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Massage Practice



I slam the front door harder than I mean to. My keys hit the counter like I’m mad at them too. It’s not even seven but it’s already dark out, and my shoes are wet from stepping in some invisible puddle between the car and the stairs. Great. Socks soaked. Again.

“Hey,” I call out, not even sure where Luna is.

She doesn’t answer right away, but I hear the faint sound of music—some ambient playlist, probably. When I round the corner, she’s on the floor cross-legged, hunched over one of those weird foam body mats that kind of looks like a yoga dummy. She’s got a towel folded over it and a notebook open next to her, half-filled with diagrams and messy handwriting.

“You killing someone or practicing massage techniques again?”

She glances up. “Depends. Are you offering your body willingly or should I chloroform you?”

I snort, dropping my bag by the couch. “You’re gonna have to chloroform me if you want anything out of me today. I’m officially dead inside.”

Luna tilts her head. Her dark hair’s pulled into one of those careless low buns that would look like a rat’s nest on me but somehow makes her look cooler. “Bad shift?”

“Midterm. Stats. My brain bled out onto the Scantron.”

“Oof.”

“And then Janine made me stay an extra hour at work because her boyfriend ‘surprised’ her with sushi.”

“Asshole.”

“Right?”

Luna goes back to scribbling something in her notebook. Her tank top’s loose under the arms, exposing the lace edge of her sports bra. She’s not even wearing real pants—just those soft pajama shorts that ride up when she moves.

I drop onto the couch with a groan loud enough to rattle the blinds. My uterus feels like it's trying to eat itself and my back is staging a protest against the weight of carrying my life.

“You know,” I say, stretching out my legs, “if you ever need a real body to practice on, I am happy to be a warm pile of flesh for you to knead.”

Luna looks up slowly, amused. “You volunteering to be my practice dummy?”

I grin without opening my eyes. “Sure. You can learn all your techniques on my poor, abused spine.”

She hums, like she’s considering it. “You’re mostly muscle under all that sarcasm.”

“Flattery gets you everywhere.”

She clicks her pen closed and sets her notebook down. “No, for real. My instructor said we need at least five hours on actual bodies—not the mats. You’d be helping me pass.”

I peek one eye open. “Are you being serious right now?”

“Dead serious.”

I prop myself up on my elbows. “Like, an actual massage? Not just you poking me with your thumbs while we watch Netflix?”

“I mean, I was gonna give you a full lumbar and shoulder sequence, but if you’d rather I poke you casually while we binge Love Is Blind, we can pivot.”

I raise both hands like she’s offering me a ceasefire. “No, no, I’m into it. I’m a very giving friend.”

“I know. That’s why I tolerate you.” She stands and wipes her hands on her shorts. “Go take off as many clothes as you’re comfortable with and lie down.”

“Wow, not even dinner first.”

“Jamie. You reek of synthetic stress and caramel macchiato. You need this.”

I stand up slowly, rolling my neck with a groan. “You’re not wrong.”

As I start to peel off my hoodie, I catch Luna watching me. It’s not obvious. Just a flicker. But her eyes pause longer than they should—right at the hem of my T-shirt as I lift the hoodie over my head. Her gaze sharpens for half a second, not on my face, not casual.

It’s gone just as fast.

She turns away, grabbing a second folded towel and laying it neatly across the mat. But I’m not imagining it. There was something there. Something curious. Or… maybe I’m too tired. As far as I know, we’re both straight.

I hesitate for half a breath, suddenly aware of how sweaty I probably am underneath. I didn’t even change after work. But Luna doesn’t say anything. She just pats the towel like a massage table.

“I need you a little more naked than that,” she teases.

I laugh, because it’s safer than reacting any other way. But there’s a sudden awareness crawling under my skin. Her voice is light, teasing, but not completely joking. And I’m not sure what part of me reacts more—the self-conscious girl who hasn’t showered since before work, or the one wondering what it means that Luna’s looking at me like this.

Still, I pull my T-shirt over my head and drop it onto the couch. I’m in a black sports bra. Nothing fancy. No cleavage, no lace. Just something functional that still smells faintly like detergent and the inside of the gym locker I share with three other girls.

Luna doesn’t comment. Doesn’t smirk. Just walks over to the counter, opens a small plastic bottle, and pours a little clear oil into her hands.

The cap clicks closed.

“Coconut and jojoba blend,” she says. “It’s what we’re supposed to use in class. It’s hypoallergenic. No weird chemicals. Smells a little like a cupcake.”

I glance over my shoulder. “So you’re saying I’ll be edible when this is over.”

She snorts. “Tempting, but no biting allowed. I’m strictly here to realign your lumbar and restore your chakra or whatever.”

