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Faking It




The humidity in the hallway was thick enough to choke on, a stagnant mixture of mid-August heat and the frantic energy of several hundred sophomores trying to cram their entire lives into oversized cardboard boxes. I wiped a bead of sweat from my forehead with the back of my hand, leaning my weight against the heavy oak door of Apartment 3B. My arms were already shaking from the three trips I’d made to my Honda Civic, which was currently idling illegally in the loading zone. Just as I fumbled with the new key, my phone chimed in my back pocket.

It was a sharp, insistent ping that made my stomach do a miserable little somersault. I didn't even have to look at the screen to know it was Tyler. He’d sent forty-two texts since yesterday morning, ranging from pathetic pleas for "one last talk" to angry accusations that I was throwing away two years of "perfection" for nothing. I ignored it, shoved the key into the lock, and shouldered my way inside.

I expected the stale smell of industrial cleaner and empty rooms, but the apartment was already alive. A low, rhythmic bass line hummed from somewhere down the hall, and the scent of expensive sandalwood and something citrusy cut through the muggy air. I dropped my box of textbooks onto the laminate floor with a heavy thud, and that’s when I saw her.

She was leaning against the kitchen island, a condensation-beaded bottle of sparkling water in one hand. She looked like she’d stepped off the set of a movie I wasn't cool enough to watch. Her hair was a messy, effortless shag of dark waves that grazed her collarbones, and her skin had the kind of golden, sun-kissed glow that suggested she’d spent her summer somewhere much more interesting than a suburb in Ohio.

She was wearing a white, ribbed tank top that was cut high at the waist and low at the arms, featuring the word "PRIDE" splashed across the chest in a vibrant, retro-rainbow font. It was tight—tight enough that I could see the faint outline of her nipples against the thin fabric, and I felt a sudden, inexplicable heat crawl up my neck. I realized I was staring and quickly shifted my gaze to her arms, which were toned and decorated with a few delicate, fine-line tattoos of botanical sketches.

"You must be Sophie," she said, her voice a smooth, low contralto that seemed to vibrate right in my chest. She didn't move, just watched me with a pair of piercing, intelligent hazel eyes. "I’m Elena. I took the room on the left. Hope you don't mind."

"N-no, that’s fine," I stammered, feeling suddenly very aware of my own appearance. I was wearing an oversized sorority rush t-shirt from freshman year and athletic shorts that had seen better days. My hair was pulled into a frizzy, utilitarian ponytail. Compared to her, I felt like a beige wall. " Nice to meet you."

My phone buzzed again. Ping. Ping. Ping.

Elena tilted her head, her gaze dropping to my back pocket. "Sounds like you’re popular. Or someone’s having a crisis."

"Just my ex," I sighed, the exhaustion of the day finally catching up to me. I walked over to the counter and slumped against it, a few feet away from her. "He doesn't really understand the concept of a 'breakup.' He thinks if he texts me enough times, I'll just glitch back into being his girlfriend."

Elena let out a short, dry laugh and took a sip of her water. I watched the way her throat moved when she swallowed. "The persistent type. Those are the worst. They think their feelings are a debt you’re required to pay back." She set the bottle down and looked me over again, her eyes lingering on my face just a second too long for comfort. "You look like you need a drink and a nap, Sophie. Not necessarily in that order."

"I need to finish moving my stuff before I get towed," I said, though I didn't move. There was something about her energy that was incredibly grounding but also strangely distracting. She was so comfortable in her own skin, occupying the space with a casual confidence that I’d never managed to master. My life was a series of checkboxes—get the degree, join the right house, date the right guy—and looking at Elena, I got the distinct impression she didn't wasn’t the type to even make a list at all.

"I'd help you, but I have a thing in twenty minutes," she said, checking her phone. She pushed off the counter, stepping closer into my personal bubble. She was slightly taller than me, and the scent of her perfume—that sandalwood and citrus—wrapped around me like a physical weight. "I like the apartment, by the way. Good light. Though the walls are a little thinner than I hoped."

"Thin?" I asked, my voice coming out smaller than I intended.

"Yeah," she said, a playful, almost predatory smirk tugging at the corner of her mouth. She reached out and tucked a stray, frizzy hair behind my ear. Her fingers were cool, and the brief contact sent a jolt of electricity straight down my spine that made my breath hitch. "I should probably give you a heads-up. I'm not really the 'stay in and study' type on Friday nights. I have a date coming over around eight."

"Oh. Okay," I said, trying to act like it was no big deal. I’d had roommates with boyfriends before. I knew the drill—headphones on, door locked, ignore the muffled sounds of a social life I was too tired to lead.

"It’s a girl I’ve been seeing for a few weeks," Elena continued, her eyes locked onto mine, watching for a reaction. "She’s… vocal. I just wanted to make sure you’re cool with that. Some people get a little weird about it. The noises, I mean."

The word 'vocal' hung in the air between us, heavy and suggestive. My mind involuntarily flashed to an image of Elena—the girl in the Pride tank top with the toned arms—in the room next to mine, tangled up with another woman. I thought about the sounds of skin on skin, the moans, the specific, intimate rhythms of two women together. It was a thought I’d never allowed myself to have, not really, but standing this close to her, it felt impossible to push away.

"I'm totally fine," I said, my heart hammering against my ribs. I felt a flush creeping into my cheeks that had nothing to do with the humidity. "I'm a very heavy sleeper. I won't hear a thing."

"We'll see about that," Elena murmured, her smirk widening into a grin that felt like a challenge. She picked up her water and started toward her room, her hips swaying just enough to draw my eyes to the curve of her denim shorts. "Welcome home, Sophie. I think we’re going to get along just fine."

She disappeared into her room and shut the door, leaving me alone in the kitchen. My phone pinged again, but for the first time in months, I didn't even think about Tyler. I was too busy staring at the closed door of the room next to mine, my pulse thrumming in my ears, wondering exactly what kind of noises I was going to be hearing tonight.
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By eight o'clock, I had managed to unpack exactly two boxes of clothes and half a crate of kitchen supplies before my focus completely disintegrated. I sat at the small, laminate desk in my bedroom, a heavy macroeconomics textbook open in front of me, but the words were blurring into a meaningless soup of supply and demand curves. My ears were tuned to the front door, straining for the sound of the lock turning. I told myself I was just being a vigilant roommate, making sure the apartment was secure, but the way my heart did a little frantic dance every time I heard a footstep in the hallway told a different story.

When the door finally did open, it wasn't just the click of the latch that caught my attention; it was the laughter. It was a low, melodic sound, joined by a higher, breathier giggle that felt like a sharp prick of needles against my skin.

"I'm telling you, it’s the best coffee in the city," I heard Elena say. Her voice was muffled by the wall, but that low, vibrating quality still managed to reach me. "Even if the barista looks like he hasn't slept since the nineties."

"I'll take your word for it," the other girl replied. She sounded young, maybe our age, with a voice that practically dripped with flirtation.

