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Garden of Eden

The end of a decade smelled like industrial-grade lemon cleaner and the faint, papery dust of legal documents, a sterile scent that promised new beginnings but felt more like an embalming. Jessica had spent ten years, three months, and twelve days as Mrs. Jack Sterling, a name that had never felt like anything more than an impeccably tailored, yet constricting, costume she wore for other people. It was a name that tasted of expensive, flavorless champagne and sounded like the polite, empty chatter at charity galas. The architect of that life, Jack himself, had been a man carved from sheer ambition and a chillingly profound indifference, a man who valued the flawless, uninterrupted gleam of their granite countertops far more than the person who wiped them down each morning. The cold, unyielding stone had always felt more cherished than her own skin.

He had curated their life, their friends, carefully selected for networking potential; their vacation spots, chosen for their Instagrammability; their dinner party menus, calibrated for sophisticated palates but devoid of soul, with the same meticulous, dispassionate eye he applied to his award-winning blueprints. Jessica, in turn, had learned the painful art of folding herself into the tight, neat corners of his designs. It was a slow, insidious process of self-erasure. She trimmed away the vibrant, chaotic, joyful patterns of her own soul until she was a smooth, neutral surface, a pleasing beige accent wall in the minimalist museum of his life.

Her Nigerian heritage, a source of private pride and a riot of vibrant joy, was relegated to the back of the closet, a secret kept in the bold Ankara fabrics of scarves and headwraps she only dared to wear when she was utterly, blessedly alone. She would press the fabric to her face, inhaling the faint scent of the market in Lagos, a world of spice and earth and life. To Jack, if he ever noticed them, they were just “ethnic prints,” a little too loud, a little too much for the stark, controlled aesthetic he so carefully cultivated. They were relegated to the same category as flavored coffee or popular music: common, and therefore, distasteful.

The divorce papers were signed on a Thursday, in a conference room on the twenty-seventh floor of a sterile steel and glass tower that stabbed the sky over Buckhead. The air conditioning was an arctic blast, a constant, aggressive hum that raised goosebumps on her arms and seemed to leech the warmth from her very blood. The oversized leather chairs sighed with an expensive, deep-seated boredom every time someone shifted their weight, the sound of money being unimpressed with human drama. Far below, the hum of the city was a distant, irrelevant murmur, a life support machine for a world she no longer belonged to. Jack had been perfectly, unnervingly cordial, his signature a crisp, decisive slash of black ink across the page, clean and final. There were no recriminations, no final, dramatic confrontation, no shattering plates or screamed accusations. He’d simply passed her the hefty, gold-nibbed pen, his perfectly manicured hand betraying not a single tremor. It wasn’t a rupture; it was a transaction, the final closing on a spectacularly failed project.

She had braced herself to feel… something. A gut-wrenching grief that would hollow her out, a soaring, dizzying relief that would make her light-headed, a volcanic rage that would scald her throat. She had rehearsed these emotions in her mind, preparing for a storm that never came. Instead, there was only a vast, gray, humming emptiness. It was the featureless, buzzing landscape of a television screen tuned to a dead channel, the white noise so loud and all-encompassing it was a form of silence. The static filled her head, her chest, her limbs, a tingling numbness that was more deadening than any pain.

In downtown Atlanta, it was still Wednesday night. The flight from London had crossed the vast, dark Atlantic and a chasm of seven time zones, but Jessica hadn’t registered its passing. The hours had been a blur of recycled cabin air and the low drone of the engines, a suspended state of non-being. Now, standing in a hotel room that smelled of an aggressively cheerful, synthetic citrus scent designed to mask the fleeting presence of a thousand other strangers, the nothingness was her only companion. She didn’t cry. A decade of unshed tears had calcified somewhere deep inside her, forming a hard, heavy stone in her gut. She didn’t order room service; the thought of choosing, of having a preference, sparkling or still, salad or sandwich, was utterly, profoundly exhausting.

She just stood by the panoramic window, the heavy, comforting weight of her oversized Ankara scarf a familiar, protective shield around her neck and shoulders. The fabric was a riot of cobalt blue and blazing orange, a secret flag of defiance. She ran her fingers over the slightly coarse texture, a tactile link to a self she’d almost forgotten. The city glittered below, a sprawling, indifferent constellation of promises and heartbreaks, none of which had anything to do with her. She was an astronaut, untethered, floating in the silent void of her new freedom. She dared herself, commanded herself, to feel something, anything. A flicker of sadness for the hopeful young woman she had been, a spark of terror for a future she couldn’t begin to imagine. Nothing came. It was as if Jack had not only taken the house in Chelsea and half her savings, but had also surgically repossessed her capacity to feel, leaving behind only the neat, bloodless scar of his absence.

So she put on her sneakers, the well-worn treads a silent testament to countless miles walked on a treadmill in their home gym, a machine that had taken her everywhere and nowhere. I’m just going for a walk, she told the silent, judging reflection in the floor-to-ceiling glass, a woman with hollowed-out eyes and a jaw set in a line of stubborn, exhausted endurance. Downtown was quieter than she’d expected, a district asleep on its feet after the nine-to-five exodus. The glassy skins of corporate buildings reflected a distorted, elongated version of her, a wraith haunting this foreign landscape. The night air was cool and thick with humidity, and it carried the low-frequency hum of things happening elsewhere—the distant rumble of trucks on the I-75, the slumbering thrum of industrial machinery, the faint, layered sounds of lives being lived with a passion she couldn’t remember feeling.

