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CHAPTER 1




I used to think sexuality was a neat, tidy little box. Mine had a pink label that said STRAIGHT in bold, permanent marker. I liked boys. I liked the way their shoulders filled doorways, the way their voices dropped an octave when they were turned on, the way their stubble scraped my neck when they kissed me. I had dated exactly three of them in high school, let two of them get to second-and-a-half base, and considered myself experienced enough to know what I wanted.

Then Naomi Hartley body-checked me in the humanities hallway and my entire reproductive system filed for divorce from common sense.

It was Wednesday, September 18th. I remember because my phone calendar still has the little red exclamation mark next to “Biophysics quiz tomorrow—DO NOT FORGET.” The air outside smelled like burnt sugar and football weekends, the kind of crisp that makes you believe in fresh starts. I was hustling from the science complex to the library, arms full of textbooks, glasses sliding down my nose, braids trying to escape their bun like they, too, had somewhere better to be.

I never saw her coming.

One second I was mentally reviewing glycolysis, the next I was airborne, then flat on my ass on cold tile, textbooks exploding around me like academic shrapnel.

And then I looked up.

Sweet merciful Jesus.

Hovering over me was six-foot-one of pure, concentrated sin. Skin the colour of dark caramel kissed by arena lights, cheekbones sharp enough to cut glass, full lips curved in instant concern. Her braids were pulled into a high, thick ponytail that swung like a metronome of temptation. She wore the women’s basketball team’s cropped practice jersey (navy with gold lettering that read HARTLEY 23 across shoulders broad enough to block outshine the sun) and grey sweat shorts that clung to thighs so powerfully thick I felt my soul ascend and then immediately plummet back down between my legs.

She dropped into a crouch instantly, all long limbs and velvet apology.

“Oh shit, baby girl, I’m so sorry. Are you okay?”

That voice. Low, Brooklyn-sweet, a little raspy, like brown sugar poured slow over hot gravel. It slid down my spine and detonated somewhere very un-straight.

I opened my mouth. Closed it. Opened it again.

“I—uh—books,” I managed. Real smooth, Simoya. They’re going to revoke your scholarship for that one.

She laughed, deep, warm, a sound that should come with a warning label and a fainting couch, and started gathering my textbooks. When she handed me my glasses, her fingers brushed mine. A bolt of electricity shot straight to my clit so violently I almost whimpered right there on the hallway floor in front of God and the entire pre-med program.

“Simoya Jackson,” she read off the name sticker on my organic-chemistry notebook, full lips curving slow, eyes flicking up to meet mine. “Pretty name for a pretty girl. You sure you’re good, Simoya Jackson?”

I nodded like one of those dashboard bobbleheads in an earthquake.

She stood, offered her hand. I took it. She pulled me up effortlessly, and for one dizzy, catastrophic second I was pressed against the entire length of her, warm, solid, smelling like cocoa butter, clean sweat, and something darker, muskier, that made my mouth water and my nipples tighten so fast it hurt.

“Naomi Hartley,” she said, grinning like she knew exactly what she was doing to my pulse. “And I owe you coffee for nearly committing felony assault with these clumsy-ass size twelves.”

I should have said no. I had a lab report. I had dignity. I had a sexuality that definitely did not include wanting to drop to my knees in the middle of the humanities building and thank the Lord for women’s basketball.

Instead I squeaked, “Okay.”

She winked, actually winked, teeth bright against that perfect skin, and jogged off, braids bouncing, ass flexing like it had its own gravitational pull and a PhD in destruction of straight girls.

I stood there clutching my books to my suddenly aching breasts, staring after her, wondering what the hell had just happened to my heterosexuality.

It had, apparently, been posterised into the next dimension.

I floated to the library in a daze. Sat at my usual table on the third floor and stared at my open textbook for twenty solid minutes without seeing a single word. All I could see was the way her jersey had ridden up when she crouched, revealing a strip of toned stomach and the diamond belly piercing that winked like it was personally trying to murder me. All I could hear was that voice calling me baby girl. All I could feel was the phantom press of her body against mine and the way my clit had throbbed like it had suddenly learned Morse code and was trying to spell out PLEASE.

Eventually, I gave up pretending to study and opened my phone.

Google search history, 4:17 p.m.: Naomi Hartley basketball. Naomi Hartley. Instagram Naomi Hartley height. Naomi Hartley girlfriend (deleted that one real fast, cheeks on fire).

Her Instagram was public. Of course it was. The first post was a video of her at practice, sinking three-pointers in slow motion while “Sweetest Taboo” played. The caption: can’t stop won’t stop 🏀💛

There were 11,000 likes and roughly forty thousand thirsty comments.

I hated every single one of them on sight.

I scrolled further. Pictures from summer training in Atlanta, her in tiny shorts doing box jumps, sweat glistening on collarbones I suddenly wanted to lick. Pictures from senior prom back in high school, her in a tuxedo jacket and bow tie, arm around a gorgeous girl in a red satin. Pictures from the beach, her laughing in the waves, bikini bottoms riding low on hips that could launch a thousand orgasms.

I zoomed in on one photo, her lying on her stomach on a towel, back muscles flexing, ass round and perfect and biting, until I realized I was panting like a dog in July and slammed my phone face-down on the table.

What the hell was wrong with me?

I had never, not once, looked at a woman like that. Not in movies, not in real life, not even during that one drunken spin-the-bottle game junior year when everyone dared Megan Park to kiss me and I laughed it off like it was nothing.

But Naomi Hartley had crashed into my life, literally, and now my body was staging a full-scale coup.

I lasted exactly twenty-three hours before I caved and texted the number she’d made me put in my phone “just in case you start having concussion symptoms, baby girl.”

Simoya: hey. it’s simoya. no concussion. but i could still use that coffee if the offer stands

Three dots appeared instantly. My heart tried to climb out of my throat.

Naomi 🏀: tomorrow 3pm bean & leaf? i’ll be the tall one trying not to murder anyone else with my clumsy ass 😭

Simoya: sounds perfect

Naomi 🏀: bet. wear something cute, baby girl. i wanna see if you clean up as dangerous as i think you do 😏

I stared at the screen until it went black, then stared some more.

