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Picking Her Up

A First Time Age Gap Lesbian Romance




A delicious and dripping lesbian romance as steamy as it is sweet...


Chapter One




The highway unspooled in a silver ribbon before her, slicing through miles of open prairie that shimmered under the late afternoon sun. Heat rose in faint, rippling waves from the asphalt, bending the horizon into a soft mirage. Evelyn tightened her grip on the steering wheel and flicked the air conditioning up a notch. The SUV’s interior hummed in response — cool, efficient, quiet.

She’d been driving for hours. The landscape stretched endlessly in all directions: rolling fields broken by wind-swept trees, the occasional weather-beaten barn, and those long stretches where the world felt empty enough to swallow her whole. Somewhere between nowhere and somewhere else, Eve realized she hadn’t spoken to another soul all day.

The quiet was supposed to be cleansing. That’s what she told herself when she packed the boxes and signed the lease on the small townhouse in a new city hours away. A fresh start. A change of scenery. She even practiced saying it aloud while taping the last moving box shut. Away from her ex, all their shared friends, the endless drama. Remote work had its benefits. But fresh starts always sounded easier in theory than in motion. In practice, they just left you alone with your thoughts for long stretches of highway.

She glanced at the passenger seat. A cardboard cup sat in the holder, the coffee inside long gone cold. Next to it, her phone rested face-down, still on airplane mode. Her ex-husband had always hated that she turned her phone off for long stretches of time. What if someone needs you? he used to say. Eve smiled faintly at the thought — a smile without warmth. No one needed her now.

Outside, the sky was a vast wash of blue, so open it almost made her uneasy. It had been years since she’d done anything so impulsive — just throwing her life in boxes, renting a U-Haul, and setting off toward a place she’d never been. A younger version of herself might have found it exhilarating. But at thirty-six, freedom and loneliness could look unsettlingly similar.

She adjusted the mirror, catching a glimpse of her own reflection. Her auburn hair was swept into a loose knot, sunglasses hiding the telltale exhaustion beneath her eyes. She looked... good, technically. Put-together. In shape. But beneath the neat blouse and subtle lipstick, something inside her felt threadbare. There had been a time when she’d imagined her thirties differently — maybe children, a home filled with laughter and chaos. Instead, she was watching the kilometers tick by alone, the tan line of her wedding ring on her finger refusing to fade.

A sigh escaped before she could stop it. She reached to the dash and turned on the radio, landing on a soft folk station — a woman’s voice, lilting and sad, filling the cabin. Eve let it wash over her. She didn’t sing along. She never did. But something about the words — take the long way home — stirred a quiet ache in her chest.

Outside, the wind shifted. A flock of birds crossed the sky, sharp and sudden, their wings flashing like silver. The sun had dipped lower now, painting everything gold. And that’s when she saw it — movement at the edge of the highway.

At first it was just a figure in the distance, a shimmer of motion against the glare. Eve squinted through the windshield. Someone was standing by the road, thumb out, a small backpack slung over one shoulder.

A hitchhiker. Like the start of a horror movie, Eve thought. This is where I get murdered.

Her foot eased off the gas without conscious thought. She frowned — she hadn’t seen a hitchhiker in years. Not since college, maybe. People didn’t do that anymore, not in the middle of nowhere.

But something about the figure, the situation, caught her attention and held it. She told herself she was just curious. Just looking, and not actually going to stop for a stranger on the side of the highway in the middle of nowhere.

The figure grew clearer as Eve’s SUV drew closer. A young woman — early twenties, maybe — stood just beyond the shoulder, her thumb extended, her other hand gripping the strap of a weathered backpack. She looked like she’d been walking for miles.

Her hair caught the sunlight first — long, pale, tangled by the wind into loose waves that brushed her shoulders. She wore cutoff denim shorts and a white tank top knotted above the waist, the fabric clinging lightly to her as the heat pressed down. Her bare legs were dusted with the faint gold of sun and road dust, and her shoes looked worn and dirty.

She shifted her weight as Eve approached, lifting her hand a little higher, as if summoning courage, an extra plea. A sliver of metal glinted at her nose, a small silver ring that shimmered. The woman smiled.

There was something about her posture that tugged at Eve’s attention: relaxed but self-contained, a calm defiance in the way she faced the road. She wasn’t panicked, not desperate — just waiting, like she trusted the world would eventually deliver someone kind enough to stop.

Eve’s fingers tapped against the steering wheel. She told herself again she was just curious. That was all. The girl looked harmless enough, but who really knew? You didn’t just stop for strangers anymore. Not out here where there wasn’t another car in sight.

Her eyes flicked to the rearview mirror, scanning the empty highway behind her. Nothing but dust and distance. Keep going, a sensible voice murmured in her mind. You don’t owe anyone anything.

But her foot was already easing off the gas. This girl could be in trouble…

The SUV slowed, engine humming low as she coasted forward. The girl’s gaze met hers through the windshield for a brief, flickering moment — steady, unflinching, and startlingly direct. Eve felt something shift low in her stomach, a quiet jolt that made her pulse jump once, sharp and unexpected.

She exhaled slowly, fingers tightening around the wheel. She’s just a traveler, she told herself. Looking for a ride into the next town, probably.

Still, her heartbeat had quickened. The woman she used to be, the one who never deviated from plan, who double-checked every door lock — would’ve driven on. But that woman had been built from fear and compromise, from all the years she’d told herself she was happy when she wasn’t.

Eve flicked on her turn signal. Gravel crunched beneath the tires as she pulled onto the shoulder, sunlight flashing off the side mirror. The hitchhiker’s head tilted slightly in surprise, then in quiet gratitude. She lifted her backpack, slinging it higher on one shoulder, and began to walk toward the car, her hips swaying.

Eve’s hands lingered on the steering wheel as she watched her approach through the mirror — the slow, confident gait, her bare midriff, the way the sun painted her hair almost silver, the faint shadow of a smile forming on her lips.

For the briefest moment, Eve considered putting the car back in drive. But she didn’t. Instead, she took a breath, reached over, and unlocked the passenger door.

The passenger door opened with a soft creak. Heat poured in — the kind that shimmered off the pavement and clung to skin.

“Hey,” the young woman said, leaning slightly into the open door. Her voice was warm, unguarded. “Thank you so much.”

Eve gave a small nod, her fingers still on the steering wheel. “No problem. You headed somewhere in particular?”

The girl smiled, a quick flash that softened the sharp edges of her road-tired face. “Wherever you’re going’s fine, honestly. Just trying to get out of the sun.”

There was a dusting of freckles across her nose, and up close, her hair wasn’t just blonde — it was a mix of honey and pale gold, tangled from wind and travel. She slid into the seat with an ease that made Eve’s car feel suddenly smaller, more intimate.

Eve caught the faint scent of something clean and sun-warmed, like wild grass. She cleared her throat. “It’s hot enough to melt asphalt out there. You’ve been walking long?”

“Most of the day,” the girl said, setting her pack between her feet. “Started before it got too hot, but time kinda got away from me on the road, you know?” She laughed a little, then turned toward Eve. “I’m Sierra.”

Of course she has a name like that, Eve thought. Simple. Soft. It fit her.

“Eve,” she replied. “Nice to meet you.”

Sierra buckled her seat belt with a click, then pressed her palms against her thighs, a faint sheen of sweat catching the light. “I really appreciate this. Not many people stop anymore for hitch hikers.”

Eve forced a small smile. “Guess I’m too trusting.”

Sierra tilted her head, laughing. “Maybe you just have a kind soul.”

The SUV eased back onto the highway. The tires hummed against the road, steady and rhythmic, the kind of sound that could lull someone into silence. For a while, neither spoke.

Eve kept her eyes forward, but she could feel Sierra beside her — the way she sat with one leg tucked slightly under her, the subtle movement of her fingers as she traced a line in the condensation on her water bottle. There was an energy about her, bright and unhurried, like she didn’t mind the in-between places. And she was pretty, in her own way.

“So,” Sierra said at last, glancing out the window, “You always pick up strangers, or am I just special?”