I settle down onto the mat face-first, arms folded under the pillow, trying not to think about the fact that I’m now half-naked in front of my roommate. My skin feels too warm, like it knows it’s on display even though we’ve changed in front of each other plenty of times. This is different, though. I don’t know why. Maybe because I’ve never been this aware of her gaze before. Or maybe because there’s oil involved and dim lights and no homework in sight.

The lamp in the corner casts a soft amber glow. The kind that feels too cozy for a friendly massage. Too private.

She kneels beside me. “Okay. Just breathe normally. Tell me if anything feels too much.”

I nod into the pillow.

Her hands touch my back and I flinch without meaning to.

“Cold?” she asks gently.

“Just... wasn’t ready.”

“Give it a second.”

She rubs her hands together, warming the oil again before pressing them slowly onto my upper back. The heat sinks in. Her palms are firm, practiced. She spreads the oil across my shoulder blades in broad, even strokes, like she’s mapping out territory.

“This part’s just effleurage,” she murmurs. “Introductory strokes. Light contact. Gets the fascia warmed up.”

“Mmm.”

That sound slips out before I can stop it, and I immediately want to crawl inside myself. I’ve never made that noise in front of her. I didn’t even mean to. It was just pressure in the right place, and the sigh got pulled out of me.

She doesn’t say anything, but I feel her hands pause for half a breath before continuing.

“You okay?” she asks, softer.

“Yeah. Just… feels good.”

She nods like that makes sense. Keeps going. Her thumbs start to press in now, firmer, finding spots along my spine that I didn’t even know were tight until they hurt in the right way.

“That’s good,” she says. “You’re letting go.”

But the way she says it—it’s not the way her instructor would say it. It’s not neutral. There’s something in her voice, something low and coaxing. Not flirty exactly, but warm in a way that pulls at me.

Her thumbs grind in slow circles just below my shoulder blades. My throat makes this little involuntary noise and I bite the inside of my cheek, embarrassed.

“Don’t hold it in,” she says. “Seriously. You can make noise. It helps your nervous system reset.”

“Easy for you to say. You’re not the one moaning on the floor.”

She chuckles, but it’s a breathy, quiet sound. Not mocking. More like she’s holding something back.

I close my eyes tighter. Her thumbs drag along the muscle just beneath my bra strap, and I feel my whole body tense.

“This might be easier if you take it off,” she says quietly, fingertips brushing near the band.

My whole body lights up, not from the touch, but from the fact that she asked.

“I can work around it if you’d rather leave it,” she adds, voice careful.

I hesitate. “No… it’s fine.”

I shift slightly, reaching under myself to tug the bra up, wriggling out of it without turning over. It’s awkward. And very, very intimate.

She doesn’t say anything, but I can feel her watching. I set the bra aside and lay flat again.

My chest is still pressed into the mat, but I feel more naked than I did two seconds ago. More exposed.

She keeps working, and the strokes get slower, deeper. There’s nothing sexual about her technique, but something’s happening anyway. My breathing’s off. My thoughts are slippery. I’m way too aware of her knees brushing the edge of my hip as she shifts. Of the way a few strands have come loose from her bun, falling around her face as she leans forward. Of the soft, rhythmic sound of oil on skin.

This isn’t flirty. Not really. But it doesn’t feel platonic either. Not anymore.

Her hands work lower, along the border of my lower back, just above the waistband of my shorts. The pads of her thumbs dig into a spot that makes my whole body twitch.

“Oh God,” I mutter.

“Too much?”

“No. That was—Jesus. That was perfect.”

Her hands pause for a second. Then she does it again, slower, more pressure.

I exhale hard. “You’re not supposed to be this good.”

“Shut up and relax.”

I laugh into the pillow, but my face is burning. She’s being playful, but there’s something else in the air now. Something neither of us is giving into. Something that feels like a held breath. A ‘maybe.’

She starts in on my traps again, working her way back up. I feel the oil cooling slightly. Her fingers glide with more confidence now, like she knows I’m not going to flinch anymore. Like I’ve stopped pretending this is just about knots in my back.

It’s not just that her touch is skilled. It’s the fact that I’m letting her. That I want her to keep going. That part scares me a little.

I don’t know what it means.

I don’t think she does either.

But neither of us stops.

Her hands move down my sides, skin to skin, and I stop pretending I know what this is.

She doesn’t rush. Her palms slide with enough pressure to feel good. She pauses at the edge of my waist like she’s thinking about whether to keep going. Then she does.

Her fingers settle low, just above the waistband of my shorts. I feel her thumbs press lightly into that soft spot between my back and hips. My whole body tightens for a second. Not from pain. From… something else.

She shifts behind me. I feel her knees beside me again. Closer this time. Closer than they were when she was working on my back. Her hands flatten and move down. Over my hips, then the tops of my thighs.