I sat perfectly still, my pen hovering over my notebook, holding my breath as their footsteps moved past my door and into the kitchen. There was the sound of the fridge opening, the clink of glass, and then more of that soft, intimate laughter. I tried to force my eyes back to my textbook, focusing on a paragraph about market equilibrium, but all I could think about was Elena’s "Pride" tank top and the way her cool fingers had felt against my ear earlier that afternoon.

A few minutes later, the footsteps returned, moving toward Elena’s room. Her door creaked open and then clicked shut. The silence that followed was even louder than the talking had been. It was a heavy, expectant silence that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards.

I should have put on my noise-canceling headphones. I should have turned on my desk lamp and finished Chapter Three. Instead, I stayed in the dark, my heart thudding so loudly in my chest that I was sure they could hear it through the drywall.

Then, it started.

It wasn't loud at first—just a rhythmic, soft thumping of a headboard against the wall we shared. I froze, my face heating up instantly. I expected to feel the familiar prickle of annoyance I’d felt back in the dorms when my freshman roommate had brought guys home. I expected to feel disgusted or at least awkward. But as a low, drawn-out moan drifted through the wall, I felt something entirely different.

It was a heavy, syrupy warmth that started deep in my lower stomach and began to spread outward, making my limbs feel heavy and my skin feel too tight for my body. I stayed frozen in my chair, my hands gripping the edge of the desk so hard my knuckles turned white.

"Elena... oh god, Elena," the girl gasped.

The sound of her voice—the pure, unadulterated pleasure in it—made my breath hitch. This wasn't the performative, screechy moaning I’d heard from girls with their boyfriends. This was something deeper, more visceral. And then I heard Elena.

"Shh," Elena’s voice came through, low and commanding. It wasn't a whisper; it was a directive. "I didn't tell you to talk. Be a good girl and keep quiet."

The sound of Elena’s voice, so full of authority and confidence, sent a literal shiver down my spine. I felt a sudden, sharp ache between my thighs, a pulsing thrum that I hadn't felt in months—maybe ever. My ex, Tyler, had always been loud and frantic, a mess of fumbled movements and "did you finish?" questions. Hearing Elena take charge like that, hearing the way she controlled the room with just a few words, made my head spin.

Without really thinking about it, I stood up. My legs felt like jelly as I crossed the small space of my bedroom. I felt like a voyeur, a creep, a "good girl" who had finally lost her mind, but the curiosity was a physical force, pulling me toward the wall. I reached out, my palm pressing against the cool surface of the drywall, and then, slowly, I leaned my head forward until my ear was pressed firmly against the spot where the thumping was most consistent.

The sounds became terrifyingly clear. I could hear the wet, rhythmic sound of skin on skin, the frantic intake of breath from the other girl, and the low, steady hum of Elena’s voice as she whispered things I couldn't quite make out. My imagination filled in the blanks—Elena’s toned arms, those botanical tattoos shifting as she moved, her dark, messy hair falling over her face as she worked.

I found myself squeezing my eyes shut, my forehead resting against the wall. I was picturing the girl Elena was with—picturing her arched back, her hands tangled in Elena’s hair. For the first time in my life, I wasn't imagining myself as the girl with the guy. I was imagining what it would feel like to have a woman’s hands on me. What it would feel like to have someone like Elena look at me with that predatory smirk and tell me exactly what to do.

Another moan tore through the wall, higher this time, breaking into a desperate, sobbing sort of plea.

"Please, Elena... please, I can't⁠—"

"Yes, you can," Elena replied, her voice dropping an octave, sounding like velvet and steel. "Just like that. Don't move."

I let out a shaky breath I didn't know I was holding. My hand slid down the wall, my fingers brushing against the fabric of my shorts, itching to touch myself. I felt a wave of shame wash over me, a sudden realization of what I was doing, but I didn't move. I couldn't. I was trapped in the gravity of the room next door, my "straight" world tilting on its axis.

I’d spent my whole life following the rules, dating the "right" guys, and ignoring the tiny, quiet flickers of curiosity that had popped up from time to time. But listening to the raw, honest passion happening inches away from me, I realized those flickers weren't tiny anymore. They were a bonfire.

I stayed there for a long time, my ear pressed to the wall, listening until the moans turned into exhausted sighs and the thumping finally stopped. When I finally pulled away and crawled into my own bed, the silence of the apartment felt deafening. I stared up at the ceiling, the image of Elena’s Pride tank top burned into my retinas, my body still humming with a restless, frustrated energy.

I was a straight girl with a macroeconomics exam to study for. I was a girl with an ex-boyfriend who wouldn't stop texting her. But as I rolled onto my side, staring at the wall that separated my life from Elena’s, I knew that the girl who had walked into this apartment this morning was gone.
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The morning sun was far too bright, cutting through the thin blinds of my new bedroom. I felt like I’d barely slept, my mind a chaotic loop of macroeconomics graphs and the rhythmic, muffled sounds that had bled through my wall until two in the morning. I was exhausted, edgy, and precisely one cup of coffee away from a total meltdown.

I shuffled out into the small living area, hoping to find the kitchen empty, but my heart stopped when I saw a package sitting on the floor just inside the front door. Elena must have brought it in for me. It was a bouquet of deep red roses, already beginning to wilt at the edges, accompanied by a small, silver box from a jeweler in our hometown.

I didn't even have to open the card. I knew Tyler’s messy, aggressive scrawl anywhere. My hands started to shake as I stared at the gift. It wasn't romantic; it felt like a brand, a reminder that he knew exactly where I lived and that he didn't care about the boundaries I’d tried so hard to set. The "ping" of a fresh text message on my phone made me jump so violently I nearly knocked over my mug.

I know you’re in there, Soph. Don’t throw away two years because you’re having a 'sophomore crisis.' Put the necklace on. I’ll see you at the party tomorrow tonight.

"He’s persistent, I’ll give him that," a voice rasped from the hallway.

I spun around to see Elena leaning against her doorframe. She looked like a disaster in the most beautiful way possible—her dark hair was a tangled mess, her eyes were heavy with sleep, and she was wearing a silk slip dress that looked more like a nightgown. It was short, the hem hitting mid-thigh, and the thin straps looked like they might snap if she breathed too deeply. She looked at the roses, then at my pale face, and her expression shifted from sleepy amusement to something sharper and much more protective.

"He left this," I whispered, gesturing vaguely at the floor. "He’s going to be at the Sigma Chi party I’m going to tomorrow. Elena, I can't do this. He’s going to corner me, and I’m going to end up crying or, worse, letting him talk me into going back to his place just to make the scene stop. I’m going to have to skip it."

Elena walked toward me, her bare feet silent on the laminate floor. She stopped just a few inches away, and I was suddenly hit by the scent of her—not the perfume from the night before, but the warm, musky scent of sleep and skin. She reached out, her fingers grazing my arm as she took the phone from my trembling hand. She read the text, her jaw tightening as she scrolled through the dozens of unread messages from the last twenty-four hours.