I did not sleep that night.

I changed outfits six times the next day. Six. Me, the girl whose closet was 90 % hoodies with chemical puns and one sad little black dress for funerals. I finally settled on an emerald wrap dress I’d bought for my cousin’s wedding and never worn because it felt too… noticeable. It hugged my waist, dipped low enough to show the upper swell of breasts I’d never once considered weapons, and stopped mid-thigh, leaving a lot of brown skin on display.

I told myself it was laundry day. Lies.

Bean & Leaf smelled like cinnamon and anxiety. I walked in at 2:57 p.m. and nearly turned around and fled, because Naomi was already there, leaning against the counter scrolling her phone, long legs crossed at the ankle, wearing ripped black jeans that clung to her thighs like they were personally offended by the concept of space and a cropped white hoodie that revealed a diamond belly piercing winking against smooth, dark skin.

When she looked up and saw me, her whole face transformed. Slow, wicked smile spreading, eyes dragging from my nervous face to my shaking knees and back up again, lingering on every place that made liquid heat pool low in my belly.

“Damn, freshman,” she drawled, voice dropping an octave that should be illegal. “You clean up lethal.”

I blushed so hard my ears caught fire.

We ordered, hers an iced caramel monstrosity with extra whip, mine black coffee because my throat was suddenly the Sahara, and took the corner booth. She stretched those endless legs under the table until her sneaker nudged my ankle and stayed there like it belonged.

Conversation flowed like we’d known each other for years instead of forty-eight hours. She told me about growing up in Bed-Stuy, her mom who drove the Q-train and still called her “Nay-Nay,” her little sister Amara who wanted to be her when she grew up. I told her about being the only Black girl in AP everything back in Maryland, my pastor dad who could quote scripture and grill a mean salmon, my nurse mom who still packed me turkey sandwiches with the crusts cut off even though I was eighteen.

Every time she laughed, she touched me, wrist, knee, back of my hand. Casual. Electric. By the time the sun started slanting golden through the windows, my panties were a lost cause.

Eventually, she walked me toward my dorm even though the gym was the opposite direction. At the steps she stopped, towering over me, expression suddenly softer.

“Hey, Simoya?”

“Yeah?”

“I wanna kiss you right now,” she said simply, voice low and serious. “But only if you want it too. No pressure, baby girl.”

My heart tried to file for immediate emancipation from my ribcage.

I had never kissed a girl. Never wanted to. Until approximately seventy-two hours ago.

I rose on tiptoes, even in wedges I was pocket-sized next to her, and brushed my lips against hers.

Soft. Warmer than any boy’s. Tasting of caramel and danger and something that tasted like coming home.

She made the tiniest sound, half sigh, half growl, cupped my face like I was something precious, and kissed me back. Slow, exploratory, her tongue tracing the gentlest question against my lips. I opened on a tiny whimper and she swept in, confident, coaxing, devastating.

She tasted like caramel and sin, and every bad decision I suddenly wanted to make.

Her big hands slid to my waist, thumbs brushing the underside of my breasts through the thin fabric of my dress, and I felt my nipples tighten so hard it hurt. I clutched at her shoulders, fingers digging into muscle, and she groaned softly into my mouth, pressing closer until I could feel the heat of her through both our clothes.

When we finally broke apart, my glasses were completely fogged, my knees were liquid, and my clit was throbbing in time with my heartbeat.

Naomi rested her forehead against mine, breathing hard, thumbs stroking my waist like she couldn’t stop touching me.

“Jesus, baby,” she whispered. “You taste like the best kind of trouble.”

I laughed, shaky, dizzy. “You started it.”

“Mmm,” she hummed, nipping my bottom lip gently. “And I’m damn sure planning on finishing it.”

She kissed me once more, softer, lingering, then pulled back, eyes dark.

“Tomorrow night,” she said. “My place. Teammates are gone for an away game. I want you to myself.”

My entire body lit up like a Christmas tree.

I nodded before my brain caught up with my mouth.

She grinned, pressed one last kiss to my forehead, and walked backward toward the gym, biting her lip, eyes never leaving mine.

I watched her go, thighs pressed together, trying to remember how legs worked.

That night I lay in my dorm bed staring at the ceiling, replaying every second of that kiss on loop. My roommate Jess was at her girlfriend’s, thank God, because I needed privacy for what happened next.

I slid my hand into my sleep shorts, already soaked through, and touched myself thinking about her mouth, her voice, the way she’d called me baby girl. I came in under two minutes whispering her name into my pillow like a prayer, then did it again, and again, until I passed out sticky and shaking and absolutely certain of one thing:

Naomi Hartley had ruined me for every other human on the planet.

And I hadn’t even seen her naked yet.


CHAPTER 2




I didn’t sleep.

Not really. I drifted in and out of feverish half-dreams in which Naomi Hartley’s mouth was on my neck, her big hands sliding under my dress, her raspy voice whispering baby girl against my clit until I woke up gasping, thighs clenched, sheets twisted around my ankles like restraints.

By 7 a.m. I was a wreck. By 8 a.m. I had showered, shaved everything that could legally be shaved, moisturized until I glowed like a glazed donut, and stood in front of my closet having a full-blown existential crisis.

Straight Simoya (the one who still technically existed on paper) wanted to wear jeans and a hoodie, something safe that said, “This is just coffee between new friends, nothing to see here.”

Horny, newly bisexual Simoya (who had apparently staged a hostile takeover overnight) wanted to wear lingerie as outerwear and arrive already naked under a trench coat.

They compromised on a sleeveless black ribbed turtleneck dress that clung to every curve I’d never paid attention to before and stopped high enough on my thighs to be considered a felony in at least three states. I paired it with delicate gold jewellery, the tiniest gold hoop in my nose, and the only pair of heels I owned that didn’t scream “I’m trying too hard” (they screamed “I’m trying exactly hard enough”).

I looked in the mirror and didn’t recognize the girl staring back. Cheeks flushed. Lips swollen from biting them all day. Eyes wide and a little wild.