She doesn’t say anything.

She’s quiet, and that makes it worse.

Or better.

I’m not sure which.

Her hands stay on top of the shorts, firm but careful. She presses into the outer part of my thigh and drags her palms down slowly, toward my knee. Then she works back up again. When she reaches the top, she pauses—not long, just enough for me to notice. Then she goes back down.

The second time, she slips her hands a little higher. Just under the curve of my ass, but still on the back of my leg. Still safe.

I swallow and try to breathe evenly. It doesn’t work.

I’m too aware of everything now. The cotton of the pillowcase under my cheek. The way the room smells like the oil she picked out. The heat between my legs.

Her hands move up again. My thighs twitch without meaning to.

“You’re still tense,” she says.

I nod, even though she can’t see me. “Yeah.”

“You want me to go a little deeper?”

I hesitate. It’s not a flirty question. Her tone’s calm. Like she’s still trying to help.

“Sure,” I say. “Yeah. That’s fine.”

She doesn’t make a sound. Just shifts her weight and presses her thumbs into the top of my thigh, right where the muscle bunches when I sit for too long. I gasp. It’s soft, but I hate that I do it.

“Okay?” she asks.

“Yeah. That spot just sucks.”

Her touch doesn’t lighten. She works in slow circles, gradually moving higher. My shorts ride up a little, but she doesn’t pull them or adjust them. She just works around the hem, like she’s used to doing this and not making a big deal out of it.

But to me, it is a big deal. I can feel how warm I am underneath. Not just where she’s touching—higher. Closer to where she isn’t. And I know, without checking, that I’m getting wet.

I hate how fast it’s happening. How I can’t stop it.

She’s not even doing anything sexual. She’s not flirting. But the way her hands move, the way she lingers, the way she presses a little harder when she knows I need it—it’s all too much.

She shifts again and starts on the other thigh. Same pattern. Same pressure. She moves slowly, doesn’t go under the shorts, doesn’t try anything. But I feel her hands near the edge of the fabric, and my breath catches again.

She hears it. I know she does.

“You okay?” she asks again.

I nod. “I’m fine.”

“You can tell me if something doesn’t feel right.”

“It’s not that,” I say too quickly. Then I freeze. “I mean, nothing’s wrong.”

She pauses for a second, then keeps going.

Her thumbs slide up along the inside edge of my thigh, just shy of where things would cross a line. Then back down. I clench again. Not because it hurts. Because my whole body is confused. My head is racing, but my legs are warm and shaky and my hips are pressed too tightly into the mat.

She shifts back behind me, palms smoothing down the backs of my legs now. Calves, ankles. It’s safer there. I’m glad she moved. And I’m not.

When she returns to the tops of my thighs again, I breathe out without meaning to.

“Ticklish?” she asks.

I shake my head. “No.”

My voice sounds weird. Like I’ve been crying or laughing. I haven’t done either.

I don’t know what I’m doing.

She presses a little deeper this time, closer to the edge of my shorts again. Her fingers stop just before the crease of my leg. The skin there is more sensitive. I feel it tighten without thinking.

“Still okay?” she asks.

I hesitate. “Yeah. You’re good.”

She doesn’t say anything after that. Doesn’t move further in, but doesn’t back off either. Her hands stay there, resting gently, like she’s giving me a moment.

I feel like she knows. Not everything. But something.

I feel the wetness between my legs, and I panic that she could somehow feel it too if she accidentally goes any higher.

She presses one more time. Then slowly pulls her hands away.

Luna doesn’t say she’s done, but I know it. I feel it in the air more than in her hands. That shift when the moment passes, when whatever held us there unravels just enough to let the world back in.

She reaches for a towel and folds it quietly. She wipes off whatever oil is left. Then—warm terry cloth touches my back, starting between my shoulder blades and sweeping down.

It’s not clinical. It’s not flirtatious either. But it’s careful. Slow. She presses a little more firmly than she has to, not enough to make it weird—just enough that I notice.

She wipes the length of my spine and then the backs of my arms, her touch lightening as she goes. When she reaches the waistband of my shorts, she hesitates. Her knuckle grazes the side of my breast as she folds the towel over, like she’s adjusting it for modesty or coverage. But she doesn’t apologize. Doesn’t explain.

My skin jumps, like she touched something electric.

And then she stands up.

“That should do it,” she says, voice quiet again. Her tone’s changed—not stiff, exactly, but back to normal. Whatever normal is now.

I sit up too quickly, heart pounding like I’m running late for something. The room feels too warm, my back slightly sticky with leftover oil she missed. I grab the towel and dab at it myself, avoiding her eyes.

“Thanks,” I mumble.

“Anytime,” she says, already collecting her notebook, like this was just another practice session. Like I didn’t just melt under her hands and try not to pant like I was in heat.

