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      The storm hadn’t started yet, but something inside Emma already felt like it was brewing.

      She sat on the couch by her apartment window, legs curled beneath her, one hand lazily cradling a cup of tea she hadn’t taken a sip of in twenty minutes. Her eyes, however, were wide awake—locked on the window across the courtyard where her neighbor, Sara, had just pulled the curtains halfway shut.

      Halfway. Not all the way. Almost like she knew she was being watched.

      Emma’s breath caught as Sara disappeared from view, her silhouette dissolving into dim apartment light. Every night for months, Emma had made excuses to linger by the window. Maybe just to get a glimpse of Sara’s long, bare legs as she moved around in shorts that rode too high. Or maybe it was the open back of her tank tops, revealing smooth skin and the defined curve of her spine as she reached for something on a high shelf.

      She didn’t even know why she was doing it anymore.

      Sara was older. More confident. The kind of woman who wore tailored blouses like they were armor and heels that didn’t seem to slow her down at all. She was stunning in a way that didn’t feel real—flawless skin, full lips, and hair so perfectly pinned it made Emma feel like a frizzy-haired teenager just thinking about her.

      And yet, Sara lived alone. No visitors. No late-night laughter. No strange men sneaking out in the morning. Emma had checked. She’d noticed.

      Which only made the ache between her legs worse.

      She squeezed her thighs together. It was maddening. How could she feel this turned on from someone she hadn’t even spoken more than a polite hello to?

      But it was the way Sara moved—the subtle arch of her back when she unlocked her door, the sway of her hips in that tight pencil skirt, the way her fingers toyed with her necklace when she was deep in thought. It was like every tiny movement she made was deliberate. Erotic, without even trying.

      Emma bit her bottom lip, her free hand slipping beneath the hem of her oversized sweatshirt and up to her breasts. Her panties were damp. Of course they were. Every night, it was the same. A soft ache. A temptation.

      She hated herself for it, but still—she watched.

      From behind the curtain, Sara reappeared for just a second. Her blouse was off now, revealing nothing but smooth skin and the outline of a lacy black bra. She leaned forward to adjust a candle on the table, her cleavage pushing into the glass.

      Emma’s breath hitched. She could feel the heat rising through her body again, her nipples hard beneath the worn cotton of her sleep shirt. The storm hadn’t even started yet.

      But it would.

      And she wasn’t sure if she was more terrified of the thunder outside, or the hunger building inside her every time she looked across the way.

      The sky had turned the color of deep bruises by the time Emma finally stepped away from her window. Thunder rolled in the distance, low and hungry, shaking the glass. Her thighs still tingled from earlier—an ache she hadn’t dealt with, hadn’t wanted to deal with. Not when Sara was right there, just across the courtyard, shimmying herself out of her blouse like it was the most natural thing in the world.

      And now the power was out.

      “Shit,” Emma muttered, staring at her dead TV screen as the room dipped into silence. A flash of lightning lit up the walls, and for a second, she caught a glimpse of her own reflection in the dark window. Her cheeks were flushed. Her lips were parted. She looked like someone who needed something—and not just electricity.

      She moved through the apartment by the faint glow of her phone flashlight, rummaging through drawers for the emergency stash of candles. She found them easily enough—cheap tea lights and a half-burned pillar—but no matches. Not a single damn one.

      Emma bit her lip.

      There was only one option. One door away.

      She stood in front of it for a solid minute, heart hammering like a warning bell. What the hell was she doing? It was just a neighbor. Just a candle. But her body was already betraying her, her skin warm with nervous energy, her breath too shallow.

      She knocked.

      A beat. Then another.

      The door creaked open, and there she was—Sara, bathed in soft golden light from her still-lit candles, standing barefoot in a silk camisole that clung to her in places Emma tried not to look at.

      “Hey,” Sara said, her voice smooth like the wine she always carried in from the store, unbothered by the storm. “Power out for you, too?”

      Emma nodded, trying not to glance at the curve of Sara’s shoulder where the strap had slipped. “Yeah. I, uh, ran out of matches. I was wondering if you had—”

      “Come in,” Sara interrupted, already turning away.

      Emma hesitated for half a breath, then followed her inside.

