sound.”

I laughed because I didn’t know what else to do with the nervousness pumping through me. She smelled faintly like citrus shampoo and something darker underneath, something warm. It hit me in a way I didn’t expect.

When she nudged the door open with her shoulder, the box shifted and she had to adjust her grip. Her balance tipped her slightly back toward me, close enough that she touched my arm without thinking, fingers resting just above my elbow.

“Sorry,” she said.

I swallowed. “No problem.”

Inside, the apartment looked older but cozy, high ceilings and wide windows that let in plenty of cold morning light. The wood floors creaked. A plant in the corner needed water. Everything smelled like a mixture of coffee and clean laundry and something faintly sweet—maybe the candle burning on the kitchen counter.

“This is actually nicer than I expected,” I said, setting my backpack down.

Margo laughed. “High praise for student housing.”

“Hey, when you’ve lived in a dorm built in the seventies, anything with the slightest bit of character feels fancy.”

She grinned at me over the box as she set it on the counter. Her smile softened her whole face and made her dark eyes warm in a way that felt too intimate for someone I’d just met. She didn’t seem bothered by closeness, though. She moved like a person who’s always comfortable in her own skin.

“How much more stuff do you have?” she asked.

“Uh… a lot.”

“Good,” she said. “I like being useful. And I promise I won’t almost drop any more of your boxes.”

We both laughed and it lightened up something in me. Like a weight was slowly lifting from my shoulders.

I’d promised myself I wouldn’t be weird this year. No bringing random hookups over. No awkwardness. But ten minutes in, my body was reacting to her like I wasn’t straight. And nothing was weirder than that.

We went back downstairs for the next box. She took the heavier one without even asking, and I tried not to notice the flex of her forearms as she lifted it. The morning air was colder now, almost sharp, but she didn’t seem bothered. Her T-shirt hung loose around her shoulders, and when the wind caught it I could see the shape of her nipples pressing through the thin cotton.

I forced my eyes away.

“This one’s going to your room?” she asked.

“Yeah. Sorry. I didn’t label these well.”

“At least you labeled them,” she said. “That already puts you ahead of my last roommate.”

I wanted to ask about the last roommate, but I didn’t want to seem nosy. She carried the box down the hall, past a door on the right that was closed. Locked, maybe. I didn’t know why I noticed, but I did.

“That one’s mine,” she said, catching my glance. “Sorry. I keep it shut when I’m working.”

“Oh. What do you—”

“Freelance stuff,” she said. “Audio work.”

She didn’t explain further, and the way she said it made me feel like I shouldn’t push. Something about her tone told me there was a story behind that closed door, something I’d probably learn eventually whether I meant to or not.

My room was small and clean. She set the box on the bed and stepped back like she didn’t want to crowd me, even though I already felt crowded—by her scent, her voice, the warmth she left in the air behind her.

“You okay?” she asked. “You look like you’re going to faint.”

“Just overwhelmed,” I said. “Moving mid-semester is… a lot.”

“Yeah.” Her expression softened. “But you’re here now. It’ll settle.”

When she smiled again, something in my chest tightened, painfully aware of how close she was. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and the motion made the hem of her shirt lift just high enough to reveal a strip of her stomach. I stared for a second too long. She noticed. I could tell by the slight tilt of her head.

She didn’t call me out on it. She just said, “Come get something to drink when you’re ready. And if you want help unpacking, I’m around.”

“Thanks,” I said. My voice came out soft and stupid.

She stepped past me, close enough that her shoulder brushed mine. The touch was light but deliberate. Her breath warmed my cheek.

“Welcome home, Elise.”

And then she walked out, leaving the faint scent of citrus and something warmer lingering in the doorway, and leaving me standing there with a racing heart, wondering why a stranger’s touch felt like it had just rewired something deep inside me.
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I didn’t usually come home this early.

My 2:30 class was canceled. The professor emailed ten minutes before start time, and I stood outside the lecture hall blinking at my phone like it was a trap. The air was weirdly warm for October, and I thought about walking around, grabbing coffee, killing time. But I didn’t. My feet turned toward the apartment, like I was on autopilot.

When I opened the front door, nothing seemed off at first. The place was quiet, warm with late-afternoon light, soft and gold and just barely catching the dust in the air. Margo’s door was cracked, so I slipped inside quietly, trying not to let the door slam. I was halfway to my room when I heard her voice.

At first, I thought she was on a Zoom call. Her voice had that tone—low, focused, like she was reading something. It echoed slightly, like she was using a mic. I moved toward my room, but paused halfway down the hall. The words she was saying didn’t sound academic.

They didn’t sound like anything I was supposed to be hearing.

“…and then she slid her fingers between her thighs, testing how wet she already was.”

I stopped breathing.

I didn’t move, didn’t blink. I just stood there with my hand half-raised to push my bedroom door open, frozen in the middle of the hallway like some idiot in a horror movie. My brain couldn’t process it at first. The voice was Margo’s, but the words—God.

She kept going.

“She gasped when her fingers met slick heat, her clit already aching for attention. But she wanted to wait. She wanted to make her beg first.”

I swallowed, hard. My heart was slamming in my chest so loud I thought it might give me away.

She wasn’t on the phone. She wasn’t having sex. She was recording. She’d said she did audio work. Freelance.

This was what she meant.

I should have left. Gone straight into my room, shut the door, and put on headphones. Or banged a pot in the kitchen like a normal roommate to let her know she wasn’t alone.

Instead, I stood there. Every hair on my arms standing up, breath shallow. My thighs pressed together without me meaning to.

Her voice wasn’t just reading. It was performing. Slow, smoky, low in her throat, like every word was being drawn out with the kind of care you’d give to touching someone for the first time.

“She pulled the blanket down, revealing the curve of her hips. The girl whimpered, legs already falling open, hungry for more. She was so soft. So ready.”

I squeezed my thighs tighter, horrified to realize I was throbbing.

It wasn’t just the words—it was her. The sound of her mouth around them. Her breath between lines. I could hear it catch, just slightly, right before she said something explicit, and it sent a jolt of heat up the back of my neck.

She didn’t sound embarrassed. She sounded good. Confident. Like she belonged in this.

My whole body felt wrong—like I’d walked into something private, something I shouldn’t want to hear, but did. My nipples had hardened under my bra. I could feel my underwear getting damp, and I hated how fast it was happening.

