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Her Touch

The first time I laid eyes on the apartment, it presented itself as a sterile white box, an architectural sigh of utter neutrality. The walls were stark, unblemished by so much as a nail hole, and the floors were pale, naked wood, reflecting the flat, even light that poured in through the large, picture-less windows. Every room was an echo chamber, holding on to the faint, acridly clean chemical scent of fresh paint, a smell that spoke of new beginnings and wiped-clean slates. It was a blank canvas, a hollow space waiting for a soul, which was precisely the antidote I craved after the drawn-out, painful ending of things with my ex-boyfriend. He was a man whose idea of interior design had been permanently arrested in his college dorm room phase: a monolithic black leather couch that was always cold to the touch and a framed Pulp Fiction poster that had followed him through three different apartments. His world was dark, hard, and unyielding, and I had nearly suffocated in it.

I needed a fresh start, a space that would be entirely my own, a sanctuary built from scratch that would reflect my own light back at me. Well, almost entirely. The reality of urban living, with its astronomical rents that seemed to mock a museum curator’s salary, meant that a roommate was a stark, non-negotiable part of the deal. My dream of solitude would have to be a shared one.

That’s how I found Mae. Her advertisement on the roommate-finder app, nestled amongst countless posts decorated with bubbly emojis and pleas for a “gal pal to share wine nights with,” was as spartan and direct as the apartment itself. The words were clipped, efficient: “Professional seeks quiet, clean roommate for 2bd/2ba. No pets, no drama.” It was the digital equivalent of a firm handshake. Her profile picture, a simple headshot against a plain gray background, did little to soften the impression. It showed a woman with short, practical brown hair, cut in a no-fuss style that suggested she had more important things to do than wrestle with a blow-dryer. Her eyes, a sharp, penetrating green, stared out from the screen with an unnerving intensity, and her mouth was set in a serious, no-nonsense line.

It wasn’t a picture that radiated warmth or invited cozy chats over coffee, but it screamed competence. It shrieked, “I will calculate my half of the utilities down to the last penny, and I will always, always pay my rent on time.” At that particular juncture in my life, craving stability above all else, that was the most beautiful music I could imagine.

Our initial meeting was a masterclass in brevity and efficiency, lasting no more than fifteen minutes. She met me at the door, her handshake as firm as I’d anticipated, her palm dry and calloused. She moved through the empty apartment with a brisk, purposeful stride, her practical boots echoing on the bare floors. She’d shown me the second bedroom, a mirror image of the white box I’d already seen online, and pointed out the shared spaces—the living room, the kitchen—with concise gestures. Then, leaning against a kitchen counter that had yet to see a single crumb, she laid out the house rules with the clipped precision of a drill sergeant briefing her troops. Lights off when not in the room. Dishes washed immediately after use. No guests after 10 p.m. on weeknights without prior notice. She worked long, unpredictable hours as a civil engineer, she explained, her voice a low, steady alto that filled the quiet space. Much of her time was spent on-site, amidst the controlled chaos of construction, and she valued—no, required—a peaceful, orderly home environment to decompress.

I listened, nodding, and assured her that her sanctuary would be safe with me. I was a quiet, bookish type, I told her, my own life spent in the hushed, climate-controlled halls of museum curation. My world was one of artifacts and preservation, of stories held in silent objects—the conceptual polar opposite of her universe of concrete, steel, and loud machinery. She seemed satisfied by this. A flicker of something, perhaps approval, passed through her sharp green eyes. We shook on it, the second handshake sealing the pact. Days later, we sat in a sterile leasing office and signed the official documents, our two disparate signatures transforming us from strangers into roommates.

In the first few weeks, our lives ran on impeccably polite, perfectly parallel tracks that never seemed destined to intersect. We were like a pair of well-mannered Cinderellas, operating in shifts, each leaving the shared kingdom of the kitchen and bathroom spotless for the other. Our communication was a silent ballet of consideration, conducted mostly via neatly printed sticky notes left on the stainless-steel door of the refrigerator. “Out of milk,” one of my looping cursive notes would announce. “Your package from Madewell arrived,” her tight, blocky print would inform me. She used black ink; I used blue.

Mae was a phantom, a ghost in practical work boots. I’d hear the solid, definitive click of the front door closing in the pre-dawn darkness, long before my alarm was set to chime. More often than not, the sound of her key turning in the lock late at night would be the last thing I heard as I drifted off to sleep, a book resting on my chest. She moved through our shared space with a quiet economy of motion, leaving almost no trace of her passage. My side of the apartment, however, began to change dramatically. It started to bloom with life and color, a physical manifestation of my deep-seated yearning for softness, for beauty, for a gentle place to land. I was painting my soul onto the blank canvas a little bit at a time.

