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Summer House Girlfriends

For forty-nine weeks of the year, Jazmine breathed in an atmosphere that was not air but a recycled compound of ambition and anxiety. She existed in a state of suspended animation, her lungs forgetting the sweet, expansive burn of real oxygen, adapting instead to the thin, metallic tang of the office ventilation system. She sat, a fixture in a beige cubicle under the ceaseless, high-pitched fluorescent hum that vibrated just at the edge of hearing, a sound that worked its way into her bones and lived there like a low-grade fever. Her job was to translate the chaotic, frantic poetry of the stock market, a living thing of greed and fear, of soaring peaks and devastating crashes, into the neat, predictable prose of quarterly reports. The partners she wrote for, men and women who saw the beautiful, messy world in stark shades of profit and loss, devoured these reports without ever tasting the human cost baked into the numbers.

It was a life measured in integers and deadlines, a predictable rhythm of lukewarm coffee from the communal pot, its bitter, burnt aroma a constant olfactory backdrop. The percussive click-clack of keyboards was a soulless symphony echoing down endless hallways carpeted in a durable, uninspiring gray. The touch of her world was the smooth, cool plastic of her keyboard, the slightly greasy surface of her desk phone, the scratchy wool blend of the blazers she wore like armor. This life paid the mortgage on their tiny apartment, it afforded them a sliver of security in a city that demanded a king’s ransom for existence, but it was also a slow, methodical erosion. Every day, it was sanding down the vibrant, unpredictable edges of her soul, leaving behind a smooth, dull, and compliant surface.

Her real life, the part of her that was still jagged and colorful and alive, began with the satisfying thud of the server logging her off at 5:01 PM. She would burst from the polished brass and glass of the revolving doors, taking that first, shocking breath of the city’s smoggy embrace. The air was a thick cocktail of exhaust fumes, hot asphalt, and the inexplicably sweet scent of roasting nuts from a street vendor’s cart. She didn’t stroll; she raced, a participant in the city’s daily exodus, navigating a river of humanity on the sidewalks, descending into the hot, clamorous belly of the subway, and finally emerging into the familiar streets of their neighborhood to get home to their shoebox apartment. And home was not a place, but a person. Home was where Brianna was.

Brianna, whose skilled hands were almost always smudged with a fine layer of gray dust. Brianna, who worked in a small, sun-drenched pottery studio downtown, coaxing life and form and beauty from stubborn lumps of clay. Brianna, whose spirit was as untamed and defiantly vibrant as the wildflower meadows she painted in her dreams. She was a creature of sun and wind and rich, dark soil, a dryad temporarily caged in a forest of concrete and steel. Jazmine saw the depth of this displacement, the profound longing, in her eyes every single time she tended to the wilting herbs on their tiny, precarious balcony. The basil and mint struggled against the city’s grime, their leaves tasting of exhaust, but it was the only patch of green they could claim, a futile and heartbreaking attempt to cultivate a wilderness in a ten-inch pot.

Lately, that quiet, unspoken longing in Brianna had become a tangible thing, a quiet ache that resonated deep in Jazmine’s own chest. It felt like a shared phantom limb, a pain for something they had both lost, even if Jazmine had never truly had it. She would watch Brianna stand at their single living room window, her hands cradling a warm mug, her gaze lost somewhere beyond the neighboring brick walls and crisscrossing fire escapes. Jazmine didn’t need to ask to know what she was seeing; she already knew. It wasn’t the gridlock of evening traffic or the indifferent, flickering windows of the building across the alley. She was picturing sprawling, sun-drenched fields, the dense, cool shade of sprawling forests, the impossible blue of a horizon uncluttered by skyscrapers.