The floor creaked behind me—just the house settling. But it made me panic. I moved, finally, rushing the last three feet into my room. I shut the door quietly, fast, heart thudding like I’d just run a mile.

Inside my room, I collapsed onto the bed, face flushed. I stared at the ceiling for a full minute before I even dared to move again.

I wasn’t going to touch myself. I wasn’t. That would make this whole thing worse.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about her voice. That low, measured tone. The way she’d said clit like it belonged in her mouth.

God.

I covered my face with both hands and just lay there until I could breathe again.
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I avoided her for the rest of the afternoon. She didn’t come out of her room until a little after six, and by then I was already chopping vegetables for pasta, trying to act like everything was normal. I could hear her humming lightly in the bathroom, the shower running a minute later.

I forced myself to focus on the cutting board. Tomatoes. Mushrooms. Something to do with my hands. Not the way she’d said wet like it was a gift. Not the way my body had reacted without permission.

By the time she joined me in the kitchen, her hair was damp and curled behind her ears, and she wore a gray tank top that stuck to her skin in places. I couldn’t look directly at her.

“Smells good,” she said, opening the fridge. “You cooking for both of us, or should I scavenge?”

“I—I made enough.”

“Sweet. You want me to grab the plates?”

“Sure.”

My voice cracked slightly. I cleared my throat and tried again. “Yeah. Plates are good.”

She gave me a funny look, but didn’t say anything. We moved around the kitchen together, and I hated how self-conscious I felt, like she could see something written on my face.

She didn’t know. Of course she didn’t. She was acting normal. Laughing when she dropped a fork and blaming the “slippery ghost of our last roommate.” Talking about how her voice had been raspy all day—"too much wine last night, maybe, or allergies."

I nodded and smiled and stirred sauce like I wasn’t losing my mind.

She sat cross-legged on one of the kitchen chairs while we ate, her hair drying in soft waves. Her foot brushed mine once and I jerked like I’d been shocked.

“Sorry,” she said, not noticing the way my whole face went red. “Didn’t mean to play footsie.”

I shook my head. “It’s fine.”

I couldn’t tell if she looked at me longer than normal. She didn’t say anything else, though. Just kept eating, humming faintly under her breath.

By the time dinner was over, I felt like I was going to explode from the tension of pretending. I needed to go outside. Or lie down. Or scream into a pillow.

Instead, I washed the dishes while she dried. Her hands brushed mine once and I nearly dropped a glass.

“You’re jumpy tonight,” she said, tone casual.

“Sorry. Long day.”

She tilted her head, considering. “Oh that’s right. You had class this afternoon?”

I hesitated. “I was supposed to, but it got canceled.”

She stopped for a moment, like she was trying to figure out how I’d had a long day without any class. But she didn’t press. She only said, “Lucky.”

She smiled and bumped her shoulder into mine lightly. I didn’t know what to do with that. My skin burned where she touched me, but I couldn’t tell if it was because I wanted her to touch me more—or if I just wanted to stop wanting anything at all.

After the dishes, she yawned and said something about finishing a project before bed. I nodded like a mannequin and retreated to my room, heart still racing.

That night, lying in the dark, I pressed a pillow between my legs and thought about her voice.

How calm she’d sounded. How aroused she’d made me. How wrong it felt to want someone who didn’t even know I’d been listening.

I wasn’t proud of what I did next.

But I also wasn’t sure I could have stopped myself.

I slid my hand under the waistband of my pajama pants, slow at first, like I was testing whether I’d really go through with it. My skin was warm. Damp. I’d been like this all night—turned on and ashamed, wound so tight I couldn’t think straight. My fingers brushed over my clit and I jerked like I’d touched something forbidden.

Maybe I had.

But I didn’t stop. I pressed a little harder, circled just once, and the feeling hit so sharp and fast I had to bite my lip to keep quiet. My other hand stayed clenched in the blanket, like I needed to hold myself down. Like some part of me wanted to make it harder.

I thought about her voice. That low, slow rhythm. The way she said wet like it was a promise. I imagined her mouth closer—at my ear, at my throat, lower. I imagined her saying my name the same way she spoke in the recording.

God, I wanted to know what her mouth felt like.

My fingers moved faster. I was already so close it almost hurt. My body had been waiting for this all day—hours of pretending, sitting stiff at dinner, nodding along while she talked about pasta like I wasn’t dripping into my underwear. Now it was all rushing out of me. I was grinding into my hand like a girl who’d never done this before.

I came fast. Quiet, but not silent.

My whole body shook with it. My thighs clamped down around the pillow, and for a second I couldn’t breathe. Not because it was so good—though it was—but because the wave of guilt hit almost as hard as the orgasm.

What the hell was wrong with me?

I stayed like that for a while, not moving. Just breathing into the dark. The pillow between my legs was damp. My fingers were slick. I didn’t even want to look at them.

Eventually, I rolled onto my side and curled into myself, hot with shame.

It wasn’t just that I’d listened. It was that I’d liked it. That I wanted more. That I kept replaying her voice in my head—soft, steady, saying things I had no business hearing. And then my mind twisted it further, adding things she never said, things like lick her until she begs in Margo’s mouth, as if she’d whispered it right against my skin.

I didn’t know how to be around her with that in my head.
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The worst part was that nothing had changed.

The next morning, Margo was still Margo—casual, warm, quick with a smile—and I was still pretending not to notice how different she looked now that I’d heard her voice saying those things. Not to me. Not even about me. But my body hadn’t gotten the message.

I avoided her during breakfast. Didn’t make eye contact. Didn’t say more than five words.

By the time I got home from class that afternoon, I thought maybe I’d managed to reset something in my brain.

I was wrong.

I’d just stepped inside when the bathroom door creaked open and she walked out, fresh from the shower. Hair wet and sticking to her shoulders. A plain white towel tucked around her chest. Another twisted up on her head.

She didn’t see me at first. She was rubbing water out of her eyes, humming something under her breath. Barefoot, skin flushed from the heat of the shower. Calm. Comfortable.

I should’ve looked away. Given her privacy. But I didn’t.

