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Chapter One




The late-September sun slanted low across the university quad, turning the fallen maple leaves into a carpet of amber and rust. Harper Reed hurried along the cracked sidewalk toward her off-campus apartment, wire-rimmed glasses slipping down her nose for the third time in as many blocks. She pushed them back up with one finger, the motion automatic, while her other arm cradled a teetering stack of textbooks and her laptop bag thumped against her hip.

Her auburn hair—deep red-gold, the kind that caught fire in sunlight—had escaped its usual messy bun, strands sticking to her flushed cheeks from the brisk walk. At twenty-one, Harper still looked like the girl who’d spent high school buried in library stacks: soft curves hidden under an oversized cardigan, high-waisted jeans, and scuffed white Converse. Pretty in an understated way—full lips, wide green eyes behind those glasses, freckles dusting her nose and collarbones—but she rarely noticed. Boys had asked her out; she’d said yes a couple of times. It had been… fine. Never electric. Never enough to make her forget about deadlines or differential equations.

Midterms were breathing down her neck, and between lectures, lab reports, and her part-time gig shelving books at the campus library, Harper barely had time to breathe, let alone socialize. At least the weekend’s almost here, she told herself, the thought as comforting as a warm blanket. A few days to catch up, maybe binge a sci-fi series, pretend she had a life outside of code and caffeine.

She fished her keys from the bottom of her backpack and unlocked the door to the small two-bedroom apartment she shared with her roommate of the past year, Lauren. They’d been freshman dorm neighbors, clicked enough to renew the lease, but it was more convenience than closeness. Lauren blasted pop playlists at 2 a.m., left dishes in the sink, and treated studying like an optional hobby. Harper envied the girls whose roommates felt like sisters with the late-night talks, the shared secrets. She and Lauren mostly just split bills and exchanged polite small talk.

Today, though, the apartment was silent. No thumping bass, no clatter of snack bags, no laptop fan whirring. Harper paused in the doorway, frowning. The living room looked… wrong. Too tidy. Lauren’s usual chaos of thrown hoodies and empty energy-drink cans was gone.

A single sheet of notebook paper sat on the kitchen counter.

Harper— Sorry for the short notice. Had to move back home for family stuff. Rent’s covered through the month. Take care. —Lauren

Harper stared at the words until they blurred. “What the actual fuck,” she whispered to the empty room. Her stomach twisted—confusion, a sharp sting of abandonment, then cold practicality. Half the rent was on her now. Alone. In the beginning of the semester.

She dropped her bag and sank onto the couch, hair tumbling forward as she buried her face in her hands. The apartment felt bigger, colder. She’d never lived alone and never wanted to.

The next few days blurred into a frantic rhythm: classes, library shifts, panicked calculations on her phone’s calculator app. If she didn’t find someone fast, she’d be eating ramen for months or—worse—moving back into the dorms mid-term. The thought made her shudder.

So, she made flyers. Simple, desperate things: a selfie of her in overalls and glasses, smiling awkwardly, the words ROOM FOR RENT—2-BED OFF-CAMPUS, QUIET, CLOSE TO CAMPUS, FEMALE PREFERRED in bold font, tear-off tabs with her number. She plastered them on every bulletin board from the engineering building to the arts quad, taped them inside coffee-shop windows, posted in every group chat and subreddit she could find.

By Friday evening she was exhausted, feet aching, hope thinning. She collapsed onto the couch with her laptop balanced on her thighs, a cooling mug of chamomile tea beside her. The apartment still felt half-empty. Lauren’s room door was closed, and the silence loud.

Her phone buzzed.

Unknown number: Hey Harper! Saw your flyer on the engineering board. I’m Sage, third-year psych major. Need a place ASAP—my last spot flooded and the landlord’s dragging his feet. Not a slob, pay rent on time, and I’m chill. Can we meet tomorrow morning? Coffee at The Bean Counter around 10? I’d love to see the place.

Harper blinked at the screen, pulse ticking up. Quick. Enthusiastic. No red flags… yet.

She typed back before she could overthink it.

Harper: Hi Sage! Yeah, that works. See you at 10. Apartment’s at 214 Oak Street, buzzer #3.

She hit send, then stared at the ceiling. She seems nice. Normal. Please let her be normal.

Later, after a quick shower, Harper stood in front of her closet in a towel, steam still curling from the bathroom. She pulled on soft cotton sleep shorts and an old band tee—thin enough that her nipples faintly showed, but who was looking? She set her alarm for 8:30, clicked off the lamp, and slid under the covers.

In the dark, the apartment felt different. Quieter, but not lonely. Anticipatory.

She closed her eyes, red hair fanning across the pillow, and wondered what tomorrow’s stranger might bring into her small, orderly world.


Chapter Two




The next morning, Harper arrived at The Bean Counter ten minutes early, her heart doing an annoying little flutter in her chest. She claimed a small table by the window, sunlight spilling across the scarred wooden surface, and adjusted her glasses for the umpteenth time. Her auburn hair was tied back in a loose ponytail, a few rebellious strands framing her freckled face. She wore faded high-waisted jeans and a soft gray tee under an open cardigan—comfortable, unassuming, but the way the fabric clung to her full breasts when she shifted betrayed the soft curves she usually hid.

She sipped her black coffee, staring at the steam rising, mind racing. What if she’s weird? What if she’s messy? What if we hate each other? The apartment silence last night had been deafening; she didn’t want to go back to that.

The door chimed. A tall woman stepped in—easily 5'10", moving with the easy confidence of someone who owned every room she entered. Jet-black hair in a tousled pixie cut, sun-kissed olive skin, a small silver nose ring glinting. Tattoos peeked from under the sleeves of her cropped black tank: delicate vines curling up one forearm, a constellation scattering across her collarbone. Ripped jeans hugged long, toned legs, combat boots scuffed just right. She scanned the café, blue-gray eyes landing on Harper. A slow, playful smirk curved her lips.

That has to be Sage.

“Hey, Harper?” Sage’s voice was low, warm, with a hint of rasp that made Harper’s stomach flip.

“Yeah—hi! Sage, right?” Harper stood too quickly, bumping the table. Coffee sloshed over the rim of her mug. She winced.

Sage laughed easy, genuine—and closed the distance. “Guilty. Nice to meet you in the flesh.” She extended a hand, grip firm but not crushing. Harper’s palm tingled where their skin met, longer than a normal handshake.

They sat. Sage ordered an iced oat latte, no sugar. As they talked—majors (Harper: comp sci; Sage: psych, third year), schedules, why the sudden move—Harper felt the knot in her chest loosen. Sage was funny, sharp, zero pretension. She talked with her hands, ink flexing, and her eyes never left Harper’s face. It was… intense. Nice intense.

“My last roommate situation imploded,” Sage said, stirring her drink. “Ex drama. She moved out, I got stuck with the lease until the flood excuse kicked in. Desperate times, desperate flyers.” She grinned. “Yours saved my ass.”

Harper traced the rim of her mug. “Same. My old roommate bailed without warning. Midterms are coming; I can’t afford to move or pay solo.”

