
        
            
                
            
        

    


      
        JULIA YOUNG

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Copyright

      

      
        Mailing List

      

      
        Dedication

      

      
        Roommates With Benefits

      

      
        Want More Lesbian Stories?

      

      
        Want to know about new releases?

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Copyright

          

        

      

    

    
      Copyright 2025 Julia Young. All rights reserved.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        This is a work of fiction / art. All characters, places and names are the product of the author’s imagination. Nothing in the text references any real people, places or entities; similarities are purely coincidental. All characters depicted in this story are non-related consenting adults.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Mailing List

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one.  Did you know I have a catalog of dozens of stories, all available as a kindle edition?  Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

      

        

      
        But there’s also another way to learn about new stories!  I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my amazing readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free!  The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast!  I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      

        

      
        Click here to join my newsletter!

      

        

      
        Can’t open the link?  Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://mailchi.mp/8db97a52e910/julia-young

      

        

      
        No spam, just romance goodies!

      

      

      
        
         

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dedication

          

        

      

    

    
      Dedicated to all my loyal and amazing readers who allow me to pursue my passion of writing romance stories about love and exploration.

      

      Thank you for your unconditional support and for giving me the opportunity to do write I love.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Roommates With Benefits

          

        

      

    

    
      Lena paused in the doorway, clutching a storage bin against her chest like a shield. Her breath stuck somewhere between her lungs and her throat. The room was smaller than she'd imagined—narrow, with scuffed walls and just enough space between the two beds to avoid accidental knee-bumping. The air inside buzzed with lingering summer heat and the bass of someone else's music drifting in from the hall.

      And there, already half-unpacked and sitting cross-legged on the far bed, was her roommate.

      Jess.

      She had her phone in one hand, a pair of headphones looped loosely around her neck, and a tank top clinging low across her chest like it had been designed to distract. Her hair was in a messy bun, a few caramel strands spilling loose. She looked up, smiled lazily, and that was all it took—Lena's stomach flipped.

      “You must be Lena,” Jess said, her voice low and sweet, not trying too hard but not cold either. “I was starting to wonder if you bailed.”

      Lena swallowed, nodded, and stepped inside. “Traffic. My mom insisted on stopping at Target one more time.”

      Jess laughed, a warm, throaty sound that made Lena’s skin prickle. “You’ll learn. You can never have too many command hooks or condoms.”

      Lena blinked. “Sorry—what?”

      Jess gave her a playful smirk. “Kidding. Mostly.”

      The bin slipped slightly in Lena’s arms. She hurried to the opposite bed and set it down, pretending to be very interested in organizing her socks.

      Jess rose from her bed and padded over in bare feet, holding out a hand. “I’m Jess. Senior. Psych major. Likes iced coffee, girls, and not waking up before ten.”

      Lena shook her hand a little too quickly. “Lena. Freshman. Pre-med. I… like books.”

      Jess raised an eyebrow, then grinned. “Cute. You’re adorable when you’re nervous.”

      “I’m not—” Lena started, then stopped. Because she was. Her cheeks were already warm, her throat dry. There was something about Jess’s presence—like gravity, like heat—that scrambled her usual sense of balance.

      Jess leaned against the desk, watching her with a calm confidence that only made it worse. Her legs were long, tanned, and dusted faintly with freckles. She wore denim shorts so short they practically counted as underwear, and Lena’s eyes kept betraying her—sliding lower before she could stop them.

      “You okay?” Jess asked, head tilted.

      “Yeah,” Lena mumbled. “Just tired. It’s been a long day.”

      Jess didn’t press. She nodded, then walked back to her bed and flopped down onto her stomach, rifling through a tote bag by her pillow.

      “You’re from Indiana, right?”

      Lena turned, surprised. “How’d you know?”

      “Saw it on the roommate sheet. Also, you’ve got that sweet midwestern thing going on. The kind of girl who always says please and thank you and probably believes in waiting for the third date.”

      Lena didn’t respond. She wasn’t sure if it was a compliment, a tease, or both.

      Jess glanced up, her expression softening. “Sorry. I’m being too much.”

      “No, it’s fine. I just… I’m not used to people like you.”

      Jess laughed again. “What, out lesbians with tattoos and opinions?”

      Lena managed a small smile. “Something like that.”