Her back was turned as she walked toward her room. Drops of water slid down her spine, disappearing beneath the edge of the towel. It clung to her in places and hung just barely long enough to cover the curve of her ass. I couldn’t stop staring, afraid it might gape open or slip if she moved too fast.

My mouth went dry.

It didn’t feel like I was choosing to stare. My body reacted before I even had time to feel guilty about it. I just stood there, frozen, heart in my throat, heat pooling low in my stomach. She reached up to adjust the towel on her head, and the one around her chest shifted slightly. Just enough to show the slope of one breast from the side, barely hidden. She caught it without looking, refastened it like she’d done it a thousand times. Like none of this meant anything.

Not sexual. Not intentional.

Just Margo in a towel. And I felt like a pervert just staring at her like this.

I sucked in a breath, sharp enough that she finally looked over and saw me.

“Shit, sorry,” she said, not embarrassed at all. She smiled like it was funny. “Didn’t hear you come in.”

“It’s fine,” I said too fast. My voice cracked. “You’re fine. I mean—it’s fine.”

Her smile lingered for a second like she was about to tease me, but she didn’t. She nodded once and walked the rest of the way to her room. The door clicked shut behind her.

I stood there with my face burning.

My thighs clenched together before I realized I was doing it. I could still see the water running down her back, could still feel the pulse between my legs that hadn’t faded yet. My skin felt too tight. My brain was spiraling, trying to decide if I was a pervert or just completely doomed.

I took off my jacket and stood in the kitchen like I had something to do, heart racing, body hot, unable to stop thinking about her.

And the worst part? She probably didn’t even know what she’d done.

I wonder if she noticed how flustered I got.

It became more obvious at dinner. I could feel it in the way she looked at me when we sat down to eat twenty minutes later. Not suspicion. Not teasing. Just… awareness.

Like she’d filed it away.

Like she was starting to see me differently now. But was it in the same way I was seeing her?
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It was the shower fan masked the sound of me coming in. Maybe it was supposed to mask what she was doing, too.

That constant, humming white noise in the bathroom masked the sound of the front door closing. My sneakers on the hallway rug. Even the quiet click of my bedroom door swinging open. I hadn’t planned to be sneaky. I’d just gotten home from the library. It was close to seven, almost dark, and I didn’t expect her to be still working.

But when I stepped into the apartment and tugged my hoodie off, I heard her voice.

Soft. Focused. Her voice had that tone again—low, steady, like she was reading. Her bedroom door was cracked again, and the hallway light bled through, faint and golden.

Then I caught another line.

“She didn’t even need to be touched. Not yet. She was dripping just from watching.”

My whole body locked up.

I stood there in the hallway, damp hoodie bunched in my arms, heart already starting to pound.

“Her thighs were slick. She’d been told not to move. Not to come. Not until she was allowed.”

The words were low and controlled, even through the cracked door. That same voice I’d heard before—steady, slow, almost husky. The way she shaped those sentences felt physical. Like she knew what they could do to someone. I guess that was the point.

I braced one hand against the wall.

I should’ve gone to my room. Right then. Just turned and walked away and pretended I hadn’t heard anything. But my legs weren’t cooperating. My whole body was pulsing, already half-aroused before I’d even processed what was happening.

“The girl whimpered, legs twitching. Her hands gripped the sheets. But she didn’t touch herself. Not yet.”

I exhaled through my nose, shaky and too loud in the silence of the hallway. The air felt thick. I clenched my thighs, trying to will the tension away, but it was too late. My body was already moving toward that edge, every breath bringing me closer. I’d told myself I wouldn’t do this again. That the first time was a fluke. A mistake.

But I was wet. And I couldn’t stop listening.

“Good girl,” Margo’s voice said.

My knees almost gave out.

I swallowed hard, sweat blooming at the base of my neck despite the cold air still clinging to me from outside. I should’ve gone back to the front door and walked out. I should’ve made noise. Something. Anything to make it stop before it got worse.

Instead, I leaned harder into the wall and squeezed my thighs together, fingers curling against the wall like I could steady myself that way.

Then I bumped the corner of the hallway table with my hip.

It was quiet. Barely anything. A dull wooden thunk.

But Margo’s voice cut off instantly.

The silence was deafening.

I didn’t breathe. Didn’t blink. My heart stuttered behind my ribs, loud and awful. I couldn’t move. All I could do was listen—for footsteps, for a chair scraping, for anything.

Then I heard the soft click of her mic turning off.

I bolted.

I ran down the hall in socked feet, didn’t even close my door all the way, just yanked it behind me hard enough that it bounced slightly against the frame and settled crooked.

My room was dark. I hadn’t turned on the lamp yet. I stood there in the half-light, hoodie still clenched in my hands, my whole body buzzing with panic and leftover arousal.

What had she heard?

Could she tell I’d been there?

Had she noticed the bump, or was it coincidence? Was she about to knock on my door and ask if I’d heard anything? My head spun.

And underneath all of that—beneath the fear and the guilt—was the fact that I was still turned on. So turned on I could feel the wet spot soaking into my underwear. My pulse was in my fingertips. My nipples were hard and aching under my bra. Every part of me felt tense and hyperaware, like my body hadn’t caught up to the fact that I was supposed to be hiding.

I sat on the edge of my bed, legs pressed together, hands gripping the blanket so I wouldn’t touch myself again.

But I wanted to. God, I wanted to.

Her voice saying good girl had broken something open in me.

The sound of it had gone straight through my chest, like I’d needed to hear it all week without knowing why.

And now I couldn’t un-hear it.

I stayed like that for a long time. Listening. Waiting. Hoping I hadn’t ruined everything.

Eventually, I heard her door open. Just a little. The faint creak of wood. Then silence again.

I don’t know if she stood there. I don’t know if she was listening for me, or if she thought she imagined the sound. But she didn’t knock. Didn’t say anything.

The moment passed.
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At dinner, I couldn’t meet her eyes.

She’d changed into a loose tank top and soft flannel pajama pants, and her hair was pulled up into a messy bun like she’d forgotten about it halfway through tying it. She looked relaxed. Normal. Nothing in her expression gave anything away.

But I was sure she knew.

She set her phone down on the counter and opened the fridge. “You want leftovers or something new?”

I cleared my throat, trying to sound casual. “Leftovers are fine.”

“You sure? I was gonna make that weird vegan soup again.”

“Leftovers are great.”