She wandered without purpose, a ghost haunting the concrete and steel canyons of capital. Her footsteps were quiet, absorbed by the pavement. She passed a bakery, its windows dark, the ghost of sugar and yeast still lingering in the air, a sweet, melancholic memory of warmth and creation. A silent MARTA station, its escalators stilled like metallic waterfalls frozen in time, its tiled walls echoing a profound emptiness. She drifted past an alleyway, slick with a recent rain that made the asphalt gleam like obsidian, a place that seemed lifted from a half-forgotten dream. It felt like a seam in the world, a place where realities might bleed into one another if one only knew the right way to look.

And then she saw it.

It wasn’t an alley. It wasn’t a doorway. It was a tunnel. A perfect, curved mouth of shadow set inexplicably between two shuttered storefronts, one a defunct pawn shop with a dusty, forlorn guitar in the window, the other a travel agency with sun-bleached posters of Tuscan hills peeling at the corners. There was no sign, no light, no plaque offering an explanation for its existence. It was simply there, a void in the fabric of the city, beckoning to the corresponding void within her. It didn’t seem threatening; it seemed… logical. An absence calling to an absence.

She didn’t hesitate. Fear, after all, was an emotion, and she was fresh out. It was the encompassing, silent nothingness that pulled her forward, an undeniable gravitational force she was powerless to resist. She had spent a decade folding her personality into the meticulously curated architecture of Jack’s life, excising her own desires, her own tastes, her own roaring, head-thrown-back laughter, until there was almost nothing left of the original Jessica. When it had all finally ended, there was no explosion, no cathartic bonfire of the vanities, no gratifying sense of liberation. There was only this persistent, colorless, soundless static.

So the tunnel didn’t scare her. It felt strangely, profoundly familiar. She stepped from the humid Atlanta night into its cool, dim embrace. The air changed instantly, the temperature dropping ten degrees, becoming cellar-damp and utterly still. It smelled of old stone, wet earth, and something else, something metallic and ancient. The sounds of the city, the distant sirens, the hum of traffic, vanished as if a heavy door had been swung shut behind her. All she could hear was the soft, rhythmic scuff of her own sneakers on smooth, worn stone and the sound of her own breathing, loud in the suffocating quiet. It was a sensory deprivation chamber, a passage between worlds. Dim, cool, silent. She walked, her hands pushed deep into the pockets of her jeans, her gaze fixed on the indeterminate, velvety darkness ahead.

But halfway through, she heard it.

At first, it was just a vibration in the soles of her feet, a deep, resonant throb that seemed to come from the earth itself, from the very foundations of the city. The bass. It pulsed up through her shoes, through the bones of her legs, and settled low in her belly, a primal, rhythmic heartbeat. Then, threading through it like a silver ribbon, came the sound of laughter, not a polite, social titter, but a rich, unrestrained, belly-deep sound. Lush female voices, calling to one another in a musical, joyful cadence that felt both foreign and deeply yearned for. A faint, almost subliminal flicker of neon pulsed at the far end of the tunnel, painting the damp stone walls in fleeting, watercolor strokes of crimson. The smell hit her next, a strange, intoxicating blend that curled into her nostrils and seemed to awaken dormant parts of her brain. It was aged whiskey, sweet and smoky; warm cinnamon, spicy and comforting; and something else, something floral and musky, like night-blooming jasmine and the undeniable, salty tang of human sweat. It was the scent of life, raw and unfiltered.

When she emerged, it was into a soft, pervasive red glow. She felt as if she’d stepped into the developing tank of a photograph, a world bathed entirely in the intimate, mysterious light of a darkroom. The tunnel she’d come through was gone. She turned, dizzy and disoriented, expecting to see the arched, stone opening against the backdrop of the Atlanta skyline. But there was only a solid wall of dark, exposed brick, impossibly old, hung with a heavy velvet curtain the color of dried blood. It absorbed all sound, all light, all hope of return.

Above the space where the door to her old world should have been, a hand-carved wooden sign hung from two thick, wrought iron chains. A gnarled, ancient-looking tree with sprawling, tangled branches was etched deeply into the wood, and beneath it, in elegant, flowing script, were the words: The Garden of Eden.

Jessica blinked, her mind scrambling to reconcile the impossible transition. One moment, she was in a sterile, corporate downtown defined by right angles and cold glass; the next, she was here. This place felt ancient, organic, curved. Inside, the space was a cavern of shadows and warm, incandescent light. It smelled powerfully of spilled whiskey that had soaked into the wood of the bar, of cinnamon sticks simmering somewhere out of sight, and the heady, intoxicating perfume of dozens of women. It was a complex bouquet of expensive florals, earthy essential oils, and the simple, clean scent of soap and skin. Bodies moved like water in the half-dark, a fluid, languid dance of conversations and shared glances.