The city, with its relentless noise and oppressive weight, was wearing on her, on them. It acted like a toxic element, seeping into the very foundations of their relationship. Their conversations, once meandering and full of laughter, had become clipped and functional, stripped down to the bare necessities of cohabitation. ‘Did you get milk?’ ‘I’ll be home late.’ Their evenings were often spent in a shared, exhausted silence, the city’s hum a constant third presence in the room. They would sit on opposite ends of their lumpy sofa, the blue light of their phones illuminating their faces, creating two separate islands of quiet desperation. The oppressive weight of their surroundings was seeping into the sacred spaces between them, filling them with a gray, joyless sludge. Jazmine felt a frantic, desperate, clawing need to fix it, to drill a hole in the concrete sky and let the sun back in. She yearned with a visceral ache to see that unburdened, brilliant light return to Brianna’s eyes, to hear her easy, rolling laughter fill a space larger and more open than their cramped, shadowed living room.

The opportunity, when it came, did not arrive like a thunderclap or a sign from the heavens. It ambled in on a Tuesday afternoon, disguised as a mundane conversation by the water cooler, its gurgling a constant, annoying counterpoint to the office’s hushed reverence. Mr. Randolph, her boss, was there. He was a man whose personal life was as much a mystery to the junior staff as the Dead Sea Scrolls, a titan of the firm who moved through the halls with an aura of untouchable authority. For the first time Jazmine could recall, he was complaining, his perfectly tailored suit jacket seeming to constrict him as he voiced his frustration about a canceled trip to Europe.

“The whole summer house is just going to sit there,” he’d grumbled to another senior partner, adjusting the knot of his silk tie as if it were choking him. “Two full weeks, paid for and everything. The lawn service is still coming, the cleaners are scheduled… what an utter waste of money.”

An idea, audacious, wild, and utterly brilliant, ignited in Jazmine’s mind. It wasn’t a spark; it was a flash of lightning, illuminating a path she hadn’t known existed. It was a ridiculously long shot, a career-jeopardizingly bold move that defied every unwritten rule of corporate hierarchy. She was a junior analyst, a replaceable cog in the machine; he was a god in this universe, capable of ending her career with a single, dismissive word. But then the image of Brianna’s sad, beautiful face, framed by the window and the dying basil plant, flashed behind her eyes. The memory of her quiet, defeated sighs was a spur, giving her a hot, sharp certainty that felt like courage.

She took a step forward, the sound of her sensible heel on the linoleum shockingly loud in the sudden lull of the conversation. “Mr. Randolph,” she began, her voice miraculously steady, a calm surface on a churning sea of anxiety. Her heart was hammering a frantic, panicked rhythm against her ribs. “I know this is… highly unconventional.” She could feel his gaze, and that of the other partner, settle on her. It was sharp, analytical, like being pinned under the lens of a microscope. “But my girlfriend, Brianna… she’s been having a rather tough time lately. The city… It’s a lot for her. She grew up in the country, you see.” The words tumbled out, earnest and unrehearsed. “If the house is just sitting empty… I would be more than happy to rent it from you for the two weeks. I would take impeccable care of it, of course. We’re very quiet. Very responsible.”

Randolph looked at her, truly looked at her, for what felt like the first time. His gaze was sharp and calculating over the expensive tortoiseshell rim of his glasses. Jazmine braced herself, her entire body tense, preparing for the swift, humiliating rejection she was sure was coming. She envisioned the condescending smile, the curt dismissal, the office gossip that would follow. Instead, something shifted in his expression. A strange, almost gentle, and deeply weary expression softened his usually severe features. Perhaps he saw more than just a junior analyst. He saw the files on her desk, the ones she regularly stayed until 9 PM, sometimes later, to finish with meticulous precision. He saw her unwavering reliability, the quiet competence that made his own work easier. Perhaps, for a fleeting moment, he saw a reflection of his own life of sacrifice, of a happiness deferred.