      The scent of wisteria hit her first—then the warmth. Sara’s apartment was almost too intimate. Blankets piled neatly on the couch. A half-read book open on the coffee table. And those candles… they flickered like they were in on some secret she hadn’t been told.

      Sara handed her a box of long-stem matches, her fingers brushing Emma’s with a lightness that lingered.

      “Thanks,” Emma said, her voice barely above a whisper. She didn’t pull her hand away immediately.

      Neither did Sara.

      Their eyes met—brief, charged.

      “You know,” Sara said, her tone low and lazy, “if you don’t want to be alone in the dark… you’re welcome to stay a while.”

      Emma’s heart thudded against her ribs.

      It wasn’t just the storm outside that made her breath catch. It was the storm between them. Quiet, yes—but no less dangerous.

      And Emma didn’t want to be safe tonight.

      Emma stepped over the threshold, her heart thudding so loud she was sure Sara could hear it. The door clicked shut behind her with a subtle finality, the sound swallowed by the low hum of wind outside and the crackling of candles on the coffee table. The storm had started in earnest, rain drumming steadily against the windows, lightning flashing like a silent strobe.

      “I don’t usually invite neighbors over,” Sara said as she padded barefoot across the rug, her silky camisole clinging to the curve of her lower back. “But you looked like you needed more than just matches.”

      Emma’s mouth felt dry. “Yeah… thanks. It’s really coming down out there.”

      Sara turned, her brows raised, lips tugging into the kind of half-smile that made Emma’s thighs press together. “You alright? You look like a deer in headlights.”

      “I’m fine,” Emma lied, brushing her hair behind her ear and trying to ignore the flush climbing her neck. “Just wasn’t expecting to be… invited in.”

      “Storms are better with company,” Sara said, settling onto the couch and motioning to the other cushion. “Sit. I promise I don’t bite.”

      Emma obeyed, her body too hot for how cold her apartment had been just moments ago. The blanket beneath her was warm, plush. It smelled faintly of detergent and sunlight.

      “So,” Sara began, pouring them each a glass of wine from a half-finished bottle. “Are you always that shy? Or just around me?”

      Emma laughed—too quickly. “I’m not shy.”

      Sara tilted her head. “No?”

      “Maybe a little,” Emma admitted. She took the wine and drank, too fast again, but it gave her something to do besides stare at Sara’s legs, folded underneath her, bare and tanned and close.

      “You don’t have to be nervous,” Sara said, voice soft and low. “I don’t bite unless you ask me to.”

      Emma nearly choked on her wine.

      Sara grinned at her reaction, unapologetically bold. “I’m teasing,” she said, her eyes dropping briefly to Emma’s chest, where her thin shirt had gone nearly sheer in the candlelight. “Kind of.”

      Emma flushed deeper, her nipples tightening beneath the fabric. She crossed her arms instinctively, but it didn’t help.

      “Storm must’ve gotten you cold,” Sara said, clearly not fooled.

      Emma bit her lip. “Something like that.”

      Silence stretched between them, full of everything unsaid. Emma didn’t dare look directly at Sara again—afraid her eyes would linger too long on the curve of her lips, the delicate outline of her breasts beneath the silk, or the way her voice dripped with warmth and something far more dangerous.

      “I’m glad you knocked,” Sara said, her voice breaking the quiet. “I was getting a little bored.”

      Sara rose from the couch with the kind of grace Emma could never fake. The candlelight spilled down her bare legs as she padded barefoot across the floor, collecting more tea lights from a low cabinet.

      “Want to help?” she asked over her shoulder.

      Emma nodded, rising slowly like her limbs had forgotten how to move. The storm moaned outside, a low howl threading through the cracks of the window, but inside, the silence between them was heavier. Not awkward—just thick. Charged.

      Sara handed her a box of candles and a long match. Their fingers brushed again. That one, small touch sent a warm flush between Emma’s thighs.

      They moved through the apartment, setting candles on countertops, shelves, and window ledges. With each flick of the match, shadows danced across the walls. The air was heady with the smell of smoke, wax, and something that clung to Sara’s skin—like vanilla spiked with heat.

      “So,” Sara said, setting a candle by the record player, “did you go to college or anything?”