      “Well, lucky you. You’ll be used to me soon enough.”

      She winked—and Lena’s heart skipped.

      Jess went back to unpacking, pulling out a small rainbow flag and pinning it above her headboard like it was no big deal. Lena turned back to her own boxes, trying not to think about the way her skin still buzzed from Jess’s gaze. Trying not to stare. Trying not to imagine what it would be like to have even a fraction of that confidence—or what it would feel like to be on the receiving end of something more than a playful smirk.

      She wasn’t sure if she wanted to bolt or stay.

      Jess broke the silence a few minutes later.

      “Just so you know, I’ve had roommates before. I’m not gonna hit on you or anything—unless you want me to.”

      Lena froze. Her hand stilled on a pile of t-shirts. “What?”

      Jess looked over her shoulder and shrugged. “Relax. It’s a joke. Mostly.”

      Lena turned away, cheeks flaming again. Her pulse thudded between her thighs, unwelcome and confusing. She didn’t know what to say—so she said nothing.

      But later, when she climbed into bed and turned to face the wall, she could still hear Jess’s soft breathing behind her. Still smell her shampoo on the air. Still feel that smile, half-daring, half-genuine, lingering in the room.

      And somewhere inside her, something shifted.

      Something curious.

      Something hungry.
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        * * *

      

      The first time Jess walked out of the shower in nothing but a towel, Lena dropped her pen.

      It wasn’t intentional. At least, she didn’t mean to stare. But there was something so perfect about Jess’s body—sun-kissed skin, long legs, that confident sway of her hips as she padded barefoot across the tile. The towel clung to her damp curves, teasing just enough, and Lena’s breath caught as water traced down the line of her spine.

      Jess smirked, catching her eye.

      “Careful,” she said, voice low and amused. “You’ll ruin that innocent reputation if you keep looking at me like that.”

      Lena flushed and snapped her eyes back to her notebook, pretending to study. “I wasn’t,” she mumbled, heart pounding.

      Jess didn’t press. She never did. She just disappeared behind her closet curtain and reemerged a few minutes later in boyshorts and a loose tank, braless and casual, like it was the most normal thing in the world.

      And maybe it was.

      But it wasn’t normal for Lena.

      Not the way her eyes started drifting on their own. Not the way her thighs clenched when Jess stretched across her bed, arms overhead, shirt rising just enough to reveal that strip of bare, toned stomach and the lines of muscle leading beneath her waistband.

      It wasn’t just the body. It was the way Jess moved, the way she filled a space—unapologetic, unrushed. She tossed casual remarks like confetti: You always smell like vanilla. You blush so easily—it’s cute. Ever tried dating a girl?

      Lena always laughed them off, but her laughter had grown brittle. Strained. Because somewhere between biology homework and late-night ramen runs, the rules had started to blur.

      Jess was affectionate—always had been. A hand on the small of Lena’s back when she brushed past. A nudge with her foot under the table when they studied together. Once, when Lena came back from a particularly bad chemistry lab, Jess tugged her into a hug that lingered too long. Her cheek had pressed against Lena’s temple, breath warm against her skin. Lena hadn’t moved. She couldn’t.

      She lay awake that night thinking about it—thinking about how her body had reacted, skin electric, stomach fluttering. She touched herself under the covers, pretending it was her boyfriend’s hands at first, but then—too quickly—Jess’s face crept into the fantasy. Her hands. Her mouth. Her voice.

      She came fast, then lay still, stunned and silent in the dark.

      The next morning, Jess handed her coffee like nothing had changed. But of course it hadn’t, not for Jess. But for Lena? Everything was different.

      But things weren’t the same with her boyfriend anymore. He called less. Their texts grew shorter, colder. Conversations turned to small fights over nothing—missed calls, “too busy,” why aren’t you answering.

      “You okay?” Jess asked one night as Lena curled up on her bed, phone face-down beside her.

      “Yeah,” Lena lied.

      Jess didn’t buy it. “Want to talk about it?”

      Lena hesitated. Then: “It’s just… he’s different lately. Distant. Like he doesn’t really care.”

      Jess slid onto the bed beside her, close enough that their knees touched. “Sounds like he’s not giving you what you need.”

      The words sent a shiver through her. Lena looked at Jess, eyes tracing her face—the high cheekbones, the curve of her mouth, the intensity in her gaze.