I looked like a girl about to get devoured. And God help me, I wanted to be.

I texted Jess for moral support.

Simoya: if i send you my location tonight and you don’t hear from me by morning, send search party

Jess: 👀👀👀 HARTLEY????

Simoya: maybe

Jess: BITCH I’M PROUD OF YOU. go get that tall glass of gay panic and report back every filthy detail

Simoya: i’m not gay

Jess: sure, boo

I groaned and shoved my phone in my tiny purse along with emergency lip gloss, condoms (wishful thinking), and the travel-size lube I’d panic-bought at CVS that afternoon while pretending to be very interested in cough drops.

Naomi’s apartment was off-campus was a fourth-floor walk-up in the converted warehouse district. I stood outside her door at 7:03 p.m. (three minutes late on purpose so I didn’t look desperate) and nearly bolted four separate times.

Then the door swung open and every ounce of air left my lungs.

She was barefoot, wearing low-slung grey sweatpants that should be illegal and a black sports bra that was doing the Lord’s work and nothing else. Her braids were loose, framing her face like a dark silk halo, and her skin still carried the faint warmth of a post-practice shower. The diamond belly piercing winked at me like it knew all my secrets.

Her eyes raked over me, slow, deliberate, hungry.

“Fuck me,” she breathed, voice rough. “You trying to kill me before we even make it inside, baby girl?”

I swallowed. “You said wear something cute.”

“Cute?” She stepped aside to let me in, gaze never leaving my legs. “This is a federal crime. I need to speak to the manager of your thighs immediately.”

I laughed, shaky, stepping past her into the apartment. It smelled like her (cocoa butter, a hint of weed, and something spicy that made my mouth water). The living room was surprisingly tidy, basketball trophies on a shelf, a huge TV paused on 2K, fairy lights strung along the brick wall casting soft gold light everywhere.

She closed the door, leaned back against it, arms crossed, watching me like I was prey she was in no hurry to chase.

“Wine?” she asked. “Or you want something stronger?”

“Wine’s good,” I said, proud my voice only cracked once.

She poured two glasses of something red and expensive-looking, handed me one, then didn’t move back. Just stood there, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off her skin.

“To beautiful accidents,” she said, clinking her glass against mine.

We drank. The wine was rich, warm, sliding down my throat and straight to my bloodstream. I was already dizzy and we hadn’t even touched.

She set her glass down, took mine from my suddenly numb fingers, and placed it beside hers.

Then she cupped my face, thumbs stroking my cheekbones, and kissed me.

Not soft this time. Not gentle. Hungry. Claiming. Like she’d been starving for it all day the way I had.

I moaned into her mouth, hands flying to her waist, fingers digging into warm skin. She walked me backward until my spine hit the brick wall, her tongue stroking mine in slow, filthy circles that made my clit throb in time.

She tasted like wine and want and every fantasy I’d pretended not to have.

Her hands slid down my sides, gripping my hips, pulling me flush against her so I could feel the hard ridges of her abs, the soft weight of her breasts, the thick heat between her thighs pressing against my stomach.

“Been thinking about this all day,” she rasped against my lips. “About getting you alone. About tasting you again.”

I whimpered. Actually whimpered.

She smiled, wicked, nipping my bottom lip. “You been thinking about it too, baby girl?”

“Yes,” I admitted, voice small. “Couldn’t sleep. Kept—kept touching myself thinking about your mouth.”

Her eyes went almost black.

“Show me.”

I blinked. “What?”

She stepped back, just enough to lean against the opposite wall, arms crossed again, all casual dominance.

“Show me how you touched yourself thinking about me.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. “Here? Now?”

She tilted her head. “Unless you’re shy.”

Straight Simoya screeched in horror. Newly bisexual Simoya yanked her dress up to her waist and spread her legs like a good girl.

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my black lace thong (thank God I’d worn the nice ones) and slid it down my thighs, letting it drop to my ankles. The air was cool against my soaked folds. I was embarrassingly wet, swollen, aching.

Naomi’s gaze dropped between my legs and she exhaled like she’d been punched.

“Jesus fuck, baby. Look at you.”

I slid two fingers through my slickness, circling my clit the way I had last night, gasping at how sensitive I was. My hips rolled involuntarily, chasing my own touch.

She watched, chest rising and falling fast, tongue coming out to wet her lips.

“Tell me what you were thinking about,” she ordered, voice gravel.

“Your mouth,” I panted, sliding one finger inside myself, then two, fucking myself slowly. “Your tongue on my clit. Your fingers inside me. You calling me baby girl while I came all over your face.”

She groaned, palming herself through her sweats, the outline of her strap or maybe just her own arousal thick and obvious.

“Keep going,” she said. “Make yourself come. I wanna watch.”

I did. Shamelessly. Fingers plunging, thumb on my clit, hips grinding, eyes locked on hers while she watched me fall apart with that hungry, reverent look on her face.

I came with a broken cry, thighs shaking, pussy clenching around my fingers, her name on my lips like a prayer.

She was on me before the aftershocks finished, mouth crashing into mine, hands everywhere, lifting me, carrying me to the couch.

She laid me down like I was something sacred, knelt between my thighs, and looked up at me with dark, serious eyes.

“My turn.”

Then she spread me open with her thumbs and licked me like she was starving.

Slow, filthy, perfect strokes of her tongue that had me sobbing in seconds. She held my hips down when I tried to buck, humming against my clit until I saw stars.

When she slid two thick fingers inside me and curled them just right, sucking my clit at the same time, I came so hard I squirted a little, soaking her chin, her sports bra, the couch.

She didn’t stop. Just kept licking me gently through it, murmuring praise against my pussy.

“Good girl. So beautiful when you come. Taste so fucking sweet, baby.”

I was boneless, floating, when she finally crawled up my body, kissing me so I could taste myself on her tongue.

I wrapped my legs around her waist, grinding against the hard ridge in her sweats, desperate for friction.

She groaned, rocking back against me.

“Want you,” I whispered against her mouth. “Want to touch you. Taste you. Please.”