      Emma blinked, trying to pull herself back into the conversation. “Yeah. Library sciences. Sexy, I know.”

      Sara grinned, lighting a candle in the nook beside her bed. “I don’t know. There’s something hot about a woman who knows about books.”

      Emma tried to laugh, but it came out breathy and awkward. Her eyes drifted to the bed—the rumpled gray sheets, the slight indentation of where Sara had clearly been lounging before she’d come to the door. Her imagination filled in the gaps too easily. Sara in that camisole, legs parted slightly, a book resting on her thigh. Or nothing resting there at all.

      “What about you?” Emma asked, moving to light the last candle on the bookshelf. “What did you study?”

      Sara leaned against the doorframe, her arms crossed loosely under her breasts. “Architecture. But I only ever liked the design part—building beautiful things and never staying long enough to watch them fall apart.”

      Emma turned, a slow smile blooming. “That’s kind of poetic.”

      Sara shrugged. “Or just honest.”

      They stood there a moment too long, staring at each other through the flickering light. Sara’s hair caught the golden glow, and Emma couldn’t look away from the soft shadows it cast along her collarbone.

      Sara’s gaze lowered again—purposefully. It swept down Emma’s chest, lingered on the curve of her waist, then returned to her eyes.

      Emma sat back on the couch, her knees pulled close, wine glass still in hand. The storm had settled into a steady rhythm now, the wind whistling faintly through the windows. Around them, the candles flickered like they were listening—quiet witnesses to the hum building between them.

      Sara perched beside her, just close enough that their thighs brushed when either of them shifted. Emma didn’t move away.

      “You really don’t invite neighbors over?” Emma asked, half teasing, half fishing.

      Sara gave a soft laugh and looked down at her glass. “Not really. I’m not great at casual connections. Work’s always come first, and most people... well, most don’t stick.”

      Emma let the silence stretch. “Because of you?”

      Sara met her eyes, and this time, there was something raw behind them. “Maybe. I guess I learned early how to compartmentalize. How to perform. Clients want me sharp, polished, efficient. There’s not a lot of room left for soft.”

      Emma blinked, surprised at the honesty. “You don’t seem cold,” she said, voice barely above a whisper.

      Sara smiled, small and sad. “No, I’m not cold. I just got used to being alone. And then one day, it stopped feeling like a choice.”

      Emma’s heart gave a small twist. “That’s... familiar.”

      Sara looked at her. “Yeah?”

      Emma nodded. “I’ve always been the quiet one. Not shy, exactly, just... careful. Observant. It’s easier to stay tucked away in my own world than risk stepping into someone else’s and getting it wrong.”

      Sara turned fully toward her, one leg folding up beneath her. “That why you’ve been watching me from your window?”

      Emma’s stomach dropped. Her mouth parted, but no sound came.

      “I’m not mad,” Sara added quickly, her voice gentler now. “I’ve noticed. And I liked it. I liked the thought of being seen.”

      Emma’s face burned. “I didn’t mean to—”

      “Don’t apologize.”

      Sara leaned in, her fingers brushing a loose strand of Emma’s hair behind her ear. Her touch lingered, featherlight, as her gaze roamed Emma’s face like she was trying to memorize it.

      “I wondered what you were thinking,” Sara whispered. “Every time I saw your light on. Every time you looked a little too long.”

      Emma’s breath hitched. “I was thinking... I wished I was braver.”

      Sara’s thumb traced Emma’s cheekbone, and that tiny, tender gesture made her feel like her entire body had been lit from within.

      “I think you’re braver than you give yourself credit for,” Sara said, her voice rough with something intimate.

      Emma tilted her face into the touch, her pulse thudding in her throat. “I didn’t come here for this.”

      Sara’s lips curved. “I know. But I want to do it anyway.”

      Emma didn’t respond—not with words. Her body answered for her, leaning in closer, her knees shifting until they touched Sara’s. The wine glass slipped from her hand onto the couch cushion as her fingers found Sara’s wrist, holding her there.

      “I’ve wanted to talk to you for so long,” Emma whispered. “But I didn’t know if someone like you would ever even look at someone like me.”