“Rent it?” he’d scoffed, the sound sharp but devoid of malice. It was the scoff of a man to whom the amount of rent she could afford was a rounding error. “Don’t be ridiculous, Jazmine. Consider it an off-the-books bonus for that stellar Q2 forecast you pulled out of thin air. Honestly, you saved my hide on that one.” He glanced conspiratorially toward the HR department. “My wife, Eleanor, would have an absolute fit if the place went completely unused. She believes houses have feelings.” He pulled a sleek fountain pen from his breast pocket and scribbled on a bright pink sticky note from a pad by the cooler. “Just… don’t break anything. And for God’s sake, don’t tell HR.” He handed her the small square of paper, a faint scent of expensive ink rising from it. “Keys are in a lockbox by the front door. The code is on there. Have fun.”

Jazmine stared at the slip of paper in her hand, the spiky, assertive black script spelling out an address and a simple four-digit code. It felt heavier than paper, imbued with the weight of a miracle. It was a winning lottery ticket, a get-out-of-jail-free card, a portal to another world. Her heart, which had been hammering with fear, now hammered with a frantic, joyous drumbeat of pure, unadulterated triumph. A giddy, bubbling feeling rose in her chest, so powerful she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from laughing out loud. She couldn’t wait to get home. The rest of the afternoon was a blur of unfocused energy, the numbers on her screen swimming before her eyes, her mind already miles away.

That evening, the air in their apartment was thick and stagnant, heavy with the day’s heat and the accumulated weariness of the week. She found Brianna where she knew she would be: on the balcony, her slender form silhouetted against the lurid, bruised colors of the city sunset. She was hunched over the basil plant, her fingers gently coaxing a new, pale green leaf from a beleaguered stem. The constant, oppressive drone of traffic, sirens, and distant arguments hummed around them, a soundtrack of urban melancholy.

“Hey,” Jazmine said softly, approaching from behind. She wrapped her arms around Brianna’s waist, pulling her back against her chest and resting her chin on the familiar curve of her shoulder. She inhaled the scent of Brianna’s hair, a mix of her floral shampoo and the faint, earthy smell of potting soil. “How’s our urban jungle holding up?”

“He’s trying,” Brianna murmured, her voice thin and tired, her focus still on the plant. “It’s hard to be a plant here. There’s not enough sun. The air is poison.”

“I know,” Jazmine whispered, her lips brushing against the soft skin of Brianna’s neck. The small gesture felt charged with the secret she was holding. “I have something for you. Something to help.”

She took Brianna’s hand, her clay-dusted fingers cool in her own, and led her inside. The apartment seemed even smaller and more cluttered than usual. She sat her down on their lumpy, second-hand sofa, the springs groaning in protest. Then, with a theatricality she didn’t know she possessed, Jazmine knelt on the worn rug before her, holding out the pink sticky note with both hands, as if it were a holy relic or a marriage proposal. Brianna took it, her brow furrowed in confusion, her eyes tracing the unfamiliar, rural-sounding address.

“What’s this? Is this for a commission?”

“It’s a house,” Jazmine said, her voice trembling with barely contained excitement, a tremor that ran through her entire body. “A summer house. In the country. It has a yard, Bri. A real one. And trees. And a porch with a swing. It’s ours for the next two weeks. Starting this Friday.”

Brianna’s eyes, wide and uncomprehending, scanned the note again, as if the words might rearrange themselves into something that made sense. Then they flew to Jazmine’s face, searching for the punchline. She saw only sincerity, excitement, and a love so profound it was almost dizzying. “Jaz… how? We can’t afford something like this. How is this possible?”

“My boss,” Jazmine explained, the story tumbling out in a rush. “It’s a long, crazy story. But it’s real. We can go. We can pack a bag and leave all this,” she gestured around the small apartment, at the water-stained ceiling, at the cityscape pressing in on all sides like a physical threat. “We can go and breathe. Really, truly breathe.”