Sage leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Then let’s not let that happen. I’m clean-ish, respectful of quiet hours, and I make killer stir-fry. Deal?”

Harper laughed despite herself. “Deal.”

They planned for Sage to come by that afternoon. As Sage stood to leave, she brushed Harper’s shoulder—accidental? Intentional?—and said, “See you soon, roomie.” The word sent a warm shiver down Harper’s spine.

∞∞∞

Back home, Harper tidied like her life depended on it. She fluffed couch pillows, wiped counters, set a small vase of grocery-store daisies on the coffee table. Sun poured through the big windows, warming the worn hardwood. The place looked… inviting. Cozy. Like a home, not just a crash pad.

Her phone buzzed.

Sage: Hey you! Outside. Buzz me up? 

Harper’s pulse jumped. She checked the mirror—jean shorts, white tank, hair in a messy bun, glasses clean. Simple. Fine. She buzzed Sage in.

When she opened the door, the afternoon light framed Sage perfectly: breeze tousling her dark hair, black tank clinging to her athletic frame, toned arms flexing as she adjusted her backpack. Tattoos vivid in the sun. That smirk again.

“Hey, gorgeous,” Sage said, stepping inside.

Harper’s cheeks heated. “Hey! Come in.”

Sage’s eyes roamed appreciatively. “Damn. This place is cute as hell. You’ve got skills.”

Harper blushed harder. “Thanks. I just… wanted it to feel nice.”

They toured: kitchen, living room, Harper’s room (quick peek), then the empty bedroom—Sage’s now. Sage nodded at everything, already claiming space in her mind. They laughed over shared tastes like indie playlists, late-night snacks, and hating early classes.

As they stood in the living room, Sage turned. “I’m in. Like, yesterday in. If that’s cool.”

Harper’s heart soared. “Really? Yes. Absolutely.”

Sage stepped closer, arms opening. “Roomie hug?”

Harper hesitated half a second, then leaned in. Sage’s body was firm, warm, smelling faintly of citrus and something earthier. The hug pressed their chests together; Sage’s hand rested low on Harper’s back, thumb brushing skin where the tank rode up. It lingered. Harper’s breath caught. Heat bloomed low in her belly.

They pulled apart slowly. Sage’s eyes were darker, pupils wide. “Tomorrow work? I’ll bring boxes.”

“Perfect,” Harper managed.

Sage left with a wink. “Text me if you need anything, babe.”

The door clicked shut. Harper leaned against it, heart hammering.

∞∞∞

Later, alone in bed, the buzz wouldn’t fade. She replayed the hug—the press of Sage’s body, the way her hand had lingered, the electric hum when their eyes locked too long. She’s just friendly. Confident. That’s all.

But her mind wandered. Sage’s tattoos under her fingers. Sage’s smirk as she leaned in. Sage’s low voice calling her “babe.”

Harper shifted under the sheets, thighs pressing together, and stifled a small whimper. She was wet—embarrassingly so. It had been months since her last hookup, a forgettable guy who’d never made her feel like this.

Stop. She’s your roommate. Probably straight. Or not. Does it matter?

Her hand slipped beneath the waistband of her cotton panties anyway. She was slick, swollen. A soft gasp escaped as her fingers circled her clit—slow at first, then faster. Eyes closed, she pictured Sage: pinning her to the couch, dark hair falling forward, lips brushing her neck. Sage’s strong hands sliding under her tank, cupping her breasts, thumbs teasing nipples. She had never been with a woman before. Never even kissed one, even as a joke. Sure, she’d watched lesbian porn a few times, who hadn’t? But something about Sage made her feel different…

Harper moaned quietly, slipping two fingers inside herself, thumb still working her clit. She imagined Sage’s tongue—hot, insistent—lapping at her folds, blue-gray eyes looking up as she sucked. Sage’s tongue piercing flicking against her sensitive bud.

Her hips bucked. Breasts ached; she palmed one roughly through the thin tee, pinching the nipple. Fantasy Sage whispered filthy praise: “That’s it, baby… cum for me… let me taste you…”

The orgasm hit hard—waves crashing, thighs trembling, a choked moan escaping. She clenched around her fingers, riding it out until she collapsed, panting, skin flushed.

After, in the quiet dark, guilt flickered—but mostly wonder. A crush? Maybe more. She’d never felt this pull toward a woman. Never let herself imagine it so vividly.

She drifted off with Sage’s smirk in her mind, a faint smile on her lips, and a lingering wet warmth between her thighs.


Chapter Three




Sage showed up right on time the next morning, pulling up in a beat-up black Jeep with the back loaded with boxes and a rolled-up yoga mat strapped to the roof rack. She hopped out in cutoff denim shorts, a faded band tee tied at the waist to show a sliver of toned midriff, and those same combat boots. Tattoos flexing as she hauled the first box up the stairs like it weighed nothing.

Harper met her at the door, already in work mode: old high-waisted shorts, a loose white tank that kept slipping off one shoulder, auburn hair knotted high, glasses slightly fogged from the humid air. “Morning, roomie. Ready to make this place officially yours?”

Sage flashed that signature smirk. “Born ready. So excited!”

They spent the next couple of hours turning the empty bedroom into Sage’s space. Harper focused on the rhythm of it—unpacking books onto shelves, hanging string lights, arranging plants—to keep her mind from wandering back to last night’s fantasy. But it was impossible to ignore Sage entirely. The way her biceps bunched when she hefted a heavy box, the low laugh that escaped when they discovered they both hated the same overpriced campus coffee chain, the casual brush of their arms as they passed in the narrow hallway. Every accidental touch sent a tiny jolt through Harper’s core.

“Last trip!” Sage called from the doorway, wiping sweat from her brow with the hem of her shirt. The motion flashed a glimpse of the bolder tattoo curling across her ribs—something thorny and floral. Harper’s mouth went dry. “I’m gonna double-check the Jeep for stragglers. Can you take this little one into my room? Just set it by the bed, I’ll sort it later.”

She nodded at a nondescript cardboard box sitting just inside the door which was smaller than the others, taped shut haphazardly.

“Sure thing,” Harper said, voice steadier than she felt.

Sage disappeared down the stairs. Harper bent, arms wrapping around the box. It was lighter than expected. She carried it carefully into the bedroom—Sage’s bedroom now—sunlight slanting through the window and warming the bare mattress.

She took one step too many, foot catching the corner of a larger box still on the floor. Time slowed.

“Oh—shit!”

The stumble pitched her forward. The box tipped violently in her arms, flaps popping open as it hit the carpet with a soft thud. Contents spilled in a chaotic cascade across the rug.

Harper froze on her knees, breath catching hard in her throat.

A sleek pink bullet vibrator rolled to a stop near her foot, matte silicone catching the light. Next came a smooth purple silicone plug, flared base glinting, clearly well-loved. A pair of black leather cuffs, soft-lined, clinked together as they landed. Then the big one: a realistic flesh-toned dildo—thick, veined, seven or eight inches—attached to a black harness, straps dangling like an invitation. Finally, a small clear bottle of lube tipped onto its side, cap loose, a single bead of clear gel pooling on the carpet.