      Jess smiled. “You deserve someone who actually shows up for you.”

      Lena nodded, but she didn’t say anything. Didn’t trust her voice.

      Jess’s hand grazed her thigh—barely a brush, almost accidental, but Lena felt it everywhere. Her breath hitched. She didn’t pull away.

      Jess didn’t push. She just let her fingers linger for a heartbeat longer, then stood up to grab her laptop.

      That night, Lena watched her change again. This time into a ribbed tank top that hugged tight across her chest, soft sleep shorts barely covering her. Jess caught her looking. Again.

      But this time, Jess didn’t smirk.

      She just looked back—steadier, slower—and then turned off the light.

      In the dark, Lena’s heart beat loud in her chest. Her phone buzzed beside her—another missed call. She didn’t look.

      Instead, she rolled over, away from the screen and toward Jess’s bed. The glow of her roommate’s laptop lit her face, calm and focused. She looked so beautiful like that—lit from below, lips parted slightly as she read.

      Lena’s thighs pressed together.

      She wasn’t sure what this was—what it meant—but the thought of Jess’s hand still tingled on her skin. And she wasn’t sure she wanted it to stop.
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        * * *

      

      By the next evening, the breakup she’d been bracing for arrived. Lena stared at her phone until the screen went black.

      Lena sat at her desk, her thumb frozen over the screen as the words stared back at her.

      “I just don’t think this long-distance thing is working anymore. It’s not you—it’s just been hard. I think we should take a break. I’m sorry.”

      She read it again. And again. The screen dimmed, then faded to black.

      Her hands trembled slightly as she placed the phone facedown on the desk and crawled into bed, pulling her knees tight to her chest. She pressed her face into the pillow, willing the tears to stay in, to not fall, to not give him—or herself—the satisfaction.

      But they came anyway. Slow at first. Then harder. Hot and embarrassing. Her shoulders shook, small and helpless, and she bit the inside of her cheek to keep quiet.

      She didn’t hear the door open. Didn’t hear Jess’s boots on the floor or the rustle of her backpack hitting the chair.

      But she felt it when Jess’s weight dipped the bed.

      “Lena?”

      Lena froze, ashamed. She hated how raw her voice sounded when she spoke.

      “I’m fine.”

      Jess didn’t respond right away. She didn’t ask questions. She just reached for her, gently tugging Lena out of the fetal curl and into her arms like it was the most natural thing in the world.

      Lena resisted for a moment—just a heartbeat—but then melted. Her cheek pressed to Jess’s chest, and she inhaled the familiar scent of shampoo and citrus and skin.

      Jess’s arms wrapped around her. One hand stroked slow circles between her shoulder blades. The other threaded into her hair.

      She whispered nothing at first. Just let Lena cry.

      Eventually, her voice came—low and warm against the shell of Lena’s ear.

      “He didn’t deserve you.”

      Lena’s breath hitched. “You don’t even know what happened.”

      Jess tilted her head down, resting her chin atop Lena’s hair. “I don’t need to. If he made you feel like this, he fucked up.”

      That broke something loose. Lena buried her face deeper against Jess’s collarbone and sobbed, fingers twisting in the fabric of Jess’s shirt.

      Jess didn’t flinch. She just held her tighter.

      Lena had cried before—at movies, during finals, once when her dog died. But this was different. This was full-body, full-heart, gut-deep grief. Not just about the boy who’d left her, but the time she’d wasted loving someone who didn’t know what to do with it.

      And through it all, Jess stayed.

      Her touch was gentle. Present. Grounding.

      Her fingers brushed behind Lena’s ear, tucked strands of hair away from her damp cheeks. Her lips barely grazed the top of Lena’s head—just once—but the contact sizzled.

      Not in a way that startled.

      In a way that soothed.

      Lena’s crying slowed, hiccups softening into silence. Her breath evened out. Her body, curled and small against Jess’s, began to relax.

      Jess shifted slightly, adjusting them until Lena was fully in her lap. She rocked them a little, slow and steady, fingertips ghosting across Lena’s spine.

      Lena lifted her head finally, eyes red and swollen. She didn’t pull away. Her face was inches from Jess’s now. Her lips trembled—not from sadness, but something else. Something newer.

      “You always know what to say,” Lena whispered.