For a long moment, Brianna was utterly silent, her face a mask of stunned disbelief. Jazmine’s heart stuttered, a flicker of doubt entering her mind. Had she misread everything? Then, a single, perfect tear escaped from the corner of her eye and traced a slow, glistening path down her cheek. It was followed by another. And then her carefully composed face crumpled, and a sob, thick with weeks of pent-up sorrow and a tidal wave of relief and gratitude, broke from her lips. She lunged forward, throwing her arms around Jazmine’s neck and burying her face in the crook of her shoulder, her body shaking with the force of her weeping.

“Oh, Jaz,” she cried, her voice muffled by Jazmine’s shirt, the words punctuated by ragged breaths. “Oh my god. Thank you.”

Jazmine held her tightly, rocking her gently, her own eyes stinging with sympathetic tears. She felt the dampness spreading on her shoulder and didn’t care. This was it. This was the sound of the dam breaking. This was the first, brilliant ray of sunshine after a long, gray, soul-crushing winter.

The drive out of the city was a slow, agonizing crawl, a final, brutal test of patience inflicted by the very beast they were trying to escape. Bumper-to-bumper traffic snaked its way through the concrete canyons, a river of red taillights under a sky the color of dishwater. But then, gradually, the tightly packed skyscrapers gave way to the lower, wider sprawl of suburbs, the suburbs in turn melted into sprawling farmland, and the congested four-lane highways bled into winding, tree-lined two-lane country roads. With every mile that clicked over on the odometer, Jazmine could feel the tension leaving Brianna’s body, muscle by tightly coiled muscle. She had turned off the car radio hours ago, trading the frantic energy of pop music for something far more profound. Instead, they drove with the windows all the way down, letting the air, which was growing sweeter and cleaner with each passing town, rush over them. It was thick now, a complex perfume of fresh pollen, the distant, pungent aroma of manure, and the rich, loamy smell of damp earth.

Brianna’s head was craned out the passenger-side window like a happy, liberated dog, her long brown hair whipping around her face in a joyful frenzy. A genuine, unfettered smile, the kind Jazmine hadn’t seen in what felt like months, graced her lips. She was drinking in the scenery, her eyes wide with wonder at the endless green and the vast, open sky. The sight of her, so utterly transformed, made Jazmine’s heart swell with so much emotion that it physically ached in her chest. This was worth it. Every late night, every soul-crushing report, every moment of doubt had been worth it just for this.

When they finally turned onto the long, crackling gravel driveway indicated by the GPS, Brianna gasped, a sharp, delighted intake of breath. The house was exactly as Jazmine had pictured, a fantasy brought to life. It was a charming, two-story clapboard structure painted a soft, buttery yellow that seemed to glow in the late afternoon light, with a wide, wraparound porch complete with rocking chairs and a hanging swing. It was nestled amongst a copse of ancient, towering oak trees, their branches like protective arms, and beyond it, a vast, rolling lawn stretched out, an expanse of green so vibrant and uniform it looked unreal.

They tumbled out of the car, the city grime and tension feeling like a physical suit of armor they were finally shedding. The crunch and shift of the gravel under their feet was the only sound, a stark and welcome contrast to the city’s relentless roar. That is, until they started to notice the other sounds: the high, electric buzz of cicadas thrumming in the trees, the distant, lonely caw of a crow, the gentle rustle of leaves in the breeze. It was a symphony of quiet.

Brianna took a deep, profound, soul-cleansing inhale, a breath that seemed to fill her from the soles of her feet to the crown of her head. It was a conscious act, a spiritual cleansing. One hand rested on her stomach, the other on her chest, as if to physically hold the feeling inside her, to keep it from escaping. “Oh, I love that smell,” she said, her voice reverent and thick with emotion. She turned her head to look at Jazmine, her eyes shining with unshed tears of pure joy. “Fresh cut grass is one of my absolute favorites. It’s so summery and clean and earthy. It smells like… like freedom.” She took another breath, even deeper this time, closing her eyes. “It smells like being a kid again, running barefoot through the neighbor’s sprinkler until Mom called you in for dinner.”