Harper’s pulse thundered in her ears. Adrenaline surged—hot, electric, flooding her veins like she’d been caught doing something forbidden. Her cheeks burned. Her nipples tightened painfully against the thin cotton of her tank. And between her legs… god. A sudden, shameful rush of wetness soaked through her panties, warm and insistent. She clenched her thighs together instinctively, but it only made the ache sharper.

She stared at the strap-on harness. Why does she have that? The question looped in her brain. Sage was single, sure—but a harness meant… options. Giving. Taking. Fucking someone with it. Harper’s mind flashed unbidden: Sage buckling it on, dark hair falling forward, blue-gray eyes locked on hers as she pressed the tip against Harper’s entrance, slow, teasing, then thrusting deep.

Her breath hitched. She could almost feel it…the stretch, the weight, Sage’s hips snapping forward while strong hands gripped her waist. Harper’s clit throbbed in time with her racing heart.

She snapped back to reality. Move. Now.

Hands shaking, she started scooping everything up. The vibrator felt warm from the sun-warmed box; she shoved it in quickly. The plug next—smooth, heavier than it looked. The cuffs—soft leather against her fingertips, making her imagine them clicking around her wrists. Then the dildo. She wrapped her hand around the shaft to lift it and felt the firm silicone, ridged for texture—and her core clenched hard around nothing. A fresh gush of arousal slicked her folds. She bit her lip so hard she tasted copper, fighting the urge to squeeze her thighs again.

The lube bottle she grabbed last, cap still dripping. She fumbled it back inside, sealed the flaps as best she could, and shoved the box against the bed frame just as footsteps echoed in the hall.

Sage appeared in the doorway, one eyebrow arched, playful grin already forming. “Everything good in here?”

Harper shot to her feet, brushing carpet lint off her shorts, cheeks flaming. “Yep! Totally fine. Just… set it down. Got everything from the car?”

Sage’s eyes flicked to the floor. She stepped in, bent gracefully, and plucked another rogue lube bottle from where it had rolled under the edge of the bed. She held it up between two fingers, smirking wider. “Almost everything.”

Harper let out a mortified laugh that bordered on hysterical. “Oh my god. I tripped. The box fell. I swear I tried to catch it all—”

Sage straightened, laughing low and easy. She set the bottle on the nightstand with deliberate care. “No harm done. Guess the cat’s out of the bag.” She shrugged one shoulder, completely unembarrassed. “Single life necessities, right? Gotta keep things interesting.”

Harper swallowed, forcing a nod. “Right. Totally. I mean… yeah.”

Sage’s gaze lingered on her a beat longer—dark, knowing, like she could see the flush creeping down Harper’s neck, the way her thighs were still pressed tight. “You okay, babe? You look a little… flustered.”

Harper laughed again, too high-pitched. Maybe because I just spilled your box of fucking sex toys! “Just the stairs. And the heat. Moving is hard work.”

Sage stepped closer—close enough that Harper caught that citrus-earth scent again. “Yeah. Hard work.” Her voice dropped a fraction. “But we make a good team.”

Harper’s heart slammed against her ribs. She could feel the dampness between her legs, the needy throb that hadn’t eased since the spill. She wanted to bolt. She wanted to close the distance. She did neither.

Sage broke the tension first, turning back to the door. “I’ll grab the last of my crap from the Jeep. You good to chill for a bit?”

“Yep,” Harper squeaked. “Totally good.”

As Sage walked away—hips swaying just enough to hypnotize—Harper sank onto the edge of the bare mattress, knees weak.

She pressed her thighs together hard, trying to quell the ache. It didn’t help. If anything, it made her wetter.

She has a strap-on. She fucks with it. She might want to fuck… me. Would she?

The thought terrified her. But also, it lit something reckless and hungry deep inside.

She exhaled shakily, fingers curling into the sheets.

This was going to be a long, dangerous semester.


Chapter Four




The afternoon sun was dipping low by the time they’d finished hauling the last box and arranging Sage’s things. Harper wiped her forehead with the back of her hand, glasses slightly askew, auburn strands sticking to her neck. Sage straightened from where she’d been stacking books on a low shelf and turned to her with that easy, lopsided grin.

“So, Harper,” Sage said, voice dropping into something softer, more deliberate, “I was thinking… we should celebrate properly. My first official night here. Dinner? Something easy, nothing fancy—and maybe crack open a bottle of wine? Toast to not having to live with strangers anymore. What do you say?”

Harper’s heart gave a hard, unexpected thud. She nodded before her brain could catch up. “Yeah. I’d love that.”

Sage’s eyes crinkled at the corners. “Great. Can’t wait to get to know you better, roomie.”

The words hung in the air like smoke. Harper felt heat crawl up her throat. She busied herself straightening a throw pillow that didn’t need it, but every time she glanced over, Sage was watching her—casual, but not quite. A brush of shoulders when they passed in the hallway. A lingering look when Harper bent to pick up a stray sock. Each one sent a flutter straight to her chest, then lower. She told herself it was just nerves. New roommate energy. Nothing more.

But deep down, she knew better.

Later, after Sage had run out for wine and groceries, Harper stood in front of her mirror trying to decide if she should change. She was still in the same shorts and tank from moving day—fabric clinging slightly from sweat, nipples faintly visible through the thin white cotton when the AC kicked on. It’s just dinner, she told herself. Not a date.

Still, her mind kept drifting back to that spilled box. The thick strap-on dildo in her hand. The way it had felt—solid, warm from the sun, promising. She imagined Sage alone in her room later tonight, buckling the harness around her hips, lying back on the bed with legs spread, sliding the toy inside herself slowly at first, then faster. What would Sage sound like? Low moans? Gasps? Would she bite her lip the way Harper did when she was close?

A fresh pulse of heat bloomed between Harper’s thighs. She pressed them together, breath shallow. Stop. She’s your roommate. You barely know her. Get it together.

The front door clicked open. Harper startled, smoothed her hair, and stepped into the hallway.

Sage was in the kitchen, unpacking bags. She’d changed into a loose gray oversized tee that slipped off one shoulder and a pair of soft black sleep shorts that barely skimmed mid-thigh. No bra—Harper could see the dark outline of Sage’s nipples pressing against the fabric as she moved. Her tattoos looked even more vivid under the warm kitchen light: the vine curling up her forearm, the constellation on her collarbone, that thorny piece teasing at her ribs.

“Hey you,” Sage said, looking up with a sparkle in her eyes. “Perfect timing. Wine?”

“Please.”

Sage poured two generous glasses of red, handed one over. Their fingers brushed—deliberate this time. Harper felt the contact like a spark jumping wire. Sage held her gaze a beat too long, lips curving.

“Cheers,” Sage murmured, clinking glasses. “To new beginnings. And not having to sleep on a friend’s couch anymore.”

Harper laughed, the sound a little breathless. “To that.”

They cooked side by side—pasta with garlic, cherry tomatoes, fresh basil. Sage chopped vegetables with quick, confident strokes; Harper stirred sauce and tried not to stare at the way Sage’s shorts rode up when she reached for spices, or how the hem of her tee lifted to show a smooth strip of olive skin. Every casual brush—Sage’s hip bumping hers, an arm reaching past her for the salt—sent electricity skittering across Harper’s skin.