      Jess gave her a faint smile, eyes locked on hers. “I don’t. I just know how to be here.”

      Their faces were so close. Lena could see the flecks of green in Jess’s eyes, the faint freckle beneath her bottom lip. Jess’s fingers paused at her hip, still resting there, steady and warm.

      Lena’s heart beat fast, too fast. She didn’t understand the feeling—but she didn’t want to move.

      And Jess didn’t.

      She just brushed her thumb along Lena’s cheekbone, slow and careful.

      “If I kiss you right now,” she murmured, voice barely audible, “will you hate me later?”

      Lena blinked. Swallowed.

      Then she shook her head.

      “No.”

      Jess didn’t move yet. “Are you sure?”

      Lena’s answer came in the form of a breathless nod, the barest lean forward. Her hand rose, touched Jess’s knee—tentative, but real.

      That was all Jess needed.

      Her lips met Lena’s in a kiss that was soft and slow. A taste, not a claim. But it bloomed like heat through every inch of Lena’s skin. Her fingers curled into Jess’s shirt as her mouth opened under the pressure, and the world dropped away.

      Just the two of them.

      Jess pulled back slowly, her breath warm against Lena’s cheek. For a second, neither of them spoke. Lena’s hands were still curled in her shirt, her lips parted, her heart racing. Jess’s eyes searched hers—careful, almost too careful.

      “I should let you sleep,” Jess said softly, her voice thick. “Before we do something you end up regretting.”

      Lena nodded, though every part of her screamed stay. But she didn’t stop her.

      Jess gave her a final, fleeting brush of her fingers across Lena’s hip, then stood, her presence receding with each step back to her own bed. The lamp clicked off. The room fell into darkness.

      Lena lay on her side, facing the wall. Her sheets were tangled around her legs, her T-shirt bunched at the small of her back, but she couldn’t bring herself to move. Her body felt too full—of tension, of memory, of Jess.

      She could hear the soft rustle of blankets from the other side of the room. Jess was still awake. She could feel it. There was a kind of shared stillness between them, stretched thin across the darkness, humming like a live wire.

      Her heart hadn’t settled since the kiss.

      God, the kiss.

      It played on a loop behind her closed eyes: the way Jess had looked at her, not with pity or caution, but with something wanting. The warmth of her mouth. The strength in the way she held her. The softness of her lips, the way her tongue had gently coaxed her open.

      Lena touched her own lips, brushing her fingers across the spot where Jess had been, as if the heat might still be there. It wasn’t just the kiss—it was what it unlocked. What it stirred. The ache between her thighs hadn’t gone away. If anything, it had intensified.

      Her thighs shifted together under the sheets.

      She tried not to think about it. About how natural it had felt to be held like that. About how safe, how seen she’d felt with Jess’s arms around her and that quiet, confident mouth moving over hers like it had been waiting to kiss her for weeks.

      Lena bit her lower lip.

      She slipped a hand under the waistband of her sleep shorts, just to rest it there, just to feel the heat. But her fingers dipped lower without permission, brushing against the slickness that had already gathered there.

      A quiet, shaky breath escaped her.

      She didn’t move at first. Just held herself, palm pressed against her mound, the thrum of arousal unmistakable now. She should stop. She wasn’t even sure what she wanted—what this meant. She’d never… never thought of a girl this way. But Jess wasn’t just a girl. Jess was Jess—funny and fearless and impossibly beautiful, even when she was just lounging around half-dressed, casually ruining Lena’s ability to think.

      Her middle finger slid lower, finding that tender spot between her folds, and a pulse of pleasure rolled through her. She clenched her thighs. Closed her eyes tighter.

      It would be so easy to keep going.

      To imagine Jess’s hand instead of hers. Jess’s mouth. The way she might whisper to her in that low, patient voice. The way she might take her time.

      But Lena stopped.

      She pulled her hand back, heart racing, fingers damp. Guilt twisted in her chest, messy and sharp.

      She rolled onto her back, staring up at the shadowed ceiling. Her body ached. Her skin tingled. Her mind spun in a hundred directions at once.

      She wanted to believe it was just confusion, just curiosity. But that wasn’t true anymore.

      Not after tonight.

      Not after that kiss.

      Jess had seen her—really seen her—and Lena hadn’t wanted to look away.

      She turned her head toward Jess’s side of the room.