Eve glanced over, caught off guard by the teasing lilt in her voice. Sierra’s eyes — green, maybe hazel — were dancing with amusement, waiting for her answer.

“No,” Eve said, a touch too quickly. “You’re the first.”

The girl’s smile softened, genuine now. “Then I guess I’m lucky.”

“Guess you are.”

Eve looked back to the road, the corners of her mouth tugging upward despite herself. The air in the car felt different — lighter somehow, threaded with something new and unspoken.

For a while, the only sound was the steady rush of tires on pavement and the hum of the air conditioner. The horizon stretched ahead in a pale, wavering haze, fields giving way to low hills dotted with trees.

Sierra leaned her head against the window, eyes half-lidded, watching the world drift by in long, lazy blurs of color.

Eve glanced at her, then quickly looked away. There was something almost mesmerizing about her — the calm stillness she carried even after miles of road. Eve couldn’t tell if it came from youth or from something older, something learned.

“So,” Sierra said after a while, her voice cutting softly through the quiet, “You on a road trip or something?”

Eve hesitated. “Something like that.”

“Moving?”

Eve’s mouth curved in a small, wry smile. “Yeah. Leaving one life behind, starting another. You know how it goes.”

Sierra turned toward her, studying her face. “That sounds… brave.”

Eve laughed under her breath. “Brave’s one word for it.” She reached for her coffee cup, remembered it was ancient and cold, and set it back down. “Mostly it just feels strange. Like I blinked and everything I thought I wanted stopped fitting.”

Sierra nodded slowly. “Yeah,” she said after a pause, “I get that.”

Eve glanced at her. “You do?”

Sierra’s lips pressed together in a faint smile. “Sometimes you have to get away before things start making sense. That’s all.”

It was the kind of statement that carried weight — too simple for how true it felt. Eve didn’t ask for details. She just nodded, eyes back on the road, and the silence that followed wasn’t uncomfortable this time.

They passed a faded roadside diner with a flickering neon sign. Sierra pointed at it absently. “Bet their coffee’s been sitting since sunrise.”

“Probably,” Eve said. “But I’ve had worse.”

“Same,” Sierra replied with a grin. “I’ll take burnt diner coffee over no coffee any day.”

Eve smiled again. It was small, but real. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d smiled this easily — the last time someone had made her forget, even briefly, the weight she’d been carrying.

The road ahead dipped into a valley, trees closing in around them, the light turning cooler and softer through the leaves. Sierra pulled one knee up onto the seat, folding herself sideways to face Eve more fully.

“Let’s stop,” Eve said, almost before thinking. “I could use something real to eat. Want to?”

Sierra smiled and nodded. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

Eve pulled off the road, gravel crunching beneath the tires as they came to a stop beside the faded building. The sign buzzed faintly, the red letters blinking against the dimming sky. Inside, a few trucks were parked crookedly, their chrome glinting in the low light.

The diner smelled of coffee, grease, and pie crust — familiar, strangely comforting. They slid into a booth near the window, the vinyl seats sticking faintly to the backs of their legs.

Eve shrugged off her light jacket, brushing a stray strand of auburn hair behind her ear. Sierra noticed the small movement, the glimpse of her wrist, the soft gleam of a gold chain that caught the light.

“So,” Sierra said, leaning back, “You really are moving somewhere new? To like, start over?”

Eve nodded. “Yeah. Divorce went through a couple months ago. I thought maybe a change of scenery would help. Get away from all the drama.”

Sierra tilted her head. “You sound…more than okay with it.”

Eve smiled faintly. “Some days I am. Some days I’m not sure who I’m supposed to be now or what I should do.”

“That’s fair,” Sierra said softly. “I kind of know that feeling.”

Eve met her eyes. “You ran away, didn’t you?”

Sierra’s laugh was quiet, but there was no denial in it. “Yeah. My parents found out I’m…I’m gay. Into girls. It didn’t go over well.” She looked down at her hands, then back up. “I thought maybe if I left, they’d figure out I was still me. Just… different.”

Eve’s chest tightened — not with pity, but something deeper. “That’s a hard thing to do at your age.” Sierra was a lesbian? For some reason, the thought sent Eve’s mind spinning.

Sierra gave a small shrug. “Harder to stay. And I’m twenty-one, so it could have been worse.”

They fell quiet for a while as the waitress poured coffee, leaving two steaming cups between them. Eve stirred hers absently, watching the swirl of cream dissolve.

Sierra’s eyes lingered on her face. “I’m really glad you stopped.”

Eve looked up, their gazes catching and holding. The space between them seemed to narrow — a hum in the air neither of them spoke about.

“Me too,” Eve said quietly.

Outside, the sky deepened into indigo. Through the window, the road stretched into darkness, and the faint neon glow from the sign painted their faces in soft red light.

Neither of them moved to leave.


Chapter Two




Eve leaned against the hood of her car as Sierra disappeared toward the small rest stop bathroom, her bag slung over one shoulder. The light had softened into that hour between gold and dusk, painting everything in warm, sleepy amber. The air was still, humming faintly with the sound of insects, and the faint scent of pine and gasoline hung between them.

She tried not to stare, but her eyes followed Sierra anyway—the sway of her hips in those cutoff shorts, the curve of her legs dusted with road grit, the way her dark hair caught the dying light. God, she’s beautiful, Eve thought, and immediately scolded herself for it. She’s twenty-one. And a woman. But she’s into women…

This was ridiculous. She’d just picked up a stranger off the side of the road, and now her pulse was racing like she’d ran a sprint. Maybe it was just the loneliness talking, or maybe the quiet months after her divorce had cracked something open in her. It had been months since she experienced any kind of romance or thrill. She wasn’t sure. All she knew was that Sierra’s smile had lodged itself somewhere inside her, soft and dangerous and warm.

Eve’s thoughts drifted back to their earlier conversation—Sierra admitting, so simply, that she’d left home because her parents couldn’t handle who she was. Into women. Gay. The blunt honesty of it had knocked something loose in Eve. She’d spent years pretending—smiling through a marriage that never fit, pretending her contentment wasn’t just habit and fear. Now, hearing Sierra talk about running away to be herself, Eve felt a strange mix of envy and admiration. She was brave.

She rubbed her arms against the chill that was creeping in with the evening. The world around them was quiet except for the distant whisper of wind through the trees and the hum of cooling metal from the car’s hood. When Sierra emerged again, her face freshly washed and her light hair damp around the temples, Eve’s breath caught for a moment.

“Feel better?” Eve asked, hoping her voice didn’t sound as shaky as she felt.

Sierra smiled, pushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “Yeah. Thanks for waiting. Feels good to just wash the day off, you know?”

Eve nodded. “Yeah, I know the feeling.” She hesitated, glancing down the empty stretch of road. “So… what do you want to do? Keep driving, or maybe find somewhere to stop for the night? There’s supposed to be a small motel not too far from here. I know you don’t really have anywhere to go…” It’s not like Eve could just ditch this girl at night by some highway diner.

Sierra tilted her head, her eyes soft and unreadable. “You sure you don’t mind the company a little longer? I don’t want to impose or anything. If you need your space, I totally get it.”

Eve’s lips curved into a small, involuntary smile. “I don’t mind at all. I wouldn’t have stopped if I did.” The truth was, she didn’t want this strange young woman to leave.

“Thank you, Eve.”

The air between them felt charged again, something unspoken humming just beneath the surface. Sierra slipped into the passenger seat, tucking her bag at her feet, and Eve climbed back behind the wheel. As the engine rumbled to life, Sierra leaned her head back against the seat, the fading light catching in her lashes. For the first time in a long while, Eve didn’t mind not knowing exactly what she was doing.

∞∞∞

By the time the headlights washed over the peeling sign of the roadside motel, night had settled like a heavy blanket over the landscape. The place wasn’t much — a long, low strip of faded paint and buzzing neon that read Vacancy in half-lit letters — but after hours of driving through near-empty roads, it looked like salvation.

Eve pulled into the gravel lot and killed the engine. The sound of it dying left a strange silence behind, punctuated only by the soft ticking of cooling metal. Sierra stretched in the passenger seat, her back arching as she let out a small groan of relief. The movement drew Eve’s gaze before she could stop herself — the hem of Sierra’s tank top lifted just enough to reveal a sliver of her stomach, smooth and toned and pale in the dashboard glow. Sierra smiled at her.