"He doesn't respect you because he thinks you belong to him," Elena said, her voice low and dangerous. She looked at me, her hazel eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my breath hitch. "Men like Tyler don’t respect a 'no' from a girl they think is still available. But they’re intimidated by me. They don't know what to do with a woman who doesn't want anything they have to offer."

I looked at her, confused and feeling a strange, fluttery heat in my chest. "What are you saying?"

"I’m saying we give him something else to focus on," she said, a slow, wicked smirk spreading across her lips. "Look. I just so happen to be going to the Sigma Chi party as well. We’ll pretend we’re dating. If he thinks you're with me, he'll back off. He won't see you as a 'project' to fix anymore. He'll see you as someone who has moved into a world he can't even enter."

I let out a shaky, nervous laugh, my mind racing. "Elena, won't he just... I don't know, want 'in'? You know how guys are. They don’t really respect lesbian relationships. They think it’s a challenge or a performance for them."

Elena stepped even closer, moving into my personal space until I was backed up against the kitchen counter. She was so close I could feel the heat radiating from her body, and my gaze involuntarily dipped to the way the silk of her slip clung to the curve of her hips.

"Trust me," she murmured, her voice dropping into that commanding register I’d heard through the wall. "Guys want nothing to do with me once I give them a piece of my mind. I’ve dealt with types like Tyler before. They look at me and they see a threat, not a fantasy. You’ll be safe from him as long as you’re with me, Sophie. I promise."

My internal monologue was screaming. This was crazy. I was a straight girl—or at least, I’d lived my life as one. I didn't know how to "be" with a woman, even if it was fake. But looking at the roses on the floor and then back at the fierce, beautiful woman standing in front of me, the choice felt surprisingly easy. I wanted to feel the way she looked—confident, untouchable, and powerful.

"Okay," I breathed. "What do we do?"

"First," Elena said, her eyes dancing with mischief. "We make it official."

She grabbed her own phone from the counter and pulled me toward the large mirror in the entryway. The lighting was perfect, the morning sun hitting us from the side. Elena stepped behind me, her height giving her a slight advantage. Before I could prepare myself, she slid her arm around my waist, pulling me back firmly against her front.

The contact was electric. Her skin was warm against the small of my back where my shirt had ridden up, and I could feel the soft pressure of her chest pressing into my shoulder blades. My heart started to hammer a frantic rhythm against my ribs, and I was sure she could feel it. She tilted her head, resting her chin on my shoulder, her dark hair mingling with mine.

"Look at the camera, Sophie," she whispered into my ear, her breath tickling my skin and sending a fresh wave of goosebumps down my arms. "Try to look like you’re actually enjoying yourself."

I looked into the mirror, seeing the two of us together for the first time. We looked like a complete contradiction—me in my "basic" oversized tee and messy ponytail, and her in that provocative silk slip, looking like a dark angel. Her hand, the one wrapped around my waist, was splayed wide, her fingers dipping slightly beneath the waistband of my shorts. The heat of her palm was all I could think about.

Click.

She took the photo and immediately started typing. I watched over her shoulder as she opened Instagram. She tagged me so he would see it. She typed a simple caption: New roommate, new vibe. Then, she added a single heart emoji—the rainbow one.

"There," she said, her voice smug as she hit 'Post.' "He’ll see that within five minutes. And tonight, at that party? We’re going to give him the full show."

She didn't let go of me immediately. She lingered for a second, her arm still cinched tight around my waist, her eyes meeting mine in the reflection of the mirror. In that moment, the "fake" part of the plan felt very, very far away. I felt a heavy, pulsing ache deep in my stomach, the same one I’d felt while listening to her the night before.

"You're shaking, Sophie," she murmured, her thumb tracing a slow, deliberate line across my hip bone. "Are you scared of Tyler, or are you scared of me? We don’t have to do this, you know."

"I know. I want to. I’m not afraid.”

“Good.”
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The walk back from my evening macroeconomics lecture felt longer than usual, my laptop bag digging a painful groove into my shoulder as I navigated the campus sidewalks. My mind was still buzzing from the Instagram notification that had popped up halfway through class—a comment from Tyler on the photo Elena had posted, a string of confused, angry question marks that I’d promptly ignored. I pushed open the door to our apartment, expecting the quiet solitude of an empty living room, but the low volume of the television and the scent of something sweet told me Elena was already home.

She was sprawled out on our small, charcoal-gray velvet couch, her long legs draped over the armrest. She’d traded the silk slip for a pair of high-waisted black leggings and a cropped white sweatshirt that sat loosely on her frame, exposing just a hint of her tanned midriff. Her dark, wavy hair was piled into a loose knot on top of her head, and she looked so effortlessly comfortable that I felt like an intruder in my own home. She looked up as I dropped my bag by the door, a slow, knowing smile spreading across her face.

"You're late," she said, her voice dropping into that smooth, resonant tone that always seemed to make the air in the room feel a little thicker. "I was starting to think you’d hopped a bus back to Tyler’s house to beg for forgiveness."

"Not a chance," I replied, kicking off my sneakers and sinking into the armchair opposite the couch. My body felt heavy with the kind of exhaustion that only comes from a day of pretending everything is normal when your entire world has shifted. "I’m pretty sure he’s still staring at his phone in a catatonic state. My DMs are a disaster zone."

"Good," Elena said, sitting up and patting the empty space on the couch in front of her. "But that brings us to our next problem. The Sigma Chi party is tomorrow night, Sophie. Everyone we know is going to be there, including your ex. If we’re going to walk into that house as a couple, we need to look natural. Right now, you still look like a girl who’s stiff and faking it. Does it bother you that I’m a lesbian?"

“What? No, that’s not…that’s not it at all.” I felt the familiar heat of a blush creeping up my neck. How could I tell her it didn’t bother me without telling her that the way my body responded around her terrified me. "I’m just not used to... this. I’ve never had to 'act' in a relationship before."

"Then we practice," she said, her eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my pulse jump. "Come here. We’re going to watch a movie, and we’re going to learn how to exist in the same space without you looking like a statue. If you’re stiff when I touch you in public, Tyler will see through the lie in ten seconds."

My heart was thudding against my ribs as I stood up and moved toward the couch. It was a small piece of furniture, barely big enough for two people to sit comfortably, let alone "practice" cuddling. Elena didn't move to make room; instead, she leaned back against the corner cushions and spread her knees, gesturing for me to sit between them. It was a position of such blatant intimacy that I hesitated, my "good girl" instincts screaming at the sheer impropriety of it.

"Sophie," she murmured, her voice like velvet. "It’s just a couch. Get in here."

I turned my back to her and lowered myself down, feeling the heat of her body before we even made contact. As I settled in, Elena’s legs closed around my hips, her thighs acting like a warm, soft vice that anchored me in place. She reached forward, her arms sliding around my waist and pulling me back until my shoulder blades were pressed firmly against her chest. I let out a sharp, jagged breath, my entire body humming with a sudden, overwhelming awareness of her.