      Sara chuckled softly, warm and disarming. “Someone like me?” she echoed, inching closer until their lips were a breath apart. “Emma, you’re the impressive one. I haven’t been able to stop looking at you.”

      And just like that, the distance between them vanished.

      Their lips didn’t meet—yet—but their breath mingled in the space where a kiss could happen. Where something real, something intimate, something dangerous could begin.

      Emma didn’t remember moving. Her body just reacted—drawn in like gravity. The space between them disappeared as if it had never existed. Her lips brushed Sara’s, a hesitant graze, not quite a kiss, not quite a question—but loaded with meaning.

      Sara didn’t pull away.

      Instead, she stilled. A heartbeat passed, maybe two. Then she leaned in.

      Their lips met again, fuller this time. Softer. Slower. Sara’s hand rose to Emma’s cheek, guiding her gently into it. The kiss was warm and searching, both of them testing boundaries they’d never dared to cross before. There was no rush—only the deliberate unraveling of something that had been tied tight for too long.

      When they finally broke apart, Emma’s breath came in shallow, uneven pulls. Her fingers had bunched the hem of Sara’s camisole without realizing it. Their eyes locked, wide and stunned, and neither one of them spoke.

      Until Sara whispered, “Well, that was... unexpected.”

      Emma laughed nervously, but her voice cracked with emotion. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have—”

      Sara kissed her again before the apology could finish. This one was deeper. Wetter. Less careful.

      Emma melted into it.

      Sara’s hands slid down Emma’s arms, slow and firm, tracing the curves she’d only dared to imagine before tonight. Emma’s body responded like it had been waiting for this—her nipples pebbling under the thin cotton of her shirt, her thighs pressing together to soothe the growing ache.

      The couch creaked beneath them as Sara shifted, drawing Emma closer. Their bodies aligned, chest to chest, hip to hip, breath tangling as they kissed again and again—hungry now, desperate.

      Emma’s hand found the back of Sara’s neck, fingers threading through her dark hair. She moaned softly when Sara’s teeth grazed her bottom lip, then gasped when Sara’s palm slid beneath her shirt and settled against the bare skin of her waist.

      “Okay?” Sara asked against her mouth, her voice low and rough.

      Emma nodded, breathless. “God, yes.”

      Sara pushed the shirt higher, dragging it over Emma’s head. Emma raised her arms obediently, her skin prickling in the candlelit air. Her bra was nothing special—plain, black, and slightly worn—but the way Sara looked at her made her feel like she was standing there in silk and lace.

      “Beautiful,” Sara murmured, pressing a kiss to the top of Emma’s breast. “You have no idea.”

      Emma’s hands fumbled with the straps of Sara’s camisole, and Sara helped, lifting it off with ease and tossing it aside. She wore no bra underneath. Her breasts were soft, full, the tips already tight with arousal. Emma stared, her mouth dry.

      “Touch me,” Sara whispered.

      So she did.

      Emma cupped Sara’s breast gently, thumbing her nipple until it hardened more beneath her touch. Sara sighed and arched into it, her hand sliding down Emma’s back, fingertips grazing her spine and coaxing shivers all the way to her toes.

      They kissed again—longer, deeper. Emma didn’t even notice when she was pulled into Sara’s lap, straddling her. The warmth between their bodies built fast, the contact electric. Every subtle grind of Emma’s hips against Sara’s thigh sent another pulse of heat through her core.

      She was soaked. She didn’t care.

      Sara’s lips trailed along her neck, down to her collarbone, her tongue flicking lightly across her skin. “Do you want this?” she asked.

      Emma didn’t hesitate. “I’ve never wanted anything more.”

      Sara’s hands slid down, gripping Emma’s waist and guiding her off the couch. The two of them stood, half-naked in the golden candlelight, eyes locked as they slowly undressed the rest of the way.

      Emma’s leggings hit the floor. Sara’s lounge pants followed. They stepped out of them in silence.

      Then skin met skin.

      Their bodies pressed together with a quiet gasp. Emma let her hands roam, fingers exploring the curve of Sara’s hip, the dip of her lower back. Sara kissed her again, softer now—tender, reverent—as if the act itself meant more than either of them had the words for.