She turned toward me slowly, narrowing her eyes just a little like she was studying my face. “You’re acting twitchy again.”

“I’m not.”

She gave me a look. “You totally are.”

I forced a laugh and grabbed plates from the cabinet to avoid looking at her. She let it go. For now.

We sat across from each other at the kitchen table. My knee bumped hers once, and I pulled away like I’d been burned. She didn’t comment. Just glanced down and kept eating.

Halfway through her second helping, she asked, “You coming home early tomorrow?”

“I don’t think so,” I lied.

She nodded, slowly. “Cool.”

That was it. She didn’t push.

But she knew.

Not everything. Not yet. But something.

She had to know.
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I thought I was holding it together.

I’d showered early, dried my hair, even put on makeup like it would hide the part of me that still hadn’t come down from yesterday. My heart was pounding but my hands were steady. I told myself I could sit across from her and pretend I wasn’t the kind of girl who got off listening to her roommate’s voice through a cracked door.

But then she said it.

“I had a long recording session last night. Sorry if you heard anything.”

It was casual. Tacked onto a sip of coffee, like she was just making conversation. But I felt the words land in my chest like something sharp.

My fork clattered against the edge of my plate. Not hard. Not loud. But enough to make her look up.

I grabbed it fast, head down, cheeks already heating. “Sorry,” I mumbled.

Her eyes stayed on me. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah. I just—burned my tongue a little.”

The food wasn’t even hot.

“I didn’t hear anything. Am I not supposed to?” My act to play innocent wasn’t working.

She hummed, not buying it, but not calling me out either. Her gaze lingered a second too long before she went back to her eggs. I tried to match her rhythm, act like I didn’t feel completely exposed. But I could feel my whole body reacting—my cheeks were flushed, my breathing too shallow. I couldn’t make myself slow down.

She didn’t look up again. But I could tell she was watching me anyway.

“I was in there for hours,” she said. “Some of the scenes were a challenge. You’re sure you didn’t hear anything?”

I coughed into my napkin and reached for my water. “Um, no. I didn’t hear a thing.”

That did it—her mouth tugged into something halfway between a smirk and a question. She didn’t press. Just let the moment hang there like she was giving me a choice.

I didn’t take it.

She went quiet after that. Ate the rest of her breakfast like nothing had happened. But I didn’t miss the way her eyes kept flicking back to me every so often, like she was taking notes. Like she was filing something away.

When she stood to rinse her plate, she said, “You’ve got class this morning, right?”

“Yeah. In twenty minutes.”

“Cool. Just checking.”

She didn’t explain why. But I knew it was about her recordings.

I watched her back as she stood at the sink—shoulders loose, hair still messy from sleep. She didn’t look mad. She didn’t even look annoyed.

She looked like she wanted to play a game. And the worst part wasn’t that she’d caught me reacting. It was that some part of me wanted her to.
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I’d hoped a hot shower would help.

My chest still felt tight from breakfast, from the way she looked at me, like she already knew and was just waiting for me to admit it. Like my body had already told her everything my mouth was too afraid to say.

So I showered.

Not because I needed to be cleaner, but because I needed a reset. I needed to stop thinking about her voice and the way she’d said a long recording session last night, like she was handing me a loaded gun just to see if I’d set it off.

The water was almost too hot. I leaned into it anyway, letting it scald the back of my neck, run down my spine. My heartbeat was still all over the place. I pressed my palms against the tile and tried not to picture her face.

It didn’t work.

I thought about her in the kitchen, hair still messy, neckline loose enough that I caught a peek of skin just above her bra. I thought about the way she stood at the sink, hip cocked, like she was giving me something to look at on purpose.

I reached for the body wash and took too much. The scent hit me—lavender and vanilla—and I closed my eyes, embarrassed by the way I reacted to even that. Everything felt too close to the surface. My body was so keyed up it felt like my skin couldn’t contain it.

I was rinsing off when I heard the knock.

Two quick taps, just outside the bathroom door.

“Elise?”

Her voice. Low. Clear. Just on the other side.

I froze for half a second. Then I cleared my throat. “Yeah?”

“Sorry—just wondering if you’ve seen my USB mic. The little silver one.”

The curtain was thin. Steamy. I could see her shadow through it, faint but unmistakable. Just the shape of her—arms crossed, maybe leaning a little against the doorframe. Not moving.

“I haven’t,” I said, too quickly. “Sorry.”

“You okay in there?”

The question didn’t sound concerned. It sounded curious. Like she already knew the answer but wanted to hear me fumble.

“I’m fine,” I said. But my voice cracked halfway through.

She didn’t say anything for a second. I thought maybe she’d left. But then:

“You sound out of breath.”

I gripped the edge of the tub. “Just hot in here,” I said, trying to laugh it off. “It’s like a sauna.”

“Hm.”

That was all. Just hm. Like she’d tucked something away in a folder behind her eyes.

I didn’t hear her walk away. But her shadow shifted. I stood there, dripping, the steam thick around me, my nipples hard from more than just the water.

By the time I got out and wrapped myself in a towel, I still wasn’t sure what had just happened.
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She wasn’t in the kitchen. Or the living room. Her door was closed.

Mine was still cracked from earlier. I hadn’t had the nerve to close it all the way, like shutting it would mean admitting that I’d heard her. That I was flustered.

I sat on my bed, damp hair against my back, the towel tight around my chest. My skin was still flushed, heartbeat high. I could still feel the echo of her voice in my body—You sound out of breath.

I pressed my thighs together without meaning to.

I knew she knew now.

I’d tried to play it cool, but it was over. Whatever illusion I’d been holding onto—of this being one-sided, private, hidden—that was gone. She hadn’t even sounded surprised. Just… entertained.

The worst part was, some part of me liked that.

Liked being caught.

Not fully. Not naked, not touching myself—but close enough that my body felt exposed anyway. Like she’d seen more of me through the door than I had shown anyone in years.

I got dressed slowly, still shaky. Still turned on in that stupid, low-grade way that made everything feel too sensitive. I avoided the mirror. I didn’t want to see the way I looked, didn’t want to confirm how obvious I’d been.

I tried to tell myself it didn’t mean anything. She hadn’t said anything direct. She’d asked a normal question. That was it. But that tone, that pause, that last hm—I kept hearing it on loop.