"See? You're a board," she whispered, her chin resting on my shoulder. "Relax. I'm not going to bite. Unless you want me to."

She let out a soft, low laugh that vibrated through my back, and I felt my resolve beginning to crumble. I’d spent so much time with men who were all rough and power hungry, but Elena was different. She was soft where they were hard, yet there was a strength in the way she held me that felt far more commanding in a way I enjoyed. I tried to focus on the movie she’d turned on—some mindless romantic comedy—but my senses were completely occupied by the woman holding me.

She smelled incredible. It wasn't just the expensive, citrusy perfume from the day before; up close, she smelled like warm vanilla and a deep, heady jasmine. It was a rich, floral scent that seemed to coat the back of my throat, making me feel slightly lightheaded. I found myself leaning back, just an inch, testing the limits of the contact. Elena responded by tightening her grip, her fingers interlacing over my stomach, her thumbs tracing slow, rhythmic circles just beneath the hem of my shirt.

The sensation was electric. Everywhere our bodies touched, my skin felt like it was sparking. I could feel the gentle rise and fall of her breathing, the softness of her breasts pressing into my back, and the solid weight of her legs draped over mine. Slowly, the tension began to drain out of my shoulders. I found myself melting into her, my head eventually finding a home in the crook of her neck.

"That’s better," she murmured, her lips brushing against my ear as she spoke. "You're starting to feel like you belong here."

I didn't answer. I couldn't. I was too busy trying to reconcile the fact that I was supposed to be "practicing" for a lie, yet nothing in my life had ever felt this terrifyingly real. My internal monologue, usually so loud and judgmental, had fallen silent, replaced by the heavy, pulsing heat in my lower stomach. I wasn't thinking about Tyler, or the party, or what my friends would think. I was only thinking about the way Elena’s jasmine-scented hair felt against my cheek and the way my skin tingled every time her thumb brushed against my hip.

As the movie played on, unobserved and unimportant, I realized with a jolt of panic that I wasn't just acting anymore. I was leaning into her because I wanted to be closer. I was breathing in her scent because I couldn't get enough of it. And as Elena shifted, pressing a lingering, soft kiss to the top of my head, I knew that tomorrow’s "performance" was going to be the easiest thing I’d ever done—and the most dangerous.

The credits for the movie were rolling, but neither of us moved. The blue light from the television bathed the living room in a ghostly glow, making the shadows in the corners of the apartment seem deeper and more intimate. I was still tucked between Elena’s thighs, my back flush against her chest, and the silence between us felt heavy—thick with a kind of electricity that made the fine hairs on my arms stand on end. My heart was still doing that nervous, fluttering rhythm, and I knew I should get up, say goodnight, and retreat to the safety of my bedroom, but my curiosity was a physical weight holding me in place.

"Elena?" I whispered, my voice sounding thin and breathy in the quiet room. I cleared my throat, trying to find a tone that sounded more like a casual roommate and less like a girl who was currently melting into a puddle. "I was thinking... if we’re going to pull this off tomorrow night, I need to know more. You know, for the backstory. If Tyler or anyone asks... how does it even work? Like, what do you actually do with girls?"

I felt the low vibration of her chuckle against my spine before I heard it. It was a dark, knowing sound that made my stomach flip. Elena shifted behind me, her arms sliding around to the front again, but this time she didn't just hold me. She reached for my right hand, her long, elegant fingers wrapping around my wrist.

"You want a technical manual, Sophie?" she asked, her voice dropping into a deeper, more resonant register that sent a jolt of heat straight to my core. She pulled my hand up, bringing it toward my own face. "It’s not about mechanics. It’s not like being with a guy where there’s a clear start and a finish line. With women, it’s all about the build-up. It’s about the parts of the body that most men just... skip."

She guided my own hand toward my neck, pressing my fingertips just below my jawline where my pulse was jumping frantically. Her skin was warm against the back of my hand, and the scent of jasmine and vanilla seemed to intensify, wrapping around me until I couldn't think of anything else. My internal monologue was trying to remind me that this was just 'research,' but the way my breath hitched when she moved my fingers in a slow, circular motion made that lie harder to maintain.

"Most people go straight for the obvious spots," she murmured, her lips so close to my ear that I could feel the heat of her breath. "But a woman’s body is a map of nerves. You start here, at the neck. You use a touch so light it’s almost not there." She moved my hand down, tracing the line of my collarbone. I watched my own fingers move across my pale skin in the dim light, guided by her steady grip. "The collarbone is sensitive. If you do it right, you can make her whole body shiver before you’ve even kissed her."

I was shivering. I was shivering so hard I was worried she’d notice, but Elena seemed entirely focused on the "lesson." She guided my hand further down, past the hem of my shirt, and then lower still, toward the exposed skin of my thigh where my shorts had ridden up. I felt a sudden, sharp spike of panic mixed with an agonizing sort of anticipation. My breath was coming in short, shallow gasps now, and the "good girl" in me was screaming that we had crossed a line, but I didn't pull away. I couldn't.

"And here," she said, her voice sounding like gravel and silk as she pressed my hand onto my inner thigh. She didn't move my fingers this time; she just held my hand there, the heat of her palm pressing through the back of my hand and into my sensitive skin. "The inner thigh is the gateway. You never rush it. You wait until she’s practically begging you to move an inch higher. You build the tension until the air in the room feels like it’s going to catch fire."

The tension was unbearable. I could feel the dampness between my legs, a heavy, pulsing ache that I’d never experienced before. I looked down at our joined hands against my thigh, the contrast of her tan skin and my pale legs, and I realized with a jolt of pure terror that I wanted her to move my hand that extra inch. I wanted her to stop being the teacher and start being the roommate I’d heard through the wall last night.

"Do you understand now, Sophie?" Elena whispered, her grip on my hand tightening just slightly. She tilted my head back until I was looking up at her, our faces inches apart in the dark. Her hazel eyes were dark, the pupils blown wide, and the smirk from the afternoon was gone, replaced by an intensity that felt like it was stripping me bare. "It’s about the anticipation. The way your heart is hitting your ribs right now? That’s the most important part."

"I... I think I get it," I managed to choke out, though my brain was a static-filled mess of desire and confusion.

I was a straight girl. I liked guys. I had a boyfriend—an ex-boyfriend—and a life that made sense. But as I sat there, pinned between Elena’s legs with my own hand resting on my thigh, I knew I was lying to myself. The "backstory" was just an excuse. The "practice" was a cover. I wasn't curious anymore; I was hungry. And looking at the way Elena’s gaze dropped to my lips, I realized she knew it, too.
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The air inside the Sigma Chi house was a thick, vibrating soup of spilled cheap beer and the kind of frantic, desperate energy that only exists at a college party on a Saturday night. The bass from the speakers was so heavy I could feel it thrumming in the soles of my feet, a rhythmic pounding that seemed to sync up with the nervous fluttering of my heart. I’d spent two hours getting ready, opting for a black miniskirt and a silk camisole that felt far more daring than my usual "safe" party outfits, but standing next to Elena, I still felt like I was playing dress-up.