      Sara walked them backward toward the bedroom, their bodies never breaking contact. Emma’s legs were trembling—not from fear, but from need. She wasn’t sure what this meant, what label it carried—but none of it mattered now. The way Sara touched her made her feel seen, needed, wanted.

      They tumbled onto the bed together, limbs tangled, mouths insatiable. Sara’s hands moved over her body like she’d studied it in a dream—knowing exactly where to linger, where to tease. She kissed down Emma’s stomach, slow and warm, while Emma’s breath grew erratic, her hips already shifting upward in anticipation.

      When Sara’s mouth reached the edge of her panties, she looked up. “Still okay?”

      Emma nodded quickly. “Please.”

      Sara’s grin was slow and wicked as she slipped the fabric down Emma’s legs, dragging her lips along her thigh as she did.

      And then—

      Heat. Tongue. A low moan that sounded like it came from both of them.

      Emma’s fingers tangled in the sheets, her back arching, her thighs trembling as Sara explored her with deliberate, unrelenting strokes. She’d never felt anything like this—so slow, so maddeningly precise. Every flick of Sara’s tongue sent a jolt through her core. Every kiss against her inner thigh stoked the fire already consuming her.

      She was close. Too close.

      “I can’t—” she gasped, her voice high and broken.

      “Yes, you can,” Sara said, her voice vibrating against her. “Let go.”

      Emma did.

      The orgasm crested like a wave, slow and devastating. Her whole body tensed, then shattered, the release washing over her in hot, breathless waves. She moaned Sara’s name, the sound raw and honest.

      When it passed, she lay there trembling, chest heaving, her body utterly spent.

      Sara crawled up beside her, pulling her into a soft embrace. They kissed again, slower this time, lips swollen and smiling.

      They had crossed a line.

      And neither one wanted to go back.

      Emma lay still, wrapped in the soft hush of the storm beyond the window, the aftershocks of pleasure humming just beneath her skin. Sara rested beside her, head propped on one hand, eyes watching her with something between mischief and reverence. Candlelight carved soft shadows across Sara’s body, highlighting every elegant curve, every freckle and line Emma had only dared to imagine before tonight.

      “You’re still shaking,” Sara murmured.

      Emma laughed under her breath. “You’re not supposed to notice that.”

      “Oh, I noticed,” Sara said. She leaned forward and pressed a kiss to Emma’s collarbone. “But I liked it.”

      Emma turned her head, meeting Sara’s mouth halfway. The kiss that followed wasn’t hungry—it was slow, tasting. Their lips moved lazily, as if they had all the time in the world. And maybe they did.

      Sara’s hand slid across Emma’s stomach, the warmth of her palm grounding, her fingers tracing idle patterns over bare skin. When she reached the underside of Emma’s breast, she didn’t rush. She cupped it softly, her thumb brushing over the already sensitive peak, coaxing a shiver.

      Emma moaned quietly and arched into the touch.

      She had never been touched like this—never with such focus. Such care.

      Sara broke the kiss and pulled back just enough to whisper, “Let me show you something.”

      She took Emma’s hand and brought it to her own body, guiding her fingers to the swell of her breast. Emma’s breath caught. She let her hand linger, nervous at first, until Sara’s soft voice coaxed her further.

      “Like that,” Sara whispered, her lashes lowering. “That’s perfect.”

      Emma’s touch grew more confident, her fingertips tracing the smooth skin before brushing over Sara’s nipple. She felt it tighten beneath her touch, and the reaction made her bold. She did it again, slower this time, watching Sara’s mouth part with a soft gasp.

      Their bodies found a rhythm as they moved closer, limbs tangling without resistance. Emma’s leg slipped between Sara’s, and she felt the heat of her—hot and slick—pressed against her thigh. The sensation sent a bolt of arousal through her core.

      Sara’s hand drifted downward, over Emma’s hip, curving along her thigh before returning to the space between her legs. Her touch was featherlight at first, barely a tease, just enough to make Emma twitch and breathe harder.

      Emma kissed her again, rougher this time. She needed something. More. Closer.

      Sara seemed to understand.

      They shifted until Sara was on top, the weight of her comforting but commanding. Her mouth traveled a slow path down Emma’s chest, stopping to lavish her breasts with open-mouthed kisses, her tongue circling and teasing, her hands pressing into Emma’s hips to keep her from bucking upward.