Eve tore her eyes away, her throat suddenly dry. What the hell are you doing, Eve? she thought. She’s just a girl who needed a ride. That’s it. But even as she told herself that, her pulse didn’t listen.

Inside, the motel lobby smelled faintly of old carpet and lemon cleaner. A ceiling fan turned lazily overhead, stirring the heavy air. Behind the counter sat a middle-aged clerk with reading glasses perched low on his nose, watching something on a tiny TV until they walked in.

“Evening,” he said, sitting up straighter. “Need a room?”

“Yes, please,” Eve replied, forcing a polite smile. “Two beds if you’ve got it.”

He typed something into the ancient computer, frowning. “Sorry, ma’am. Only rooms left tonight are singles. Some folks broke down out on the main road and filled up the doubles earlier.”

Eve hesitated, feeling Sierra’s gaze flick toward her. That familiar flutter of uncertainty came back.

“Oh, um…” Eve began, turning to Sierra.

Sierra gave a little shrug, her tone light, teasing. “It’s fine with me. I can always make a nest on the floor if you want your space.”

Eve shook her head quickly, a small smile tugging at her lips despite herself. “No need. One bed’s fine. We’ll take it.”

The clerk nodded and slid the key card across the counter, oblivious to the charged glance that passed between the two women as he did.


Chapter Three




Outside again, they crossed the cracked pavement in silence, the air cool and tinged with the faint smell of rain. The motel’s single row of rooms glowed in dull yellow light, each door identical except for the flaking numbers nailed beside them.

Eve unlocked theirs, and the door swung open with a faint creak. The room was small and unremarkable — one queen bed, a narrow dresser, a buzzing wall unit for air conditioning. But in that moment, standing shoulder to shoulder in the doorway, it felt strangely intimate.

Sierra stepped inside first, tossing her bag on the chair in the corner. “Not bad,” she said softly. “Could be worse.”

Eve let the door swing shut behind her, leaning back against it for a moment. She could still feel the day humming through her — the road, the sunset, the quiet revelations between them. And now, this: one room, one bed, and the unmistakable pull of curiosity that had been building since she first saw Sierra by the roadside.

Sierra glanced over her shoulder and smiled; her eyes meeting Eve’s with an ease that made Eve’s stomach twist. “Thanks again for letting me stay with you.”

Eve swallowed, her heart giving a quiet, traitorous thud. “Yeah,” she murmured. “Of course.”

She set her bag down on the dresser and moved toward the tiny bathroom. The tiles were cool under her feet, the light harsh and fluorescent. She splashed water on her face, letting it run down her neck, trying to wash away the heat from the road and the quiet flutter that Sierra’s presence had stirred in her chest.

When she stepped back into the main room, Sierra had already kicked off her boots, sitting cross-legged on the edge of the bed. She stretched, arms reaching above her head, and Eve felt a sudden, undeniable awareness of her. The tank top had shifted slightly with the movement, revealing the soft curve of her shoulder and the faint shadow of a collarbone.

“You seem like you’re deep in thought,” Sierra said, tilting her head and flashing that easy, teasing smile.

Eve hesitated, caught off guard. “Just… trying to remember what it feels like not to be constantly on edge.”

Sierra chuckled softly, a light, melodic sound. “I get that.” She shifted a little closer on the bed, though not invasively — just enough to let the air between them hum. “You need to loosen up! You’re free.”

Eve’s pulse jumped, heat creeping into her cheeks. “And how do you suggest I do that?” she asked, trying to keep her voice steady.

Sierra leaned back on her hands, letting her hair fall in waves around her face. “Hmm…You can have a bath in our luxurious resort of a room?” She lifted her eyebrows, eyes glinting in the soft light. “Or, we can play a game?”

Eve swallowed, her mind spinning at the implication. “Yes,” she said, voice higher than intended. “We could.”

Sierra grinned, leaning forward to grab her water bottle and taking a slow sip, eyes locked on Eve’s face the whole time. “You done in the bathroom for now? I’m going to go freshen up and have a shower.” Then, she grabbed the little bag she had been carrying.

“Uh, yeah, you can go first. I’ll shower after you.”

Eve watched as Sierra padded barefoot to the bathroom, her movements unhurried, even languid. The door clicked shut with a gentle finality. Eve stood in the center of the room, suddenly conscious of her own skin — the prickle of sweat along her collarbone, the way her blouse clung damp at the small of her back. She heard the tap of the shower knobs, the metallic cough of pipes, then the steady hiss of water. She let herself imagine the steam curling against the cheap tile, the way Sierra’s nude silhouette might look through the warped plastic of the shower curtain.

The air felt heavier in the room now. Eve busied herself with small chores — unzipping her bag, folding her cardigan over the arm of the chair, straightening the scattered packets of sugar and powdered creamer on the counter. She caught her own reflection in the window, ghostly and doubled by motel glass. Her cheeks were flushed, her thoughts tripping her up - the strange intimacy of sharing a motel room with someone she barely knew, the kind of reckless thing she’d never have imagined herself doing, even two months ago. But here she was, and here was Sierra, and the air in the room tasted like possibility, sweet and raw.

She was still standing by the dresser when Sierra emerged, towel-wrapped and pink-cheeked, hair damp and wild around her face. She dragged the rough towel along her calves, balancing deftly on one leg, then reached into her battered knapsack and fished out a shirt—a soft, oversized tee with a faded galaxy print, and a small pair of gray cotton shorts. When she pulled the shirt over her head, Eve had to look away, her face prickling as she pretended to busy herself unpacking, all while stealing little glances.

Sierra tugged the shorts on, quick and practiced after the loose shirt. No bra. Or underwear. She didn’t seem to care if Eve noticed, or maybe she wanted her to. She stood at the edge of the bed and toweled her hair, her shirt riding u and exposing her bare midriff. Her skin was sun-warmed, golden; the ends of her hair left little wet commas on the cotton as she shook it out.

Eve fumbled with her own bag, suddenly self-conscious in her fitted blouse and the staleness of her jeans, the way she still clung to a uniform of adulthood when Sierra wore herself so easily. She glanced up and their eyes met in the mirrored black of the TV screen, and Sierra smiled.

“Your turn. Showers all free.”

Eve forced a small smile, brushing a loose strand of hair from her temple and zipping the overnight bag closed. Her fingers lingered for a second on the zipper pull, oddly unready to move, and she willed them to let go. “Thanks. I’ll be quick.”

The bathroom door shut with a soft click behind her. She peeled off her jeans, then her blouse. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror above the sink—hair coming loose in red wisps, cheeks flushed high, pupils a little too wide. The old wedding-band tanline still glared ghost-pale on her finger. She turned away from it, stripping down the rest of the way, and stepped under the spray.

The water was shockingly hot. Eve ducked her head and let it run over her scalp, along her vertebrae, the heat forcing goosebumps up and down her arms and thighs. She tried to think of nothing, to focus on the water, the way it hammered her scalp and poured down her arms. But that proved impossible; the dark space behind her eyelids filled almost immediately with the image of Sierra, damp hair spread over tanned shoulders, that galaxy shirt slipping loose over her perky breasts, the lean lines of her legs folded on the bed… Eve stifled a gasp as she dragged a finger up her slit. How long had it been since she had an orgasm? That’s all it was… Get it together…


Chapter Four




She finished quickly, using the scratchy motel soap, the scent oddly nostalgic, and dried herself briskly with the stiff white towel. She dressed in fresh clothes—faded sleep shorts, and her oldest, softest tee—then forced herself to look in the mirror. She looked different. Not the lines of her age or the faint exhaustion, but something in her posture, the flush climbing her neck, the tilt of her chin. She felt reckless, and terrified, and alive. Copying Sierra, she didn’t wear a bra, and Eve could see her nipples through the thin fabric when she looked in the steamy mirror. Which meant Sierra would be able to, too. The thought sent another surge between Eve’s legs.