She pulled back, eyes searching mine.

“You sure? We don’t have to—”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything,” I cut her off, hands already pushing her sports bra up, mouth watering at the sight of her breasts, heavy, perfect, dark nipples tight and begging.

I sucked one into my mouth and she moaned, loud, filthy, fingers tangling in my braids.

I spent long minutes worshipping her breasts, learning what made her gasp, what made her curse, what made her grind against my thigh like she was trying to get off.

Then I pushed her sweats down, heart hammering.

She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

Her pussy was beautiful, swollen, glistening, framed by powerful thighs I wanted to live between forever.

I looked up at her, suddenly nervous.

“I’ve never—”

“I know, baby,” she said softly, stroking my cheek. “We’ll go slow. You set the pace.”

I kissed my way down her stomach, over that diamond piercing, until I was on my knees between her legs.

I licked her, tentative at first, just a soft stripe up her centre.

She exhaled shakily, fingers gentle in my hair.

I did it again, braver, exploring her folds, finding her clit, circling it with my tongue the way she’d done to me.

Her hips jerked.

“Fuck, yes, just like that.”

Emboldened, I sucked her clit into my mouth, sliding two fingers inside her, curling them.

She cried out, thighs clamping around my ears, riding my face with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips.

I added a third finger, humming against her, and she came hard, flooding my mouth, chanting my name like it was the only word she knew.

After, she pulled me up, kissing me deep and dirty, tasting herself on my lips.

We ended up on her bed somehow, naked, tangled, touching each other for hours, learning every sound, every sensitive spot, every way to make the other tremble.

I lost count of how many times I came. All I know is at some point I was riding her thigh, her mouth on her neck, while she whispered filthy praise in my ear.

“You’re so good, baby girl. So wet for me. Love how you taste when you come. Gonna keep you forever.”

At 3 a.m. we finally collapsed, sweaty, sticky, boneless.

She pulled me into her chest, legs tangled with mine, fingers tracing lazy patterns on my back.

I was almost asleep when I heard her whisper, voice soft and wondering:

“You okay, Simoya?”

I pressed a kiss over her heart.

“I’ve never been more okay in my life.”

But inside, a tiny, terrified voice whispered: What the hell does this mean? Am I gay now? Bi? Naomi-sexual? Does it matter? And what happens when she realizes I’m just a confused freshman who doesn’t know what she’s doing?

She must have felt me tense, because she tightened her arms around me.

“Hey. Talk to me.”

I swallowed.

“I’ve never… I mean, I thought I was straight. Like, really straight. And now I—”

She silenced me with a soft kiss.

“Baby girl, labels are for soup cans. You feel what you feel. And what I feel right now is you in my arms, and that’s the only thing that matters.”

I exhaled shakily, burying my face in her neck.

She smelled like sex and cocoa butter, and home.

I slept.


CHAPTER 3




The Week My Brain Tried to File a Restraining Order Against My Clitoris:

I woke up to Naomi Hartley’s tongue tracing slow, wet circles around my left nipple like it had personally offended her and she was exacting revenge.

“Mmmmorning,” she mumbled against my skin, voice husky with sleep and something else.

I tried to speak. What came out was a squeaky, mortified, “Hnnngh.”

She laughed, low and wicked, sliding one thick thigh between mine so I could feel exactly how wet she still was from last night. “Good answer.”

My body betrayed me instantly, hips rolling against her leg like I hadn’t come six times already. My brain, however, chose that exact moment to wake the hell up and start screaming.

Straight Simoya: HELLO, THIS IS A WOMAN. YOU HAVE A WOMAN’S BOOB IN YOUR MOUTH.

Confused Simoya: Yeah, but it’s a really nice boob Horny Simoya: Shut up both of you I’m busy.

Naomi felt me tense. Of course she did. She propped herself up on one elbow, braids falling over her shoulder like a dark silk curtain, and looked at me with those midnight-honey eyes that made me stupid.

“Talk to me, baby girl.”

I swallowed. “I’m… freaking out a little.”

She nodded, not surprised. “Thought you might. Want breakfast first or freak-out first?”

“Both?” I croaked.

She kissed my forehead, rolled out of bed naked and magnificent, and padded to the kitchen. I watched her ass flex the entire way and almost started crying from how unfair life was.

Ten minutes later, I was sitting at her counter wearing her practice jersey (HARTLEY 23 across my back like a brand) and nothing else, eating chocolate-chip pancakes while she leaned against the opposite counter in low-slung boxers, sports bra, and a smirk that could impregnate half the campus.

“So,” she said, licking syrup off her thumb in a way that should be illegal before noon. “Lay it on me. What’s the freak-out flavour of the day?”

I pokedex says straight, but last night you were riding my face like a mechanical bull. Discuss.”

I choked on pancake.

She handed me orange juice without missing a beat.

I gulped it down, then stared at my plate. “I don’t know what I am anymore. I’ve never looked at a girl like this. Never wanted… all of this. And now it’s like my body’s speaking fluent lesbian and my brain’s still stuck on Duolingo lesson one.”

Naomi’s face softened. She came around the counter, spun my stool so I faced her, and stepped between my thighs.

“Hey. Look at me.”

I did.

“You don’t have to have it figured out today. Or tomorrow. Or ever, if you don’t want. You’re allowed to just feel good and figure the labels out later. Or never. I’m not here to convert you, baby girl. I’m here because you’re funny as hell, smart as fuck, and you kiss like you’re trying to ruin me for every other human. That’s enough.”

My eyes stung. “But what if I’m just… experimenting? What if I hurt you?”

She smiled, slow and a little sad. “Then we’ll deal. But I’ve been out since I was fifteen, Simoya. I know the difference between curiosity and the way you looked at me last night. You weren’t experimenting. You were homecoming.”

I burst into ugly tears.

She pulled me into her chest, jersey riding up so my bare ass hit cold counter, and held me while I sobbed about identity and Jesus and my daddy’s sermons, and how scared I was that I was going to hell and also that I wasn’t because this felt too good to be sin.

She let me cry it out, stroking my back, kissing my braids.