The living room, our primary shared space, became my magnum opus. I spent a whole weekend painstakingly assembling an oatmeal-colored sofa, my knuckles scraped raw, and then immediately softened its clean lines with an abundance of jewel-toned velvet pillows in sapphire, emerald, and amethyst. I draped a sinfully soft cashmere throw over one arm, its creamy texture a silent invitation to curl up and stay awhile. My gallery wall grew week by week, a curated collection of art prints from my favorite female artists, their bold colors and fierce visions a stark contrast to the blandness of my previous life. Every Friday, without fail, I would stop at the corner flower stand and buy a fresh bouquet, usually peonies when they were in season, their lush, romantic scent filling the apartment, and place them in a heavy ceramic vase on the reclaimed wood coffee table.

Mae never commented on any of it, not with actual words. Her silence on the matter was as vast and complete as the white walls had been. But I started noticing little things, tiny shifts in her behavior that felt as significant as tectonic plates moving. She began to conscientiously leave her heavy, mud-caked work boots on the mat by the door, a silent concession to the new cream-colored rug I’d placed in the entryway. Previously, she’d tracked dust and bits of the city through the living room without a second thought. One evening, I came home late from a gallery opening, weary and drained, to find the entire apartment suffused with a soft, flickering glow and the clean, citrusy scent of verbena. She had lit the expensive candle I’d placed on the entryway console, the one I’d been saving for a special occasion. It was her quiet, almost grudging way of acknowledging the space I was carefully, lovingly creating. It felt like an acceptance, not just of the decor, but of the home I was building around her stark, functional, and solitary existence.

And slowly, so slowly, I almost didn’t notice it happening, our parallel lines began to bend, to curve, to converge. It started, as many friendships do, with food. A shared pepperoni pizza on a Tuesday night when we were both bone-deep exhausted, too tired to even contemplate the act of cooking. We ate it straight from the cardboard box, sitting on opposite ends of the sofa, the television murmuring in the background. It was the first time we’d shared a meal that wasn’t a rushed, silent breakfast. That small act of communion broke a seal. Soon after came the introduction of our twice-monthly roommate movie night, a tradition born from a long and surprisingly animated conversation about a film review we’d both read. It turned out we shared a mutual, surprisingly deep love for film, and an unspoken desire to make our cohabitation feel less like a business transaction and more like a chosen arrangement. It was during these nights, curled up on our designated opposite ends of the oatmeal-colored couch, a bowl of popcorn often balanced between us like a buffer zone, that I began to truly see Mae.

Beneath the practical, work-worn, and sometimes intimidatingly stern exterior was a woman with a surprisingly quick, dry wit that could leave me breathless with laughter. She possessed a deep and often startling well of knowledge about the most random assortment of subjects. She could identify any local bird by its call alone, a skill picked up during solitary pre-dawn hours on construction sites. She could discourse at length on the rhythmic complexities of seventies funk music, her foot tapping out a beat on the floor as she spoke. I began to learn the subtle language of her expressions.

I learned that her stern, focused gaze often simply masked a deep concentration, whether she was analyzing a structural blueprint on her laptop or trying to figure out the twist in a convoluted thriller. And I learned that when something genuinely amused her, truly pierced her armor of seriousness, her whole face would transform. It would soften, the guarded tension around her mouth would melt away, and her sharp green eyes would crinkle at the corners, radiating a warmth that felt like stepping into a patch of sudden, unexpected sunlight. It was a transformation that made my stomach perform a strange, delightful little flip, a soft, tumbling sensation I chose to ignore.

It was during these fleeting moments of unguarded warmth that the other part of me, the part I kept ruthlessly locked away in the deepest, most secret vault of my heart, would stir and whisper. I had never been with a woman before. My romantic history was a neat, linear progression of safe, predictable relationships with men who were… fine. They were nice, even. They were the kind of men my parents approved of, the kind of men who looked good on a Christmas card. But not one of them, not for a single moment, had ever sparked the kind of soul-deep, electrifying curiosity that I was beginning to feel whenever I let my gaze linger on Mae for a moment too long. This pull I felt, this a-little-bit-scared-a-little-bit-thrilled feeling, had always been a deep, secret desire of mine. This quiet affinity for the unique combination of softness and strength I saw in women. It was a fantasy I had entertained only in the absolute privacy of my own mind, a fragile what-if I had never dared to speak aloud, let alone consider acting upon.

It felt like a fundamental truth of my being that had been systematically painted over with thick, successive layers of societal expectation, familial pressure, and my own ingrained fear. But even in my most vivid daydreams, I never imagined that my first experience, if it were ever to happen, would be with my roommate of all people. That was a line of complication so tangled and fraught with peril that I had absolutely no intention of ever crossing it. My peaceful home was too precious to risk.