Sierra was lounging on the bed, sprawled face-down, scrolling her phone with her feet waggling in the air. The fabric of her shorts was hugging her ass tight, leaving very little to the imagination. Eve could practically see the pink lips of her pussy. She turned her head, gazing at Eve. “Feel better?”

“Like a new woman.” Eve said, the words coming out softer than she intended. She was aware at once of her own body—how her skin prickled still, how a low, dull heat had pooled between her legs. She fought the urge to adjust her tee, to check whether it was doing enough to disguise her breasts, her nipples hardening.

Sierra watched her, chin propped on her folded arms, eyes gleaming with something Eve couldn’t name. She set her phone aside with deliberate care, then rolled over onto her back and scooted up against the headboard, arms crossed behind her head. “So, do you want me to make a nest on the floor? I’m sure we can get some extra blankets. I mean, I can go ask-”

“No, no,” Eve cut her off. “It’s totally fine, really. But, If you would rather sleep on the floor -”

“I wouldn’t. The bed sounds lovely. Thank you.” Sierra replied.

Eve perched on the mattress edge and ran her thumb along a faint crease in the comforter's bleached cotton. She felt like an impostor in her own body—awkward, hovering, but somehow electric. The room ticked with strange possibilities.

“So,” Sierra said, cocking her head, “What do you wanna do?” Sierra’s eyes flicked from Eve’s face to her bare legs, then back again. She smirked, a little lopsided, and pulled her knees up, hugging them to her chest. “We could watch some T.V. Or we could play a game…” she said, voice exaggerated in its innocence. There was that suggestion again.

Eve caught the challenge in it. “Like what? Never have I ever?” She said it as a joke—she was too old for that, surely—but Sierra’s quick nod made her stomach twist.

“Classic,” Sierra said. “Besides, we barely know each other. I mean, we’re sharing a bed.” She nudged Eve’s ankle with her toe.

Eve huffed a laugh, wary but weirdly delighted. “I don’t know if I’m interesting enough for that game.” she said.

“Oh, c’mon!” Sierra curled her lip, “Just a couple of rounds. Let’s have some fun! It was a long day. Then we can just go to sleep, I promise.”

Eve bit her lower lip. The dare of it — the fact that this young, beautiful stranger wanted to play this game with her — made her feel reckless and girlish. She could practically remember cramped sleepovers in high school, the giggling, the way her stomach clenched when a question called out a secret she’d hidden even from herself.

Maybe she’d always been waiting for something like this. Maybe she’d stopped believing it could ever happen.

She laughed, shaking her head. “Okay, okay, fine.”

“So,” Sierra started, “Hold up three fingers. We take turns saying something we haven’t done, but the other person maybe has. If you get it right, that’s a strike for them. Three strikes, and you lose.”

“Deal,” Eve said, holding up three fingers like Sierra, “I’ll go first. Never have I ever…kissed a girl.”

“Oh, too easy!” Sierra laughed, putting a finger down. “Got me. But seriously, you’ve never even kissed another woman? Not even as a dare or joke?”

“Nope.”

“Ever thought about it?”

“Well,” Eve could feel herself blush. “Yeah. I guess.” She stole a glance at Sierra, whose gaze flicked up, expectant.

Sierra’s smile was conspiratorial now, shining. She raised her eyebrows. “Never have I ever… been married.” Her tone was light, but the words dropped between them with the weight of a stone.

Eve put a finger down. “Touché.”

“That’s a point for me. What does the winner get?”

“Hmmm. A back rub?” Eve offered.

“Hell yes. Winner gets a back rub.” Sierra confirmed.

Eve returned the smile, her pulse thumping in her fingertips. “Deal. My turn.” She racked her brain for something clever but managed only, “Never have I ever hitchhiked.”

Sierra cackled and immediately lowered a finger. “Geez, you’re a savage,” she said. “Okay, never have I ever—” she paused, tapping her chin and thinking, “Never have I ever… been skinny dipping.”

Eve dropped a finger.

“Really?” Sierra laughed, tilting her head back. “You have?”

“I… yes.” Eve admitted, “A long time ago. You haven’t?”

“I’d love to see that,” Sierra said, before her mind caught up to the double meaning, “I mean, you just don’t seem like… the type.”

“What?” Eve chuckled, reddening, “I don’t? Why not?”

“I don’t know…” Sierra started.

“I’ll have you know I did lots of crazy things when I was younger!”

“Mmhmm.” Sierra rolled her eyes, smiling. “I guess you did pick up a cute stranger and share your bed with her.”

“Damned right I did,” Eve said, her laugh more relaxed than she intended. She was surprised by her own daring, the way her nervous energy had shifted. She felt unmoored and mischievous, like the rules of the old world had lost their grip in this motel room.

Sierra had only one finger left. They were closing in. Eve tipped her head, weighing her play. “Never have I ever… called in sick to work because I was too hungover to move.”

Sierra paused, then lowered her last finger. “Oh, you got me.”

Eve grinned, savoring her small triumph. “Knew it.”

Sierra stretched her arms over her head, catlike, the sleeves of her galaxy shirt slipping farther down her shoulders in a way that made Eve’s mouth dry. “I guess you win.” She curved her lips in a mock-pout, then nudged Eve again with her knee. “You win a back rub, as promised.”

“Hell yes!”

Sierra beamed, rolling onto her side and propping her cheek against her palm. “You want it now?” She gave the words a playful lilt, as if they were a dare. Her gaze rested on Eve’s face, open, warm, and strangely unguarded.

Eve hesitated. She nodded, breathless for a second, then sat cross-legged on the rough comforter, back presented.

Sierra scooted closer, the mattress dipping with her weight. Her hands were gentle and surprisingly strong, digging thumbs into the tense muscles at the base of Eve’s neck. Eve felt the bright line of heat that followed each movement of Sierra’s fingers, the relief of tension giving way to something looser, almost liquid. She closed her eyes, letting the sensation pull her toward some version of peace she’d forgotten she could have. “Mmm. That’s nice.”

“Good… You deserve it after all that driving.” Sierra’s hands worked with a slow, deliberate confidence, her thumbs kneading little circles at the base of Eve’s neck. The first touch was gentle, testing, as if she wasn’t sure how much force to use, but as Eve exhaled and let her shoulders drop, Sierra pressed deeper, fingers tracing the tense lines from neck to shoulder blade. Eve was instantly aware of how close she was — Sierra’s knees bracketing her hips, the warmth of her thighs through the comforter, the distinct scent of her skin, sharp and fresh and unfamiliar.

Eve felt the tension draining from her in steady, deliberate increments, replaced by a low, molten warmth that made her limbs heavy and loose.

God, she hadn’t realized how touch-starved she’d become. The last time someone’s hands were on her, it had been clinical, transactional—some polite, duty-bound gesture in the final months before her ex moved out for good. Sierra’s touch was nothing like that. It was focused, unselfconscious, almost reverent in its attention.

Eve let her head tip forward, breaths slowing. She was hyper-aware of the mattress shifting under Sierra’s weight, the faint rustle of sheets, the exhale of breath that warmed the back of her neck. Her body responded on some ancient, involuntary level to the pressure and touch — a slow, coiling ache blooming low in her belly, a flush climbing her cheeks. Sierra’s hair swung forward, damp ends grazing Eve’s bare neck. It raised a row of goosebumps.

“You’re so tense,” Sierra murmured, voice close enough to send vibrations through the bones behind Eve’s ear.

“Hope you’re not planning to charge by the minute,” Eve replied, trying to keep her voice even. She didn’t trust herself to turn around.

Sierra’s hands paused a second, then resumed, drifting a little lower, broad and sure over the line of Eve’s trapezius. “Consider it pro bono,” she said. “But tips are always appreciated.”

Eve almost laughed, but the sound caught in her throat. She could feel the pressure of Sierra’s legs bracketing her, her bare thighs warm. She let herself sink into the sensation, shutting her eyes again.

Sierra’s hands slid down her upper back, fingers drawing out tension, then up again, always returning to the tender place just under Eve’s hairline. At first, Eve could tell Sierra was being careful, as if worried about crossing an invisible line, but as the silence wrapped around them, her hands became more confident, more intimate—light drags of her nails down the spine, a thumb grazing the curve of a shoulder blade. Eve realized she was making soft, involuntary sounds—tiny sighs that she’d never let another person hear before.