      The silhouette of her roommate’s form was just visible beneath the covers. She was lying still, quiet, but Lena could tell from the rise and fall of her breath that she wasn’t asleep either.

      They were both awake. Both pretending.

      And Lena couldn’t stop thinking about how close they’d been.

      How good it had felt to let someone hold her without asking her to be anything she wasn’t.

      She didn’t know what would happen next.

      But she was starting to hope Jess would be the one to show her.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The next day, Lena had barely said more than five words to Jess all day.

      They’d passed each other in the bathroom that morning, exchanging stiff smiles. At breakfast in the dining hall, Jess had sat beside her but left more space than usual. Even now, back in their room, with the gray light spilling across Jess’s bare shoulders as she typed on her laptop, the distance between them wasn’t just physical—it was careful.

      Lena couldn’t take it anymore.

      She stood near the desk, hugging her arms around herself, eyes fixed on the little rainbow flag pinned over Jess’s bed.

      “Can we talk about last night?”

      Jess paused. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard. She turned slowly, expression unreadable but open.

      “Of course,” she said. Calm. Maybe too calm.

      Lena stepped closer, heart knocking hard against her ribs. “You’ve… always known? That you liked girls?”

      Jess nodded gently, folding her arms across her stomach. “Yeah. Since middle school, probably. It took me a while to say it out loud. But once I did, it felt like finally breathing.”

      Lena moved to the edge of her bed and sat. She twisted her fingers in her lap.

      “I haven’t.” Her voice was quiet, almost ashamed. “I mean… I’ve never felt this way about a girl before.”

      Jess didn’t respond right away. She just watched her, patient, listening.

      “But I haven’t stopped thinking about you,” Lena added, voice trembling. “Not just last night. It’s been… happening for a while. And I don’t know what it means yet, but I know what I want.”

      Jess’s lips parted, the faintest breath escaping.

      Lena crossed the space between them in two uncertain steps. She stood over Jess’s chair for a second, then reached down and brushed her fingers along Jess’s jaw.

      Jess looked up at her, warm eyes meeting hers. “You sure?”

      Lena nodded. “No,” she whispered, “but I want to find out.”

      And then she leaned down and kissed her.

      It was clumsy at first—nervous and unsure, her lips brushing too lightly, her breath catching in the middle. But Jess cupped the back of her neck, steadying her, and kissed her back—slower, deeper, with that same calm control that had always made Lena’s chest flutter.

      Lena straddled Jess’s lap without thinking, knees pressing into the cushion, her hands sliding to Jess’s shoulders. The heat between them bloomed fast, immediate. Jess’s hands settled on her hips, thumbs stroking the sliver of skin where her T-shirt had ridden up.

      When their tongues met, the kiss grew hungrier. Lena moaned into it—quiet and surprised at the sound—and Jess gripped her tighter in response.

      Lena’s thighs tightened around Jess’s hips. Her body was buzzing, alive and lit from the inside. She felt everything—every inch of skin that touched, every breath shared. Jess’s hands were slow, sliding up her sides beneath her shirt. Fingertips teased along her ribs, not quite touching her breasts, but close enough to make her pulse race.

      Jess broke the kiss just long enough to speak. Her voice was rough with restraint.

      “You can stop me any time.”

      Lena shook her head, breathless. “Don’t stop.”

      Their mouths met again—deeper this time.

      And Jess’s hands kept exploring.

      Lena arched against her instinctively, her chest pressing into Jess’s. Through the thin cotton of her shirt, she could feel the firm warmth of Jess’s body, the way she moved with intention but never rushed.

      Her nipples hardened beneath her bra, aching and sensitive. Jess’s hands paused at the hem, fingers curling in the fabric.

      “Can I?” she asked.

      Lena nodded, lifting her arms.

      Jess tugged the shirt over her head slowly, eyes never leaving hers. The gaze she gave her—hungry and focused—made Lena shiver.

      She felt exposed. But she wasn’t afraid.

      She felt wanted.

      Jess leaned in, her mouth brushing along Lena’s collarbone, kissing her slowly, gently, as her hands slid up Lena’s bare back and unclasped her bra.

      The soft fall of the straps down her arms was like a whisper.

      And Lena let it fall.