Tonight, however, felt different. The atmosphere in the city was charged, the air thick and heavy with the electrically-tinged promise of a summer thunderstorm. You could almost taste the ozone, a metallic tang on the tongue. I’d spent the afternoon engaged in a bit of retail therapy, wandering the brightly lit, air-conditioned aisles at Saks OFF 5TH to soothe the frayed edges of a particularly stressful week at the museum involving a disgruntled donor and a damaged antiquity. I’d come home laden with a shopping bag containing a new set of throw pillows, plush, blush-pink velvet, trimmed with decadent gold fringe. It was a purely frivolous, utterly impractical purchase that made my heart sing with a giddy, uncomplicated joy. I was in the living room, fluffing them and arranging them on the sofa, admiring how their soft color warmed the whole room, when I heard the sound of Mae’s key in the lock. She was home earlier than usual.

She stopped dead in the entryway, her body frozen for a moment as her gaze landed on the new, opulent pillows. I saw her work bag, a heavy canvas thing filled with rolled-up blueprints and who-knows-what-else, slide from her shoulder and hit the floor with a soft, muffled thud. I tensed, my hands still hovering over the fringed velvet, bracing myself for a sarcastic comment, a dry remark about my ever-expanding collection of “soft things” that served no practical purpose.

“Asma, I love the girly, feminine touches you add to the apartment.” The words hung in the air between us, so unexpected that for a second, I wasn’t sure I’d heard her correctly. I looked up at her in genuine surprise, my hands falling to my sides. She walked closer, her movements slow, almost hesitant. She reached out a hand, and her calloused, undeniably capable fingers ran across the intricate gold-fringed edges of one of the new pillows. It was, without a doubt, the most direct and sincere compliment she had ever given me about my relentless decorating. Her touch was so gentle, so unexpectedly reverent, as if she were handling a delicate, priceless artifact instead of a twenty-dollar pillow from a discount store. “I wouldn’t have thought of this,” she continued, her gaze still fixed on the soft texture, “but it… it works. It makes it feel…” she trailed off, her brow furrowed slightly as she searched for the right word.

“Like a home?” I supplied softly, a small, tentative smile playing on my lips. My heart was thumping a hopeful rhythm against my ribs.

She finally looked up from the pillow, and her sharp green eyes met mine. There was a surprising vulnerability in them, a softness I rarely saw. “Yeah,” she confirmed, her voice barely above a whisper. “A home.”

She was a great roommate, a pillar of quiet stability and mutual respect. She provided the solid, reliable framework of our life together. But I was the one who had taken that framework and turned the house into a home. It was my hands that had added the cute, personal details to every room, coaxing warmth and personality from the sterile white walls until they sang with life. It was a partnership, I realized in that moment with a startling clarity that felt like a revelation. She provided the foundation, and I provided the finishings. Her structure, my soul.

A wave of warmth, entirely separate from the humid summer air, washed over me. I sat down on the couch, patting the cushion next to her, an invitation. She sat, and I found myself positioning myself a little closer than our usual designated zones. The space between our thighs didn’t quite touch, but it was a hair’s breadth away. I could feel the radiant heat from her body, a tangible presence in the small gap between us.

“Movie night?” I asked, my voice coming out a little breathless, the question feeling freighted with a new and unspoken weight.

She nodded, that small, rare, and utterly devastating smile gracing her lips again. “Your pick tonight.”

With a large ceramic bowl of salty, butter-drenched popcorn cradled in my lap, we settled in for our ritual. It was our twice-monthly roommate movie night, and tonight, an indie romance film I’d been hearing buzz about for weeks was on the schedule. It was a French film, lauded by critics for its raw, achingly intimate cinematography and emotionally honest performances. I hadn’t looked too much into the plot, only that it was a love story. What I wasn’t expecting was for the movie to be so damn spicy. It wasn’t overtly pornographic, not in a crude or graphic way, but an intoxicating sensuality was woven into every single frame. The camera acted as a lover itself, with long, languid, lingering shots of hands brushing as they reached for the same wine glass, of lips hovering a millimeter apart, breaths mingling in the charged space between. There were artful, sun-drenched scenes of tangled limbs in rumpled white sheets, the morning light catching the dust motes dancing in the air. The dialogue was sparse, almost an afterthought; the real story was being told through stolen glances, the subtle, eloquent language of bodies drawn to one another, and the haunting, minimalist score of a lone cello.

I could feel the energy in the room shift almost immediately. The comfortable, companionable air of our previous movie nights evaporated, replaced by something thick, charged, and humming with the same unspoken tension that was unfolding on the screen. The air grew heavy, echoing the storm brewing outside. I risked a quick glance at Mae. Her face was illuminated by the flickering, silvery light of the television. Her lips were slightly parted, her gaze utterly fixed on the unfolding drama. Her usual stoicism had vanished. A faint, lovely flush was creeping up her neck, disappearing into the collar of her tank top, and she shifted uncomfortably on the couch, a small, restless movement. She reached up and adjusted the strap of her tank top, a nervous gesture I’d never seen from her before. I had to suppress a small laugh. Mae, my pragmatic, logical Mae, didn’t strike me as a sensual or romantic person.