Sage caught her looking once. Twice. She didn’t call it out. She just smiled, slow and knowing, like she was enjoying the attention.

Dinner was at the small table in the living room corner. Their knees brushed under it. Neither pulled away. Wine loosened their tongues; conversation flowed from classes to bad dates to favorite guilty-pleasure shows. Sage’s laugh was low and infectious, and every time it rang out, Harper felt it in her chest like a second heartbeat.

By the time plates were cleared, the bottle was half-empty and the room felt smaller, warmer. Sage stretched, arms overhead, tee riding up to expose the full curve of her waist and the edge of that rib tattoo. Harper’s mouth went dry.

“You must be exhausted,” Harper said, standing too quickly. “I’ll handle dishes. You should crash.”

Sage’s expression flickered, something like disappointment, quickly masked. “Yeah… long day. Thanks for tonight, though. It was perfect.”

They carried plates to the sink. Sage stepped in close to rinse a glass, their bodies almost touching. Then she turned, arms opening.

“Hug goodnight?”

Harper stepped into it without hesitation.

Sage’s body was warm, solid, smelling of citrus and faint sweat and red wine. Harper’s cheek pressed to Sage’s shoulder; she could feel the steady rise and fall of Sage’s chest, the soft press of breasts against her own. Sage’s hands settled on Harper’s lower back—low enough that fingertips grazed the waistband of her shorts. The hug stretched. Lingered. Neither moved to pull away first.

Harper’s heart hammered. She could feel Sage’s breath against her hair, warm and even. A shiver raced down her spine, pooling hot and needy between her legs. Sage’s thumbs moved, just a tiny circle against her skin, and Harper had to bite back a soft sound.

Finally, Sage eased back, but not far. Their faces were inches apart. Sage’s eyes were dark, pupils blown. She searched Harper’s face like she was memorizing it.

“Sweet dreams, Harper,” Sage said, voice husky.

“Goodnight,” Harper whispered.

Sage turned, walked to her bedroom door. She paused and looked back over her shoulder with that same slow smirk.

“Door’s always open if you need… anything.”

Then she was gone, door clicking softly shut.

Harper stood frozen in the kitchen, dishes forgotten. She pressed a hand to her chest, trying to slow her breathing.

She knows. She has to know.

And the terrifying, thrilling part? Harper wasn’t sure she wanted to hide it anymore.


Chapter Five




Harper couldn’t sleep.

The apartment was quiet except for the low hum of the fridge and the distant city noise filtering through the cracked window. She lay on her back in the dark, sheets tangled around her legs, heart still racing from the goodnight hug that had felt like foreplay. Sage’s body pressed against hers, the slow circles of her thumbs on Harper’s lower back, the husky “sweet dreams” that had sounded like a promise. Harper’s skin still tingled where they’d touched.

She shifted, thighs pressing together. The cotton of her sleep shorts was damp like it had been since dinner. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw Sage: nipples hard under that loose tee, the curve of her ass in those tiny shorts, the way her lips had parted when she laughed. And the toys. God, the toys.

Harper slipped a hand under the waistband, fingers gliding through slick folds. She was swollen, aching. She circled her clit slowly, breath hitching, but it wasn’t enough. The fantasy kept building—Sage buckling on the harness, pressing the thick dildo against her entrance, thrusting slow and deep while whispering filthy praise. Harper bit her lip, stifling a moan, hips rocking into her hand.

Then she heard it.

A soft, breathy sound from down the hall. Barely there at first, and then clearer. A low whimper. A gasp. The faint, unmistakable buzz of a vibrator. Oh, shit…

Harper froze, hand still between her legs. Her pulse thundered in her ears. Sage’s bedroom door was ajar—just a few inches, enough for a sliver of warm lamplight to spill into the hallway. She must have left it open after their hug. Or maybe… on purpose.

Another moan—deeper this time, needy. Harper’s clit throbbed under her fingertips. She told herself to stay in bed. To put headphones on. To pretend she hadn’t heard.

She didn’t.

Quiet as she could, Harper slipped out from under the covers, bare feet silent on the hardwood. She padded to the doorway, heart slamming so hard she was sure Sage could hear it. She pressed herself against the wall, peering through the narrow gap.

Sage was on her bed, sheets kicked to the foot, legs spread wide. The pink bullet vibrator from the spilled box was pressed firmly against her clit, her hips rolling in slow, lazy circles. Her free hand cupped one breast, pinching the dark nipple between thumb and forefinger. Her head was tipped back, mouth parted on soft, broken whimpers.

“Fuck… yes…” Sage breathed, voice low and wrecked. Just raw, private pleasure. Her thighs trembled; the vibrator buzzed louder as she pressed it harder, chasing the edge.

Harper’s knees went weak. She leaned against the doorframe for support, one hand sliding back into her shorts without thinking. She matched Sage’s rhythm—slow circles on her clit, then dipping inside to feel how drenched she was. Watching Sage like this felt wrong. Invasive. Intensely hot.

Sage’s moans grew sharper, breathier. Her back arched off the mattress, hips bucking. Harper could see the flush spreading across Sage’s chest, the way her abs flexed with every roll. She was close—Harper could tell by the hitch in her breathing, the way her fingers tightened on her own breast.

Harper’s own orgasm was building fast—too fast. She bit her lip hard, trying to stay silent, but a tiny, involuntary whimper escaped her throat.

Sage’s eyes snapped open.

For one frozen second, their gazes locked through the crack in the door. Sage’s pupils were blown wide, lips parted, vibrator still buzzing against her. She didn’t stop. Didn’t speak. Just held Harper’s stare—dark, hungry, knowing.

Harper’s stomach dropped. Panic flooded her. She jerked back, stumbling silently down the hall, heart in her throat. She slipped into her own room, shut the door as quietly as possible, and collapsed against it, panting.

Did she see me? Did she really see me? It was dark… Maybe not. Maybe? Fuck.

Harper slid to the floor, legs shaking. Her hand was still slick between her thighs. She finished quickly with desperate, almost angry strokes—cumming with a muffled sob into her palm, the image of Sage’s open eyes burned into her mind.

After, she curled up in bed, sheets pulled tight, guilt and arousal warring in her chest. She stared at her phone on the nightstand.

At 2:17 a.m., she typed a message to Sage, apologizing. Deleted it. Typed again, then deleted it once again. Fuck. It was dark. She probably didn’t see me.

Harper turned her phone off and buried her face in the pillow, her heart hammering. She knew she would be awake all night. Morning couldn’t come fast enough.


Chapter Six




Morning light poured through the apartment windows, turning everything soft and golden. Harper had barely slept—every time she drifted off, Sage’s eyes snapped open in her mind, dark and piercing through the cracked door. The uncertainty gnawed at her: Did she see me? Did she know it was me standing there, touching myself while she came? The text she’d almost sent at 2:17 a.m…. She’d turned her phone off instead, too scared to face whatever reply might come.