When I finally emerged, she was on the couch, laptop open, earbuds in. She didn’t look up.

I thought maybe I’d imagined the whole thing. That it was fine. That she’d let it go.

But as I passed her to grab my charger from the side table, she pulled out one earbud and said, “Feeling better?”

I blinked. “What?”

“From the sauna,” she said. “You said it was hot in there.”

“Oh. Right. Yeah.” I forced a nod. “Totally fine now.”

She smiled like she believed me. I could only hope that she did.
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I saw it the second I stepped into the apartment.

Her door. Not just cracked—open wider than usual. Enough that I could see the edge of her chair. One bare foot crossed over the other. The glow from her monitor.

It was after ten. Late enough that the apartment was quiet, lights low, the kind of hush that settled over everything when no one was expecting to be disturbed. I hadn’t meant to be out this late, but I’d wandered campus just to burn some of the energy off. After what happened this morning—during the shower—I hadn’t been able to look at her again without feeling it.

The heat. The shame. The want.

Now I stood in the entryway, hoodie zipped halfway, fingers still curled around the strap of my bag, and I could hear her voice.

Not just a voice. That voice. The one she used when she worked. Slow. Measured. Just a little lower than normal. Designed to settle under your skin and stay there.

I stepped out of my shoes quietly and moved down the hall, socked feet nearly silent on the wood. I didn’t mean to linger. I just didn’t move.

“She didn’t mean to listen. Not at first.”

The air left my lungs too fast.

“She was just walking past. That’s all. Just walking past her roommate’s door, late at night, thinking about everything she couldn’t say.”

My skin went cold and hot all at once. I felt it in my stomach first—a low pull of dread and heat tangled together.

I took one more step.

Her door stayed open.

“She froze when she heard the voice. That soft, secret voice. Like a hand sliding down her back. Like breath just behind her ear.”

I couldn’t breathe. I pressed one hand flat to the hallway wall.

She wasn’t reading from a book. Not this time.

This was about us. About me.

I was still dressed from the walk—sweatshirt, leggings, damp air clinging to my clothes—and my body felt suddenly too tight inside all of it.

“She stood there, trembling. Not because she was scared. But because her body already knew what it wanted, and she was the last one to admit it.”

My mouth opened, but nothing came out. I blinked hard. My heart wouldn’t slow down. I stared at the crack of her door and the pale light spilling into the hall and couldn’t make myself move.

“She was the quiet type. The kind who blushes when another woman touches her. The kind who presses her thighs together when she thinks no one’s looking.”

My knees nearly gave out.

“She thought she was subtle. But every breath, every fast blink, gave her away.”

I covered my mouth with both hands.

I couldn’t let her hear me. Not like this. My breathing had gone ragged, chest rising too fast, heat pulsing between my legs like I’d already started something I couldn’t finish.

“She imagined what it would be like. To be touched. To be opened. To finally let someone between her legs.”

I squeezed my eyes shut.

This wasn’t a coincidence. This wasn’t playful or abstract or some generic scene. She had written this. For me.

“She wanted to be caught.”

I shook my head, but I didn’t move.

“She didn’t say it out loud. She couldn’t. But she waited there anyway, holding her breath, hoping the woman inside would notice her. Would call her in. Would take the choice out of her hands.”

I whimpered into my palm.

It wasn’t loud. But I knew—I knew—she would hear it if she wanted to. I was standing in the middle of the hallway with my whole body lit up like a warning, every part of me exposed even though I hadn’t taken off a single piece of clothing.

“She was listening…”

I braced my shoulder against the wall.

“Holding her breath…”

Her voice dipped, soft enough that I had to strain to hear the last line.

“Wishing someone would make her come.”

I turned and ran.

Back down the hallway, into my room, the door pulled shut too fast behind me. I pressed my back to it, shaking. The heat under my skin wouldn’t go away. I felt wild. Unraveled. Humiliated and turned on and so far past the point of pretending this wasn’t happening.

She knew.

And now she knew I knew.

She hadn’t just guessed. She’d seen it—seen me—and instead of confronting me, instead of pulling away, she’d aimed right for it.

Right for me.

And I had stood there and let her do it. My hands were still trembling when I slid to the floor. I didn’t know what she would do next.

But whatever this was—whatever game we were playing—it wasn’t private anymore. It was coming out in the open.
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The lights went out just after eight.

One second I was in the kitchen, reaching for a glass. The next, everything blinked out. Total silence.

I froze. Then I heard her voice from the couch.

“Was that us or the building?”

I stepped to the window and looked outside. The whole block was dark—streetlamps out, other windows blacked. “Campus-wide, probably.”

She got up and crossed the room in near silence, only the faint pad of her bare feet against the wood floor. A moment later I heard the flick of a lighter. Then the warm glow of candlelight lit her face in uneven gold.

She didn’t look surprised. Just calm, like this was nothing more than a minor inconvenience. Like we hadn’t been circling something all week that neither of us were going to face.

“Guess we’re having a cozy night,” she said. “You cold?”

“No.”

I was lying. My arms were crossed and I was suddenly hyperaware of the damp chill in the air, made worse by how warm she looked—tank top, sleep shorts, no socks. She held a wide jar candle in one hand and set it carefully on the coffee table. The scent hit a moment later: something sweet and smoky, almost like vanilla and charred wood.

“Come sit,” she said, like it was the most normal thing in the world.

And maybe it was. Maybe that was the problem.

I sat on the edge of the couch, knees close together. She settled next to me, her body turned slightly toward mine. The candle threw slow shadows over her collarbones and arms. Everything felt too quiet. I could hear her breathing. I could hear mine.

I hadn’t talked to her since the night before. Not really. We’d passed each other in the apartment like nothing had happened, like she hadn’t crafted a scene just for me and watched me run.

Now we were sitting on the couch, in the dark, inches apart.

“You okay?” she asked.

I nodded. “Yeah. Just tired.”

She watched me like she didn’t quite believe that, but didn’t call me on it. Her thigh brushed mine—bare skin against my leggings. I didn’t move.

Her fingers reached up and lightly touched my hair, near my temple. She didn’t pull or tug. Just touched.

The way someone might before they kissed you.

I inhaled, sharp and sudden. “Please don’t.”