She was a woman of right angles and calculated certainties, a person who built bridges out of steel and concrete, not dreamscapes out of longing and desire. Seeing her so clearly disarmed and flustered by a simple, artfully shot love story was… captivating. It was endearing. And, to my complete surprise, it was intensely, unexpectedly arousing. I decided the popcorn was no longer necessary. I placed the now-empty bowl on the coffee table, the clink of the ceramic against the wood sounding unnaturally loud and sharp in the quiet, electrically charged room.

And then, suddenly, with a swiftness that took my breath away, Mae put her hand on my thigh.

It wasn’t a brush or an accidental graze as she shifted. Her palm was flat and warm, a solid, definite presence against the worn denim of my jeans. Her fingers were firm, pressing into my leg with an unconscious strength. A jolt, pure and white-hot and utterly electric, shot through me. It originated from that precise point of contact and radiated up my spine and down to the tips of my toes, making the core of my being clench. My breath hitched in my throat. The movie, the room, the distant rumble of thunder, everything faded into a low, insignificant hum. There was only the weight of her hand, the searing, impossible heat of it burning through the fabric of my jeans, branding my skin.

Then, as quickly and shockingly as it had happened, it was gone. “Shit!” she said, her voice a low, mortified whisper. She snapped her hand back as if the couch cushion had burned her, tucking it securely under her other arm. “I… Asma, I’m so sorry. I seriously didn’t mean to do that. That was so weird. I don’t know what I was thinking.” She wouldn’t look at me, her gaze locked on the geometric pattern of the rug, her entire body radiating shame.

But my heart was already gone, racing out of control, a frantic, thundering drum against the cage of my ribs. It was too late. The damage was done. The switch had been flipped, and there was no flipping it back. We had never flirted. Not in any obvious, conventional way. There had been no coy remarks, no lingering, suggestive smiles over the breakfast counter. Our entire relationship had been built on a foundation of mutual respect, comfortable distance, and carefully observed boundaries. But in the quiet, unobserved moments, I had always wondered. When I’d catch a glimpse of her through the kitchen doorway, watching her chop vegetables for a solitary dinner with an intense, unwavering focus, the muscles in her forearm flexing with each precise movement of the knife. Or when she’d emerge from her room after a long shower, wrapped in a towel, her skin flushed and damp, smelling of clean, unscented soap and something else, something uniquely, intoxicatingly Mae. In those moments, I had wondered. I had wondered what it would be like to be with a woman. And more and more lately, with a terrifying and thrilling specificity, I had wondered what it would be like to be with this woman. Mae just had that way about her.

She was gorgeous, but not in a polished, conventional way that graced magazine covers. Her beauty was raw, authentic, and utterly unselfconscious. It was in the sharp, clean line of her jaw, the unexpected scattering of faint, pale freckles across the bridge of her nose that were only visible in the full glare of the morning light. It was in the fierce, unwavering intensity of her green eyes that made you feel like you were the only person in the world when she was focused on you. She possessed this quiet, magnetic quality I couldn’t begin to articulate. A steady, grounding strength that drew me in, a gravitational pull of a celestial body that I was finding increasingly, hopelessly difficult to resist.

I know it was absolutely crazy, a foolish leap into a canyon of complication, but I was already picturing us kissing. My mind, a hopeless romantic and a complete traitor to my cautious nature, was already painting the scene in vivid, breathtaking detail: her strong, calloused hands tangled in my hair, her lips, which I now knew could soften with amusement, gentle and then demanding against mine. The thought alone sent another powerful jolt through me, this one made of pure, unadulterated, and terrifying want.

“Mae,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the pounding in my ears.

She finally, reluctantly, dragged her gaze from the floor and looked up at me. Her expression was a chaotic, beautiful mixture of raw panic and something else, something deeper and far more vulnerable that I couldn’t quite name. It looked a lot like the same desperate longing that was clawing its way up my own throat.

And then, everything warped into a dizzying, heart-stopping fast-forward. I blame myself, I truly do, because when she had pulled her hand away, my own traitorous hand had shot out as if it had a will of its own. It covered hers where it rested, clenched into a fist, on the cushion between us. Her knuckles were white. I didn’t just touch it. I uncurled her fingers with my own, and I pulled her hand back. I pulled her hand back to my thigh, placing it firmly, unequivocally, where it had been just moments before. Her skin was so warm, her fingers long and sure against mine. My own fingers interlaced with hers, lacing them together in a silent, definitive statement that left no room for misinterpretation.

Then we locked eyes. The entire world, the whole universe, narrowed to the few charged inches of space between our faces. Her green eyes, wide and questioning and shimmering with unshed emotion, searched mine. I saw the panic still there, swirling like a storm, but beneath it, I saw it. I saw the same flicker of intense curiosity, the same undeniable spark of terrified desire that I felt burning like a fever in my own chest.

Then I was leaning in.