She looked devastating. She’d paired high-waisted leather pants with a sheer lace bodysuit that left very little to the imagination, topped off with a vintage motorcycle jacket slung carelessly over her shoulders. She looked like a rock star who had accidentally wandered into a frat house, and every head in the room—male and female—turned as we pushed through the crowd. Her hand was firmly planted in the small of my back, her palm a constant, burning reminder of the "practice" we’d done on the couch the night before.

"There he is," Elena leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered over the music. I followed her gaze to the corner of the room near the beer pong tables. Tyler was there, a red plastic cup in one hand, laughing a little too loudly at something a freshman was saying. His eyes scanned the room, landing on us almost instantly. The laughter died on his face, replaced by a look of sharp, wounded disbelief.

"Don't look away, Sophie," Elena commanded, her voice low and steady. She guided me toward the makeshift dance floor, where the bodies were packed together in a sweaty, swaying mass. "Remember why we’re here. Give him exactly what he’s been obsessing over."

Before I could reply, she pulled me into her personal space. One of her hands stayed on my waist, while the other slid up to cup the back of my neck, her thumb grazing the sensitive skin behind my ear. The proximity was dizzying. I could smell the jasmine and vanilla of her perfume cutting through the stench of the party, a scent that had become synonymous with the confusing heat in my stomach. I reached out, my hands finding purchase on the lapels of her leather jacket, my fingers trembling.

"Look at me," she murmured. I looked up, and before I could even process the intent in her eyes, she leaned down.

It was my first time kissing a girl, and it was nothing like the frantic, tongue-heavy collisions I’d experienced with Tyler. Elena’s lips were impossibly soft, yielding and firm at the same time. The kiss was slow, deliberate, and devastatingly wet. It felt like a landslide, a total shift in my sensory reality where the music and the crowd faded into a dull roar, leaving only the taste of her lip gloss and the heat of her mouth against mine. I felt a primal, involuntary sound catch in my throat, a tiny moan that was lost to the bass but felt like a confession. My hands moved of their own accord, my fingers winding into the dark, messy waves of her hair, pulling her closer until there wasn't a single inch of air between us.

"Well, well. I didn't think you had it in you, Soph."

The voice was like a bucket of ice water. We broke apart, though Elena kept her arm draped possessively around my shoulders. Tyler was standing a few feet away, his face twisted into a smug, ugly grin that didn't quite reach his bloodshot eyes. He looked us up and down, his gaze lingering on the lace of Elena’s bodysuit with a gross hunger.

"I have to admit, it’s a hot look," Tyler said, stepping closer, his breath smelling of stale beer. "If you wanted to explore this side of yourself, you could have just told me. We don't have to keep this a private party. What do you say, Elena? Why don't the three of us head upstairs? I’m sure I can show you both a better time than you’re having down here."

I felt a wave of nausea roll over me, the sheer entitlement in his voice making my skin crawl. I started to step back, the old "good girl" instinct to avoid a scene kicking in, but Elena’s grip on me tightened. She stepped forward, shielding me with her body, her eyes narrowing into two icy points of light.

"You really are a pathetic little man, aren't you, Tyler?" Elena’s voice wasn't loud, but it cut through the noise of the party like a blade. She looked him over with a slow, theatrical disgust. "You think your presence is a gift? You think we’re here to provide a show for your boring, mediocre fantasies? You couldn't handle one of us, let alone both. You’re the kind of guy who thinks 'no' means 'try harder,' and frankly, you’re not even worth the effort of an insult. Go find a freshman who hasn't realized you’re a joke yet."

Tyler’s face went from flushed to a deep, bruised purple. He looked like he wanted to swing at something, but the sheer, cold confidence radiating from Elena seemed to paralyze him. He looked at me, his eyes full of a bitter, stinging resentment.

"Fine," he spat, his voice cracking with rage. "Have fun with this bitch you chose. You deserve each other."

He turned on his heel and stormed off, shoving past a group of guys by the door. I watched him go, a strange, light feeling beginning to spread through my chest. The weight of the last few weeks, the constant 'pings' and the guilt, seemed to evaporate in his wake.

I looked back at Elena, my heart still racing from the confrontation—and the kiss. She was watching me, her expression unreadable, a single stray hair falling over her eyes. The "performance" was over, but she didn't move away. Her hand was still on my neck, her thumb still tracing that same sensitive spot.

"You okay?" she asked, her voice softening.

"Yeah," I whispered, my fingers still tangled in her hair. "I think I am."

The party was still screaming around us, but for the first time, I wasn't looking for the exit. I was looking at the woman who had just shattered my world, wondering if she was ready to help me pick up the pieces.

[image: ]


The walk back to our apartment was a blur. My ears were still ringing with the ghostly echo of the Sigma Chi bass, a dull hum that made the silence of the residential streets feel heavy and expectant. The adrenaline from the confrontation with Tyler was still coursing through my veins, making my fingertips itch and my heart hammer a frantic, erratic beat against my ribs. I felt like I was vibrating, like a wire pulled too taut, and every time Elena’s shoulder brushed against mine, a fresh jolt of electricity shot through me.

She hadn't said a word since we left the house, her motorcycle jacket pulled tight around her as she stared straight ahead with a focused, feline intensity. It wasn't until we reached the shadow of our building’s entrance that she finally broke the silence, her voice cutting through the quiet night like a low-frequency vibration.

"You're awfully quiet, Sophie," she murmured, stopping just short of the heavy wood door. She turned to face me, the amber glow of the streetlamp catching the sharp angles of her face and the dark, messy waves of her hair. "Are you okay? I know Tyler can be... a lot. If that was too much, or if his comments got into your head, you can tell me. I didn't mean for things to get quite that ugly."

I looked up at her, my breath hitching as I took in the sight of her in the moonlight. The "good girl" in me should have been upset about the scene, or worried about what Tyler would tell our mutual friends, but I couldn't find it in myself to care about him at all. His insults felt like they belonged to a different life, one that was fading into the background of a much more immediate reality.

"It’s not Tyler," I said, my voice sounding steadier than I felt. I took a half-step closer to her, drawn in by the familiar scent of jasmine and the warmth radiating from her leather jacket. "Seeing him like that... it actually felt good. Like a weight was lifted. That part didn't bother me at all." I hesitated, my internal monologue screaming at me to stop, to play it safe, but the curiosity was a fever I couldn't break. "It’s the kiss, Elena. It did something to me. I haven't been able to stop thinking about it since we left the dance floor."

Elena’s expression shifted, the protective mask she’d been wearing since the party beginning to crack. Her hazel eyes darkened, her pupils blowing wide until they were nearly black. She reached out, her fingers grazing the line of my jaw, her touch cool against my flushed skin.