She froze. Her hand hovered there a second longer, then dropped. She sat back slightly.

“Okay,” she said, voice soft. No edge to it.

I didn’t move away.

I couldn’t. My body was humming with static, skin too tight, breath shaky. I could still feel the shape of her fingers in the space beside my ear. Like the touch had happened anyway.

She looked at me, not with pity or frustration, but something quieter. Something waiting.

“Do you really want me to stop?”

The question landed in the center of me.

She wasn’t trying to push. She wasn’t trying to play. Her voice wasn’t teasing like it had been the night before. She was just asking.

And I didn’t know how to answer. I didn’t nod. I didn’t shake my head.

I just sat there, candlelight flickering between us, with her hand inches from mine on the couch cushion and my heart pounding like it had nowhere left to go.

Suddenly, the power flicked back on. Margo took my hand and said, “Come with me. I want to show you something.”

Her tone was too casual to be innocent. But I stood up and followed her to her room.

She motioned to the bed, and I sat before I could talk myself out of it. I folded my hands in my lap and tried not to look at her mouth.

Margo tapped something on her laptop. The screen changed—blank lines replaced with new ones, a fresh script waiting. She didn’t turn it toward me. Didn’t offer to show me what she’d written.

She adjusted the mic, glanced up once, and said, “I want you to hear something.” Then she started to read.

The first few lines were tame. Soft. Descriptive, like a character sketch, but warmer than neutral. The kind of thing that could go either way, depending on how close you were sitting. Her voice dipped slightly, and I felt it in my chest. The words weren’t dirty yet—but they were aimed. Specific in a way that made me squirm.

“She didn’t mean to react. It was just the sound of another woman’s voice. The softness of it. The quiet confidence. She thought maybe that meant something was wrong with her.”

I looked at the floor. My face was burning. She was reading to me. About me. Not guessing anymore—confirming.

“She didn’t realize she was shaking until her thighs pressed together. The need was there. Right there. But she didn’t move. Didn’t breathe. Just listened.”

Margo watched me over the top of the mic.

I couldn’t meet her eyes.

My breath came shallow, chest rising a little too fast. I kept my hands flat on my thighs, willing myself to stay still. But the ache between my legs had already started. She could see it. She had to.

Then her voice dropped.

The next line was filthier. A slow murmur just above a whisper.

“She imagined the voice closer—at her neck, at her ear, slipping between her legs. She imagined how it would feel to be touched while listening.”

My mouth went dry. I shifted without meaning to, thighs brushing. She didn’t stop reading.

“She was wet before she even realized it. Dripping. Every word made it worse.”

I bit my lip. Hard. My pulse thundered in my ears. She was still reading—quiet, slow, precise. Watching me come undone without moving an inch.

“She wanted someone to take the choice away.”

My eyes flicked up. Margo had set the paper down. Her hands were in her lap now. The mic was still live. Her mouth was parted slightly, breathing through it. Her eyes weren’t teasing anymore.

They were asking.

She leaned forward, slow. One hand reached up and touched my chin—just two fingers, lightly turning my face until I had to look at her.

“You never answered my question,” she said. “Do you really want me to stop?”

I shook my head no and her lips touched mine.

It was soft. Like she was still searching for the answer I hadn’t said out loud. I leaned into it before I could stop myself.

The kiss deepened. Her hand slid to my waist, warm through the thin fabric of my shirt. I exhaled shakily, eyes fluttering shut. Her mouth opened against mine. I felt her tongue brush mine and everything in me seized.

My legs shifted. My hips tilted forward without thinking.

I kissed her harder.

When we broke apart, I gasped against her mouth, dizzy.

“I shouldn’t feel like this,” I whispered. “I thought… I thought I was straight.”

Her lips touched the edge of my jaw, soft, then my throat, lighter still. I felt her breath against my skin.

“This isn’t about labels,” she whispered. “It’s about us. Do you want me or not?”

Her voice landed low in my stomach.

I couldn’t lie. Not like this.

“Yes,” I breathed. “God, yes. I want you more than I’ve ever wanted anything.”

She kissed me again—harder, needier. My hands found her shirt, fisting the soft fabric as she pressed me back onto the bed. Our bodies moved together, not fast but urgent. Her hand slid under my shirt, fingers grazing the bare skin of my ribs.

I moaned into her mouth.

My thighs parted. She didn’t even have to ask. My whole body was trembling. Wanting.

We kissed like we’d been holding back for days. Like we’d both already touched ourselves thinking about this moment. My breath hitched when her hand cupped my breast through my bra. I arched, gasping into the kiss.

Margo pulled back a little and slipped her shirt off without any hesitation.

There was no dramatic pause, no seductive glance, no deliberate buildup. She simply reached down, gripped the hem, and lifted it over her head in one smooth movement—like she was done pretending we weren’t already too far past the point of pretending.

She wasn’t wearing a bra.

The shirt hit the floor with a soft, uneven thud. She stood there in front of me, bare from the waist up, her skin warm-looking in the candlelight. Her nipples were already hard, the kind of subtle detail you only notice when you’re close—close enough to see the quick rise and fall of her chest, close enough to smell her shampoo, close enough to feel heat rolling off her body.

She didn’t move to cover herself. She didn’t smirk or try to pose. She just let me look.

My mouth went dry. Every part of me felt hot and shaky.

“You okay?” she asked, staying perfectly still, like she was giving me a second to catch up.

I nodded too fast. “Yeah. I just—” My voice cracked. I swallowed and tried again. “You’re really beautiful.”

That made her smile, but it wasn’t a teasing smile. It was soft. Real. Maybe even a little relieved.

Then she reached for the waistband of her shorts.

She loosened the drawstring with her thumbs hooked in the fabric, and this time she did pause—not for effect, but to check my face. I realized I was holding my breath. She pushed the shorts down along with her panties in one slow motion. Her hips shifted as she stepped out of them.

Now she was fully naked.

I wasn’t prepared for how intimate that would feel. My eyes kept moving without my permission—her stomach, the curve of her waist, the soft dark hair between her legs, the shape of her thighs. Every part of her felt like something I wasn’t supposed to see and something she wanted me to see at the same time.

She stepped closer and held out her hand. “Come here.”