Me. I was the one leaning in. Asma, the quiet, bookish curator, the woman who had spent her entire life coloring within the lines, was taking a wild, terrifying leap into the unknown. It was as if another person had seized control of my body, a bolder, more honest, and infinitely more reckless version of myself who was sick to death of living in the secret, dusty corners of her own mind. I couldn’t believe it. This was real. This was happening. My pulse was a roar in my head.

“We probably shouldn’t,” Mae said, her voice a breathy, uncertain whisper that was barely a protest. Her words trailed off, a half-hearted attempt at reason that held absolutely no conviction. Her green eyes scanned mine, as if she were desperately looking for an escape route, or perhaps, for a compelling reason to stay exactly where she was. She didn’t pull her hand away. Our fingers were still fused together on my thigh. She didn’t lean back.

I swallowed hard against the lump of fear and excitement in my throat, the sound echoing in the charged silence between us. “Okay.” The word was meant to be an agreement, a concession, a retreat to the safety of our established, comfortable boundaries. But it came out wrong. It emerged as a question, a plea, a whisper of hope. My body, still angled toward hers, was a clear and blatant contradiction to my single, compliant word. The tension lingered between us, a palpable thing, thick and humming like a live electrical wire. I found I couldn’t look into her eyes any longer, afraid of the raw, naked want she would see in mine, or perhaps more afraid of the matching want I might see in hers. I moved my gaze higher up, to the line of her sharp jaw, and then to her short brown hair, still slightly damp at the temples from a post-work shower. It looked so soft. I was overcome with a sudden, desperate urge to feel it. I thought about pushing my fingers through it, gripping the soft strands at the nape of her neck and pulling her close, closing the torturous distance between us myself.

“Asma?” Her voice, soft and trembling, pulled my eyes back to hers. The sound of my own name on her lips, spoken with such fragile uncertainty, was my complete undoing. It was a question and an invitation and a surrender all at once.

“Yeah,” I breathed out, the single syllable a full confession. Before my brain could process another rational thought, her free hand came up and cupped my cheek. Her palm was cool against my flushed, feverish skin, a shocking and welcome sensation. Her thumb stroked delicately, reverently, just below my eye, a gesture of such profound tenderness it made my heart ache. And then her mouth was on mine.

It all happened so fast that my mind barely had time to register what was happening before I was completely lost in it. It wasn’t a gentle, tentative exploration, not a shy testing of the waters. It was a collision. A desperate, hungry, almost violent meeting of lips that spoke of weeks, months, of unspoken tension and deeply buried desire. It was confirmation, a resounding yes. The spark, the pull, the electric current I’d been feeling wasn’t just in my head; it was real, and it was blazing between us now, a wildfire consuming everything in its path. Our tongues slid into each other’s mouths almost immediately, a slick, hot, urgent dance of unrestrained need and discovery. A moan tore itself from my throat, a deep, guttural sound I barely recognized as my own, and it was answered instantly by a low growl that rumbled deep in Mae’s chest.

She was enjoying this just as much as I was. The realization hit me with the force of a physical blow, filling me with a dizzying, potent relief that made my head spin. This wasn’t a mistake. This wasn’t one-sided. This was a shared, dangerous secret finally being dragged, kicking and screaming, into the brilliant, terrifying light.

We got lost in the moment after that. The French film played on, its sensual images and melancholic cello score becoming the forgotten soundtrack to our own, much more immediate drama. The world outside our living room, the brewing storm, the city, our separate lives, ceased to exist. We tore off each other’s clothes, our hands frantic and clumsy, tossing them onto the floor in a haphazard, desperate pile. My sweater landed on a stack of art history books, its sleeve dangling over a portrait by Frida Kahlo. Her tank top caught on the sharp corner of the coffee table. There was such a primal urgency to it, an unspoken understanding that we had both been waiting for this for a very, very long time. Maybe we had. Maybe all those polite sticky notes and shared, silent pizzas and quiet, separate-ended movie nights were just a long, slow, agonizing prelude to this one inevitable, explosive moment.

The cool, conditioned air of the apartment hit my bare skin, raising a constellation of goosebumps along my arms and legs, but I was burning from the inside out, a fever of touch and want. When she pushed me back against the plush softness of the sofa, the opulent velvet of my new, frivolous pillows was a decadent, cool caress against my naked back, a sensual delight I hadn’t anticipated.

“You’re sexy,” Mae muttered, her voice thick and raspy, a sound that vibrated straight through me. She was poised above me, her hands braced on the cushions on either side of my head, caging me in. Her hair was mussed from my own frantic fingers, her lips were swollen and reddened from my own, and her eyes… her eyes, usually so sharp and clear, were now dark with a raw, primal hunger that I had never seen before, a look that stripped away every last one of my defenses.