She forced herself out of bed around eight-thirty, stomach in knots, auburn hair a wild tangle. She pulled on the same oversized hoodie from last night over her sleep shorts and tank, hoping the baggy fabric would hide how sensitive her body still felt—nipples tight, skin flushed, a low ache between her legs that hadn’t eased since the hallway.

Coffee. She needed coffee. And maybe a plan to avoid Sage for the rest of the day.

The shower was running when she stepped into the hallway. Steam curled under the bathroom door. Harper froze mid-step, pulse jumping. Sage was in there—naked, water sliding over olive skin, tracing the lines of her tattoos, dripping from dark hair. Harper’s mouth went dry. She hurried past to the kitchen, hands shaking as she filled the kettle.

The water shut off.

Harper kept her back to the hallway, spooning instant coffee with mechanical movements, pretending to be very focused on the mug.

Bare feet padded closer.

“Morning, Harper.”

Sage’s voice was low, still husky from sleep and steam. Harper turned slowly.

Sage stood in the doorway wrapped in nothing but a white bath towel knotted loosely above her breasts. Water droplets clung to her collarbone, tracing slow paths down the constellation tattoo, disappearing into the shadowed valley between her breasts. Her dark pixie cut was damp and tousled, sticking to her temples and neck. The towel barely skimmed mid-thigh; one small shift and it would fall. She leaned one hip against the frame, arms crossed casually under her chest, pushing her breasts up just enough to make the knot strain.

Harper couldn’t look away from the bead of water rolling down Sage’s sternum, or the way the towel clung to the curve of her hips.

“Sleep okay?” Sage asked, tilting her head. That slow smirk was already playing at her lips—knowing, patient, dangerous.

Harper swallowed hard. “Not… really.”

Sage pushed off the frame and closed the distance in two easy steps. Close enough that Harper could smell citrus body wash mixed with warm, clean skin. Close enough to see the faint flush still lingering on Sage’s chest and shoulders from the hot water.

“You were up late,” Sage said quietly. “I heard your door close around two-something.”

Harper’s face flamed. Her heart slammed against her ribs so hard she was sure Sage could see it through the hoodie. “Oh yeah… sorry. Was just getting water.”

Sage reached out, fingertips brushing Harper’s wrist—light, deliberate. “I left my door cracked last night. Habit I guess.” Her thumb traced a slow circle over Harper’s racing pulse. “Is that okay?”

Harper’s breath caught. The words landed like gasoline on embers. “Uhm… yeah, of course.”

Sage stepped closer, bodies almost touching. The towel shifted; Harper glimpsed the soft swell of one breast, the dark edge of a nipple peeking out. Sage’s free hand lifted to Harper’s jaw, tilting her face up gently.

“I saw you in the doorway,” Sage murmured. “Just for a second. You made that little cute sound… and then you ran.” Her thumb brushed Harper’s lower lip. “Did you like what you saw?”

Harper’s knees trembled. “I…Sorry… I thought maybe it was too dark. I wasn’t sure if—”

“You were sure enough to touch yourself while you watched me,” Sage said, voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Weren’t you?”

Harper nodded—tiny, helpless. Busted. Totally busted.

Sage exhaled shakily, like she’d been holding her breath for hours. “Good girl.”

The praise sent a fresh rush of heat straight to Harper’s core. She made a soft, broken noise in her throat.

Sage searched her eyes for one long second—checking, giving her an out. Harper didn’t take it.

Then, Sage leaned in and kissed her.

It started soft—lips brushing, tentative, tasting. Sage tasted like mint and warmth and promise. Harper sighed into it, and Sage deepened the kiss, tongue sliding slow and deliberate against hers. Sage’s hand slid to the back of Harper’s neck, holding her steady while the other dropped to Harper’s waist, pulling their bodies flush.

Holy fuck. This is happening. I’m kissing a girl. I’m kissing Sage.

The towel loosened another inch. Harper felt the bare press of Sage’s breast against her hoodie, the hard point of a nipple dragging across fabric. She whimpered into Sage’s mouth.

Sage broke the kiss just enough to murmur against her lips, “Couch. Now. Unless you want me to fuck you right here on the kitchen floor.”

Harper’s brain short-circuited. “Couch,” she breathed.

Sage smiled—wicked, triumphant—and walked backward, tugging Harper with her. She sank onto the couch first, pulling Harper down to straddle her lap. The towel finally gave up and fell away completely, pooling around Sage’s hips. She was naked, glorious—tattoos stark against flushed skin, nipples dark and peaked, pussy already glistening between her thighs.

Harper stared, mesmerized, heart pounding.

Sage caught the look and grinned. “Like what you see?”

Harper nodded frantically.

Sage guided Harper’s hands to her chest. Harper cupped the soft weight of Sage’s breasts, thumbs brushing over the nipples experimentally. Sage hissed, head tipping back.

“Fuck… yes, just like that.”

Harper leaned down, hesitant at first, then bolder—lips closing around one peak, tongue flicking. Sage moaned low, fingers threading into Harper’s auburn hair, holding her there while her other hand slid under the hoodie, pushing it up and off along with the tank and bra in one smooth motion.

Harper’s full breasts spilled free. Sage’s mouth was on them instantly—kissing, sucking, teeth grazing just enough to make Harper arch and gasp. She felt like she entered an alternate reality. Theres no way this could actually be real.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” Sage whispered between kisses. “I’ve been dying to taste every inch of you.”

She flipped them gently—Harper on her back now, Sage hovering above. Sage hooked her fingers into Harper’s shorts and panties, dragging them down Harper’s legs in one slow pull. Harper lifted her hips to help, thighs parting on instinct.

“Oh fuck… Sage…” Harper moaned.

Sage settled between them, kissing a burning trail down Harper’s stomach, over the soft freckled curve of her hips. When she reached the apex of Harper’s thighs, she paused, blowing a cool breath over slick, swollen folds.

Harper whimpered, hips lifting toward Sage’s mouth. A woman was going to lick her pussy. A beautiful, vibrant, sexy, confident woman. Her roommate.

Sage looked up, eyes locked on Harper’s. “Tell me to stop if it’s too much. At any point.”

Then she lowered her head and licked—a long, slow stripe from entrance to clit.

Harper’s back bowed off the couch. “Oh god—Sage— Fuck!”

Sage hummed against her, tongue circling the swollen bud, then flattening to lap broad and firm. Harper’s hands flew to Sage’s hair, gripping tight. Sage slid two fingers inside her—slow, curling against that perfect spot—and Harper cried out again, hips bucking.

Sage worked her steadily, her tongue on Harpers clit, fingers stroking deep—until Harper was trembling, thighs shaking around Sage’s head, moans turning desperate and broken.

“Cum for me, baby,” Sage murmured against her slick skin. “Let go. I’ve got you.”

Harper shattered—hard, sudden, a keening cry ripping from her throat as her whole body clenched and pulsed around Sage’s fingers and tongue. Sage didn’t stop, licking her through every shuddering wave until Harper was boneless, gasping, tears of overwhelming pleasure pricking her eyes.