I let her pull me into her. My legs felt wobbly in a way I didn’t want to admit. My whole body buzzed with nervous heat. She slipped both hands under the hem of my shirt, but she didn’t lift it immediately. She slid her palms up along my ribs, slow and gentle, checking again.

Her voice softened. “Okay?”

I nodded, but it came out small, more like a quick dip of my chin than an actual gesture.

She lifted the shirt over my head, her fingers brushing my sides on the way. Goosebumps rose everywhere her hands touched. I raised my arms almost instinctively, letting her take it off. My bra followed with a simple flick of her fingers behind my back. I let it fall. I couldn’t tell if I was cold or just overwhelmed, but my nipples tightened instantly.

Her hands moved to my waistband again—my leggings this time. She didn’t pull. She waited.

I swallowed hard. “It’s okay.”

She nodded once and dropped to a slight crouch, peeling the leggings down inch by inch. Her knuckles grazed the outside of my thighs. I stepped out of them clumsily, almost tripping, and she steadied me with a warm palm to my hip.

Now I was down to my underwear. That thin strip of fabric suddenly felt too small to hide anything and too big to tolerate being on my skin.

She kissed me, slow and deliberate. Her mouth opened over mine, and I leaned into it without thinking. My knees nearly buckled. Her hands ran down my arms, then back up, tracing the outline of my shoulders, the curve of my waist.

Her palms settled at the edge of my panties.

“Can I?” she whispered.

I meant to say yes, but all that came out was a tight breath. I nodded.

She hooked her thumbs inside the waistband and tugged them down with exaggerated gentleness, almost like she was afraid to startle me. I stepped out of them, shaky and hot and fully aware of how exposed I was.

She straightened and looked at me—really looked. Her eyes moved down my body, slow enough that heat pooled deep in my stomach.

“You’re shaking,” she murmured.

“I know,” I whispered back. I was embarrassed by how weak my voice sounded.

“Want me to slow down?”

“No,” I said, more sure than I expected. “Just… touch me.”

Something in her expression shifted—something focused, like the moment had finally dropped into place for her. She leaned in, pressed her lips to my neck, then my shoulder, then lower.

I sucked in a sharp, startled breath when her mouth touched my collarbone. The warmth of her lips sent heat straight between my legs.

She kept going—slow, steady, deliberate. Her lips brushed the top of my breast, then circled my nipple in a way that felt patient and curious. When her tongue flicked across it, my whole body reacted before my mind caught up. I made a sound I didn’t mean to—somewhere between a gasp and a whimper.

She groaned softly into my skin, like the sound turned her on.

Her hand slid down my stomach and between my thighs.

I jolted like I’d been shocked.

She smiled against my breast. “You’re soaked,” she whispered.

I covered my face with one hand. “God. I’m sorry.”

She laughed quietly. Her breath tickled my skin. “Don’t apologize for that.”

Her fingers rubbed small, slow circles over my clit. Barely any pressure. My whole body twitched anyway.

My knees went weak. She caught me with both hands, guided me backward until the backs of my legs hit the bed. She eased me down onto the mattress, slow enough that it felt intentional, not rushed.

Then she slid between my legs, her hands warm on my thighs.

She kissed a path down my stomach—a soft, open-mouthed trail that made my hips lift involuntarily. She kissed the inside of my left thigh, then the right. I felt her breath lower between my legs, warm and humid.

I tried to speak. My voice came out thin. “I’ve never done this before.”

She looked up at me from between my thighs. Her eyes were steady. “I know.”

Her tone wasn’t proud or pitying. Just certain.

Her fingers spread me open gently.

“I’ve got you,” she said.

When her mouth finally touched me, when her tongue slid through the wet, aching heat between my legs, I couldn’t help it.

I gasped out loud. The sound escaped before I could stop it. My hips bucked without permission. Her hands came up immediately, pressing lightly against my thighs to steady me, but she didn’t hold me down.

Then I heard her moan. It was quiet and low, not something she did for effect. It sounded like the taste of me had genuinely done something to her, and that sound made my whole body throb.

She licked me again. This time she was slower and deeper. Her tongue moved with a kind of unhurried care. She explored me inch by inch, and the feeling was so much that I could hardly breathe.

“Oh my God,” I whispered. My voice trembled.

She kept going. Her mouth moved up, circling my clit. Her tongue was soft at first, just tracing and teasing. Then she sucked, one firm pull, wet and perfect. My entire body jerked, and I let out a sound I had never made before. Not when I was alone. Not ever.

My back arched so sharply that I thought I might actually pull something.

“I’ve never felt anything like this,” I gasped.

She hummed in response. The vibration moved through me, deep and warm, and I cried out. My thighs shook.

Then her fingers slid inside me.

I wasn’t ready for that. I thought her mouth alone would be enough to undo me, but the feeling of her fingers filling me at the exact moment her tongue flicked harder against my clit was too much. My brain just shut off for a moment. All I could do was feel.

The room disappeared. The ceiling. The air. Even my body felt like it was slipping away. There was only pressure and heat and the sharp swell of something I could not control.

She murmured something under her breath. The words were filthy and rough. I caught fragments about how wet I was and how good I tasted, but I couldn’t hold on to the details. Her voice sank straight into my chest and coaxed me higher.

My legs started to tremble. My hips rocked forward, chasing her mouth without me deciding to move. My hands twisted into the blanket so hard my knuckles ached. My breath came in short, desperate bursts.

She pushed her fingers deeper and spoke again, her voice close and certain. “Come for me.”

I did. I didn’t even try to fight it.

I came hard.

It hit with a force that startled me. My whole body jerked and curled, and I cried out. There was no way to be quiet. My legs shook violently. My hands flew to her hair, not to guide her but to hold on to something solid. My hips kept jerking, and she stayed with me, her mouth softening but never leaving me. She licked me through every aftershock, slow now, steady, drawing the climax out until I could barely breathe.

By the time I collapsed back against the mattress, I was drenched in sweat and shaking. My breath came in uneven pulls.

I stared at the ceiling for a moment before I could even turn my head.

She crawled up beside me, slow and warm, and brushed my hair away from my face. The gentleness of her touch made my chest tighten. I kissed her without thinking. Her mouth was soft, and she tasted like me.

I smiled before I could stop myself. It felt impossible not to.

After a minute I whispered, “I want to taste you, too.”

Her eyebrows lifted. “Yeah?”