As I lay back on the couch, sinking into the velvet, I looked up into those stormy green eyes, and the fire that was glinting there, that untamed, wild light, only made my pussy clench with a sharp, demanding, and almost painful ache. “So are you,” the words sounded weak as they left my mouth, breathless and small and utterly inadequate. There was no way to properly describe the breathtaking sight of Mae naked for the first time. The beautiful, gentle slope of her breasts, smaller and firmer than I’d ever imagined, crowned with pale pink nipples that were already beaded and tight with arousal. The strong, clearly defined lines of her stomach, a subtle roadmap of muscle that was a silent testament to her physically demanding job. The sharp, elegant jut of her hip bones and the soft, inviting curve of her hips that flowed from them.

And the dark, thick, glorious patch of hair between her legs. It was unabashedly natural, a stunning contrast to the meticulously groomed and waxed women I’d only ever seen in magazines and films. It was authentic. It was real. It was her. I was overcome with the sudden, shocking, and overwhelming desire to dive my face right into her cunt, to bury my nose in that soft, dark hair, to taste her, to learn the unique, musky, secret scent of her arousal. The thought made a fresh wave of nerves wash over me. I had never done that before. What if I was clumsy? What if I didn’t know what to do? But something in the raw intensity of her gaze, in the unspoken, fierce honesty of the moment, told me it would all be okay.

Mae broke our intense eye contact and began her slow, deliberate descent down my body. She started by kissing the side of my neck, her lips soft and meticulous, exploring the sensitive skin just below my ear. She found the frantic, rabbit-fast pulse there and lingered, her tongue flicking out for a brief, electric taste of my skin. The hollow of my throat was next, her lips pressing gently into the delicate divot. Then she traced a line of soft, open-mouthed kisses across my collarbones, each one a tiny explosion of sensation. It wasn’t a rushed, frantic assault on my senses; it was a slow, deliberate, painstaking worship. She didn’t leave a single inch of my skin untouched, as if she were committing my body to memory. Every kiss was a discovery, every touch a revelation.

I shuddered as her mouth reached my breasts. She paused, admiring them for a moment, her hot gaze making my skin prickle and my nipples tighten even further. Then, she lowered her head and took one nipple fully into her mouth, pulling it gently with her lips, her tongue swirling around the exquisitely sensitive peak. A lightning bolt of pure, unadulterated pleasure shot straight from my breast to my pussy, yanking a gasp from my lungs. The sensations sent shockwaves of pleasure directly to my core. It tightened, coiled, hot and demanding, and I wanted more. I instinctively arched my back, pressing myself up into her mouth, a silent, desperate plea. She obliged immediately, sucking harder, drawing more of me in, while her other hand found my other breast, her calloused thumb rubbing slow, deliberate circles over the nipple until it was just as hard and aching and desperate as its twin.

She dragged her wet lips across the soft skin of my belly, leaving a damp, cool trail in her wake that made me shiver. Her tongue dipped playfully into my navel, and I gasped again, my fingers tangling helplessly in her short, soft hair. When she reached my legs, she didn’t just push them apart. She took her time, a delicious, maddening amount of time, kissing her way slowly down the outside of one thigh, from my hip to my knee, and then back up the tender skin of my inner thigh. The sheer reverence of the act was almost as arousing as the physical touch itself. Finally, she knelt on the rug between my knees and gently, respectfully, pushed them apart.

I drew in a sharp breath and looked down at her as she began to kiss my inner thighs, her lips getting dangerously close to my center. Her head was bowed, her soft brown hair falling forward, obscuring her face. But then she looked up. Her eyes, green and dark and searing, locked with mine. She was asking. She was clearly, silently, seeking permission. She was giving me every single opportunity to stop this, to say no, to call a halt before we went any further. It was a level of respect and tender consideration that no man had ever, in my entire life, shown me in a moment of such profound vulnerability. It made my heart ache with a feeling that was so much more than just lust; it was a deep, soul-shaking tenderness.

“More,” was the only word I could manage to say. It came out as a croak, a desperate, broken sound torn from the very depths of my soul, a word that surrendered everything.

It was all the permission she needed. A soft, pleased growl rumbled in Mae’s throat, and she sank her face right into my pussy. My back arched off the couch the second her tongue touched down against my soft, slick, waiting folds. It wasn’t a tentative, exploratory lick; it was a confident, knowing sweep of her tongue, expertly parting my labia, tasting the copious wetness I had produced for her. She pushed her way into my entrance, her tongue delving deep inside me, and then slid up with exquisite, torturous slowness to my clit.

A universe of pure, blinding pleasure exploded behind my eyes. I had never, ever experienced pleasure quite like this before. Men had tried, with varying degrees of success and often a noticeable lack of enthusiasm, but this… this was different. This was not a chore to be completed. This was an art form. This was a language, and Mae was not just fluent; she was a poet. Her focus was absolute, her movements intuitive and sure, as if she could read the nerve endings in my body like a map.