When I finally hiccupped to a stop she tipped my chin up.

“Listen. My mom’s a subway conductor and a deacon’s daughter. My daddy left when I was six. I came out at fifteen to my mama over oxtail and rice and she said, ‘Baby, God made you fearfully and wonderfully gay, pass the hot sauce.’”

I snort-laughed through tears.

“Point is,” she continued, “I know church trauma. I know scared. But I also know this: when I was sixteen I fell hard for a girl named Danielle who played varsity softball and wore bamboo earrings and told me she was straight every day for three months while letting me eat her out in the equipment shed after practice.”

I blinked. “That’s… specific.”

“She eventually ghosted me for a dude named Kyle who drove a Camaro,” Naomi said cheerfully. “I wrote a lot of bad poetry and cried into my Wheaties. But I learned something: people get to be confused. People get to explore. The only thing that’s not allowed is lying to yourself or to me. So if you wake up tomorrow and decide this was a one-time thing, I’ll survive. But don’t you dare stay out of fear or shame. You deserve to want what you want.”

I stared at her, chest aching in the best way.

“You’re kind of perfect,” I whispered.

She grinned. “I have my moments. Also I’m about to be extremely imperfect if you don’t stop looking at me like that while wearing my jersey and nothing else.”

I glanced down. The jersey had ridden up to my waist. My bare pussy was literally on her kitchen counter.

Naomi’s eyes went dark.

“Fuck breakfast,” she growled, and lifted me like I weighed nothing, carrying me back to bed.

Round two (three? four? I lost count) was slower, filthier, and somehow more tender.

She laid me out like a feast, kissed every inch of me until I was begging, then flipped me onto my stomach, pulled my hips up, and licked me from behind until I screamed into the pillow.

When she finally let me flip over, I attacked her like a starving woman. I sucked bruises into her perfect breasts, bit her collarbone, licked a stripe up her abs, then buried my face between her thighs and didn’t come up for air until she came twice, once on my tongue and once riding my fingers while calling me her good little church girl in the dirtiest voice imaginable.

After, we showered together, her washing my hair under the rainfall head while I knelt and returned the favour, water sluicing over both of us, her thighs trembling around my ears.

Clean, boneless, and starving again, we ordered Thai and sprawled on her couch in her clothes (me in her hoodie that hit mid-thigh, her in boxers and my stolen thong because “it looks better on me anyway”).

That’s when she told me the rest of her backstory.

She grew up in the Marcy Projects, mama working doubles on the subway, daddy gone before she could walk. Basketball was church, the court her sanctuary. Came out at fifteen after falling for her AAU teammate who panicked and told the whole school Naomi had “turned her gay.” Got jumped by three girls in the locker room, broke her wrist, still dropped thirty the next game with a cast on.

“Coach benched me for fighting,” she said, laughing darkly. “Mama showed up to the principal’s office in her MTA vest and told them if they didn’t suspend the girls who jumped me she’d park a whole damn train in the parking lot.”

I laughed until I cried.

She signed with our school because the coach promised her a family, then delivered. She was projected WNBA lottery pick next year, Spain and France already scouting her. The idea of losing her made my chest cave in.

“Don’t look like that,” she said softly, pulling me into her lap. “We got time.”

But we didn’t. Not really.

***

The next two weeks were a fever dream.

She’d show up outside my labs with smoothies and a smirk, kiss me senseless in stairwells, finger me in the back of the library until I bit her shoulder to stay quiet.

I sat front row at every home game wearing her away jersey, screaming myself hoarse while she dropped daggers and winked at me from the court.

We christened every surface of her apartment. The kitchen counter. The shower. The balcony at 2 a.m. with me bent over the railing and her hand over my mouth so the neighbors didn’t call the cops.

One night she tied me to her headboard with her practice jersey again and spent an hour edging me with just her tongue until I was crying, begging, promising her anything (my firstborn, my GPA, my left kidney) if she’d please let me come.

She finally did, three fingers deep, thumb on my clit, sucking bruises into my thighs while I screamed her name so loud the downstairs neighbor banged on the ceiling.

Then she flipped me over and did it again.

I started calling her “God” ironically.

She started answering to it unironically.

But every orgasm came with a chaser of panic.

I’d be walking across campus and see a cute boy smile at me and feel… nothing. Less than nothing. Mild nausea.

I’d lie awake after she fell asleep and google “can you turn gay overnight” and “is it normal to only want one woman forever” and “help I think I’m Naomi-sexual.”

Jess caught me crying in the bathroom stall at a party.

“Girl,” she said, climbing under the door like a gremlin, “you’re not having a sexuality crisis, you’re having a Naomi crisis. There’s a difference.”

“There’s not!” I wailed. “I’m supposed to bring a boyfriend home to meet Pastor Dad, not a six-foot-one goddess who makes me come so hard I forget the Krebs cycle!”

Jess cackled. “The Krebs cycle is literally the only thing you remember when you come that hard.”

I cried harder.

The next day Naomi found me stress-eating Cheetos in the science library.

She took one look at my orange-dusted fingers and tear-stained face, closed my laptop, and said, “We’re skipping class.”

She drove me to Coney Island in her beat-up Jeep, top down, music blasting, hand on my thigh the whole way.

We walked the boardwalk in the cold, sharing hot chocolate, her arm around my shoulders.

“I’m scared,” I admitted finally, wind whipping my braids. “Of what this means. Of labels. Of hurting you. Of my family. Of… everything.”

She stopped, turned me to face her, cupped my face.

“Listen to me, Simoya Jackson. You don’t owe the world an explanation. You don’t owe your daddy a straight daughter. You owe yourself honesty. And right now, honesty looks like me kissing you on this boardwalk until you forget how to be scared.”

Then she did.

Right there in front of tourists and seagulls and God, she kissed me slow and deep and filthy until I was clinging to her coat and forgetting my own name.

An old lady walked by and muttered, “Get a room!”

Naomi broke the kiss, grinned, and called after her, “Working on it, ma’am!”

I laughed so hard I cried again, but the good kind this time.

That night she took me back to her place and fucked the doubt right out of me.