      Emma couldn’t keep quiet. Her breath came in short, shallow pants, and when Sara's hand slid lower—slow, teasing, unbearably patient—Emma whimpered.

      “Touch me,” Emma whispered. “Please.”

      Sara’s fingers slipped between her thighs, finding the slick warmth there. She stroked her slowly, watching her face, adjusting her rhythm with every twitch of Emma’s hips. The sensation was almost too much—too good—and Emma reached for her, pulling Sara up, needing their mouths together again.

      She kissed her hard, clinging to her as the pleasure built, layer by slow, deliberate layer. Sara seemed in no hurry, exploring her as if memorizing her reactions one by one. Every gasp. Every arch. Every quiet, desperate sound that fell from her lips.

      When Emma felt herself getting close again, she buried her face in the crook of Sara’s neck, biting back the cry building in her throat. But Sara pulled back, eyes blazing.

      “Let me see you,” she said softly. “Don’t hide from me.”

      Emma nodded, barely able to think, her body tensing as Sara moved with more intention. Her fingers found just the right rhythm, just the right pressure. Emma's eyes fluttered shut as everything inside her tightened, spiraled, then finally unraveled.

      She came with a cry she didn’t bother to muffle, her entire body trembling, muscles tightening around Sara’s hand. The release rolled through her in waves, warm and dizzying. When she opened her eyes again, Sara was watching her with a soft, satisfied smile.

      “God,” Emma whispered. “That was...”

      “I know,” Sara said, kissing her softly. “I felt it.”

      They lay tangled together in the warm, golden dark, their limbs a slow, lazy knot of shared heat. Emma’s hands found Sara again, this time with more certainty. She explored her gently, listening to the way Sara’s breath hitched with every brush of her fingers.

      Sara guided her—whispered soft encouragements, gasped when Emma found the right spot, praised her when she moved just the way she liked. There was no rush. No pressure. Only soft sounds, shared smiles, and the quiet realization that this—whatever it was—felt more right than anything else had in a long time.

      By the time Sara came, her back arched and her name fell from her lips like a blessing.

      They clung to each other afterward, their skin damp and warm, their breaths slowly syncing as the storm outside softened into a gentle hum.

      Neither of them spoke.

      The storm outside had quieted to a low whisper—just the occasional drip from the eaves and the hum of wind slipping through the trees. But inside, everything still felt charged.

      Emma lay on her side, tucked into the curve of Sara’s body. Their limbs were tangled, warm skin pressed to warm skin beneath the soft cocoon of a throw blanket Sara had pulled over them earlier. Candlelight flickered across the ceiling, painting soft, golden halos above their heads. The air smelled like sex, sweat, and melted wax.

      Neither of them spoke.

      Sara’s hand rested lightly on Emma’s hip, her thumb brushing the bare skin in slow, rhythmic passes. Her breathing had slowed, deepened, but Emma could tell she wasn’t asleep. She was thinking. So was Emma.

      She stared at the smooth line of Sara’s collarbone, watched the rise and fall of her chest, felt the heat where their thighs were still pressed together. Every nerve in her body was still humming, and yet, beneath it all, a quiet, delicate uncertainty crept in.

      Was this just a moment?

      Was she going to wake up tomorrow and realize she’d imagined the intimacy?

      She shifted slightly, and Sara’s grip tightened for a second—gentle, reassuring.

      “You okay?” Sara murmured, her voice low and husky from use.

      Emma hesitated. “Yeah. Just... thinking.”

      Sara’s eyes opened. She looked at her—not just glanced, but really looked—like she was trying to read the thoughts Emma hadn’t said aloud yet.

      “I don’t usually do this,” Emma said quietly. “Any of this.”

      “I know,” Sara replied. “Neither do I.”

      Emma blinked. “Really?”

      Sara gave a soft laugh. “You think I have women over during power outages all the time?”

      Emma smiled, though it didn’t quite reach her eyes. “I just don’t want to assume this meant something if it didn’t.”

      Sara reached up and brushed her fingers gently through Emma’s hair, pushing a damp strand from her forehead. “It meant something,” she said, her tone soft but certain. “At least to me.”