Women in crop tops and ripped denim stood next to women in sleek leather jackets and floaty sundresses. Women with glorious, towering dreadlocks laughed with women whose heads were shaved bare and gleaming under the red lights. Faces were painted with sharp, bright eyeliner and bold lipstick; others were adorned with nothing but a confident, easy smile. It wasn’t a club, not in the thumping, desperate, predatory way she’d known them in her youth. This was something older, stranger, like a spell cast in a secret, protected space, a coven convened for rituals of its own.

She felt a tremor of apprehension, a sharp, cold prickle under her skin. It was the first real emotion to pierce the static in months, and it was so unfamiliar it was almost painful. It was quickly followed by a powerful, disorienting wave of curiosity that was stronger than the fear. She drifted towards the long, polished mahogany bar, a survivor drawn to a flickering campfire in a vast wilderness. The wood was worn smooth and dark with age, scarred with the rings of a million glasses. She slid onto a stool, the worn leather cool and supple against her thighs through the fabric of her jeans.

“You lost, honey?” The voice was smoky, like fine scotch, and laced with a knowing, gentle amusement. The bartender was a woman with a cascade of silver braids that fell past her shoulders, each one threaded with tiny, shimmering beads. There were silver rings on every finger of her dark, capable hands. Her eyes were ancient, warm, and seemed to possess a knowledge of things Jessica couldn’t even name.

The old Jessica, the wife, the woman who had existed only twelve hours ago, would have stammered an apology, her face flushing with embarrassment, and fled back into the night. But that Jessica had signed her own death warrant that morning with Jack’s golden pen. A new, unwritten, still-forming version of herself answered, the word surprising her as it left her lips, feeling solid and true in her mouth. “No.”

The bartender’s smile widened, revealing a flash of gold on one of her canines. She pushed a small, intricately beaded coaster in front of Jessica. “Then what can I get for the woman who’s found her way home?”

Jessica stared at the rows of unlabeled, jewel-toned bottles that lined the shelves behind the bar. They glowed like liquid gems in the crimson light: emerald, sapphire, topaz, ruby. There were no familiar brands, no names she recognized. “Something… surprising.”

The woman laughed, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated in Jessica’s chest. She mixed without measuring, a splash of this amber liquid, a pour of that violet one, her silver-clad hands moving with a hypnotic, fluid grace. It was a dance, a ritual. She slid a tall, sweating glass across the bar. The liquid inside was the color of a ripe peach at sunset, and it fizzed with tiny, effervescent bubbles that caught the light. It tasted of perfectly ripe nectarines, of sharp ginger spice that tingled on her tongue, and a warm, creeping heat that was undoubtedly alcohol, but of a kind she’d never known. It was smooth and potent, spreading through her veins like a welcome thaw. Jessica drank it down, the fizzy heat a glorious shock to her numb system.

She watched the room, feeling the drink begin to work its magic, softening the hard edges of her grief. No men. Not a single one. Just women. Talking, laughing, touching. A hand resting on the small of a lower back, fingers idly tracing the line of a jaw, heads bent close together, sharing secrets in the pulsing red light. The energy was thick, sensual, and utterly devoid of the brittle, performative edge she’d always felt in mixed company, the constant, low-level hum of assessment and competition. This was a space of pure, undiluted, unapologetic female energy. It was a language she hadn’t realized she was starving to hear.

A woman with a constellation of freckles across her nose and a brilliant, infectious, gold-toothed grin leaned over from the next stool. “Hey, I love your scarf. That fabric is fire.”

Jessica’s hand instinctively went to the familiar Ankara print at her neck, a protective gesture that was suddenly unnecessary. “Oh. Thank you. It’s from Lagos.” For the first time, she said the words without feeling the need to explain or apologize for them.

“Knew it,” the woman said, her smile widening. “You can’t fake that kind of vibrancy. The colors, they got soul.”

For the first time in what felt like a lifetime, Jessica laughed. A real laugh, one that started deep in her belly and bubbled up, rich and unbidden. It felt rusty, like a mechanism that hadn’t been used in years. The static in her head seemed to recede, the high-pitched whine replaced by the thrumming bass of the music and the warm, golden buzz of the drink.

Later, she found herself on the dance floor, though she couldn’t quite remember how she got there. The music was a slow, sinuous beat, a heartbeat you could crawl inside of, heavy with bass and a smoky, hypnotic melody. She moved slowly, tentatively at first, as if her body was remembering a language it had long forgotten. Her limbs felt stiff, her hips locked. It felt less like dancing and more like a painful, necessary exorcism, shedding the stiff, constrained, elegant movements of the woman she had been. She was remembering how to sway, how to let her hips lead, how to close her eyes and just feel the music vibrate in her bones. She was remembering hell, the polite, beige, silent hell of her marriage, and with every small, hesitant movement, she danced a little further away from it, shaking its dust from her soul.