She laid me on her bed, stripped me slow, kissing every inch she uncovered like she was memorizing me for a test.

Then she put on the strap (thick, dark, curved just right) and looked at me with dark, serious eyes.

“Tell me if it’s too much.”

I spread my legs wider.

She slid into me slow, watching my face the whole time, whispering praise.

So tight, baby. Take it so well. Love how you open up for me.

When she bottomed out we both groaned.

She fucked me slow and deep, hitting spots I didn’t know existed, thumb on my clit, mouth on my neck, telling me I was hers, hers, hers.

I came screaming, clenching around the strap, nails raking down her back.

She pulled out, flipped me over, entered me from behind, one hand fisted in my braids, the other rubbing my clit until I came again so hard I saw God and God looked exactly like Naomi Hartley.

After, she held me while I shook, kissing my shoulder blades.

“I love you,” I blurted, then froze.

She went very still.

Then she turned me over, kissed me soft and sweet, and said against my lips:

“Love you too, baby girl. Been waiting my whole life for you.”

I cried again (shocker) but this time she kissed every tear away and made love to me until dawn, slow and reverent, like she was proving it with her body.

The internal conflict didn’t vanish.

But for the first time, it got quieter.

Because when Naomi Hartley is inside you, telling you you’re perfect, calling you her good girl while you fall apart, it’s real hard to hear anything else.


CHAPTER 4




November arrived like a slap.

Leaves turned blood-red, midterms tried to murder me, and Naomi Hartley became the most scouted college player on the East Coast.

It started innocently enough: an assistant coach from FC Barcelona Bàsquet Feminí showed up at practice in a sleek suit and an accent that made Naomi’s eyes light up like Times Square. Then came the French liaison from LDLC ASVEL Féminin who brought pastries and called her “ma grande étoile.” Then the Spanish agent who FaceTimed her mom directly and offered a two-year contract worth more money than my parents’ house.

Naomi told me all of it in bed, her head on my stomach, my fingers in her braids, while I tried not to throw up.

“They’re saying lottery-pick money, baby,” she whispered, voice vibrating against my skin. “Like, change-my-mama’s-life money. Buy-Amara-a-college-fund money. I could play in Madrid or Lyon and still fly home whenever.”

I made some kind of strangled noise that was supposed to be supportive.

She lifted her head, eyes soft. “Talk to me.”

I swallowed the panic clawing up my throat. “I’m happy for you. I am. I just… Europe is really far.”

She crawled up my body, settling between my thighs, kissing me slow and deep until I forgot how to be scared for thirty whole seconds.

“We’ll make it work,” she murmured against my lips. “Frequent-flier miles. FaceTime sex. I’ll teach you Spanish with my tongue.”

I laughed wetly. “Romantic.”

She grinned, sliding a hand between us, fingers slipping inside me like they belonged there (because they did). “Say yes, baby girl. Say you’ll wait for me.”

I came whispering yes-yes-yes like a prayer and a curse.

But the universe wasn’t done being a bitch.

Thanksgiving break was coming, which meant going home to Maryland, and also meant facing my parents.

I tried to break the news gently over Sunday dinner.

Me: “So there’s this… person. They’re really important to me.”

Mom: “He a doctor?”

Dad: “He go to church?”

Me: “Uh… she’s pre-med and she’s… spiritual?”

Silence so loud the mac and cheese curdled.

Dad put his fork down like it had personally offended him. “Simoya Renee Jackson. Explain.”

I explained. Badly. Words tumbling out about love and identity and how Naomi made me feel safe and seen and also ruined my GPA because I couldn’t concentrate when she looked at me.

Mom started praying in tongues. Dad quoted Leviticus like a PowerPoint presentation.

I left the table crying, drove back to campus at 2 a.m., and showed up at Naomi’s apartment looking like a raccoon that lost a fight with mascara.

She opened the door in boxers and one of my stolen hoodies, took one look at me, and pulled me inside without a word.

We didn’t speak for a long time. She just held me on the couch, rocking me, letting me ugly-cry into her neck until her hoodie was soaked.

When I could breathe again, she carried me to bed, stripped me gently, and made love to me like the world was ending.

Slow, filthy, worshipful.

She ate me out until I was sobbing for a different reason, fingers curled inside me, mouth on my clit, telling me I was perfect, I was hers, no matter what anyone said.

Then she put on the strap (bigger this time, purple, veined, obscene) and fucked me so deep I felt her in my throat.

I rode her reverse-cowgirl while she slapped my ass and called me her pretty little preacher’s daughter, then flipped me over and took me from behind, one hand around my throat, the other rubbing my clit until I squirted all over her sheets and screamed myself hoarse.

We didn’t sleep.

At dawn she made me pancakes shaped like hearts and fed them to me in bed while I sat in her lap, sticky and shaking.

“I’m not losing you,” she said fiercely. “Not to distance. Not to your daddy. Not to anything.”

I believed her.

Until the call came.

December 3rd. I was in the library cramming for finals when Naomi texted:

Naomi: can you come over? need to talk

My stomach dropped into my shoes.

She opened the door looking like she hadn’t slept in days.

Barcelona had upped their offer to three years, housing, car, full medical, and a signing bonus that made my eyes water.

“They want an answer by New Year’s,” she said quietly.

I nodded, numb.

She stepped closer, cupping my face. “I haven’t said yes. I’m not going anywhere without us figuring this out together.”

I tried to be brave. I really did.

But that night I ended up at Jess’s dorm at 3 a.m. again, eating ice cream straight from the tub and crying about continents.

Jess listened to me rant for an hour, then said, “Okay but have you considered that your girlfriend is an international snack and you’re being a dramatic biscuit?”

I threw a pillow at her.

She dodged. “Look. Long-distance sucks, but you’re both disgustingly in love and also disgustingly hot together. You’ll survive. Also, European sex vacations. Hello?”

I laughed until I cried again.

The next day Naomi showed up outside my chem-lab with two plane tickets.

Madrid. Christmas break. Non-refundable.

“I want you to see it,” she said simply. “The city. The team. My future. And I want you in it.”