      The words sank into Emma like warm honey, coating the nerves that had begun to fray. She leaned in, pressing a kiss to Sara’s shoulder, then buried her face there for a moment, breathing in her scent.

      “I didn’t expect tonight to turn into... whatever this is,” Emma whispered.

      Sara’s hand moved up her back, slow and soothing. “Neither did I. But I’m glad it did.”

      They lay like that for a long while, listening to the last sighs of the storm, letting silence say the things they weren’t quite ready to speak.

      Emma didn’t know where this would go.

      But she couldn’t wait to find out.
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        * * *

      

      Emma stirred beneath the blanket, the soft scent of coffee and something buttery drawing her up from sleep. The room was quiet, save for the occasional soft clink of dishes and the faint sizzle of something cooking. The storm was gone. Morning light filtered through the windows, warm and golden, dancing across the hardwood floors and casting long stripes across the crumpled blanket still tangled around her hips.

      She sat up slowly, the cool air brushing against her bare skin. Her body ached in the most delicious ways. She reached for her shirt and tugged it on, padding quietly down the hallway toward the open kitchen.

      Sara stood at the stove, barefoot in nothing but a long, worn T-shirt that barely skimmed her thighs. Her hair was pulled into a loose knot, a few strands falling against her neck. She looked relaxed, radiant in the golden morning light, flipping something in a pan with the kind of casual confidence that made Emma’s chest ache.

      “You cook?” Emma asked, voice still rough with sleep.

      Sara turned and smiled, not surprised to see her. “Only under very specific circumstances,” she said. “Like waking up with a beautiful woman in my bed.”

      Emma flushed, stepping closer. “That line always work for you?”

      “I wouldn’t know. You’re the first I’ve tried it on.”

      Emma leaned against the counter, arms folded, trying to pretend her legs weren’t still a little weak. “You didn’t have to make breakfast, you know.”

      Sara shrugged, plating two slices of French toast and dusting them with powdered sugar. “Maybe I wanted to.”

      Emma watched her in silence for a moment, unsure what to do with the way her heart kept flipping over in her chest. The comfortable domesticity of it all—the soft clatter of dishes, the smell of sugar and cinnamon, the sight of Sara barefoot and relaxed in her kitchen—it was disarming. Intimate. More intimate than last night, in its own way.

      “Did last night...” Emma began, trailing off as she reached for her coffee. “I mean, was it—”

      “More than just sex?” Sara finished for her, tone gentle.

      Emma nodded.

      Sara stepped around the counter, setting both plates down on the small kitchen table. She stood in front of Emma for a second, then leaned in and kissed her—slow and soft, lips lingering like a promise.

      “It was more,” she said simply.

      Emma exhaled, tension she hadn’t realized she’d been holding bleeding from her shoulders. “Okay,” she said, voice barely a whisper. “Good.”

      Sara brushed her thumb along Emma’s jaw. “You’re still scared.”

      “I’m still figuring out what this is,” Emma admitted. “I’ve never been with a woman before. I didn’t expect... any of this.”

      Sara nodded, guiding Emma gently toward the table. “You don’t have to know what to call it. We can figure it out together.”

      They sat, knees brushing beneath the table. Emma picked up her fork but didn’t eat yet, eyes still fixed on Sara’s face. “You’re really okay with that?”

      Sara reached across the table and laced their fingers together. “Emma,” she said, her tone serious but soft. “Last night was one of the most honest, electric things I’ve ever felt. And I want more of it. More of you.”

      Emma smiled, finally taking a bite of the French toast. “Okay,” she said again. “Then I want more too.”

      They ate slowly, sharing bites and smiling between sips of coffee. There was no pressure in the air anymore—just warmth, curiosity, and the simmering tension that never quite left the space between them.

      When Emma stood to rinse her plate, Sara came up behind her, wrapping her arms around her waist and pressing a kiss to the back of her neck.

      “You taste like syrup,” Sara murmured.

      Emma tilted her head with a grin. “Then maybe you should have another taste.”

      Sara turned her around and kissed her again, a little deeper this time, one hand slipping beneath the hem of Emma’s shirt to rest on her hip. Their bodies pressed close, heat sparking again, familiar now—but still thrilling.
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