Sage crawled back up, kissing Harper deep so she could taste herself on Sage’s lips. Harper clung to her, legs wrapping around Sage’s waist, bodies pressed skin-to-skin.

“That was…” Harper panted, voice wrecked. “I’ve never… not like that.”

Sage kissed her forehead, her cheeks, the tip of her nose.

She pulled Harper close, tangling their limbs on the couch, hearts pounding in sync.

Harper buried her face in Sage’s neck, breathing her in—citrus, sweat, sex.

No more wondering. No more hiding.

She was exactly where she wanted to be.

∞∞∞

Sage kissed the top of Harper’s head, fingers tracing lazy circles on her bare back. Harper’s breathing was still ragged, face tucked into the crook of Sage’s neck. “That… that was incredible,” Harper whispered, voice small and shaky.

Sage smiled against her hair. “You’re so responsive, baby. So fucking perfect.” She shifted slightly, letting Harper feel how wet she still was, how hard her own nipples were pressed against Harper’s side.

Then, Sage kissed her again, slow and deep. “You taste so fucking good… you know that? I could eat you all day.”

Harper finally lifted her head, glasses slightly crooked, cheeks flushed. Her voice came out small.

“I didn’t know it could feel like that. With… anyone. Let alone…” She swallowed. “With a woman.”

Sage’s smile was soft, eyes warm. “First time’s always intense. Especially when it’s with someone you’ve been thinking about nonstop.” She brushed a strand of auburn hair off Harper’s forehead.

“Was it that obvious?”

“Oh yes.” Sage laughed, “But I’ve been thinking about you since I saw you. All shy smiles and those glasses. I wanted to kiss you the second I walked through the door.”

Harper’s heart stuttered. “You did?”

“Mhm.” Sage’s thumb stroked Harper’s cheek. “And last night? When I was touching myself, door cracked open? I was picturing you the whole time. Hoping you’d hear. Hoping you’d look.”

Harper’s breath hitched. “Sage! You’re so bad… and I did more than look.”

Sage’s eyes darkened with heat. “I know. And it was the hottest fucking thing.”

Harper bit her lip, then—voice barely above a whisper—“I keep thinking about… the strap-on. From the box. I can’t stop imagining you… using it. On me.”

Sage inhaled sharply, pupils blowing wide again. She leaned in, kissing Harper slow and deep, then pulled back just enough to murmur against her lips:

“Then let’s stop imagining.”

Sage stood, naked and unashamed, offering her hand.

Harper took it.


Chapter Seven

Sage led Harper down the short hallway, their fingers laced tight, bodies still humming from the couch. Harper’s legs felt like jelly with every step sent little aftershocks rippling through her core—but the anticipation was stronger than the nerves now. Sage pushed open her bedroom door and tugged Harper inside.

The room smelled like Sage: citrus, clean sheets, a faint hint of weed. The mattress was still unmade from the night before, string lights Harper had helped hang glowing soft amber along the headboard. The infamous box sat on the nightstand—flaps open now, contents no longer secret.

Sage turned, backing Harper gently against the closed door. She kissed her again—deeper this time, hungrier—hands roaming Harper’s bare sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts.

“You sure?” Sage whispered against her mouth. “We can stop, slow down, whatever you need.”

Harper shook her head, voice trembling but certain. “I want this. I want you.”

Sage’s grin turned feral. “Good. Because I’ve been dying to fuck you properly since we had coffee.”

She guided Harper to the bed, easing her down onto the mattress. Harper watched, heart hammering, as Sage reached into the box and pulled out the black harness first. She stepped into it with practiced ease, buckling the straps around her hips and thighs. The flesh-toned dildo jutted forward—thick, veined, intimidating and thrilling all at once.

Harper’s breath caught. Sage caught the look and stroked the shaft slowly, eyes locked on Harper’s.

“Still want it, baby?”

Harper nodded, thighs pressing together instinctively. “Yes. Please.”

Sage climbed onto the bed, settling between Harper’s spread legs. She leaned down, kissing Harper’s throat, her collarbone, the freckles dusting her breasts—soft, reverent touches that made Harper arch and whimper.

“Gonna take my time with you,” Sage murmured. “Make sure you feel every inch.”

She reached for the small bottle of lube, squirting a generous amount onto her fingers and the dildo. Harper watched, mesmerized, as Sage coated the shaft until it glistened, her hand pumping up and down the length with deliberate strokes. “Look at this cock, baby. It’s going to stretch you so good. Fill you up until you’re begging me to fuck you harder.”

Harper moaned, her pussy throbbing at the words, a fresh gush of wetness slicking her folds. Sage smirked, dipping her lube-slick fingers between Harper’s thighs, circling her entrance teasingly before sliding two inside—slow, scissoring, prepping her.

“Fuck…”

“You’re so wet already,” Sage groaned. “Dripping for my cock. You want it bad, don’t you? Say it.”

“I want it,” Harper gasped, hips rocking onto Sage’s fingers. “Please, Sage…fuck me.”

Sage positioned the tip at Harper’s entrance, rubbing slow circles, teasing her clit with the head. The veined ridges dragged against her swollen bud, sending sparks up her spine. Harper’s hips lifted on instinct, needy, chasing more friction. It was bigger than any guy she had been with.

“Easy, gorgeous,” Sage soothed, voice rough with restraint. “Breathe for me. I want to watch your pretty pussy take every inch.”

She pushed in, slow, inch by inch. Harper gasped at the stretch, the fullness, the way the ridges dragged against her walls, lighting up nerves she didn’t know she had. It burned a little at first, the thickness splitting her open, but the ache melted into pleasure as Sage rocked gently, letting her adjust.

“Oh fuck—Sage—it’s so big—” Harper whimpered, nails digging into Sage’s shoulders.

“You’re doing so good,” Sage whispered, forehead pressed to Harper’s, breathing ragged. “Taking my cock like it was made for you. Look at you—clenching around me already. Such a greedy little pussy.”

Sage paused halfway, kissing Harper messily—tongues tangling, teeth nipping—until Harper relaxed, then sank deeper, bottoming out with a low groan. Their hips met flush, the base of the harness grinding against Harper’s clit. Sage stayed still for a moment, letting Harper feel the full weight, the deep throb of being completely and utterly filled.

Then she started to move—slow, rolling thrusts that made Harper moan into her mouth, legs wrapping tight around Sage’s waist.

“Fuck, you feel incredible,” Sage groaned, picking up speed. “So tight… so wet for me. Listen to that—hear how sloppy you are? Sucking my cock in like you can’t get enough.”

The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room, obscene and hot. Sage’s hips snapped forward harder, the dildo plunging deep with every stroke, ridges dragging against that perfect spot inside. Harper’s breasts bounced with the force, nipples hard and aching. Sage dipped her head, sucking one into her mouth—tongue flicking, teeth grazing—while her thumb found Harper’s clit again, rubbing tight, relentless circles.

Harper’s moans turned desperate, body coiling tight. “Sage—oh god—harder—please—”

Sage growled, thrusting faster, the harness pressing against her own clit with every slam. “That’s it, baby. Take it. Take my cock deep. You’re gonna cum all over it, aren’t you? Gonna soak me while I fuck this pretty pussy?”