I stared at the tickets like they were made of gold.

“My parents—”

“Will either come around or they won’t. But you’re nineteen, baby girl. You get to choose your life.”

I kissed her in the hallway in front of the entire pre-med program.

Someone wolf-whistled. Someone else filmed it. It went viral on the school TikTok.

I didn’t care.

We spent the next week fucking like the world was ending.

In the gym showers after her practice (me on my knees, water pounding, her hand fisted in my braids while she came on my tongue).

In the backseat of her Jeep in the campus parking garage (windows fogged, me riding her strap while she slapped my ass and called me her good little slut).

In her apartment with the balcony door open, December air raising goosebumps on my skin while she bent me over the railing and fucked me so hard the metal shook, one hand over my mouth, the other three fingers deep in my ass because “you said you wanted to try everything, baby.”

I did. I wanted everything with her.

***

Christmas Eve we flew to Maryland so I could get my passport renewed and face the music one last time.

Dinner was… tense.

Dad prayed for my “deliverance.” Mom kept looking at Naomi like she was the devil in Nike slides.

Naomi was perfect. Respectful, charming, called them sir and ma’am, complimented Mom’s candied yams, asked Dad about his sermon series.

When Dad finally snapped, “So you’re the one corrupting my daughter,” Naomi didn’t flinch.

“With all due respect, Pastor Jackson, your daughter corrupted herself the first time she came on my tongue. I’m just the lucky woman who gets to witness the miracle.”

The table went dead silent.

I choked on sweet tea.

Mom dropped her fork.

Dad turned purple.

Naomi stood, took my hand. “Thank you for dinner. We’ll be going now.”

We left with my suitcase and my dignity in tatters, and Naomi’s hand on my thigh the whole drive to the airport.

On the plane to Madrid, she fucked me in the bathroom at 30,000 feet, hand over my mouth, whispering, “Be quiet, baby girl, or the whole plane’s gonna know who you belong to.”

I came so hard I saw stars and Jesus, and probably joined the mile-high club hall of fame.

Madrid was magic.

She showed me the arena, the apartment they offered her, the rooftop bar where the team hung out.

We made love in a hotel with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, her strap deep inside me, my reflection in the glass showing a girl who looked fearless.

On New Year’s Eve we stood on that same rooftop watching fireworks explode over Plaza de Cibeles and she got down on one knee in front of her future teammates and asked me to be her girlfriend. Officially. With a ring pop because “the real one’s coming later, baby, I promise.”

I said yes while crying into her neck and the entire team cheered like we’d just won the EuroLeague.

We flew home engaged in everything but name.

My parents didn’t speak to me for three months.

I didn’t care.

Because Naomi Hartley was my home now.

And home was wherever she was calling me baby girl while wrecking me in the best possible way.


CHAPTER 5




The day Naomi signed with FC Barcelona Bàsquet Feminí, the entire campus lost its collective mind.

There was a watch party in the student union. They rolled out a red carpet. The marching band played “Sweet Caroline (because someone decided it was her unofficial anthem). Grown men cried. Grown women proposed to her on the spot. Someone started a GoFundMe to clone her so we could keep one copy.

Naomi stood on the stage in a tailored black suit that made her look like a lesbian James Bond, holding the contract like it weighed nothing and everything at the same time. When they asked for a speech, she just looked straight into the camera they were live-streaming on and said:

“This one’s for my girl. Simoya Jackson, I’m coming home to you every chance I get. Count on it.”

The arena erupted.

I, sitting in the front row in her away jersey, ugly-cried so hard Jess had to hold me up.

Then Naomi jumped off the stage, strode through the crowd, picked me up like I weighed nothing, and kissed me in front of ten thousand people while the band played the fight song off-key.

Twitter broke.

#NaomiHartleyKiss became the number-one worldwide trend for fourteen hours.

My mother called and left a voicemail that was just three minutes of speaking in tongues.

Worth it.

The next three months were pure, unfiltered mayhem.

Naomi had to report to Barcelona in July for summer league and pre-season conditioning. That gave us exactly ninety-three days to cram a lifetime of memories into one summer.

We used every single one.

We road-tripped down the East Coast in her Jeep: Virginia Beach, Savannah, Miami. We fucked on every beach at midnight, in every cheap motel with heart-shaped beds, once in a cornfield in North Carolina because “it’s on the list, baby.”

We got matching tiny tattoos on our wrists: a basketball for her, a double-helix for me, intertwined.

We spent a week in Brooklyn with her mama and Amara. Miss Renee fed me so much curry goat I gained five pounds and called me “daughter” by day three. Amara followed me around asking biology questions and calling me “big sis.” I cried in the bathroom. Again.

We flew to Maryland so Naomi could meet my little brother Micah, who took one look at her 6'1" frame and whispered, “You could dunk on God.” Dad still wasn’t speaking to me, but Mom hugged Naomi goodbye and whispered, “Take care of my baby.” Progress.

We spent four days at a cabin in the Poconos with no cell service, just a lake, a king bed, and a sex swing someone had left in the closet (don’t ask). Naomi hung me from it, ate me out until I squirted across the room, then fucked me in it until the bolts came out of the ceiling and we had to pay damages. We left a five-star review anyway.

We got food poisoning in New Orleans from bad oysters and spent twelve hours taking turns puking, then laughed so hard we puked again.

We slow-danced in the rain in Charleston to a street busker playing “At Last.”

We fought exactly once.

It was stupid. She’d been on the phone with her new agent for an hour talking endorsement deals and I got insecure and drunk on wine straight from the bottle and accused her of forgetting me already.

She pinned me to the wall, eyes blazing, and said, “You think I’m leaving you? Baby girl, I’m building us a fucking empire. Every euro I make has your name on it. Don’t you ever doubt that.”

Then she fucked the insecurity right out of me on the kitchen floor, slow and deep and crying, until I was apologizing with my legs around her neck and her name carved into my soul.

July came like a thief.

The night before her flight, we didn’t sleep at all.

We started in the shower, her pressing me against the tile, fingers inside me, mouth on my neck, whispering, “Gonna miss this pussy so much, baby.”