"I thought we were supposed to be faking," I whispered, my heart doing a slow, heavy roll in my chest. "But that didn't feel like faking. It felt like you were trying to tell me something."

"I wasn't entirely acting, Sophie," she admitted, her voice dropping into that gravelly, intimate register that made my knees feel like they were made of water. She stepped into my space, her body pressing against mine until I was backed up against the cold, brick wall of the building. "I told myself it was for the show, but the second I touched you, that lie stopped working. I've wanted to do that since the moment you walked into the apartment with those boxes."

The confession was the final spark in the powder keg. Whatever was left of my reluctance evaporated, replaced by a raw, desperate hunger that I didn't recognize as my own. Before she could say another word, I reached up and grabbed the lapels of her jacket, pulling her down toward me. We didn't even make it inside.

Our mouths collided with a sudden, violent intensity right there against the heavy oak of the apartment’s front door. This wasn't the soft, exploratory kiss from the party; this was a collision of teeth and tongues and months of repressed tension. I felt the rough grain of the wood pressing into my back as Elena pinned me there, her body a solid, muscular weight that grounded me even as my head started to spin.

Her hands were everywhere—tangling in my hair, gripping my waist, pulling me so close that I could feel every curve of her body through our clothes. I let out a low, broken moan against her lips, my fingers digging into the leather of her jacket as I lost myself in the taste of her. The "fake" pretense wasn't just gone; it had been incinerated. I wasn't the straight girl doing a favor for a friend anymore, and she wasn't just the cool roommate helping me out. We were two women in the dark, fueled by adrenaline and a desire that had finally, inevitably, boiled over.

Elena pulled back just an inch, her breath coming in ragged gasps that mirrored my own. She fumbled with the keys in her pocket, her eyes never leaving mine, her gaze full of a dark, possessive promise.

"Inside," she rasped, the metal of the key scraping against the lock as she finally managed to turn it. "Right now, Sophie."

The door to the apartment had barely clicked shut before we were moving again, a tangled mess of limbs and frantic breaths in the dark entryway. Elena didn't stop to turn on the lights, and I didn't want her to. The shadows felt safer, a place where the girl I used to be could disappear, leaving only this new, starving version of myself behind. She didn't lead me to the couch this time. Instead, her hand found mine, her grip firm and undeniable, as she pulled me down the hallway and into the one room I’d only ever experienced through the thin barrier of a wall.

Elena’s bedroom smelled exactly like her—rich jasmine, expensive leather, and a hint of the cool night air. The only light came from the orange glow of the streetlamps filtering through her sheer curtains, casting long, liquid shadows across her unmade bed. She didn't give me time to hesitate or overthink the "straightness" I was currently shedding like a winter coat. With a low, guttural sound, she pressed her palms against my shoulders and pushed. I fell back onto the mattress, the air huffing out of my lungs as the soft duvet rose up to meet me, and before I could even find my breath, she was hovering over me, her knees pinning my thighs to the bed.

"You’ve been wondering, haven't you?" she whispered, her voice a dark, velvet rasp that vibrated in the small space between us. She leaned down, her hair falling like a silken curtain around my face, shutting out the rest of the world. "Ever since that first night, listening to me through the wall. You’ve been imagining what it would feel like to be the one under me."

She knew. She knew I’d listened. I couldn't even lie. The contrast in our textures was overwhelming—the cool, smooth leather of her pants pressing against my miniskirt. She began to move, a slow, torturous grind of her hips against mine, and the friction was so intense I saw spots behind my eyelids. I was shocked by how much I wanted this, how much my body seemed to recognize this rhythm despite my mind's desperate attempt to keep up. I wasn't just curious anymore; I was a live wire, sparking every time her body moved against mine.

"You're so beautiful, Sophie," Elena murmured, her hands sliding up to pin my wrists above my head. She didn't use all her strength, but the suggestion of it made my stomach do a slow, agonizing roll. She leaned into my ear, her teeth grazing the lobe before she spoke again, her words filthy. "I’m going to make you forget every clumsy hand that’s ever touched you. I’m going to make you moan so loud the neighbors will think the walls are coming down. I’m going to taste every inch of you until you’re begging me to never stop."

The graphic, raw honesty of her words shattered my last bit of restraint. I let out a long, shaky moan—the exact sound I had envied through the wall just days ago. It felt primal, a vocalization of the heavy, pulsing ache that was currently making my vision blur. I arched my back, trying to get closer to the heat of her, my denim-clad center rubbing against the firm line of her thigh. I wanted the clothes gone, I wanted the "rehearsal" to end, and I wanted to feel the reality of her skin against mine without any barriers.

"Is that what you want, Sophie?" she asked, her smirk returning as she felt me move beneath her. She released my wrists, her fingers diving under the hem of my silk camisole to find the bare skin of my waist. Her touch was searing, making me shiver in the dim light. "You want to know what it’s like when I stop being polite? When I actually show you why those other girls couldn't keep quiet?"

"Yes," I gasped, my fingers digging into her shoulders, pulling her down until our lips were inches apart. "Please, Elena. No more pretending."

I could feel her heart hammering against mine, a frantic, shared rhythm that proved she was just as affected as I was. The internal monologue that usually judged my every move had finally gone silent, replaced by a singular, driving need to see exactly how far this "awakening" would take me. As Elena reached for the zipper of my skirt, her eyes locked onto mine with a dark promise, I knew there was no turning back.

Elena’s hands were steady and purposeful as she unzipped my skirt and slid the fabric down over my hips, her knuckles grazing my skin with a casual intimacy that made my breath catch in my throat. I felt a sudden, fleeting urge to pull the covers over myself, the "good girl" inside me making one last, desperate attempt to reclaim the modesty I’d lived by for years. But then I looked at Elena, and that impulse died in the heat of her gaze. She wasn't looking at me like I was a prize to be won or a body to be used; she was looking at me with a kind of reverence, as if she were uncovering a masterpiece.

I sat up just enough to reach for the heavy lapels of her motorcycle jacket, my fingers clumsy and trembling as I helped her shrug the leather from her shoulders. It hit the floor with a dull thud, leaving her in the sheer, lace bodysuit I’d been obsessing over all night. The intricate patterns of the lace traced the curves of her breasts and the flat plane of her stomach, making my mouth go dry. Elena didn't wait for me to recover; she reached out and hooked her thumbs under the hem of my silk camisole, pulling it up and over my head in one fluid motion. At the same time, I fumbled with the button of her leather pants, my heart hammering against my ribs as the heavy material finally gave way.

There was a frantic, beautiful chaos to the way we moved, a mutual urgency to get rid of every remaining barrier. Elena stepped out of her pants, standing before me in nothing but that delicate lace, her tanned skin glowing in the amber light of the streetlamp. She leaned over me, her fingers finding the clasp of my bra and releasing it with a practiced ease that made me feel both vulnerable and incredibly desired. As she laid me back down onto the pillows, the cool air of the room hit my damp skin, making me shiver violently. It was a strange, sensory overload—the chill of the night air clashing with the internal fire Elena had started deep in my core.