“You can stop me,” Sierra whispered, the words sinking right into Eve’s skin. “If it’s too much.”

“It’s so nice…” Eve moaned, softly. Eve was aware, in a glittery, mortifying way, of how her own body was responding; of the pulse drumming in her neck, the faintest sweet ache between her legs. The air in the room was thick and close, sweet with the scent of clean skin and synthetic floral detergent. Eve’s limbs hummed with an almost childish anticipation—her body had been so long in hibernation, she hardly recognized its hunger. Sierra’s thumbs dug into the base of her neck, slow, almost possessive, and the ache in Eve’s chest shifted, melting and puddling behind her ribs.

Sierra’s hands lingered, thumb toying at the edge of Eve’s collar, the touch featherlight but deliberate. There was a pause—a nearly imperceptible hesitation, like the split second before a match is struck—then Sierra let her hands slide forward, fingers skimming the line of Eve’s throat, her palms warm as they rested on the dip between shoulder and neck.

Eve stilled, every muscle on high alert. She could feel the impossibly soft brush of Sierra’s breath on her ear, the way the mattress dipped as Sierra shifted closer behind her. She let herself melt back, just enough to let Sierra know she was okay with this, more than okay. “Mmm…” she groaned.

"Still so tense… I need to loosen you up before more driving tomorrow…” Sierra said softly.

There was a shift so subtle, Eve almost missed it—the change in Sierra’s breathing, the way her hands splayed wider and lingered, the way her knees pressed in more firmly on either side of Eve’s hips. The touch was no longer just therapeutic; it was exploratory, hungry in a way that mirrored the ache pooling low in Eve’s belly. What was she doing? She was straight. She could end this. She could pull away, make a joke, scoot to the other edge of the bed, say ‘thanks for the back rub, we should get some sleep now.’

“Sierra,” she whispered instead. She didn’t even know what she meant by it. It just felt like the only thing in the world worth saying. She could feel the thread of tension, spun thin as silk, connecting them. Every nerve ending along her spine felt tuned to Sierra’s next move.

“Yes?” Sierra said softly, “Should I keep going…”

“Okay…”

For a heartbeat, Eve thought Sierra might pull back—might leave her stranded in that bright, wavering anticipation—but then Sierra’s arms circled her from behind, sliding with aching slowness up under Eve’s shirt, hands warm on her bare stomach.

Eve gasped, the sound escaping before she could catch it. She pressed back instinctively, and Sierra’s body molded to hers, soft and hungry at the same time, her chest flush against Eve’s back. Eve could feel Sierra’s breasts pressed against her through the thing fabric. She could sense Sierra’s heartbeat through her back, thumping wild and fast in a way that felt familiar. There was nothing tentative now. Sierra’s palms slid higher, fingers tracing tentative, reverent lines over Eve’s ribs, then resting just beneath the undercurve of her breasts. Eve arched, just barely, nipples aching, every muscle charged and coiled. The air in the room felt liquid and heavy, every sense blurring at the edges.

Sierra’s lips brushed the back of Eve’s neck—the faintest, almost accidental touch—a whispered question. Eve melted.

“You can tell me ‘Stop’ whenever,” whispered Sierra, and the sound of her voice—close, somehow shaken—only made Eve shudder harder. “Or you can relax and let me reward you…”

“Don’t stop…” Eve’s voice sounded needy to even her own ears.

Sierra’s hands played at the hem of Eve’s shirt. When Sierra pulled the shirt up, slow and careful, Eve lifted her arms in surrender, and the fabric slid away, leaving her bare from the waist up. Sierra’s fingers quested upward, trembling just a little when they reached the swell of Eve’s breast, pausing as if waiting for permission that Eve didn’t know how to give. She arched back again, a pure animal reflex, and that was enough. Sierra cupped her gently, thumb tracing the sharp line of a nipple, causing heat to flood Eve’s pussy.

“Oh fuck… Sierra…” Eve couldn’t believe what was happening. Here she was, in a motel room, hooking up with some hitchhiker woman fifteen years younger than her. She didn’t know how to do this, didn’t know what to do with her hands—she felt oddly inexperienced, desperate and clumsy at the same time—but Sierra moved slow and made it uncomplicated. She held Eve’s nipple between her thumb and forefinger, rolling it, coaxing it gentle, exploring every twitch and gasp that followed. Eve’s own hands scrabbled back—she found one of Sierra’s thighs, strong and warm, and squeezed. Sierra responded with a low, throaty hum and pressed closer, wrapping Eve up.

“God, you’re so beautiful…” Sierra purred. “You’re tits are soo nice.”

“Fuck…” Eve squeaked again.

Then Sierra’s mouth: wet heat on Eve’s neck, the sharp white of her teeth nipping just above her shoulder, a soft tongue tracing the place where her pulse hammered. Eve shuddered. It was all she could do not to arch and cry out. Every time Sierra moved, her skin left a cold print, tingling, desperate for more. Eve’s stomach was tight, breath shallow, a pressure building inside her so fast it almost hurt.

Sierra’s hands explored with a kind of reverence, mapping every soft inch as if learning her by heart. Eve was breathing in short, silent gasps, needy and high-pitched. The hunger in her belly was electric. She could feel herself, hot and soaked, her arousal creating a wet patch on her little shorts. Was this what she’d been missing all these years? Was she gay? Had her body always known—had she always been waiting for this particular touch?

She could barely fucking stand it.

Eve’s skin was ablaze with sensation as Sierra’s hand slipped lower, over her stomach, pausing just at the band of her shorts. It was a silent question. “Please…” Eve moaned.

The last barrier was her waistband, thin cotton holding back the flood. Sierra edged her hand beneath it, fingers grazing Eve’s mound, and Eve almost sobbed at the contact. She could feel Sierra’s breath, shallow and urgent, at the nape of her neck. The hand moved lower, cupping her—palming the slick wetness of her bare, horny pussy. Eve shivered, her thighs clenching involuntarily around Sierra’s hand. It was almost too much. Her entire body was buzzing. A woman she had met that day was touching her sopping, desperate pussy.

“Oh, fuck, you’re so wet…” Sierra groaned, and the words landed between Eve’s ears like a spell. Sierra’s fingers explored, slow and teasing, the inside of her wrist pressed warm against Eve’s mound. The pads of her fingers found their target, parting Eve’s folds with a gentleness that made her shudder all the harder. It was impossible not to move against the sensation, impossible not to let her hips roll forward, seeking more. Sierra knew what she was doing — she was patient, delicate, relentless — and she found the hard knot of Eve’s clit, circling it, not too much, not too little, sparking fireworks in the small, airless room. Eve’s thighs shook. She rocked gently into the pressure, breath ragged, hips meeting each stroke of Sierra’s hand. The universe narrowed to the slow pulse of her own need, the scent of arousal, the sound of Sierra’s own breath—sharp, then laughing, then almost pleading.

“Let me see you,” Sierra whispered, and it wasn’t a question. She eased Eve onto her back, hands greedy, sliding the sleep shorts down Eve’s thighs with a needy urgency. Eve flushed, acutely aware of her naked, spread body wet and needy for Sierra. She’d expected her mind to resist — to whisper second thoughts, guilt, maybe even fear — but all she felt was the sharp, electric now, her sense of time collapsing to this moment.

She watched through a watery haze as Sierra dropped to her knees on the mattress, settling between Eve’s parted thighs. The younger woman’s eyes flickered up once, searching Eve’s face, and Eve saw the hunger there, the wild, almost reckless desire that matched her own heartbeat. She wanted to say something, a joke or a warning or a simple don’t stop, but her mouth was dry and her body was louder than her thoughts.

Sierra started with her hands, palms splayed on Eve’s hips—holding her in place, steadying her as if Eve might otherwise float right up and away. Then, with a concentration that made Eve’s pulse scatter, Sierra pressed her lips to the inside of Eve’s knee, mouthing a trail inward, slow and gentle, until her breath was ghosting right over the slick folds of Eve’s pussy. She lingered there, lips almost touching but not quite, the anticipation wringing a high, desperate whine from Eve’s throat.