I dropped to my knees and sucked her strap like it was the last meal on earth, tears mixing with water while she stroked my hair and told me I was perfect.

We moved to the bed. She tied my wrists to the headboard again, blindfolded me with her practice jersey, and spent hours edging me with her tongue, toys, ice cubes, her fingers in places we’d only talked about in whispers.

When she finally let me come, I screamed so hard I lost my voice for two days.

Then I flipped her over and returned the favour until she was begging, thighs shaking, coming on my tongue again and again while I told her in filthy detail everything I was going to do to her when she came home.

At 5 a.m. we lay tangled and wrecked, watching the sunrise through her window.

“I’m scared,” I admitted, voice raw.

“Me too,” she said. “But we’re bigger than the ocean, baby girl.”

She left me her favorite hoodie, the one that still smelled like her, and a necklace with a tiny gold basketball pendant.

“I’ll be back before you know it,” she promised.”

The airport was hell.

We clung to each other in the departures drop-off lane until security threatened to tow the Jeep.

Last kiss tasted like salt and forever.

Then she was gone.

The first month was… brutal.

Time difference meant when I woke up she was asleep. When she woke up I was in class. We lived for the overlapping hours, 3 p.m. my time, 9 p.m. hers, when we’d FaceTime and she’d strip for me slow, touching herself while I did the same, both of us crying and laughing and coming with an ocean between us.

She sent me voice notes that I played on loop: her moaning my name, telling me how wet she got thinking about me, describing in graphic detail what she was going to do when she saw me next.

I sent her videos of me riding my pillow wearing her jersey, coming with her name on my lips.

We broke several vibrators.

Jess walked in on me once mid-orgasm and just backed out whispering “Jesus is watching but also goals.”

October brought my birthday.

I woke up to a delivery: a plane ticket to Barcelona for fall break, first class, with a note in Naomi’s handwriting: Pack light. You won’t need clothes.

I screamed so loud my RA filed a noise complaint.

The reunion at El Prat airport was obscene.

I spotted her before she saw me, leaning against a pillar in jeans and a cropped Barça training top, looking like a whole snack and the meal plan.

I ran.

She dropped her sign (it said MI REINA with a crown) and caught me mid-air, legs wrapping around her waist, mouths crashing together like we were trying to fuse permanently.

People clapped. Someone filmed it. It went viral again.

We didn’t make it out of the parking garage.

She pressed me against the Jeep (new one, courtesy of her signing bonus), hand up my skirt, fingers inside me before the door even closed.

“Missed this pussy,” she growled against my neck, pumping slow and deep while I clawed at her back. “Tell me it’s still mine.”

“Always,” I sobbed, coming around her fingers in under two minutes like a teenager.

She licked them clean while I watched, then drove us to her apartment with my hand between her thighs the whole way.

Her place was gorgeous, high ceilings, floor-to-ceiling windows, a bed the size of my dorm room.

We didn’t leave it for seventy-two hours.

She fucked me on every surface: kitchen island, shower wall, living-room rug, against the windows with all of Barcelona watching.

She introduced me to her teammates, who adopted me instantly and called me “cuñada” (sister-in-law).

We won the season opener and she scored 38 points, then FaceTimed me from the locker room still in her jersey, sweaty and grinning, and said, “That three in the fourth quarter? That was for you, baby.”

I cried in the library again.

Thanksgiving she flew home surprise.

Showed up at my dorm at 2 a.m. with a turkey sandwich and a strap.

We didn’t sleep that night either.

Christmas we spent in Brooklyn. Miss Renee cooked for three days straight. Amara made us wear matching ugly sweaters. Naomi proposed properly on Christmas Eve under the tree with a ring she’d had made: white gold, a tiny basketball diamond in the center, inscribed inside: “Forever my baby girl.”

I said yes before she finished the question.

My parents still weren’t speaking to me, but Mom sent a Christmas card addressed to both of us.

Baby steps.

Spring semester Naomi’s team made the EuroLeague Final Four.

I flew to Prague for the game.

She dropped 45 points, 12 rebounds, 8 assists, won MVP, then found me in the stands, jumped the barrier, and kissed me in front of twenty thousand people while the trophy was still in her hand.

The photo went platinum on every sports site on earth.

***

Summer came again.

This time she didn’t have to leave right away. We had six whole weeks.

We spent it like millionaires spending their last dollar.

Road trip to California. Sex on Big Sur cliffs at sunset. Disneyland after hours (she fucked me in the Haunted Mansion queue, hand over my mouth, whispering “the ghosts are jealous, baby”).

We got caught by park security and banned for life.

Worth it.

August arrived too soon.

This time when she left, I went with her.

I’d gotten into a summer research program in Barcelona. Officially for credit. Unofficially because there was no way in hell I was spending another year without her inside me every night.

We moved into her apartment.

We got a cat named Krebs (because he’s cyclic and dramatic).

We fought about dumb shit like whose turn it was to do dishes and made up by fucking on said dishes.

She taught me Spanish with her tongue between my legs, quizzing me on conjugations while I tried not to come.

I taught her biochemistry the same way.

We were disgustingly, ridiculously, perfectly in love.

One night in September, exactly two years after she’d knocked me on my ass in that hallway, Naomi carried me to the rooftop of our building.

Barcelona glittered below us like spilled diamonds.

She got down on one knee again, this time with the real ring: platinum band, black diamond center, inscribed “Court is always in session.”

“Marry me, Simoya Jackson. For real this time.”

I tackled her to the gravel, crying and laughing and kissing her until we were both bleeding from scraped knees.

“Yes,” I sobbed. “A thousand times yes.”

We didn’t make it back downstairs.

She fucked me right there on the rooftop under the stars, slow and deep and crying, whispering her love for me against my skin while the city sang below us.

Later, tangled and sweaty and engaged, she said: “Told you we were bigger than the ocean, baby girl.”

I kissed her, tasting salt and future.

Straight Simoya was a distant memory.

There was only Naomi-sexual now.

And I was fluent.

Forever.
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