I pull on my bra behind her back, then my T-shirt, even though I’m still too warm. I don’t want to be shirtless around her right now. Not like this.

Not after how hard I had to clench my thighs to keep from grinding into the mat.

“I’m gonna shower,” I say.

She nods without looking up. “Cool.”

The water’s already running by the time I hear her move down the hall.

I stand under the stream longer than I need to. I wash slowly, trying to get rid of the coconut smell, but it’s clinging to me, faint and sweet and impossible to separate from her touch. I scrub harder.

It doesn’t help.

Because it’s not the oil that’s the problem.

It’s my reaction.

I wrap myself in a towel, pace the bathroom, then go to my room. Door closed. Lights off.

And still—I can’t stop thinking about her hands.

The pressure. The warmth. The way she’d said “You’re still tense” like she wanted to know why. Like she already did.

I open my laptop. I don’t know what I’m looking for. I type “massage techniques for lower back pain” into YouTube, half hoping someone will explain what just happened to me. But it’s all boring videos with guys in polos talking about the iliopsoas like it’s a car part.

I click through three. Nothing. No one mentions the part where your whole body lights up under someone’s touch, even when they’re not doing anything sexual. No one warns you that your straight roommate can put her hands on your thighs and make you forget how words work.

I almost type “is it normal to feel aroused during a massage,” but I delete it.

I’m not doing that. I’m not turning this into something weird. It wasn’t like that.

Except it was.

I slam the laptop shut and crawl into bed without brushing my hair. I pull the covers over my face. I need to sleep. I need to stop thinking.

I roll over. Then again. Every inch of my skin still feels keyed up.

I close my eyes and try to picture anything else.

Instead, I see Luna again—her bun coming loose, her knees beside my hips, her fingers pressing slow and steady into my thighs. My legs squeeze together on instinct.

Goddammit.

I push the blanket off. Flip my pillow over. I lie flat and stare at the ceiling. I’m not going to touch myself. That’s not what this was. She was helping me.

I wait another five minutes.

Then my hand slips under the waistband of my pajama shorts. I don’t even have to touch very hard. I’m already wet. So wet it makes me feel humiliated and breathless all over again.

And it’s not vague arousal. It’s not porn thoughts. It’s her.

I picture the way her thumbs moved. The way her voice softened when she asked, “Still okay?” The way she didn’t rush. The way she paused, right at the edge of something.

I rub in slow circles, just like she did.

My hips shift into it, and I hear this little sound come out of my mouth, like the ones I tried to hold back earlier.

It’s so easy to imagine it’s her hand.

She’d go slow. She already knows how to touch. She’d say something gentle but teasing—maybe call me tense again, but she’d mean it differently this time.

I slide two fingers lower, deeper.

I picture her lips parting, not in surprise, but in recognition. Like she’d been thinking the same thing and just didn’t want to say it out loud.

Like maybe she wanted me to say something first.

My thighs clench tighter as I circle harder, hips rocking into my palm. My other hand grips the sheets.

I see her crouched behind me again, hear her breath catch when I’d gasped, feel that pause when she didn’t pull away right away.

And then I come—quiet, but intense. Everything locks up, then lets go in a rush. I bite down on my pillow so she won’t hear me through the wall.

After, I lie there dazed, hand sticky, heart thudding like I just got caught doing something wrong.

I wipe off on a corner of the sheet and roll onto my side.

I’m not proud of it. But I’m not sorry either. I don’t know what to do with that. I don’t know what to do with any of it.

All I know is, I can still feel her hands on me.

And I kind of hope she asks if I want another massage.

Because I do. Maybe a little too much.
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I don’t avoid Luna on purpose. Not at first.

But every time I hear her voice, or see her walk past in those sleep shorts, something short-circuits in me. My brain flashes back to the feeling of her hands on my thighs, her voice in that low careful register, asking if I’m still okay.

I was too okay. That’s the problem.

Now, I’m brushing my teeth with the bathroom door half-closed, taking longer showers, and pretending to be asleep when she gets home from class. She doesn’t knock or ask questions, but I know she notices. Last night she left a mug of tea on my desk while I was “asleep.” It was still warm when I rolled over and saw it.

She’s giving me space. Which makes me feel worse.

By Thursday, I can’t keep pretending we’re both just too busy. I’m standing in the kitchen in socks and the same hoodie I wore three days ago. She’s eating cereal out of a mixing bowl like it’s normal.

I grab my water bottle from the counter without looking at her.

“You sleeping okay?” she asks.

My eyes snap up. She’s watching me. Her tone is casual, but there’s something else behind it. Not suspicion, exactly. Curiosity. Maybe concern.

“Yeah,” I say too fast. “Just tired.”

Her spoon clinks the side of the bowl. “Back still bothering you?”