Mae was good at eating pussy. Very, very good. She wasn’t just licking; she was using her whole mouth, a symphony of sensations. The soft, firm pressure of her lips, the playful, unexpected nip of her teeth against my most sensitive flesh, the relentless, perfect, hypnotic rhythm of her tongue. I felt weak, like warm putty in her hands, completely and utterly undone. My body, which I had so often felt disconnected from, a thing to be clothed and managed, was now a live wire of pure, unadulterated sensation. My carefully constructed walls of reserve and propriety, built up over a lifetime, crumbled into fine dust.

“Oh, yes,” I moaned, the words slurring together, my own voice foreign to my ears. My inhibitions were gone, burned away to ash by the glorious, relentless friction of her tongue. I reached down to rake my fingers through her hair, the short, silky strands a perfect anchor in the beautiful storm she was creating all around me and inside me. I held her face against my pussy, not to guide her, because she needed no guidance, but to keep her there, to show her with the desperate pressure of my hand just how much I needed this, how much I needed her.

She found a rhythm, a steady, hypnotic lapping against my most sensitive spot, her tongue rolling deeply and deliciously across my swollen clit. My hips began to move of their own accord, rocking against her mouth, chasing the feeling, desperate for more. The pleasure built and built, a rising tide, a stunning crescendo that was almost painful in its sheer intensity. Before I even knew what was happening, I was crying out Mae’s name, the sound ripped from my throat, raw and uncontrolled and utterly primal. Arousal rolled through me in blinding, brilliant, shattering waves. It wasn’t a singular peak a man might give me; it was a series of crests, one after another, each one more powerful and world-breaking than the last. I had never had an orgasm like that, maybe ever. My whole body seized, my toes curled into painful claws, and a sob of pure, unadulterated release escaped my lips. My pussy was soaked, my inner thighs slick with my own release, and Mae, bless her, kept tonguing me the whole time, a low, steady lapping that carried me through the violent aftershocks and gently, slowly, brought me back down. Holy shit.

I panted for what felt like an eternity, my chest rising and falling dramatically, my entire body trembling with the incredible afterglow. When she finally, slowly, sat up from between my legs, I was stunned into silence. There was no other way to describe it. My vision was blurry, stars dancing at the edges. My thoughts were fragmented, beautiful shards of sensation. My body hummed with a languid, deeply satisfied energy I’d never felt before. Mae’s face was flushed, her lips glistening, a small, satisfied smile playing at her corners. She looked feral and beautiful and utterly, magnificently sated.

We both sat up, instinctively pulling our knees to our chests as if to contain the momentous thing that had just happened. The silence returned to the room, but this time it wasn’t tense or charged. It was soft and replete, thick with contentment. Mae reached out with a tenderness that made my heart flutter and brushed a stray, damp strand of hair from my forehead.

“You’re shaking,” she observed, her voice low and gentle, laced with concern.

“I’m okay,” I said, my own voice still shaky and thin. And then, because the raw, shattering honesty of the last ten minutes demanded nothing less, I confessed the fear that had been lurking beneath my desire. “I’m just… I was nervous. I am nervous. That I wouldn’t be good at… at that. For you.”

She seemed so impossibly sweet about it, a soft, understanding smile touching her lips. She moved closer on the cushion, wrapping a strong arm around my trembling shoulders and pulling me against her side. Her skin was warm and smelled faintly of my own arousal, a dizzyingly intimate scent. “Hey,” she whispered, pressing a soft kiss to my temple. “There’s no test. There’s no ‘good’ or ‘bad.’ There’s just us. Right here. And besides,” she added, her voice dropping to a low, seductive murmur that sent a fresh shiver down my spine, “after the way you came apart for me just now? I have a feeling you’re going to be absolutely amazing.”

Her words, so full of genuine reassurance and devoid of any pressure or expectation, were like a soothing balm to my anxious, overwrought soul. They made me feel better. They made me feel seen. They made me feel powerful.

She shifted then, settling her back against the carved wooden arm of the couch, her body framed by the very cushions where I had just been undone. She parted her legs, a silent, open, trusting invitation that made my own breath catch. My heart gave a single, powerful thud against my ribs. It was my turn.

Nervously, I uncurled my body and slunk onto my stomach, crawling across the velvet cushions toward her. The movement felt feline and foreign, a new, predatory skin that I was trying on for the first time. I paused to kiss her knee, then her other one, my lips lingering on her firm, warm skin before I finally settled on the floor between her parted thighs. I wanted to give her the same reverence she had given me. I kissed her inner thighs, my lips tracing slow, adoring, questioning patterns on her soft skin. I moved my mouth slowly, torturously, up to her pussy, burying my face there, breathing in the delicious, complex, utterly female smell of her. It was salty and sweet and musky all at once, the pure, undiluted scent of her arousal.

When my tongue, timid and trembling at first, slipped out to explore her opening, I found that she was already incredibly wet for me, slick and ready. The knowledge that I had done that to her, that my touch and my orgasm had turned her on this much, was the most potent aphrodisiac I could have ever imagined. I had turned her on. A fierce, powerful surge of confidence flooded through me, washing away the last of my nerves.