“Oh fuck… Yes…” Eve moaned. Her hips bucked without her permission, and Sierra steadied her with a palm on her hipbone, fingers spread wide and grounding. How long had it been since someone licked her pussy? Years, probably.

“Mmm… Such a beautiful pussy…” Sierra growled. The first lick was shockingly gentle—a single, wet stripe from the base of Eve’s slit up to her clit, so delicate that Eve almost sobbed at the relief and the hunger layered together.

She’d never felt anything like this: the focus of another woman’s tongue, the heat and pressure calibrated to her as if Sierra had practiced for years with her specifically in mind. Eve braced her heels against the cheap mattress, her hands scrambling for something to clutch—she found the mess of bedsheet and twisted it in her fist.

It was so good—so much better than anything Eve could have prepared herself for or expected. Every lap of Sierra’s tongue made her hips jerk, her fingers clutching the sheets until her knuckles ached. Sierra ate her out with skill and patience, sometimes slow and prying, sometimes a quick, fluttering suck right on her clit. Each new sensation made Eve gasp or moan, and she had long ago given up on staying quiet. She wanted to melt through the bed, or float up to the dim, humming light, or just keep sinking and dissolving, getting softer and wetter until there was no part of her left that wasn’t pleasure.

“You taste so good… So wet and sweet…” Sierra purred, a predatory, glazed look in her sparkling eyes. “Like honey…”

The feeling was almost overwhelming: not just the heat and glide of Sierra’s tongue, but the raw, indulgent rush of being truly, hungrily wanted. Eve couldn’t stop the sounds coming out of her, a keening need she’d never imagined possible, and she half-wanted to bury her face in the pillow, half wanted the world to hear her unraveling. When Sierra sucked her gently, the whole world went blinding white for a split second. Eve pressed her heels into the bed, one hand scrambling for Sierra’s hair, needing the contact, the proof of another living person doing this to her, for her, with all the greedy want that Eve had always kept tamped down.

“Oh yeah… shit…Sierra… I’m gonna… cum!”

She was shaking when the first wave hit — sharp, bright, impossible. She didn’t think it could be so strong, so total, like being hit in the solar plexus by a flash of white heat. Her limbs went stiff and useless, her breath stuttered in, and for a full second, she couldn’t do anything but gasp while her body seized up in pleasure. The walls shivered around her vision. She barely registered Sierra’s voice murmuring, “That’s it, that’s so good,” or the way the sheets bunched beneath her clutching fingers. She just rode the waves, helpless against them, until she slumped, boneless, against the battered old mattress.

Eve lay there panting, every muscle liquid, her skin humming with leftover electricity. She could feel Sierra’s cheek pressed to her thigh, hair spilled messily against Eve’s hip, the faint lick of her tongue catching the last of Eve’s wetness, and Eve laughed weakly, not sure if she was giggling or crying. She felt emptied, raw and clean.

She stayed that way for a while, reveling in the aftershocks, her breath shallow, her skin flushed and glowing in the dim lamplight. She let the sensation settle, soaking into her muscles, untangling whatever old knots of shame or inertia had built up inside her over all those married, careful years. Eve had never felt more awake; her body was a riot of tingles, her thoughts drifting slow and sweet.

Somewhere in the haze, she became aware of Sierra. The other woman lay beside her now, one arm flung careless across Eve’s belly, head resting on Eve’s damp thigh. Her hair was a wet tangle, her mouth glistening, the galaxy shirt hanging slouched off one shoulder. She looked at Eve with a lazy, self-satisfied grin, eyes half-lidded and soft.

“Jesus. I think you broke me,” Eve finally managed, her words slurred with afterglow.

Sierra laughed, low and throaty and sweet, a little husky. “You came like, three times. Minimum. I’m just good at what I do.”

Eve giggled and covered her eyes with her forearm, letting herself drift, legs still splayed. Somewhere, she knew, she should feel guilty or scandalized or something appropriately dramatic, but all she felt was a wash of relief and quiet giddiness. The world had not ended. No angry ex, no judgment. Just a motel bed, the murmur of a shared night, and the taste of something rare and tender filling the space between them.

Sierra sat up with a lazy, feline grace, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand and glancing down at Eve’s body with undisguised satisfaction. “Wanna cuddle?” she asked, casually.

Eve met her gaze. She nodded, and suddenly she was laughing, really laughing, as Sierra collapsed beside her, arms winding around her ribs, nuzzling her damp hair into Eve’s cheek. They lay tangled, skin sticky and sated, a tangle of arms and legs and the cooling arousal still humming between them. Eve curled herself tighter around Sierra’s warmth, letting the quiet of the motel room wrap around them like a second skin. All she could see was the slow rise and fall of Sierra’s shoulder, the way her hair fanned wild across the pillow, the faint pulse of her own blood still pounding in her ears.

For the first time in years, Eve didn’t feel like a satellite in someone else’s orbit. It was warm, unhurried, the odd little tangle of limbs and the hum of the air conditioner lulling her into a loose-limbed calm. Sierra’s breathing slowed and deepened, chest rising steady against Eve’s side, her bare thigh wedged over Eve’s own. It was a clumsy fit, awkward and perfect.


Chapter Five




Eve woke to sunlight in her eyes coming through the blinds and a hollow where Sierra’s body used to be. For a few confused seconds, she couldn’t remember where she was or how she had gotten there, only that she was wrapped in a sheet that felt too coarse to be her own, and that she wasn’t in her own bed.

Eve rolled onto her back, blinking at the stained ceiling tiles, and the story of the night fit itself together in blurry, dazzling fragments—stolen looks, fingers on her breasts, a mouth between her legs. The need, the wanting, the way she’d come apart…

A throaty groan escaped her lips before she could help it. Her thighs ached in a way that made her shiver and smile at the same time. She was naked. Correct that: she was naked and alone, with her limbs splayed across the mattress and her hair sticking in a wild fan to her cheek and pillow. She could hear the shower running. Sierra. The shower’s hiss vibrated through the flimsy wall, and Eve imagined her on the other side of it—water cascading off her smooth, unashamed body. Eve’s body jolted at the memory. She grinned into the rough fabric, feeling as alive as she had the night before.

The instant Eve had that thought, the bathroom door swung open, and Sierra emerged in a towel, hair slicked to her skull and curling around her cheeks, skin dewy with steam. She padded toward the bed and looked over Eve, smiling. “Hey you! Look who’s finally awake.”

“Hey! Sleep okay?” Eve studied her face, looking for a clue—awkwardness, regret, something—but the only thing in Sierra’s eyes was a gentle curiosity. She was so beautiful in the morning, Eve thought. It was almost unfair: the clean, scrubbed skin, the wet lashes, the way her cheekbones seemed carved from something soft. Sierra’s towel was barely more than a suggestion, held up by one absent-minded hand, and Eve felt a fresh ache in her belly.

“I slept great,” Sierra said, “You?”

“I don’t think I’ve slept that well in years…” Eve admitted.

Sierra giggled, “You’re welcome for that. I thought maybe it would have been my turn… but you were sleeping like the dead within five minutes and I didn’t want to wake you up.”

Eve laughed, tossing a pillow at Sierra. “Well, I’m awake now…” It all felt so absurd, so bright and easy.

“Careful,” Sierra said, catching the pillow. “You’re gonna make me lose my towel… and I’m totally naked underneath…”

“Oh no,” Eve bit her lip, “We wouldn’t want that, would we?”

Sierra cocked a brow, grin sly, then turned her back and bent into her bag, rummaging for clean clothes. The towel dropped—deliberately, surely—and Eve’s breath caught. Eve had a view she’d never allowed herself to imagine outside of a porn browser window: the subtle, gold-shaded triangle of Sierra’s sex, bare and perfectly smooth, the soft cleft of her pussy lips catching the angled morning light from the window. Her ass was full and tight, her back arched, her slit glistening.

“Whoopsie…” Sierra turned her head, looking back at Eve and biting her lip. “I dropped my towel…”

Eve’s pulse surged, her body instantly responding with a jolt below her sternum and the kindling ache returning between her legs. “Let me help you with that…” She responded, swinging her legs off the bed and onto the floor.