The dirty words pushed Harper over the edge. She shattered—hard, sudden, a scream ripping from her throat as her whole body clenched around the dildo, walls fluttering wildly. Waves of pleasure crashed through her, thighs shaking violently, toes curling. Juices gushed around the toy, slicking Sage’s hips and the sheets below.

Sage fucked her through it, drawing out every pulse until Harper was sobbing with overstimulation, begging “Sage—oh fuck—Oh my gosh…”

But Sage didn’t stop. She pulled out slowly, the dildo glistening with Harper’s release, then flipped her over with strong hands onto her stomach, ass up, face pressed into the pillows.

“On your knees, baby,” Sage commanded, voice thick with lust. “I’m not done with you yet. Gonna fuck you from behind until you cum again. Until we both do.”

Harper whimpered, arching her back, presenting herself. Her pussy throbbed, empty and aching to be filled again. Sage gripped her hips, thumbs spreading her cheeks, exposing everything. “Look at this ass… so fucking perfect. And this pussy—still dripping for me. You’re mine now, Harper. Gonna ruin you for anyone else.” She smacked Harpers ass, the sound echoing through the room as Harper squealed.

Sage lined up and thrust back in with one hard, deep stroke that buried the dildo to the hilt. Harper cried out, the new angle hitting even deeper, pressing against her g-spot relentlessly. Sage set a brutal pace—slamming in hard, pulling out almost all the way, then driving back in with a wet smack.

“Fuck yes, take it,” Sage panted, one hand tangling in Harper’s auburn hair, tugging just enough to arch her back further. “You love this cock, don’t you? Love being fucked like my dirty little slut.”

“Yes—oh god, yes—” Harper moaned, pushing back to meet every thrust. The room filled with the sounds of their bodies colliding, Sage’s low grunts mixing with Harper’s high-pitched whimpers. Sage’s free hand slipped around, fingers finding Harper’s clit again—rubbing fast, slick circles.

The pressure built impossibly fast. Harper’s thighs quivered, core tightening. “Sage—I’m close—fuck, I’m gonna cum—”

“Me too, baby,” Sage groaned, hips stuttering as the harness ground against her own clit. “Cum with me—squeeze that pussy around my cock—fuck, yes!”

They shattered together—Harper first, her orgasm ripping through her like a storm, walls clamping down hard on the dildo. She squirted, hot, messy sprays soaking the sheets and Sage’s thighs—as her body convulsed, screams muffled into the pillow.

Sage followed seconds later, thrusting erratically through her own climax, a guttural moan tearing from her throat. “Fuck—Harper, I’m cumming… fuck yesss!”

They collapsed in a heap—Sage draped over Harper’s back, dildo still buried deep, both panting and trembling. Sage pressed soft kisses to Harper’s sweat-damp shoulders, murmuring praises between breaths.

“Fucking incredible,” Sage whispered. “You’re…wow...”

Harper smiled weakly, turning her head to catch Sage’s lips in a lazy kiss. Was she dreaming? She felt like it. One thing was for sure.

They weren’t done yet.

∞∞∞

They stayed locked together for long, breathless moments—Sage still buried deep inside Harper from behind, hips flush, the dildo pulsing with the aftershocks of their shared climax. Harper’s body trembled beneath her, thighs slick and quivering, pussy still fluttering weakly around the thick shaft. Sage’s chest heaved against Harper’s back, sweat-slick skin sticking together, both panting like they’d run a marathon.

Sage pressed soft, open-mouthed kisses along Harper’s shoulder blades, up the nape of her neck, tasting salt and sex. “Jesus, baby,” she murmured, voice wrecked and reverent. “You came so fucking hard. Squirted all over me like that… you have no idea how hot that was.”

Harper let out a shaky laugh that turned into a whimper when Sage shifted slightly inside her. “I’ve… holy fuck, Sage. I’ve never cum like that. Not even close. My whole body just… exploded.”

Sage hummed in approval, nipping gently at the shell of Harper’s ear. “That’s because you were made for this. Made for me to fuck you until you see stars.” She kissed the spot she’d bitten, soothing it with her tongue. “You took my cock so perfectly. Look at you—still shaking, still dripping. My good girl.”

Harper’s face burned at the praise, but the words only made her clench again, drawing a low groan from both of them. Sage finally eased out slowly—inch by torturous inch—Harper whining at the sudden emptiness, the wet drag of the dildo leaving her sensitive walls. A thick trickle of her own release followed, sliding down her inner thighs.

Sage unbuckled the harness with quick, practiced movements, tossing the slick toy onto the nightstand with a soft clatter. Then she flipped Harper onto her back again, gentle but firm, and crawled over her, straddling her hips. Their eyes locked—Sage’s dark with lingering hunger, Harper’s wide and dazed behind her crooked glasses.

Sage leaned down, capturing Harper’s mouth in a slow, filthy kiss, their tongues sliding, tasting the remnants of their pleasure. Harper’s hands roamed Sage’s back, tracing the lines of her tattoos, nails dragging lightly. Sage broke the kiss to trail her lips down Harper’s throat, sucking a soft mark just below her collarbone.

“You’re shaking,” Sage whispered against her skin. “Still coming down?”

Harper nodded, voice small and wrecked. “I think I’m broken. You ruined me.”

Sage chuckled, low and dark. “Good. I plan to keep ruining you.” She kissed lower, nipping at the swell of Harper’s breast, then soothed it with her tongue. “But first… I need you again. Need your mouth on me. Can you do that, baby? Can you make me cum the way I made you?”

Harper’s breath hitched. She’d never gone down on a woman before, but the thought of tasting Sage, of feeling her come apart on her tongue, sent a fresh wave of heat through her exhausted body.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Show me.”

Sage’s eyes flashed with heat. She shifted up the bed, straddling Harper’s chest now, knees on either side of her shoulders. She reached down, threading her fingers through Harper’s auburn hair, guiding her gently but firmly.

“Start slow,” Sage instructed, voice husky. “Lick me like you’re tasting something sweet. Tease my clit with the tip of your tongue first.”

Harper lifted her head, heart pounding. Sage’s pussy hovered just above her mouth—swollen, glistening, the scent of arousal thick and heady. Harper darted her tongue out tentatively, lapping at the slick folds. Sage hissed, hips twitching.

“Fuck—yes, just like that.”

Emboldened, Harper flattened her tongue, dragging it from entrance to clit in one long, slow stroke. Sage moaned, fingers tightening in Harper’s hair. Harper circled the swollen bud, flicking lightly, then sucking it between her lips—gentle at first, then firmer when Sage’s thighs started to tremble.

“God—Harper—suck harder—fuck—”

Harper obeyed, sucking Sage’s clit into her mouth, tongue swirling relentlessly. Sage rocked against her face, grinding slow and needy, coating Harper’s chin and lips with her wetness. Harper’s hands gripped Sage’s thighs, nails digging in, holding her steady as she devoured her.