Then, a presence shifted the air beside her, a change in the atmospheric pressure. A woman in a simple, elegant sheath dress, the color of deep forest green. She was tall, with a regal, almost severe carriage that seemed at odds with the profound, weary sadness that lived in her eyes. Her face was a study in beautiful, stark contradictions: high, sharp cheekbones that could cut glass and a soft, full mouth that promised untold depths of sensuality. When she spoke, her voice was a low, resonant thrum, like a cello string being plucked in a quiet, lonely room.

“You’re not from around here.” It wasn’t a question; it was a statement of fact.

Jessica paused her awkward swaying, a slow, hesitant smile touching her lips. The peach-colored drink had loosened something deep inside her, a knot of caution she hadn’t known she was still clutching so tightly. “What gave it away? My stunning dance moves?”

“Everything,” the woman said, her tired eyes scanning Jessica from head to toe, a gaze that was both clinical in its assessment and deeply, unnervingly intimate. “The way you hold your shoulders, braced, like you’re expecting a blow. The way you watch everyone, like you’re a tourist in your own body, afraid to touch the exhibits. And the scarf.” She reached out, her long, cool fingers brushing the edge of the Ankara fabric at Jessica’s collarbone. The touch was electric, a startling jolt of lightning that went straight to Jessica’s core, making her gasp. “You hide behind it, but it’s the most honest thing about you.”

An unnerving, hot blush crept up Jessica’s neck, a sensation she hadn’t felt in years. This woman saw too much, too clearly, as if the red light of the bar was an X-ray. “I just got divorced today,” Jessica heard herself say, the words tumbling out raw and unedited, before she could stop them. “Signed the papers this morning in London.”

“And ran straight here,” the woman finished, her voice softening with something that might have been empathy, or perhaps something more predatory. “From one cage to another?”

“This doesn’t feel like a cage,” Jessica countered, gesturing with her chin to the fluid, breathing, laughing room around them.

“Everywhere is a cage if you’re still locked inside yourself,” the woman replied, her gaze unwavering. They fell into an improbable, immediate intimacy, a conversation that bypassed all small talk and went straight to the heart of things. They talked about the controlled, vibrant chaos of Lagos traffic, a world away from the sterile, predictable order of Jack’s life. They talked about the unique, soul-crushing loneliness of affluent Western suburbs, of being surrounded by people but seen by none. They talked about how a woman can disappear inside her own life, slowly, imperceptibly erased by a thousand tiny concessions, a thousand bitten-back opinions, until one day she looks in the mirror and doesn’t recognize the sad, hollow-eyed ghost staring back. For the first time in a decade, Jessica felt seen. Not just looked at, but seen, down to the bruised marrow of her bones.

“Dance with me,” the woman, Virginia, said. Her name felt as lush and old as she did. It was a command, softened only slightly by the velvet of her tone.

Jessica’s gaze was caught and held by Virginia’s eyes. As tired as they looked, they were still arrestingly beautiful, dark, deep pools capable of drawing one in, of drowning one without a struggle. A lifetime of learned caution, of Jack’s disapproving glances and her own carefully constructed walls, screamed at her to step away, to retreat to the safety of the bar, to the anonymity of her hotel room. “Oh, it’s okay. I should probably…” she hesitated, her protest dying on her lips as Virginia’s gaze intensified.

Virginia’s smile was knowing, slow, and undeniably predatory. She stepped closer, closing the small, safe gap between them. The air grew thick, charged with ozone and unspoken things. “But aren’t you turned on by me?” she murmured, her cello voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that vibrated against Jessica’s skin like a physical touch. “And you fear it, don’t you? You fear opening that door because you know the desire has been starving for years. You know it would overpower you, tear down the whole house.”

“What?” Jessica let out a short, incredulous laugh, a sound that was brittle with nerves and shock. The words were arrogant, outrageous, presumptuous, yet they landed with the undeniable, gut-punching force of truth. A hot, coiling serpent of arousal, an emotion so long dormant she’d thought it was dead, awakened in her belly, shocking her with its venomous intensity. It was an alien sensation, a phantom limb suddenly throbbing with excruciating life. All the suppressed want, all the ignored needs, all the sensual energy she had meticulously packed away like winter clothes, suddenly swelled against the fragile dam of her composure, threatening to burst.

Virginia saw the flicker in her eyes, the subtle, involuntary shift in her posture, the faint parting of her lips. She knew. She had her. This was the moment, the threshold. A chance like this, with a soul this ripe for breaking, so perfectly primed for detonation, might never come again.

Her movements were swift, fluid, decisive. She closed the final inch between them, her hand sliding from Jessica’s scarf down the length of her back, cupping her ass with a possessive, shocking firmness that made Jessica’s breath catch in her throat. She ground her hips forward, the hard ridge of her pubic bone pressing insistently against Jessica’s thigh through their clothes, an unambiguous, electrifying statement of intent. At the same time, she dipped her head, her lips hot and wet against the exquisitely sensitive skin of Jessica’s neck, just below her ear. A bolt of pure, unadulterated, terrifying lust shot through Jessica, so powerful and unexpected it made her gasp audibly.