I open my water bottle just to have something to do with my hands.

“No. I mean… kind of. Maybe. It’s better.”

“Your shoulders seemed pretty locked up.”

“They’re not too bad now.”

I wait for that to be the end of it. But she doesn’t look away. She sets the bowl down gently, rests her arms on the edge of the table like she’s thinking something over.

“Your lower back seemed tight the other night—did it loosen up?”

I nod, barely. “Yeah. I guess.”

“Do you want me to work on it again?”

The room is too quiet. I swear I can hear the fridge humming behind her. My throat feels thick, and my brain scrambles to find an answer that won’t give me away.

“Maybe another day,” I say, and I hear how fast it comes out. Too quick to sound casual.

Luna tilts her head slightly. She doesn’t push. Doesn’t ask if I’m sure. But her eyes hold on mine just a second too long before she nods.

“Whenever you want,” she says, standing to take her bowl to the sink. “No pressure.”

I give her a small smile and start screwing the lid back onto my bottle like it suddenly requires my full attention. My hands feel weird—like they don’t belong to me.

She rinses the bowl without looking back. Her voice is soft when she speaks again.

“If anything felt off the other night, just tell me. Seriously. I’d never want to make you uncomfortable.”

I shake my head immediately. “It didn’t.” It did. Did you feel it too?

She glances at me, brows lifted slightly.

I force myself to clarify. “It wasn’t you. I just… I was tired. And sore. And not used to being touched like that, I guess.”

“Totally fair,” she says. “You don’t owe me an explanation. Just making sure.”

She dries her hands on a dish towel and heads toward her room like the conversation’s over.

But I stand there for a full minute after she’s gone, gripping my water bottle like it might ground me. My heart is thudding against my ribs.

She doesn’t know I was seconds from losing control. I should feel relieved. Instead, I feel like a liar.

That night, I lie in bed again. I listen for her in the other room. She’s watching something on her laptop with her earbuds in. I can’t hear the dialogue, but I can hear her occasional laugh.

She’s fine.

She’s not overthinking.

She’s not replaying the exact moment her knuckle touched the side of my breast during cleanup, or how she didn’t apologize, or how I couldn’t stop imagining her hand slipping just a little higher under my shorts.

I close my eyes and try to tell myself that this will pass. That I’m just stressed. That it’s about the massage and not her.

But I don’t even believe myself.

Because I remember the way her knees pressed close to my hips. The heat of her palms through my shorts.

I stare at the ceiling. My chest is tight again, but it’s not from anything physical. It’s the ache of not knowing what to do with this. I want things to be normal again. But I don’t know how to go back without pretending that none of it happened.

And I don’t want to pretend. Not really.
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I knock on her door even though it’s cracked open.

Luna looks up from her laptop, blinking like she wasn’t expecting anyone. Her legs are stretched out on the bed, one knee bent, hoodie sleeves pushed to her elbows. She’s got her hair up again. It’s messy and cute.

I clear my throat. “Hey. So… I was wondering if you still needed practice hours.”

She pauses. “Uh… yeah. I mean, yeah, I do.”

I nod like that was all I came for. But I don’t move.

“Want one tonight?” I ask, trying for casual and probably failing.

Her face shifts slightly. Less surprised now. “If you want. I wasn’t gonna bug you again.”

“I want to,” I say, maybe too fast. “My back’s tight again. It actually hurts.”

That part isn’t a lie. But it’s not the reason I’m here.

She clicks her laptop closed and swings her legs around like it’s nothing. “Okay. You know the drill. Get comfy.”

My stomach knots. I thought I’d be smoother than this. But now that I’m standing in her doorway again, knowing exactly how this might go—I feel awkward as hell. Still, I nod and turn toward the living room, my feet heavier than they should be.

I hear her behind me, moving slow, calm. Not joking like last time.

I strip down in the dim glow of the floor lamp. Hoodie off. Then my shirt. Sports bra next. She tries not to stare at my breasts and for some reason that disappoints me. My hands are slower now. Like I want her to see I’m okay with this. That I’m not being talked into anything.

She lays the towel out again without comment. I lie down, chest to the mat, arms tucked under the pillow. The air feels heavier than last time. My breathing’s shallow, but I try to let it go. My skin prickles before she even touches me.

Then her hands settle on my back—warm, slow, confident.

God.

I close my eyes and try not to lean into it too obviously.

She starts with the same broad strokes. Effleurage. I remember the term. It’s supposed to warm up the fascia, not scramble my nervous system. But it’s worse tonight. In a good way. Because now I know what her hands feel like. And now I want that again.

She doesn’t speak for a while. Just works. And I hate how professional she’s being.