She crossed the ugly brown carpet, on auto-pilot and unable to look away from that perfect, deliberate display. She knelt behind Sierra, close enough to smell the clean, humid heat rising off her skin, the faint undertone of sweat and arousal. Sierra’s legs were parted slightly, her cunt, open and pouting, was already slick with new desire.

Eve reached out and put her hands on the backs of Sierra’s ass, feeling the shiver in the muscle under her palms. She squeezed, thumb digging lightly into the cleft, and Sierra arched, pushing her hips back, the glimmering lips of her cunt opening like a little flower in the dawn. There was no doubt about what she wanted.

“So fucking sexy…” Eve groaned.

Eve leaned forward, her face inches away, the scent of Sierra’s arousal impossibly fresh and sweet. She let her tongue out, just barely, and flicked it along the seam, tasting the first salt-brightness and the faint, almost grassy undernote of soap and morning sweat.

“Oh, shit…” Sierra’s voice was thick and wanting. She braced her hands on the edge of the dresser, hair falling forward, shoulders tensed and alive.

Eve’s hands roamed over Sierra’s ass, palms flat and worshipful. She parted the cheeks and dipped her face in, licking a broad, slow stripe up the slit and savoring the taste of another woman. Sierra gasped, her legs trembling, and Eve felt the muscles in her ass and thighs twitch under her tongue. The sounds Sierra made were almost desperate, voiceless little cries that vibrated through the air and set Eve’s whole-body buzzing.

She slid her hands up Sierra’s hips, fingers splaying over her belly. Sierra’s breathing grew fast and shallow, her knuckles white on the edge of the dresser. Eve trailed kisses, licking and sucking, circling Sierra’s clit, watching her body’s every response. Eve never thought she’d enjoy this, never thought she’d want to please someone so much, but in this moment her whole body was focused on the taste of her, the shudder of her hips, the way Sierra couldn’t keep herself from grinding backward, greedy for more.

Eve let her tongue slide in deeper, slow and steady, and Sierra gasped, the sound ragged. Her legs threatened to give out.

“Fuck… yes… keep doing that, oh god yes, fuck—” Sierra moaned, not caring about the volume.

She gave herself to it fully, licking, sucking, nibbling at Sierra’s clit, feeling it grow hard and urgent under her tongue. Sierra whimpered, a low desperate sound, and Eve reached around, her hand dipping between her legs to rub two fingers against her slippery cunt in perfect, tight little circles.

Sierra’s thighs clenched tight, her knees drawing together and shaking; she pressed her ass back against Eve’s face and doubled over, gasping, “Oh god, fuck, fuck, I’m gonna—” and then she shattered, her body spasming, the taste of her flooding Eve’s mouth. The thought rose up in Eve, unbidden but sharp: I’m doing this. I’m making her cum. The knowledge lit Eve up from the inside. Her own cunt pulsed, empty and wanting, as she pressed her mouth harder against the trembling, swollen flesh.

The rush of slick, musky heat against Eve’s tongue was electric; she lapped at it, hungrily, unable to stop herself. Her tongue moved greedily, needing all of it, wanting to drag Sierra through that high thin air for as long as possible. Sierra sobbed out another fragment of Eve’s name, incoherent and sweet.

Sierra buckled under the pleasure, her forehead hot against the cheap imitation wood, her voice a rising, helpless pitch. Eve stayed with her, lapping and sucking, one hand kneading the muscle of Sierra’s thigh while the other pressed flat to her belly, feeling the wild flutters inside. The taste, the moans, the trembling shake in Sierra’s legs — it all drove Eve, each muffled “oh god, oh fuck” spurring her on.

Sierra’s orgasm was like pulsing wave. She couldn’t hold still; her hips bucked, thighs clamped together, toes digging against the carpet. Eve held her steady, tongue gentle now, drawing out the aftershocks, savoring every shiver. When Sierra finally slumped, she turned around on jelly knees, face shining with sweat and something almost like tears, and pulled Eve up into a deep, messy kiss.

She tasted herself on Eve’s tongue and shuddered. For a long time, they stood like that, clutching at each other, barely able to breathe.

Sierra drew away, eyes shining, mouth curved in a dreamy, incredulous smile. “Holy. Shit. My soul left my body.”

Eve grinned, savoring the rush of accomplishment, the deep, electric pleasure of having made a woman cum for the first time with nothing but her tongue. She wiped her mouth on the back of her hand and rose, not entirely steady herself, her legs rubbery in the aftermath. “You…” She tried for a smirk, but it came out soft and sincere. “You taste amazing.”

Sierra blinked, then let out a laugh that was equal parts relief and delight. “Come here,” she said, and pulled Eve in for another kiss—open-mouthed, messy, urgent. Her hands roved over Eve’s back, nails digging in, the contact so needy and shy and greedy all at once that Eve wanted to laugh and sob.

They collapsed onto the bed, just breathing. Sierra’s head heavy on Eve’s chest, Eve’s hand buried in the tangled halo of the girl’s hair, her legs kicking off the tangled sheet and tangling with Sierra’s.

∞∞∞

“I’ve never done that before,” she whispered, when her pulse slowed enough to let the words escape. It sounded dumb - she had already told Sierra she never kissed a woman, but her brain was mush.

Sierra lifted her head. Her eyes were sparkling and there was an idiot smile on her face that made Eve want to bite her. “What, kneeling on the floor and making a girl cum so hard she almost faints?”

Eve huffed a laugh, inching her thigh between Sierra’s. She was still sticky, heady with the taste and scent of skin. “No. I mean, yes...” She felt herself flush again, feeling Sierra’s pussy press on her thigh, “Sorry, my brain isn’t working anymore…”

“It’s okay. Mine neither.” Sierra giggled. She trailed a line of kisses down Eve’s throat, circling a nipple with the tip of her tongue. Eve shivered, her body arching into the contact, her mind a slow eddy of disbelief and anticipation. How was this even possible? She’d spent years living inside the claustrophobia of a marriage, convinced her wants were dried-out things, incapable of sparking. That she could want like this—so easily, so all-consuming—it made her feel newborn and furious at once, hungry to gorge herself on whatever the world had kept hidden from her for so long.

“Hey… wanna try something with me?” Sierra asked.

“Anything…” Eve replied, her eyes hazy with lust.

Sierra looked at her, eyes glinting with something conspiratorial, and propped herself up on an elbow, her hand splayed flat on Eve’s belly. “Ever heard of… tribbing?” The word came out half-teased, half-challenge, as if she was waiting to see if Eve would blush, or scold, or recoil in horror.

Eve’s mind short-circuited for a second, hung on the word. She swallowed, feeling the electrical current course through her veins. “You mean like…scissoring?” Her cheeks were burning.

“Mmhmm… I think it would be so hot. I’ve never tried it…”

“Yes,” Eve said, wild and quick, “I want to.”

Sierra’s eyes gleamed, wolfish and eager, as she pulled Eve into a longer, deeper kiss. Eve couldn’t get enough of the girl’s mouth—the taste of her, lush and wild, nerves still crackling. The physical hunger was so raw it startled her.

All Eve could think about was friction. The way the air crackled when Sierra’s bare skin pressed to hers, the slide and give of muscle against muscle, that slick heat gathering between their bellies and thighs. The rest of the world had dissolved into a blur; she was aware only of Sierra’s body, the sticky morning light, the cheap motel bedding twisted between their calves, and the frantic, almost greedy need to be as close as possible, to get more.

Sierra wove her legs between Eve’s, spreading her thighs wide and leaning back on her elbows, the wet, pulsing heat of her bare pussy pressing closer to Eve. Her breasts were bare and taut as her chest heaved, the nipples erect and aching.

“So fucking hot…” Sierra hissed, her hips rolling forward, the wet heat of her sex colliding with Eve’s swollen pussy, the contact sending sparks through them both.

“Oh fuck…” Eve moaned. There was no resistance, only the giddy slide of skin and slickness, the thready charge of nerves.