I nodded. “I want to make you feel like that.”

Her smile widened. She leaned back on the pillows and put her hands behind her head. “My pleasure.”

I rolled on top of her and settled into the dip of her hips. The moment shifted. Not lighter, but steadier. Like the nervousness had burned off and left something stronger behind.

I leaned in and kissed her, deep and slow. She kissed back for a long moment before letting me move down her neck. Her skin tasted warm and a little salty. My lips brushed the top of her breast, and she let out a soft moan. Her hips lifted, just a little.

I kissed lower. I licked across her nipple. Then I sucked, gentle at first, then firmer. Her breath hitched, and her eyes fluttered closed.

She opened her legs without hesitation.

There was something incredibly intimate about that simple movement. No teasing, no posing. She just opened for me because she trusted me to be there.

I kissed down her stomach, slow and steady. When I reached her hips I paused, breathing against her skin. My heart pounded so hard I thought she could probably feel it.

I leaned in.

The first taste of her made my cheeks go hot.

She was warm and wet and already throbbing. I licked again, slower this time, wanting to memorize the taste of her. Her hips jerked.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered.

Her hand slid into my hair. She didn’t push or pull. Her fingers simply curled there, offering contact rather than pressure.

I circled her clit with my tongue. Slow. Testing. Learning what made her breath catch. When she moaned, breathy and high, something in my chest tightened in a way I didn’t expect.

“Just like that,” she whispered. Her voice was shaking.

I gave her everything. I used my hands and my mouth, moving with purpose now, wanting her to come apart. Wanting her to feel what she had made me feel. Wanting her to lose herself.

Her breath quickened. Her thighs tightened around my head. Her hand trembled in my hair.

Her climax came fast. She let out a ragged gasp, then a low shuddering moan as her back arched off the bed. I stayed with her through it, working her gently, licking until her hips softened and the tension eased from her body.

Then I crawled back up and kissed her. Slow. Full. Certain.

She blinked at me with this stunned, warm expression, like I had done something she hadn’t expected.

Then she laughed, low and happy, and pulled me against her.

We lay there tangled together, bodies still warm, the scent of sex thick in the air. My thigh was over hers, and her arm was slung loose across my back. Her fingers traced little shapes against my skin, not really drawing anything. Just touching.

Neither of us talked at first. The silence felt good. Full, but not heavy.

Her breathing was steady. Mine wasn’t, not quite.

I didn’t know how long we’d been like that when she finally spoke.

“You okay?”

Her voice was quiet, right by my ear. Soft enough that it didn’t break the mood. Just nudged it.

I nodded against her shoulder. “Yeah.”

She didn’t ask anything else. She just held me for another minute.

I felt a little outside my body. My skin still buzzed in places. My mouth was dry, but I didn’t want to move. I didn’t want to let go of the warmth between us.

I buried my face in the curve of her neck. “That was…”

“I know,” she said. I could hear the smile in her voice. “Same for me.”

She shifted under me, not pulling away, just adjusting so she could see my face. Her hand cupped the back of my neck.

“You surprised me,” she said.

“Why?”

“I didn’t think you’d want to. You know. Return the favor.”

I smiled a little. “You’re the one who made me want to.”

She looked at me for a long second. Her expression was still soft, but her eyes were sharper now. Present. I could feel her really seeing me, not just the version I had shown up with a few weeks ago.

“So,” she said, “how straight are you feeling now?”

I groaned and pressed my forehead into her shoulder. “Don’t make me say it.”

“I’m not making you say anything,” she said, rubbing her hand along my back. “But I’m not going to pretend this was just curiosity, either. That’s not what it felt like.”

I breathed out slowly. “It wasn’t.”

She nodded once. Just that.

I didn’t know how to describe the mix of calm and absolute panic that came next. I’d never felt so known and so scared in the same breath. I had wanted this—so badly—and now that I had it, I was terrified of what came next.

She must’ve sensed that, because she kissed my temple. Then she said, “We don’t have to figure anything out tonight.”

“Good.”

“We don’t have to figure it out tomorrow, either.”

That made me laugh. I tucked my leg tighter between hers, not ready to let go of her body yet. “What if I want to figure it out?”

Her hand moved to my hip, her thumb stroking the skin there.

“Then we’ll take it slow,” she said. “You don’t owe me anything. You don’t need a label, either. You just get to want what you want. That’s it.”

I stared up at the ceiling. “You make it sound simple.”

“It’s not always simple,” she said. “But it can be honest.”

That word landed in my chest.

Honest.

I thought about all the ways I’d lied to myself over the years. All the times I’d watched girls and made myself look away. All the times I’d felt something and talked myself out of it.

I looked at her. “You’re so…confident and sure. I’m jealous.”

She grinned. “That’s because I’ve been here before. Not with you, obviously. But with someone who was figuring it out.”

“Did she fall in love with you too?”

Her smile faded, but not in a bad way. She looked almost surprised. “No one said anything about love.”

“I didn’t mean—” I started, but she cut me off gently.

“I know what you meant. I’m just saying, it’s okay to take it slow.”

I rolled onto my side and tucked my arm under my head. My other hand stayed on her stomach, fingers splayed over the place where I had kissed her. I could still feel the heat of her there.

“I don’t want this to be a one-time thing,” I said. “I know I’m still figuring things out. But I don’t want that to mean I lose this.”

“You won’t,” she said.

“How do you know?”

She kissed my forehead, then my cheek. “Because I like you.”

We stayed like that for a while. Eventually, she pulled the blanket over both of us. I didn’t even notice the chill until it was gone.

She turned off the small lamp by the bed, and the room went quiet again.

Before I drifted off, I felt her hand find mine under the covers. Our fingers laced together without effort.

I thought about the first day I met her. How casual she’d seemed. How easy it was for her to get close. I remembered the box she helped carry, the way her fingers had brushed mine even then.

I wondered if she had known what this would lead to.

I wondered if I had, too.
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Want to know about new releases?



Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of dozens of stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my amazing readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://mailchi.mp/8db97a52e910/julia-young

No spam, just romance goodies!
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Julia Young is an author of lesbian FF short stories.

Through her writing, she explores ideas of growing up, sexual awakenings, and adventures with other women.

Some events are loosely based on her personal experiences and some are pure fantasy.
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