Not because I don’t trust her or anything—I do. But last time, there were these little moments. She’d pause. Wait. Touch me a certain way that didn’t feel totally neutral. I kept thinking maybe she was feeling it too.

Tonight? It’s all technical. Just anatomy and textbook moves. No hesitation. No weird pauses. No knee pressed against my hip like before. It’s making me insane.

I squirm slightly under her hands, half hoping she’ll notice. But all she says is, “Okay?”

I nod. “Yeah.”

Her hands move down my back, then up again. No hesitation. No question. I shift again. Subtle. Or maybe not.

“Too much pressure?” she asks, her tone even.

“No.” I hesitate. “It’s fine. Just tight.”

I wait for the teasing. For some kind of spark. But she just keeps going. Calm. Skilled. Distant.

Her hands smooth along my lower back, then pause just above the waistband. She doesn’t go lower. Doesn’t even flirt with the line. I hate that I miss it.

She moves to my shoulders again. Polished. Neutral. I lift my head slightly. “You’re really… focused tonight.”

“Yeah. Trying to be more professional. I didn’t want to make you nervous like last time.”

“Oh.”

Her hands pause just briefly.

“You didn’t make me nervous,” I say quickly. “It wasn’t uncomfortable. I just…”

She waits.

I swallow. “I liked it.”

The silence is brutal. Then her voice, careful. “Liked which part?”

“All of it,” I say, muffled into the pillow. “But especially… when it didn’t feel so professional.”

Her hands don’t move right away. Then they settle lower. Slower.

I feel her shift closer, knees brushing the edge of my thigh again.

Still no words. But her touch changes. Just slightly.

She works deeper into my glutes, the curve of my hip, like she’s reading my permission through muscle tension alone. Her thumbs press higher, just under the edge of my shorts, and this time she doesn’t pull back.

I breathe out.

She leans in slightly. Her voice low near my ear. “Tell me if you want me to stop.”

“I don’t,” I whisper.

For a moment, she just rests her hand low on my back like she’s steadying me, and then she slides it down again. Her fingers dip under the waistband of my shorts, and I feel the edge of her knuckles glide against my skin. A second later, they slip under my panties too.

My breath catches. I’m already trembling.

And when she touches me—really touches me—my whole body jerks like she’s hit a nerve.

“Oh my god,” I gasp into the mat, my voice muffled by the fabric.

She freezes. Her fingers stay right where they are, curved between my cheeks, barely brushing my pussy.

“Too much?” she asks quietly. I can hear the tension in her voice. She wants me to say no.

“No,” I breathe out. “Don’t stop. Please.”

And just like that, her hand starts to move. Gentle at first, careful like she’s reading me. Her fingers explore every slick curve, every swollen fold, and it’s not clinical. Not even close. It’s slow and intimate, like she’s mapping me from memory. Like she’s thought about this exact moment a thousand times and is finally letting herself indulge.

My thighs tense, trying to stay still, but it’s impossible. Every time her fingers glide through me, I twitch. The pressure builds fast, low and hot and overwhelming.

She strokes up along my mound, then down again, closer to where it aches. I can feel how wet I am. Sticky and hot against her hand. She can feel it too—her fingers glide easier now, more confident. She drags her touch up between my folds and then back down, spreading me just a little.

Then she finds my clit.

My breath shudders out of me. I try not to moan, but it escapes anyway, broken and sharp. I press my face into the mat, gripping the edges with my fingertips like I’m holding on for dear life.

She doesn’t rush. She lingers there with light, rhythmic circles, coaxing more out of me with every pass. My hips start to rock without permission. I feel like I’m unraveling—right here, right in front of her—and she hasn’t even gone inside me yet.

And then she does.

Two fingers press into me, slow and steady, sinking deep. My back arches as I gasp, the air leaving me in a sound I’ve never made before. My thighs shake. My arms give out, and I flatten against the mat, cheek burning against it.

“Holy shit,” I whisper. “Luna—”

“I’ve got you,” she murmurs.

And I believe her.

Her other hand slides up my spine, palm dragging heat behind it. She coasts up under my ribs and then curves beneath me, under my chest. Her hand finds my breast, cupping it from underneath, the warmth of her skin sending a fresh wave of arousal through me. She squeezes gently, then teases my nipple with her thumb, back and forth.

I make a sound I don’t recognize—half moan, half plea—and lift myself up just enough, shifting my weight to my knees and elbows to give her more space. To let her under me. Let her have all of me.

She doesn’t hesitate. Her hand slides all the way beneath me now, her arm snug against my belly. She finds my other breast and pinches softly, then harder when I push back against her.

Her fingers inside me start to move again, deeper now, each stroke matched to the rhythm of her hand on my chest. I don’t know where to focus—everything is too much. Her fingers curl just right, her palm presses against my clit, her touch on my nipples sending sparks through my whole body.