She tried to pull free, her hands coming up to push against Virginia’s strong shoulders, but it was a reflexive, half-hearted gesture born of panic, not conviction. Her body was betraying her mind in a spectacular coup. The numbness that had been her shield was gone, replaced by a raging wildfire of sensation that was consuming everything in its path. Her muscles, which should have been tense with resistance, felt languid, heavy, like warm honey. When Virginia’s tongue darted out to trace the line of her tendon, a wet, hot trail of fire, her knees genuinely buckled. Around them, the dance floor pulsed with its own dramas. Women were wrapped around each other, lost in their own intense interactions, their bodies swaying like seaweed in the crimson twilight. They were a backdrop, a chorus, hardly noticing the specific act of predation and surrender unfolding in their midst.

Feeling Jessica’s weakness, the near-collapse of her body, the moment her will faltered, Virginia took her chance. She pushed her backwards, one step, then two, her body a relentless, guiding force that brooked no argument. Jessica stumbled, her sneakers catching on the worn, uneven floorboards. Virginia didn’t let up, pressing her back, back, back, until Jessica’s back hit a wall. No, not a wall. The floor. Virginia brought her down, not with a violent shove that would shatter the spell, but with a controlled, inexorable pressure, following her down to lie on top of her, her weight a hot, heavy, suffocating blanket.

The hardwood of the floor was a shock against Jessica’s spine. Virginia immediately pushed one denim-clad leg between Jessica’s, the rough fabric an abrasive, thrilling friction against the soft material of Jessica’s pants. She captured Jessica’s head between her hands, her fingers tangling firmly in her hair, anchoring her, and her mouth crushed down on Jessica’s. It was not a gentle or seeking kiss. It was a kiss of conquest, of branding, of ownership. It tasted of whiskey and victory.

“You’re so horny,” Virginia whispered against her lips, her breath hot and intoxicating. “So unbelievably, achingly horny. You just can’t admit it. All that desire, locked up for a decade with nowhere to go.” Her free hand moved to Jessica’s chest, grabbing her breast through the thin fabric of her shirt, squeezing with a brutal tenderness that made Jessica cry out into her mouth, a muffled sound of pain and pleasure. Simultaneously, Virginia began to move her leg, a slow, deliberate grinding motion up and down against the juncture of Jessica’s thighs. The friction was agonizingly, exquisitely precise, a focused torment on the most sensitive part of her. The pressure made Virginia herself groan, a low sound of pure, selfish pleasure escaping her throat. She was getting herself off on Jessica’s helpless, terrified arousal, and the knowledge of it was a fresh wave of humiliation and scorching heat for Jessica.

Jessica twisted her head from side to side, a silent, frantic “no” that her body, now slick and aching, was screaming was a lie. She couldn’t push Virginia off. She couldn’t get up. She couldn’t stop the tidal wave of sexual energy that was now running her, a force of nature she could no longer control or contain. Every defense she had ever constructed—her poise, her propriety, her fear—was being dismantled, systematically and without mercy.

With a quick, efficient move, Virginia yanked at Jessica’s top, pulling the hem up and pushing her bra askew, freeing one breast to the cool air and her hot mouth. Her right nipple was instantly captured, her lips and tongue sucking and licking at it with a frantic, greedy energy while her other hand roughly kneaded the still-covered breast.

That was the breaking point. A loud, strangled gasp tore from Jessica’s throat. It was the sound of her last defense shattering into a million shimmering pieces. In that moment of pure, overwhelming, blinding sensation, her body took over completely. Unconsciously, instinctively, she parted her legs wider, an unspoken invitation, a complete surrender, allowing Virginia’s denim-clad leg to press more intimately, more perfectly, against her. Virginia seized the opportunity instantly, her hand abandoning Jessica’s breast to slide down her stomach and push between her legs. Her fingers pressed against the thin fabric of Jessica’s pants, rubbing insistently, expertly, against her clitoris.

Jessica was shocked anew, a fresh jolt of “this can’t be happening” even as it was undeniably, thrillingly happening. She tried to push Virginia’s hand away, but her own hands felt clumsy, nerveless, disconnected from her brain. She had no willpower left to truly stop her. Virginia was relentless, her focus absolute, a predator who had scented blood, and Jessica was helplessly, incandescently aroused.

Then, with another quick, ripping motion, Virginia grabbed the waistband of Jessica’s pants and pulled. Buttons popped and skittered across the floor, the zipper screeched its protest. She yanked them down past Jessica’s hips, over her knees, her ankles, until they came off completely, leaving her in just her sneakers and a flimsy string thong. A wave of profound vulnerability crashed over her, and she tried to cover herself with her hands, a futile, pathetic gesture of modesty in a situation that had long since blasted past the point of no return.

Virginia leaned in as if to kiss her again, but her dark, hungry eyes were fixed lower. Her hand shot out, hooked the thin string of Jessica’s thong at her hip, and pulled it down and away in a single, fluid, dismissive motion. It was done.

Jessica was fully naked from the waist down on the floor of a strange bar, surrounded by women, beneath the body of a predator who had seen straight through her carefully constructed facade. She knew the game was over. Virginia would not let her go, and her resistance was, and always had been, futile. The static had been a lie. The nothingness was a lie. Beneath it all, this ravenous, insatiable hunger had been waiting, pacing in its cage.