      Lena's breath hitched as her bra slipped from her shoulders and landed on the floor. Her arms hovered for a moment like she wasn’t sure whether to cover herself or keep going. Jess watched her without a hint of judgment—only something deeper, more tender. Her gaze drank Lena in slowly, like she was committing her to memory.

      “You’re gorgeous,” Jess murmured, reaching up to brush a stray curl from Lena’s cheek. “And you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. Ever.”

      “I want this,” Lena whispered, her voice barely audible. “I just… I’m nervous.”

      Jess smiled, slow and reassuring. “Good. That means it matters.”

      Lena’s chest rose and fell in shallow waves as Jess leaned in, kissing her again—this time with more purpose. Her hands moved carefully, stroking up Lena’s sides, thumbs grazing the underswell of her bare breasts but never rushing. Every touch was permission. Every breath between them, a question Lena answered by moving closer.

      She sank into Jess’s lap again, thighs parting instinctively as her knees straddled either side. The cotton of her sleep shorts pressed tight against her own heat, and she was already damp, already aching. She didn’t know how Jess could make her feel this way with just a look, a touch—but she didn’t want it to stop.

      Jess’s mouth drifted from hers, trailing soft, open-mouthed kisses down her neck. She nuzzled the hollow of Lena’s throat, then grazed her teeth just slightly over the curve of her shoulder. Lena shivered, her hands fisting in the back of Jess’s shirt.

      Her nipples were already hard, aching with sensitivity, and Jess didn’t ignore it.

      When Jess’s tongue flicked over the peak of one breast, Lena gasped.

      Her whole body responded—back arching, breath stuttering. Jess drew the nipple into her mouth with a low hum, suckling gently before teasing it with her tongue in slow, rhythmic circles.

      Lena moaned—soft and startled—and her thighs pressed tighter around Jess’s hips. Her entire body felt lit from within, every nerve ending alive. She was trembling now, but not from fear. From need.

      Jess looked up at her, lips glistening, her hands warm and steady on Lena’s waist. “You’re shaking.”

      Lena nodded, biting her lower lip. “It feels… good. Too good.”

      Jess’s smile turned sly, but her touch remained gentle. “That’s the idea.”

      She shifted them both, guiding Lena backward until she lay stretched out along Jess’s bed. The sheets were cool against her back, but Jess’s body was warm as she moved over her, kissing her again—deeper now, hungrier. Their skin met in fleeting glances: belly to belly, thigh to thigh, the weight of Jess above her grounding her, anchoring her.

      Jess trailed kisses lower, over Lena’s ribs, her stomach, her hipbones. Every inch of her felt claimed, slowly worshipped. And every time Lena gasped or whimpered or arched, Jess paused to press her palm to her thigh or her belly and whispered, “I’ve got you.”

      She meant it.

      And Lena believed her.

      When Jess’s mouth returned to her breast—first one, then the other—Lena felt herself come undone in stages. Soft sighs turned into breathy moans, her fingers threading into Jess’s hair without thinking.

      She was open now.

      Raw. Exposed.

      But with Jess, she didn’t feel vulnerable.

      She felt wanted.

      Desired. Safe. And she was ready for more.

      Lena’s legs fell open under Jess’s hands, slow and instinctive, thighs parting around the curve of her body. She lay stretched across the bed, her skin flushed, her chest rising in quick, shallow breaths. Her shorts were gone, along with her underwear—peeled off in silence, Jess’s eyes never leaving hers as each inch of bare skin was revealed.

      She should’ve felt nervous. But she didn’t.

      All she felt was Jess’s warmth between her knees, the steady way her fingers stroked slow circles along the inside of her thighs, and the heat—God, the heat—coiling in her core like a growing ache.

      “You’re doing perfect,” Jess whispered, settling between her legs. Her voice was like honey, slow and thick and soothing. “Just tell me if anything doesn’t feel good, okay?”

      Lena nodded, her voice caught somewhere between her throat and her lungs.

      Jess dipped her head, kissing the soft skin near her hip first, then lower, trailing her mouth in patient paths that made Lena’s toes curl. The first kiss between her thighs—just above where she was already slick and throbbing—sent a ripple through her, her back arching slightly off the bed.

      Jess smiled against her skin. “Sensitive?”

      Lena let out a shaky breath. “Yes.”