My hips grind into her hand without shame. I’m so far past pretending I don’t want this. I want it all.

She groans behind me, low and throaty. I feel the vibration of it against my back, and it makes me even wetter.

“God, Jamie,” she breathes. “You’re so…”

She doesn’t finish the sentence. Just plunges her fingers deeper.

I’m moaning now, openly. Loud. I don’t care who hears. My body doesn’t know the rules anymore. It just wants.

But then she stops.

All at once, her hands disappear, and I cry out—not from pain, but from loss. From the sudden, aching emptiness she leaves behind.

I start to turn, confused, but before I can even lift my head, she’s already moving. I feel her grip the waistband of my shorts, then hook her fingers around my panties too.

She peels them down slowly, dragging the fabric over my hips, my thighs, past my knees. I shiver as cool air hits my skin. She pulls them off completely, leaving me bare and flushed, face-down on the mat.

For a moment, she just looks at me. I can feel her gaze, heavy and hot.

Then her hands are back.

She presses them to my thighs, gently nudging me open. Her touch is careful. She spreads me just enough, exposing everything.

I don’t resist. I don’t move at all.

Then I feel her shift behind me. Her fingers tighten on my hips. And she leans in.

Her mouth makes contact.

I gasp—loud, sharp, completely unfiltered. Her tongue slides through me, slow and warm and wet, and I swear I almost sob from the shock of it. My forehead hits the mat again, and I groan into the fabric.

“Fuck,” I pant. “Oh my god. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

She doesn’t.

She licks me like she’s starved for it. Like she’s dreamed about this. Her tongue flicks over my clit, then dips down again, then back up, finding a rhythm that makes my whole body pulse.

I can’t stay still. I grind back into her mouth, desperate for more pressure, more friction. My thighs shake. My arms buckle again, useless.

I reach back blindly, fingers threading through her hair, needing something to hold onto. She moans into me when I tug, and the vibration sends heat rolling through my belly.

I’m close. So close I feel it everywhere—my gut, my spine, the soles of my feet.

I whimper again, breath hitching. “I’m gonna—Luna—fuck—don’t stop—”

It hits hard.

I cry out as it crashes through me, violent and deep. My hips jerk, legs trembling. I press my face into the mat and come with her name on my lips, my body grinding helplessly against her mouth until it’s too much.

And she still doesn’t stop.

Not until I’m gasping, twisting away, whining for mercy.

Only then does she finally pull back, her hands gentle now, smoothing over my hips, then down the backs of my thighs like she’s helping me land again.

I’m shaking. Sweaty. My heart feels like it’s going to tear through my ribs. But I manage to lift my head, eyes half-lidded and lips parted.

She’s still behind me, breathing hard, watching.

I smile weakly, still catching my breath.

“My turn,” I say.

She looks up from where she’s kneeling behind me. Her lips are slick. Her cheeks are flushed. Her hair’s a mess. She looks wrecked—and somehow still more in control than I’ve ever seen her.

I shift onto my side, legs weak but still working. I turn to face her.

She sits back on her heels as I move toward her. Doesn’t say anything. Doesn’t reach for me. She just watches, eyes dark and shining, like she’s waiting to see what I’ll do now.

I reach for the hem of her tank top.

She doesn’t stop me.

I pull it up, slow and steady, and she lifts her arms to help. The fabric slips over her head and lands on the floor behind us.

No bra straps. Just bare, warm skin. My gaze drops automatically. Her breasts are small, round, perfect. Her nipples are already hard. I swallow, then reach out and run the backs of my fingers along the curve of one, watching the way her breath catches.

She exhales slowly, like she’s trying not to break the spell.

I keep going.

My hands move to her waistband, fingers hooking into both her leggings and panties. I pause, looking up at her face.

“You okay?” I ask.

She nods without hesitation. “Yeah.”

So I slide them down, past her hips, her thighs, all the way off. She helps, lifting slightly, and then she’s completely naked in front of me.

And I can’t stop staring.

I’ve never seen her like this. No barriers, no jokes, no distance. Just Luna—soft curves, long legs, flushed chest, breasts rising and falling with every shaky breath. Her pussy’s glistening, her thighs already slick.

She’s gorgeous.

I let my hands trail back up her calves, her knees, her thighs. I want to touch everything. But before I do, I lean in and kiss her.

It’s our first kiss.

Soft at first, our lips brushing, hesitant. Then firmer. Hungrier. Her hand comes up to my cheek, her fingers curling behind my neck. I tilt my head and open my mouth, and when our tongues touch, we both moan into it.

My hands find her sides. Her skin is so warm. I feel her ribs expand under my palms as I press closer. Her hands slide down my back, fingers splaying across my spine.