She didn't move to the main event immediately, and the wait was a delicious, agonizing kind of torture. She started at my neck, her mouth hot and demanding as she dragged her tongue in a long, wet stripe from my collarbone to the sensitive dip just below my ear. I let out a long, shaky breath, my hands finding purchase in her messy dark hair, my fingers tangling in the silk of it as I pulled her closer. She wasn't just kissing me; she was devouring me, her lips slick and her breath hitching in a way that told me she was just as hungry as I was.

As she moved lower, her tongue traced the sharp line of my collarbone before her mouth finally found my breasts. The sensation was a shock to my system—sharper, wetter, and more intense than any fumbled touch I’d ever felt with a man. She took the peak of my breast into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the hardened tip before she began to suck, creating a rhythmic, pulling pressure that seemed to tug at a cord deep between my thighs. I let out a sharp, jagged cry, my back arching off the mattress as her teeth grazed me with just enough force to make the pleasure tip into a desperate, needy ache. It felt like she was learning the secret language of my skin, and for the first time in my life, I wasn't just a participant—I was the center of her entire world.

"You're so beautiful, Sophie," she whispered, her voice a low, gravelly vibration against my damp skin that seemed to settle in my very marrow. "I told you I’d make you forget everything else. I'm going to make you forget your own name."

She moved down the bed, her hands sliding over the curve of my stomach, leaving trails of heat in their wake. When she reached the waistband of my lace panties, she didn't tease; she hooked her fingers into the elastic and stripped them away with a single, decisive tug that left me completely exposed in the amber light. I felt a flash of heat, a raw, primal feeling of vulnerability that made me want to squeeze my legs shut, but Elena was already there. She stepped between my knees, her hands firm on my inner thighs as she pushed them wide, pinning my legs open so she could look at me.

Elena didn't hesitate. When I looked down, Elena wasn't just looking; she was admiring me. Her thumb traced the line where my thigh met my pussy, and then, with a slow, torturous movement, she parted my outer folds.

The cool air hit my slickness, making me gasp, but then her breath replaced it—hot, humid, and focused. I felt her nose brush against my hair, and then her tongue made the first move. It was a long, wet stripe that started at the very bottom and traveled all the way up until she found my clit.

The contact was electric. My whole body bucked off the bed, my fingers frantically searching for something to hold onto until I found the headboard. She didn't just lick me; she swirled her tongue around my clitoris, pinning the sensitive, swollen nub against my pubic bone with a pressure that made my toes curl. It was so much more precise than anything a man had ever done. She knew exactly where the nerve endings were, her tongue flicking against my hood with a relentless, rhythmic pace that made the heavy ache in my stomach explode into a thousand stinging sparks.

"Elena... oh god," I sobbed, my head thrashing against the pillow.

She used her fingers to spread me even wider, her tongue becoming more demanding. She began to suck on my clit, pulling it into the heat of her mouth while her fingers slid inside me, mimicking the rhythmic thumping I’d heard through the wall. The combination was too much. I was a mess of friction and wetness, my breath coming in short, high-pitched whimpers that I didn't recognize. Every time her tongue flicked over my clit, a fresh wave of heat crashed over me, building and building until I couldn't breathe.

When the climax finally hit, it was centered right where she was working. It started as a sharp, localized throb and then expanded into a total, system-wide collapse. My internal muscles clamped down on her fingers in violent, rhythmic pulses, and I screamed her name into the quiet apartment, my back straining off the bed. Elena didn't pull away; she stayed through the entire thing, her mouth catching the peak of my release, her tongue still dancing over my sensitive clit until the very last aftershock faded.

I slumped back onto the pillows, my heart hammering a frantic rhythm in my ears. I felt empowered, awakened, and fueled by a sudden, bold fire. I reached down, my fingers finding Elena’s chin and tilting her flushed, damp face up to mine.

"Elena," I rasped, my voice thick with a hunger I finally recognized. "I want to taste you, too."

"I thought you’d never ask," she murmured against my mouth.

I reached between Elena’s legs for the snap of her lace bodysuit, my fingers trembling not with fear, but with a desperate, heavy hunger. When the lace finally gave way, I peeled the delicate fabric up and over her head, finally revealing the woman I had been obsessing over for weeks.

Elena was a masterpiece of soft curves and lean, athletic muscle. Her skin was the color of toasted honey in the dim light, and the fine-line botanical tattoos on her arms seemed to vine around her body as she moved. Her breasts were full and firm, topped with dark, sensitive nipples that were already puckered from the cool air of the room. Her stomach was a flat, toned expanse that dipped into the V of her hips, and as my eyes traveled lower, I saw the dark, manicured curls between her thighs, damp with the evidence of how much she wanted me. I had never looked at a body—any body—with this much reverence.

"My turn," I whispered, the words sounding like a vow.

I placed my hands on her shoulders and pushed, surprised by how easily she yielded. She fell back against the pillows, her dark hair fanning out around her like a halo of shadow. For the first time, I was the one looming over her, the one in control. I started at the hollow of her throat, my mouth hot and demanding, before moving down to her breasts. I took one nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the base before sucking firmly. Elena let out a sharp, ragged gasp, her back arching off the bed just as mine had minutes before.

"Sophie... oh god, that’s..." She broke off into a low, broken moan, her fingers tangling in my hair to hold me there. "Fuck, you feel so good. So different. I’ve never felt it like this."

Her admission was the fuel I needed. The idea that I, the "straight" roommate, could make someone as experienced as Elena lose her composure sent a jolt of pure power through me. I moved lower, my kisses trailing down the center of her stomach, my tongue tracing the shallow dip of her navel. I felt the muscles of her abdomen quiver beneath my lips, a rhythmic tremor that proved she was just as close to the edge as I was.

I reached the apex of her thighs and pushed them wide, my heart hammering against my ribs. The scent of her—heat, and that primal, musky sweetness—was intoxicating. I didn't hesitate this time. I leaned in, my tongue finding her soft, slick folds and parting them with a single, long stroke. She tasted like salt and honey, and the sound she made—a deep, guttural vibration that started in her chest—was the most beautiful thing I’d ever heard.

I focused my attention on her clit, the small, swollen nub hidden beneath its hood. I used the tip of my tongue to flick against it, mimicking the relentless pace she had used on me. I watched her hands grip the headboard, her knuckles turning white as I began to suck on her, my lips creating a vacuum that made her whole body shake. I slid two fingers inside her, finding her wetness and moving in a deep, rhythmic thrum that matched the pace of my tongue.

The apartment was no longer quiet. Elena was vocal in a way that made the sounds I’d heard through the wall seem like a rehearsal. She was begging, her voice a raw, desperate string of commands and pleas that I followed with an intuitive ease. I knew exactly what she needed because I knew what I had needed. I was learning the geography of her pleasure through the lens of my own, my thumb circling her clit with a bruising pressure as my fingers pushed deeper, finding that sweet spot that made her hips buck frantically against my hand.