      Jess’s lips met her again—closer now—soft and teasing, a slow press that made Lena’s legs tighten around her shoulders. Jess took her time, mapping her with her mouth, kissing and tasting in gentle strokes that made Lena’s head spin.

      When Jess’s tongue finally slipped between her folds, Lena gasped. Her hands shot out, fingers gripping the bedsheets like she might float away otherwise.

      Jess moaned softly at the taste, the sound vibrating against Lena’s core. She licked her slowly—up and down—then circled her clit in lazy, languid motions, never too fast, never too much.

      Lena whimpered, her thighs trembling.

      “Too much?” Jess asked, pausing to glance up, her lips wet.

      “No,” Lena breathed. “Please don’t stop.”

      Jess smiled, proud and patient. “Good girl.”

      The words made Lena shudder.

      Jess returned to her with a slow, steady rhythm—licking, kissing, letting her tongue explore every reaction. She paid attention to every gasp, every twitch of Lena’s hips, and adjusted with confident ease. At one point, she slid two fingers gently along Lena’s entrance, just barely dipping in—enough to tease, to make her hips roll forward—but never forcing.

      Lena had never felt anything like it.

      The pressure in her belly built with every stroke of Jess’s tongue, every wet glide over her aching clit. Her body was flushed and damp, pleasure pooling low and heavy as her thighs shook around Jess’s shoulders.

      “I can’t…” she whispered, “I think I’m gonna—”

      “Yes,” Jess murmured, her voice hot and low. “Let go. I’ve got you.”

      The tension broke like a wave.

      Lena cried out, her body arching, hips rocking helplessly as pleasure overtook her—hot, dizzying, too much and not enough all at once. Her fingers tangled in Jess’s hair, holding on as her orgasm rolled through her, hard and all-consuming.

      “Jess,” she gasped, the name falling from her lips like a plea.

      Jess didn’t stop until Lena fell back, boneless and breathless, legs trembling around her. She pressed one last kiss to the inside of her thigh, then slid up beside her, gathering her into warm, strong arms.

      Lena’s face pressed to Jess’s shoulder, her breath still catching. Her body buzzed, every nerve alight. She felt raw, undone—but safe. Held.

      Jess whispered against her hair, “You looked amazing.”

      Lena didn’t answer. She just wrapped her arm tighter around Jess’s waist and let herself sink into the warmth.

      For the first time in longer than she could remember, she felt full.

      Seen.

      Home.

      Lena lay draped across Jess’s body, her head resting just below her collarbone. One of Jess’s arms curled around her back, fingers tracing slow, aimless patterns along the curve of her spine. The other hand threaded through Lena’s hair, stroking gently, as though grounding them both in the silence.

      Their bodies were still warm from what they’d just shared. Lena’s thighs trembled faintly against Jess’s as the aftershocks of her orgasm lingered, a sweet ache low in her belly, a bloom of something tender and almost too big in her chest. Her breath had finally started to slow, syncing with the steady rise and fall of Jess’s ribs beneath her cheek.

      Neither of them rushed to speak.

      The air was saturated with softness—skin against skin, the scent of arousal still faint between them, sheets clinging slightly to their damp bodies. Lena felt raw in the best way, like a version of herself had been peeled open and laid bare, and somehow Jess had only wanted to hold her tighter.

      Jess tilted her head and kissed the top of Lena’s hair, a lazy press of lips that made Lena close her eyes.

      After a long stretch of quiet, Lena finally spoke, her voice barely louder than a breath.

      “What does this make me?”

      Jess stilled for a moment, then shifted slightly so she could look down at her. Her fingers moved from Lena’s hair to cradle her cheek instead.

      “It makes you mine,” Jess said, voice soft but sure. “If you want to be.”

      Lena’s lips curved into a smile before she even realized it was happening. She tipped her chin up just enough to meet Jess’s gaze.

      “I do.”

      Jess’s smile was slower, deeper, and impossibly tender. She leaned down and kissed Lena again—just once—on the forehead, then held her close.

      Lena exhaled, sinking deeper into the warmth, into the steady drum of Jess’s heart beneath her ear. She didn’t have answers yet. Maybe she didn’t need them. What she had now—this heat, this closeness, her—felt more real than anything that had come before.

      And for the first time in a long time, Lena didn’t feel like she was missing anything.

      She felt whole.

      And exactly where she was meant to be.
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