I moved up to her clit, mirroring the path she had taken with me, letting my eyes travel up her long, lean body. I splayed my tongue out, giving her a broad, flat lick across her most sensitive point. My eyes shot up to her face, watching as her expression shifted, contorted. I saw the initial flicker of sharp anticipation, then the way her eyes fluttered closed as her head fell back against the cushions. Her face twisted into a beautiful mask of pure, unadulterated pleasure while I tongued her, and the sight was the most exquisite thing I had ever witnessed.

I got into it after that, truly lost in the act. My initial nervousness melted away completely, replaced by a focused, driving need to give her the same earth-shattering, soul-splintering pleasure she had so generously given to me. I moved my whole face against her, learning the intricate landscape of her body with my mouth, my tongue, my lips, my nose, nuzzling into her, exploring every soft fold and hidden crevice with devoted attention. Her noises were incredibly, intensely arousing. I loved her soft whispers of encouragement and the little gasps she let out, tiny, desperate, involuntary sounds that she couldn’t hold back. I felt like I was stealing the breath from her lungs, drinking her pleasure, and making it my own.

“Asma,” she breathed, her hands coming up to fist in my hair, not to pull me away, but to hold me closer, to press me more firmly against her. “Oh, god… right there. Don’t stop.”

I focused all my attention on the spot she had indicated, my tongue circling and flicking with a newfound expertise, driving her higher and higher. When she told me she was close, her voice a strained, tight wire of sound, my own body tightened in sympathetic anticipation. I kept going and going, relentless in my pursuit of her pleasure, wanting to make her cum so hard she saw stars.

Finally, after a long, drawn-out series of desperate pants and broken, wordless moans, I could feel her legs clenching up on either side of my head, her inner thighs trembling uncontrollably. Her moans got louder, somehow, deeper and more guttural, a beautiful, wild, unrestrained sound that echoed in the quiet apartment. And then she was coming, her hips bucking powerfully against my mouth, her whole body convulsing with the sheer force of her release. “Oh!”

She came right on my mouth, a hot, slick gush of her climax. The taste of her was electric, a burst of salty, primal flavor that I found utterly, primally intoxicating. I didn’t pull away. I didn’t even flinch. I slid my tongue down to the entrance of her pussy, catching her flow, tasting every last drop of the essence of her pleasure. In a gesture of complete and total surrender, Mae spread her legs even further apart and let me taste her. We looked into each other’s eyes as I licked up every bit of wetness there was. Her green eyes were hazy, blown wide with ecstasy, and in them, I saw a reflection of myself, wild, sated, and completely, irrevocably transformed. She tasted amazing, and I loved, loved knowing that I had caused that.

Finally, when the last of the tremors had subsided and her breathing had evened out, we collected ourselves. We sat up, reaching for the discarded cashmere throw blanket and pulling it over our laps, a soft cloud of warmth. The movie had long since ended, the television screen now a blank, black mirror that reflected our naked, tangled, post-coital forms.

We didn’t talk at first. There were no words. The thick, humid air of sex hung between us, a warm, fragrant cloud of sweat, arousal, and deep, bone-deep satisfaction. It felt funny to me, somehow, that things had escalated so quickly, so monumentally. Just an hour ago, we were two polite, distant roommates making awkward small talk about throw pillows. And now… now we had tasted each other’s souls.

I couldn’t help it. A bubble of giddy, hysterical laughter rose in my chest. It started as a small giggle, which I tried to stifle, and then it broke free, growing louder until my whole body was shaking with helpless laughter. The sound must have been contagious, because Mae, after a moment of stunned silence, started laughing too. It wasn’t her usual polite chuckle; it was a real, deep-bellied laugh that was so much more beautiful, so full of life.

“What’s so funny?” she managed to say, her voice still laced with helpless mirth. She wrapped me up in her arms, pulling me into her lap so I was straddling her, the soft wool of the blanket a warm, gentle barrier between our still-sensitive, overheated skin.

“All of it,” I managed to get out between gasps of laughter, my head falling against her shoulder. “This. Our ridiculously chaste roommate movie night and how it somehow turned into… roommate oral night.”

Laughing harder now, a shared, joyous, cathartic sound, we both fell backwards onto the side of the couch in a heap of tangled limbs and helpless mirth. The couch springs groaned in loud protest, and we crushed the brand new pillows, the pristine, blush-pink velvet now bearing the distinct imprint of our combined weight. My carefully curated feminine touch, my symbol of soft, ordered domesticity, was now buried underneath the messy, sexy, wonderful touch of Mae. And as our wild laughter finally subsided into soft, contented sighs and even softer, lingering kisses, I knew, with a certainty that settled deep in my bones and radiated out to every corner of my being, that I had finally, truly, come home.
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About the Author

I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“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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