Eve braced herself on her elbows, her core tight and trembling, and met Sierra’s rhythm. The contact was exquisitely raw — Eve could feel the swollen lips of Sierra’s sex grinding open against her own, the sensation almost too much, her clit a desperate bundle of nerves that sent electric shocks through her thighs and up into her stomach. She rocked forward, matching Sierra’s movement, and the fine hairs on her body stood up.

She watched, mesmerized, as Sierra’s face twisted in that raw, honest hunger—eyes half-lidded, mouth open, breath coming ragged and quick. Sierra’s hips bucked, wild and eager, grinding their cunts together, and Eve felt every wet, hot inch. Her own body answered in kind: slick, sticky, sparking emanating from her core.

“I can’t believe how good it feels,” Sierra gasped, her voice gone raspy. “You’re making me so fucking wet, baby. That pussy feels so good against mine… I want you to cum with me. Together, okay?”

Eve nodded, helpless to reply. Every rock and thrust was building the pressure, a tight spiral winding out from her clit through her belly, thighs, up her spine. She grabbed Sierra’s hips, greedy, pulling the girl tighter, wanting to fuse the bodies together until there was no space, no air, just the wild, perfect grinding friction and the bright white heat that was getting sharper and sharper and sharper. The feeling was so fucking raw, so immediate, Eve almost sobbed. Her clit throbbed and every nerve in her was screaming yes, more, yes.

“C’mon, baby, keep going,” Sierra whispered, her nails raking down Eve’s arms, her hips rutting, quick and desperate. She reached for Eve’s face, dragging her into a savage, biting kiss, and Eve gave herself over, mind blank, bodies fused and slick and trembling. The scissoring was hot and wet and unstoppable, their pussies gliding together, every movement doubling the ache inside her as the motel bed squeaked and rocked on its frame.

Eve felt herself slipping, the pressure building, her hips bucking without her permission, her hands clutching at Sierra’s waist as if she could hold on to the moment forever. The inside of her head filled with static. She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think; she barely heard her own voice as it whined, “Oh fuck, baby, I’m cumming!”

She was aware, dimly, of the sounds she made—half-sobs, half-growls, shards of language obliterated by pleasure. “Yes… oh god, yes, keep going—” she heard Sierra say. Her orgasm hit while Sierra’s hips were still grinding against her, and the world derailed, every sense amplifying and fracturing, a blind white force that flooded her from clit to scalp.

The two of them came together, the shock of it almost unbearable, and Eve felt herself fracture, wave after wave tearing through her until she was nothing but light and heat and Sierra’s gasping, shuddering body grinding her through the aftershocks. She locked her arms around the younger woman’s ribs and held tight, shivering, sobbing a little as her body emptied itself into bliss. The pleasure was so raw she thought she might black out.

Sierra collapsed against her, sweaty and shaking, her hair tangled all over their sticky chests. They stayed locked together, Eve’s thigh throbbing from the pressure, her hands numb, the taste of salt and skin and sex in her mouth. The entire room felt charged and sacred, as if they’d shocked the world into a new orbit just by cumming with each other.

Sierra, breathless, face still pressed to Eve’s shoulder, managed a low, delighted chuckle. The sound that came out of her was pure animal, a raw and wordless delight. “Holy fuck, babe. That was beautiful.” Sierra’s face was flushed, tears streaking the damp hair at her temples, and Eve could feel the aftershocks vibrating through the girl’s body, every tremor sending a sympathetic echo through her own. She wanted to say something clever or sharp, but her brain was pudding.

For a minute neither of them moved, just the sound of rough breathing and the distant, industrial whine from the highway, the occasional bird call slicing through the window. The sun was warming the sheets, making Eve sweat, but she didn’t care. She felt like she could sleep another ten years.

Sierra peeled off her chest, rolling onto her side, one knee thrown over Eve’s thigh. “You okay?” The laugh in her voice was sweet, almost shy. “Are you going to survive? That was a workout…”

“I don’t think I can move ever again.” Eve said, and then they both started giggling—helpless, post-sober, unable to stop. It had never been like this, not that Eve could remember: laughter and sex getting tangled up until she was lightheaded. It made her want to tell Sierra everything, all at once. About her failed marriage, the years she’d spent talking herself out of want, the dumb little lies she’d told herself to keep on living in straight lines.

Instead, she said nothing and let Sierra tuck herself under Eve’s arm. They lay together, listening to the slow, synchronized thumping of their hearts.


Chapter Six




A month later, and their townhouse felt like it had always been home. Eve had picked it for the sunlight it got through the big front window and the gnarled old trees in the neighborhood; the vines creeping up its old brick exterior and its small but secluded garden in the back. She loved it.

It was a different sort of life than Eve had ever imagined for herself, and yet every day unfolded with a small, private sense of arrival. She woke to mornings starting slow — coffee brewing on the counter, Sierra propped at the kitchen table with her laptop open and a mug cradled in both hands, hair tangled and eyes unfocused. On weekends she woke instead to Sierra’s bare arm slung over her waist, sometimes to the sharp wet press of lips behind her ear, or to the soundless laughter that filled her chest with warmth before she’d even opened her eyes.

Sometimes, when Eve returned from the university—she’d picked up a part-time admin job; she liked the rhythm of campuses, the chatter and bustle of students—she would find Sierra in the small backyard, trowel in hand, digging at the root ball of a stubborn perennial. Sierra would look up and grin, sunlight catching the sweat at her brow, and Eve’s whole body would flood with a kind of giddy affection, the sort that felt almost too fragile to admit out loud.

They fell into habits, faster than Eve had thought possible. Sierra liked to sing while she cooked—actual songs, not just the tuneless hums Eve herself made; she had a wide, clear voice that carried through the house, sometimes even into the garden. Eve would sit by the window and pretend to read, letting the sound of Sierra’s voice and the smell of onions and garlic and tomato sauce fill up the spaces in her head.

Sometimes, in quiet moments, Eve still thought about that first night—the long road, the glow of the motel lamp, the way everything had changed in a single breath. It wasn’t just the physical pull, though that memory still made her heart skip—it was the ease that had followed, as if they’d been waiting their whole lives to exhale together.

Now, the days blurred with the kind of ordinary contentment she’d never known she wanted. Eve found herself laughing more, worrying less. Sierra teased her for keeping the kitchen too organized, for labeling jars and stacking tea tins, but she’d do it all with a grin, her arms sliding around Eve’s waist and into her shorts until Eve forgot what she was trying to tidy in the first place. She must have orgasmed a hundred times that first month.

On this particular afternoon, golden light poured through the front window, the one that had made Eve fall in love with the townhouse to begin with. Sierra was on the couch, editing photos, legs stretched across Eve’s lap. She wore one of Eve’s oversized sweaters and a pair of mismatched socks, her hair piled in a loose knot on her head.

“You know,” Sierra said, peering over her laptop screen, “I’ve been thinking.”

“Oh no,” Eve murmured, smiling into her book. “That’s never good.”

Sierra nudged her calf with her toes. “I’m serious. We should go somewhere. Like… a trip. Just us. No plan. No maps. Maybe down to the coast, find a beach.”

Eve looked up, heart giving a small, ridiculous lurch. “That sounds so nice.”

“It does!” Sierra grinned, closing the laptop and setting it aside. “A little vacation. We can get sexy little bikinis and fuck on the beach. I’ve always wanted to have sex on the beach.”

Eve shook her head, smiling, but her chest felt warm and full. She leaned forward until their foreheads touched, until Sierra’s breath brushed her lips.

“Careful,” Eve whispered. “I might just take you up on that. And now you’re making me wet…”

Sierra’s fingers curled in Eve’s hair, her voice dropping low. “Let me see….”

Outside, the late afternoon breeze stirred the vines along the brick wall, sunlight flickering across the hardwood floor. The air smelled faintly of basil from the kitchen window box. Eve closed her eyes, feeling Sierra’s laughter vibrate against her skin—the soft, bright sound of something that wasn’t temporary anymore.

Whatever came next—new cities, new roads, new mornings tangled in sunlight—they’d face it together.

And for now, that was more than enough.

Eve and Sierra lived Happily Ever After…

The End!
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