Sage’s moans grew louder, more desperate. “You’re so fucking good at this—eating my pussy like you were born for it—don’t stop—fuck—gonna cum on your tongue…”

Harper hummed against her, the vibration making Sage buck hard. She slid two fingers inside Sage’s dripping entrance, curling them upward, stroking that same spot Sage had found inside her earlier.

Sage’s back arched, a choked cry tearing from her throat. “Yes…right there…finger-fuck me while you suck my clit—oh fuck—Harper—”

Her orgasm hit like a freight train. Sage’s thighs clamped around Harper’s head, hips grinding down hard as she came, her pussy pulsing around Harper’s fingers, a fresh gush of wetness flooding her mouth. Sage’s whole body shook, moans turning into broken sobs of pleasure, riding Harper’s face through every wave until she finally collapsed forward, bracing herself on the headboard, panting.

Harper kept licking softly, gently, cleaning her through the aftershocks until Sage whimpered and pushed her head away with a breathless laugh.

“Oh my gosh,” Sage gasped, sliding down to collapse beside Harper, pulling her into a sweaty, trembling embrace. “You just made me see stars.”

Harper smiled against Sage’s collarbone, tasting herself and Sage on her own lips. “Good. I wanted to.”

Sage kissed her forehead, then her mouth—slow, lazy, savoring the shared taste. “You’re dangerous, Harper Reed. Absolutely fucking dangerous.”

They lay tangled together, breathing each other in, bodies cooling, hearts still racing.

No words needed yet.

Just the quiet certainty that this was only the beginning.


Chapter Eight




The room was quiet now, save for the soft hum of the furnace and their slowing breaths. Harper lay curled against Sage’s side, head on her chest, one leg draped over Sage’s thigh. Sage’s arm wrapped around her shoulders, fingers tracing idle patterns along Harper’s bare back—slow, soothing circles that made Harper feel anchored, safe, like the world outside the bedroom door didn’t exist.

Harper’s body still buzzed with aftershocks—muscles loose and heavy, skin flushed and sensitive. Every brush of Sage’s fingertips sent tiny sparks skittering across her spine. She could still taste Sage on her tongue, feel the ghost of the dildo inside her, the way Sage had claimed every inch of her. It was overwhelming. It was perfect. She just had mind blowing sex with another woman. The thought kept swirling around in her head.

Sage pressed a kiss to the top of Harper’s head. “You okay, baby?”

Harper nodded against her skin, voice small. “More than okay. I just… I can’t believe that happened. All of it.” She lifted her head, meeting Sage’s eyes—blue-gray and soft now, the earlier hunger replaced with something warmer, deeper. “I’ve never felt anything like that. Not even close. It’s like… you unlocked something in me I didn’t know was there.”

Sage smiled, brushing a damp strand of auburn hair off Harper’s forehead. “You were incredible. Every sound you made, every time you clenched around me, every time you said my name…fuck, Harper. You ruined me too. That was the hottest thing ever.”

Harper laughed softly, cheeks heating. “I think we ruined each other.”

Sage’s hand slid to Harper’s cheek, thumb stroking gently. “I mean it… I feel different with you. Like… it was more than just sex. For real.”

Harper’s heart gave a hard thud. She swallowed, suddenly nervous again. “Me too. I mean… I’ve dated guys. I’ve had sex. But it was always… fine. Mechanical. Nothing ever felt like this. Like I couldn’t breathe without you touching me. Like I’ve been waiting my whole life for someone to look at me the way you do.”

Sage’s expression softened further, eyes searching Harper’s face. “I’ve been out since high school. I’ve had hookups, short relationships, all of it. But no one’s ever made me feel this… seen. This wanted. The second I walked into this apartment and saw you blushing in those overalls, glasses slipping down your nose… I knew I was fucked. In the best way.”

Harper bit her lip, a shy smile breaking through. “It’s fast, though. Isn’t it? We’ve only known each other a couple of days.”

Sage nodded, not looking away. “Yeah. It’s fast. But it doesn’t feel wrong. It feels like… everything just clicked into place. Like the universe finally got its shit together and put us in the same apartment at the right time.”

Harper’s throat tightened. “I was so scared when Lauren left. Thought I’d be alone, scrambling for rent, miserable. Then you answered the ad, and… everything changed. You changed it. You made me feel brave. Sexy. Wanted. I’ve never had that before.”

Sage pulled her closer, kissing her forehead, then her nose, then her lips—soft, lingering. “You are brave. You are sexy. You are so fucking wanted, Harper. I’ve wanted to tell you that. Wanted to kiss you, touch you, make you come until you forgot your own name. But more than that… I wanted this. Us. Just lying here, talking. Holding you.”

Harper’s eyes stung. She blinked hard, then whispered, “I think I’m falling… for you.”

Sage exhaled shakily, like the words hit her square in the chest. “Good. Because I’m already there.” She cupped Harper’s face with both hands, thumbs brushing away the tears that had slipped free. “Lets do this, Harper. For real. I have such a good feeling about this. I want you—morning coffee, late-night study sessions, bad days, good days, all of it. I want it.”

Harper’s laugh was half-sob, half-joy. “Yes. God, yes.”

They kissed again—slow, deep, full of everything they hadn’t said yet. When they pulled apart, Sage tucked Harper against her chest, arms wrapping tight around her like she never wanted to let go.

“We’ll figure out the rest,” Sage murmured into her hair. “Together.”

Harper nodded, smiling against Sage’s skin. “Together.”

The sun climbed higher outside the window, casting warm golden stripes across the bed. They stayed tangled in the sheets, trading lazy kisses, soft whispers, occasional giggles when one of them replayed a particularly filthy moment from earlier. No rush to move. No need to explain anything to the world yet.

Just the two of them, finally exactly where they belonged.

And they were just getting started.

Haper and Sage lived Happily Ever After…




The End
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Over 45,000 words of spicy lesbian erotica... Enjoy!


Winter Awakening: A First Time Age Gap Lesbian Spicy Romance

 It all started with a pastry...

She came for solitude.

Bailey thought a week alone house-sitting in her aunt’s snowbound mansion would be quiet reflection. Then Celeste arrived—older, French, impossibly confident—with warm baking and a gaze that stripped her bare.

A storm locked them in. A swim in the heated pool unlocked everything else.

From tentative touches to commanding nights, Bailey discovers pleasure she never knew existed under the guidance of a woman who knows exactly how to make her beg, tremble, and come totally undone.

First time. Age gap. Toys. Sinfully sweet.

If you love intense lesbian awakenings where curiosity turns into craving… this scorching novella will keep you warm on a cold winters night...
Enjoy!


Sports Therapy: A First Time Lesbian Sapphic Romance (ff short stories)



A delicious and sweet first-time lesbian erotic romance dripping with heat...

One twisted ankle on a straight girl. One pair of warm, confident hands that were never supposed to wander.

Zoe lives for the track: disciplined, focused, always in control, until one wrong step on a muddy trail sends her limping into the university sports therapy clinic… and straight into Maya’s warm, confident hands.

Soon, the straight-A runner discovers the only finish she craves is when Maya is between her thighs.

Scorching tension. Explicit sapphic awakening. The slow turning of a straight woman, and a happily ever after!



Until Next Time
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