Virginia broke her gaze from Jessica’s naked body and, in a swift, powerful movement, shucked off her own green dress and shrugged out of her top, tossing them aside with casual indifference. She came back down to Jessica, her body hot and bare against Jessica’s, and kissed her again, this time with a deep, passionate exploration that demanded a response.

And this time, Jessica gave in completely. The horniness was a physical entity, a being that had taken up residence in her skin, a starving demon, and it demanded to be fed. She started kissing Virginia back, her mouth opening, her tongue meeting Virginia’s with a desperate, hungry energy of her own. Her desire was so intense it was terrifying. Was Virginia right? Was this woman, this act, simply the physical incarnation of her own long-suppressed sexuality, finally busting out of its cage with explosive force?

“I knew it,” Virginia breathed, pulling back just enough to look at Jessica’s face, her eyes gleaming with dark triumph in the red light. “I knew you were hot for me. Look at you. Your nipples are like stones and your pussy is soaking wet. And I am as horny as hell for you.” She dipped her head, her tongue flicking across Jessica’s hardened nipple, sending another shockwave through her. “I need your tongue, Jessica. Now.”

Virginia shifted, her strong hands pulling Jessica up slightly, then rolling her onto her back with practiced ease. She positioned herself over Jessica, straddling her hips, her own nakedness a breathtaking sight in the dim light. Then she lowered herself until her full, heavy breasts were dangling just inches above Jessica’s face, their pale undersides glowing faintly.

“Kiss my breasts,” Virginia commanded, her voice husky, thick with lust. “Kiss them, you wonderful, broken, beautiful thing.”

Jessica’s mind reeled with the sudden, dizzying role change. She was no longer just the victim of an assault; she was being ordered to participate, to give pleasure, to become an active player in her own debasement and awakening. A part of her brain, the logical, London-law-office part, noted with detached clarity that she could probably get away now. Virginia was positioned above her, vulnerable in her own way. But the thought was academic, a faint whisper from a dead world. If she fled now, this inferno inside her would burn her alive from the inside out. There was no escape, only a deeper immersion, only release.

Tentatively, hesitantly, she lifted her head and kissed Virginia’s left breast. The skin was impossibly soft, the taste a mingling of Virginia’s unique, musky scent and a faint, clean saltiness.

“You want me, Jessica? I can see it in your eyes,” Virginia groaned as Jessica’s lips closed around her areola, the flesh puckering in response. “And you know it. Stop fighting yourself. Let go.”

The words, the command, the feeling of Virginia’s warm, soft skin in her mouth, broke the last of her hesitation. This was happening. This was what she was doing now. This was who she was. She moved to the other breast, taking the nipple fully into her mouth and began to suck, eagerly, instinctively, a deep-seated knowledge rising from somewhere unknown. A deep, guttural moan rumbled in Virginia’s chest, and the sound sent a fresh jolt of power and vicious arousal through Jessica. She had never known this. Never known she could feel this way, that she could take such carnal pleasure from giving it, that she could be the one to make another woman moan with such raw, guttural, desperate need. It was a revelation. She began to suck and kiss Virginia’s breasts with a fervent, almost violent energy, her hands coming up to hold them, to squeeze them, her inhibitions incinerated in the blaze of this new, terrifying power.

Virginia got even hornier, her hips beginning to buck and grind against Jessica’s stomach. She wanted the full thing. Now. She reached down, grabbed Jessica’s head by her hair, not cruelly, but with an undeniable, absolute authority, and pushed her head down, down her torso, past her navel, until Jessica’s mouth was hovering just inches from her pussy.

Jessica’s inner alarm bells, which had been doused and silenced, suddenly rang again, a faint, desperate, final peal. This is a lesbian thing. I’m not a lesbian. I shouldn’t be doing this. This is a stranger. This is the floor of a bar.

As if reading her thoughts, Virginia’s voice came from above, a ragged gasp of air. “You want me. You want my pussy. Give in. You know there’s no way of denying it any longer.”

Jessica’s head was spinning. The room, the red light, the pulsing music, the moving bodies at the periphery of her vision, it was all a surreal, swirling vortex. She couldn’t do this. It was too much. But she was so unbelievably, painfully horny. And wasn’t that the proof? Wasn’t her throbbing, aching, weeping body the ultimate evidence that Virginia was right? Her sexual desire for a woman, a desire she never knew she had, had been suppressed for so long that now, finally unleashed, it was demanding total, unconditional control.

“I need your tongue, Jessica. Please… please give it to me,” Virginia gasped, her hips thrusting upward in a desperate, pleading motion. She pulled Jessica’s head slightly forward, and the soft, slick outer lips of her vulva brushed against Jessica’s mouth.

The touch was the final catalyst, the spark that hit the powder keg. Jessica’s thinking brain shut down completely. There was only sensation, only raw, unadulterated, biological drive. She looked. Dark curls, slick and damp with arousal. The glisten of her wetness in the dim red light. Virginia groaned in tortured anticipation. Jessica parted her lips and tentatively touched the tip of her tongue to Virginia’s flesh.