She touches my ass, pulls me against her. Our bodies line up—breasts, hips, thighs. I can feel the heat of her pussy against my stomach.

I groan into her mouth and turn us so she’s laying down. I shift lower, kissing along her jaw, then down the side of her throat. She tips her head back, letting me explore.

I kiss her collarbone, then move down, lips brushing across her breastbone. Her hands go to my shoulders, her grip tightening as I lower my mouth to her chest.

I suck one nipple into my mouth, slowly at first, letting my tongue circle it. She gasps and arches into me. I do it again—slower, wetter—and feel her fingers twitch against my skin.

Then I move to the other one, biting gently. She moans out loud this time.

Her body’s so responsive. So open. I love how vocal she is. I want to hear more.

I kiss down her stomach, dragging my lips across her skin. She breathes harder, her thighs shifting restlessly.

When I settle between them, I look up.

Her eyes are on me, wide and blown and nervous and hungry all at once.

I lower my head and lick her.

She lets out a high, broken sound and grabs for my hair. Her fingers tangle at the nape of my neck, not pulling—just holding. Anchoring.

I lick her again. Slow, steady, savoring her. She’s soaked. Hot and sweet and so fucking soft. I flatten my tongue and drag it up her slit, then circle her clit, watching her reaction.

She gasps. “Jamie—”

I moan into her, then close my lips around her clit and suck.

Her whole body lifts off the mat.

I slide my hands under her ass, gripping her tighter as I work my mouth against her. I don’t let up. Her thighs close in around my head, her hips moving against me now, chasing every flick of my tongue.

Her moans turn into words—cut-off curses, sharp gasps, my name drawn out again and again.

I keep going.

I want to make her come hard. I want to watch her lose it.

She jerks suddenly, hips stuttering. “I’m—fuck—I’m gonna—”

She does.

Her thighs squeeze around me. Her back arches. Her mouth falls open in a silent cry before the moan finally rips out of her. I feel her legs trembling, her stomach tightening. She comes with her whole body.

I don’t stop until she’s twitching from it, her hands fisting in my hair as she tries to pull me away.

Only then do I lift my head.

She’s flushed, sweaty, chest rising and falling like she just ran a mile.

And she’s smiling. She’s still breathless.

Still spread out on the mat, hair damp and tangled, arms flopped above her head like she’s too wrung out to move. I press a last soft kiss to the inside of her thigh, then crawl up beside her, resting on my elbow.

“Still alive?” I ask.

Her mouth curves lazily. “Barely.”

She exhales and drapes an arm across her eyes like she’s trying to cool off.

“I didn’t know you could make that sound,” I say, grinning. “You know the one.”

She peeks at me from under her arm. “What sound?”

I moan softly in a high pitch, mimicking her.

She groans and rolls toward me, burying her face in my neck. “Shut up.”

“You totally did,” I whisper, brushing her hair back.

“You weren’t exactly quiet either.”

She’s not wrong.

I nuzzle into her. Her skin smells like sweat and sex and my lotion. I wrap an arm around her waist and kiss her bare shoulder, slow and soft. It’s calmer now. Our bodies are still warm, but the urgency’s gone. Just heat and closeness and that odd, shaky feeling that comes after something too good to explain.

After a few breaths, I say, “Do you wanna… move to the bed?”

She nods against my neck. “Yeah. We’ll go to mine.”

We get up slowly, both of us flushed and naked and a little unsteady. We collapse onto her bed together, limbs tangling, skin still sticky in places. It’s a little awkward at first—trying to find a position where boobs aren’t smushed and legs aren’t tangled weird. But then she hooks one of her thighs between mine and pulls the blanket up over us, and it feels easy again.

Comfortable.

She runs her fingers along my side. Not sexual now—just absentminded and sweet.

“So,” she says eventually, voice low and amused. “Are we pretending that was still part of massage practice?”

I glance at her, deadpan. “Obviously.”

She laughs. Her eyes crinkle when she does, and I love that I made her do it.

I trace lazy circles across her stomach. “I mean, technically, I’m just a very thorough client.”

“And I’m an extremely dedicated professional.”

We smile at each other for a second. Then it gets quiet again. Not awkward. Just full. I tuck myself closer, resting my head on her chest. Her arm curls around my shoulder.

After a moment, I say, “That wasn’t a one-time thing for you… right?”

She hesitates. Then presses her lips to the top of my head. “No,” she says softly. “Definitely not.”

I close my eyes.

Neither of us says the word relationship, but it doesn’t feel far off. Not now. Not with her skin warm against mine and her hand stroking my arm like she never wants to let go.

I let myself sink into her. The blanket shifts. The room smells like both of us now. When I feel her fingertips start wandering lower again—slow, curious—I smile.

“You’re insatiable,” I murmur.

“Only with you,” she whispers back.
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