The tension in the room built until it was a physical weight, the air thick with the sound of our breathing and the wet, rhythmic slide of skin on skin. I didn't stop, even when my jaw began to ache. I wanted to see her shatter. I wanted to be the reason she lost her mind.

When it finally happened, it was spectacular. Elena’s entire body went rigid, her breath catching in a long, silent moment of suspense before she exploded. She screamed my name, her internal muscles clamping down on my fingers in a series of violent, rhythmic contractions that seemed to go on forever. She was thrashing against the mattress, her climax a total, system-wide surrender that left her gasping and sobbing for air. I didn't pull away until the very last ripple had faded, my mouth lingering on her sensitive skin as she slowly came back to earth.

I pulled myself up, crawling back until I was lying flush against her side, my head resting on her damp shoulder. We were both a mess of tangled limbs and cooling skin, the silence of the room returning but feeling entirely different than it had before. The "straight girl" I had been was gone, left somewhere on the floor with my discarded clothes and Tyler’s unanswered texts.

Elena turned her head, her hazel eyes soft and full of an exhausted, genuine warmth. She reached out, her fingers tracing the line of my jaw with a tenderness that made my throat tight.

"I think we're done pretending, Sophie," she whispered, a small, tired smile tugging at her lips.

"Yeah," I replied, closing my eyes and breathing in the scent of her. "I think we finally got it right."

As sleep began to pull at the edges of my mind, I realized that for the first time in my life, I wasn't worried about the next morning. I wasn't worried about the labels or the "rules" or what anyone else would think. I was exactly where I was supposed to be, held tight by the woman who had shown me that the moans through the walls wasn't something to fear—it was a life I was finally brave enough to live.
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A few weeks later

The morning light filtered through the sheer curtains of Elena’s bedroom, no longer a forbidden territory but the place I woke up every single day. The apartment was quiet, save for the steady, rhythmic breathing of the woman sleeping beside me. I stayed still for a moment, tangled in the dark silk sheets.

I turned on my side, my skin grazing against Elena’s. We were both naked, a state of being that had become my new baseline. I watched the slow rise and fall of her chest, my eyes tracing the botanical tattoos that I’d memorized with my lips over the last twenty-one days. There was no more reluctance in my heart, no more "conflicting feelings" to dissect in the dark. The curiosity that had once felt like a shameful secret had transformed into a hunger that only Elena knew how to feed.

Elena stirred, her eyes fluttering open to find me watching her. A slow, sleepy smirk spread across her face—the same one that used to make my heart race with nerves, but now only made it thrum with a deep, settled heat. She reached out, her hand sliding over my hip to pull me closer until there wasn't a breath of air between us.

"You're staring again, Sophie," she murmured, her voice thick with sleep and that low, gravelly vibration that still sent a jolt of electricity straight to my core. "Shouldn't you be studying for that mid-term?"

"The mid-term is on Monday," I replied, my fingers finding the messy waves of her hair and tugging gently. "And besides, I think I’ve found something much more interesting to focus on."

Elena let out a soft, dark laugh and moved over me, her weight a familiar and welcome pressure that grounded me. She pinned my wrists above my head, her hazel eyes searching mine with an intensity that never failed to make my breath hitch.

She leaned down, her mouth finding the sensitive spot beneath my ear that she’d claimed as her own. The kiss was slow, wet, and full of a possessive heat that told me exactly how our morning was going to go. As her tongue traced the line of my throat, I realized that the "fake" relationship we’d started to get rid of Tyler had been the smartest thing I’d ever done. Tyler was a ghost now, a blocked number and a bad memory that had no place in this room.

I arched my back as Elena’s hand slid down between my thighs, her fingers finding my slickness with an ease that still made me see stars. There was no more "pretending," no more "faking it." There was only the raw, grounded reality of two women who had found exactly what they were looking for.

Check out my full catalog!

[image: ]


Want more lesbian first time stories?

Full Contact

Dirty Roommate

Experimenting

Cabin Secrets

Locked in With Her

Massage Practice

Dirty Talk

Tempting Coach

My Boss’s Secret

The Fire Between Us

Forbidden Lessons

Sorority Secrets (three women menage)

Practice Kiss

Haunted by Her Touch

Her First Taste

Cheerleader Secrets

After Midnight

Elevator Confessions

Close Enough to Touch

Teacher’s Pet

Roommate Privileges

Her Best Friend’s Ex

Touched by Her

Dare Me Again

Maid of Dishonor

Roommates With Benefits

Fake Date

Body Language

Power Outage

My Ex’s Ex

Only One Bed

If Only She Knew

Breathless

After Dark

Extra Credit

Giving In

Cheerleaders

Power Play

Between Us

Snowed In

Fake Girlfriend

Unexpected

No One Will Know

Professor

Try Her Out

The Massage

Paint Me

My Student

Show Me

Second Chances

In the Dark

On the Ranch

Selling It

Jealous

Smooth

Roommate

Just Friends

Waves of Heat

Can You Feel It?

Picked Up

New Sorority

Taught a Lesson

Spring Trip

Crave Her

Soaked

Showing Off

Boat Trip

Bookworm

Dive In

Rivals

Too Close

Opening Up

Stranded

She’s the Boss

Noisy Neighbor

Summer Job


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!


Want More Lesbian Stories?




Check out my full catalog!

[image: ]


Want more lesbian first time stories?

Full Contact

Dirty Roommate

Experimenting

Cabin Secrets

Locked in With Her

Massage Practice

Dirty Talk

Tempting Coach

My Boss’s Secret

The Fire Between Us

Forbidden Lessons

Sorority Secrets (three women menage)

Practice Kiss

Haunted by Her Touch

Her First Taste

Cheerleader Secrets

After Midnight

Elevator Confessions

Close Enough to Touch

Teacher’s Pet

Roommate Privileges

Her Best Friend’s Ex

Touched by Her

Dare Me Again

Maid of Dishonor

Roommates With Benefits

Fake Date

Body Language

Power Outage

My Ex’s Ex

Only One Bed

If Only She Knew

Breathless

After Dark

Extra Credit

Giving In

Cheerleaders

Power Play

Between Us

Snowed In

Fake Girlfriend

Unexpected

No One Will Know

Professor

Try Her Out

The Massage

Paint Me

My Student

Show Me

Second Chances

In the Dark

On the Ranch

Selling It

Jealous

Smooth

Roommate

Just Friends

Waves of Heat

Can You Feel It?

Picked Up

New Sorority

Taught a Lesson

Spring Trip

Crave Her

Soaked

Showing Off

Boat Trip

Bookworm

Dive In

Rivals

Too Close

Opening Up

Stranded

She’s the Boss

Noisy Neighbor

Summer Job


About the Author




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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