Virginia screamed, a short, sharp, explosive sound of shock and pleasure. It was as if Jessica’s touch had been a live wire, a jolt of pure lightning. She looked down into Jessica’s face, her own eyes wide and full of a wild, desperate, almost mad desire.

That scream ignited something primal and predatory in Jessica. She began to lick more confidently, tasting the salt and musk, exploring the delicate, intricate folds. She moved to Virginia’s clit, a tight, hard pearl nestled in its fleshy hood. The moment her tongue found it, Virginia screamed again, a long, keening, animal sound that was lost in the throb of the music. She lost all control, her hands grabbing and caressing Jessica’s head, her fingers threaded tightly through her hair, holding her in place as her hips began to jerk and hump in earnest, a frantic, mindless rhythm.

Jessica’s sex drive was now a runaway train with no brakes. All thought ceased. There was only the mission: this woman’s pleasure. She licked Virginia’s pussy with a wild, untamed power she never knew she possessed. It was a ferocity born of a decade of starvation. The act itself took her to the brink of her own orgasm, the intense focus, the intoxicating power she wielded, the guttural, strangled sounds Virginia was making above her. With a final, soul-shattering scream and a violent, shuddering hump of her hips that lifted her clear off of Jessica’s stomach, Virginia came in an orgasm that seemed to shake the very floorboards. She collapsed forward, her body trembling uncontrollably, her breath coming in ragged, sobbing gasps. She had been completely overpowered, shattered by the beautiful, broken woman she had known just an hour ago was hers for the taking.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the ceaseless, indifferent pulse of the music. Then Virginia pushed herself up, her face flushed, her eyes dazed and unfocused. She leaned down and kissed Jessica with a new passion, a kiss of gratitude, of shared climax, of unholy communion. Then she pulled Jessica onto her back again, a possessive, hungry glint returning to her tired eyes. It was Jessica’s turn.

Virginia began by teasing, her mouth returning to Jessica’s breasts, her hands roaming over her stomach, her hips, re-sensitizing her skin. But her own arousal, rekindled by the taste of Jessica on her lips, made her eager and impatient. She slid down Jessica’s body, parting her legs with a reverent, almost worshipful touch, and tasted Jessica’s pussy for the first time.

The world exploded into a supernova of white-hot pleasure. Jessica was so utterly, completely turned on by the situation, the rough wooden floor, the shocking nakedness, this beautiful, powerful woman between her legs, her mouth and tongue working with an expert, devastating skill she had never even imagined—that she thought she might pass out from the pleasure. It was too much, a sensory overload that bypassed every circuit in her brain and left her twitching.

She became dimly aware that the energy around them had shifted. More women had gathered, not as a jeering, voyeuristic crowd, but as silent, watchful acolytes drawn to a sacred fire. A circle had formed. A woman with dark, deeply compassionate eyes and a soft curve to her belly knelt by Jessica’s head. Her name, whispered from somewhere in the crimson haze, was Susan. She stroked Jessica’s hair, her touch impossibly calming amidst the storm. Then, she leaned down and kissed her. Jessica was momentarily startled, her body still shuddering from the onslaught of Virginia’s tongue, but her state of extreme, almost delirious sexual desire made protest impossible. She kissed her back, a soft, searching, pliant kiss.

Susan pulled away, smiled gently, a look of profound understanding in her eyes, and then parted her legs, positioning herself on her knees on each side of Jessica’s face. She lowered herself until her sex was hovering just above Jessica’s mouth. Jessica didn’t know how to react, what was expected of her. But in that moment, she was no longer Jessica Sterling, the divorced, numb woman from London. She was sex drive incarnate, a creature of pure, raw appetite. All that mattered was the giving and taking of pleasure, the pursuit of orgasm, stimulation, pussy, ecstasy. She opened her mouth and began to lick Susan’s pussy, the taste different from Virginia’s, sweeter, milder, like honey and rain.

As she did this, Virginia’s tongue found its rhythm again, a relentless, expert lapping at her clit that sent ever-escalating shockwaves of pleasure through her. Jessica was being consumed and consuming at the same time, a closed circuit of female pleasure. Virginia licked her to a shattering orgasm, and then, without pausing, licked her through the helpless aftershocks and straight into a second, even more intense one. Jessica screamed, her body arching off the floor, completely lost, her identity dissolved in sensation. At the very same moment, Susan cried out above her, her own powerful orgasm shuddering through her body, her sweet juices spilling into Jessica’s mouth.

“See,” Virginia gasped, pulling away, her face slick with Jessica’s release. “We were made to fuck each other. You just didn’t want to see it.”

Jessica lay panting, exhausted, her mind a beautiful, blank slate of pure sensation. But a new figure now loomed over her, a woman named Nina with sharp, intelligent eyes and an unmistakable air of command. Nina was the orchestrator, the high priestess of this strange, sacred temple. She had a plan. Jessica would not just be initiated; she would become the altar.

Nina brought the young woman with the gold-toothed grin, the one who had first spoken to Jessica at the bar. She had just finished her own tangle with another woman in a dark corner, and her body was still flushed with sex, her skin glowing. Nina led her to Jessica’s pussy. Jessica, lying dazed on her back, didn’t know what to do. The thought of another stranger’s mouth on her, after the shocking intimacy of Virginia’s, was jarring. But then the young woman knelt, her eyes wide with a mixture of awe and fierce desire, and her tongue, pierced with a tiny silver stud, flicked out and touched her. It was yet another new sensation, the cool metal against her hot flesh, another layer to this impossible, overwhelming, glorious night.

Nina was just getting started. She brought in two more women, who lay down on the floor on either side of Jessica and began to suckle her breasts, their mouths hot and eager. The sensory input was too much, a delicious torture. A mouth on her pussy, a mouth at each breast, Susan’s lingering taste on her tongue. Jessica was fully out of control, adrift in a warm, slick sea of female flesh, her body a vessel for a storm of collective pleasure. She was in total ecstasy, beyond thought, beyond self. She felt the young woman with the gold tooth orgasm against her skin. She was made to orgasm again by another girl’s clever, probing fingers. Then she was turned, shifted, and rearranged like a doll. A fiery redhead sat on her face, demanding her tongue, while a beautiful, sharp-featured brunette knelt behind her, her body pressed against Jessica’s back as she licked her pussy from a new, surprising, devastating angle.

The male strippers who had apparently been in some back room earlier in the evening had long since left. The space now belonged entirely to the fifteen or so women who remained, all of them caught in an epic, sprawling, fluid orgy with Jessica at its magnetic, incandescent center. Nina’s plan was audacious and breathtaking: Jessica would lick the pussy of every single woman in the room. And so she kept leading them to her, a sacred procession of hot, eager, wanting bodies. A cute blonde from the back row was brought to her, and they fell into a dizzying 69, the blonde so endearingly eager for Jessica that they both came within two minutes, their cries mingling in the thick, red, perfumed air.

Then Nina brought over a hot brunette named Dana, who licked Jessica from behind, a lazy, expert doggy-style exploration that made her moan, while a cute, pixie-like young woman, who introduced herself as Pixie, lay down beneath Jessica’s head, pulling it down to her own waiting sex. Jessica was totally exhausted, beyond thought, beyond resistance. She was an engine of pleasure, running on fumes and pure, carnal, primal instinct.

Only two women were left: Pamela, a woman with a mischievous grin and knowing eyes who had declared herself the bar’s resident pussy expert, and Nina herself, the conductor of this mad orchestra. Nina sat Jessica up, her back against a plush velvet couch that smelled of dust and old secrets. Pamela and another woman, an androgynous figure with short-cropped hair and intense eyes, began to rim her, their tongues a shocking, taboo pleasure that sent her already stratospheric arousal spiraling into new, uncharted territory. As they worked, Nina stood before her, massaging her breasts, kneading them, her touch firm and knowing, keeping her perpetually on the edge.

Then came the finale. Pamela was placed between Jessica’s spread legs. Nina climbed over Jessica, settling into a 69 position, her body firm and commanding above her. Nina began to work on Jessica’s pussy, and in that moment, Jessica felt the difference. Virginia had been a conqueror, the others a rushing cascade of sensation, but Nina was a master technician. Her tongue was an instrument of devastating, surgical precision. Jessica couldn’t stop herself from being aroused to an explosive new level, a place she didn’t know existed. She licked Nina’s pussy fiercely, a response born of pure, overwhelming, involuntary pleasure.

Then Nina stopped. She pulled back and nodded to Pamela. “Finish her.”

Pamela, the self-proclaimed expert, moved in. And she was. Her technique was nothing short of artistry. She teased, she tormented, she drove Jessica completely out of her mind with a series of actions so skillful and unexpected that Jessica had another three orgasms, back to back to back, screaming and sobbing and writhing on the floor, all while still dutifully, wildly licking first Nina’s pussy, then Pamela’s in a final, frantic, mind-erasing 69.

From a corner armchair, Virginia sat, nursing a glass of whiskey, watching the entire spectacle unfold with a look of deep, proprietary pride. She had found the fault line in Jessica’s soul and cracked her wide open. Now she was watching the flood. Nobody could have counted how many orgasms the women had that evening, least of all how many Jessica gave, or had herself. She was a husk, a vessel emptied and filled and emptied again, totally exhausted, her muscles trembling, her skin smelling of a dozen different women.

The woman she had been that morning in the lawyer’s office, the numb, gray ghost in expensive shoes, was gone forever. From now on, she would never be able to deny the powerful lesbian urges she never knew she had. She never thought she could be that woman, the kind of woman who would taste as many pussies as she possibly could, who could find a deep, intoxicating power and release in making so many other women happy, in being the pulsing, ecstatic center of their collective desire. The three or four hours of orgasmic explosion had left their impact forever, burning away the old programming, rewriting her very DNA with a new, indelible code.

Virginia knew. The hunt was over. Now, she had her. She sipped her whiskey and smiled into the dim, red light, a slow, satisfied smile. She knew that she and Jessica would meet again, secretly, under totally different circumstances, far from this magical, impossible garden. Jessica’s life of bland, beige, open-book misery was over. A new life of secrets, of hidden hungers and clandestine pleasures, had just begun.
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“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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