Another deep, slow inhale. Jazmine had a small white daisy tucked behind her ear, one she’d plucked defiantly from a crack in the pavement near their apartment D.C. as a hopeful talisman for the trip. Its faint, peppery scent was a fragile counterpoint to the rich air around them. Her short blonde hair, usually meticulously styled and sprayed into submission for the office, was soft and rippled in the breeze. She inhaled as well, trying to capture the same elemental magic that Brianna was feeling. She wasn’t a country girl; Jazmine found her comfort in the predictable order of a spreadsheet, in the quiet, efficient hum of a well-oiled machine. But Brianna’s connection to the earth was one of the things she most admired, most loved, about her. Brianna could have happily lived her entire life in a rotation of sundresses, barefoot in a field, content with nothing more than sunshine and the company of birds. She drew her energy from the earth, while Jazmine drew hers from Brianna.

It was endearing. Utterly, captivatingly endearing. And seeing her now, so alive and radiant, her entire being lit from within, Jazmine knew with a bone-deep certainty that surprising her with this trip was the single best thing she had ever done in her life.

Jazmine pushed herself off the warm hood of the car, where she’d been leaning, and reached for Brianna’s hand. Her own felt small and pale against Brianna’s, which was already warming in the late afternoon sun, her skin dusted with a fine layer of road grit. “Come on,” she said, her voice soft, barely more than a whisper, so as not to break the spell. “Let’s go lie in that hammock while there’s still so much sun. We can unpack everything later.”

Brianna’s answering smile was dazzling, a thousand-watt beacon of pure happiness. She followed without hesitation, their intertwined hands swinging between them as they walked across the plush, impossibly green lawn. The grass was cool and slightly damp, a delightful sensation against the thin soles of their sandals.

The hammock was a big, inviting swath of heavy-duty cream-colored canvas, easily wide enough for two, strung taught between two of the largest oak trees, whose thick, gnarled branches formed a protective canopy overhead. The afternoon sun dappled through the dense clusters of leaves, creating a shifting, shimmering mosaic of light and shadow on the ground below. It looked sturdy, inviting, a perfect cradle for a lazy, languid afternoon.

Jazmine, ever the planner, ever the one who reads the instructions, decided to demonstrate the proper entry method. She grabbed the woven edge with both hands, turned her back to it, and tried to sit back gracefully into its embrace. Instead, the canvas shifted unpredictably under her weight, and she tumbled backwards into it with a surprised, undignified yelp, her legs flailing in the air for a comical moment before she settled into a tangled heap. Brianna’s laughter, that beautiful, melodic, rolling sound that Jazmine had missed more than she had even realized, echoed through the quiet yard, startling a pair of robins from a nearby branch.

“Nice one, city slicker,” she teased, her eyes sparkling with a mirth and mischief Jazmine hadn’t seen in forever.

“Oh, shut up and get in here,” Jazmine retorted, laughing at herself as she shuffled and wriggled, attempting to make room in the curved canvas.

Brianna, emboldened and full of playful energy, simply took a running start and launched herself towards the hammock. She landed with a soft oof right on top of Jazmine, knocking the wind out of her and sending them both into another helpless fit of giggles. The hammock swayed wildly, a dizzying pendulum of tangled limbs, laughter, and the scent of their mingled perfumes. For a long, wonderful moment, they just lay there, a heap of unadulterated happiness, their bodies pressed together from shoulder to knee, the world outside their cozy canvas cocoon ceasing to exist entirely.

Finally, the frantic swaying slowed to a gentle, hypnotic rock. Jazmine looked up at Brianna, who was propped above her on her elbows, her weight a comforting pressure. A stray piece of her messy, chocolate-brown hair had fallen across her eyes, and the sunlight caught the reddish highlights in it. Tenderly, reverently, Jazmine brushed it back, her fingers lingering on the silken strands, before tucking it carefully behind her ear. She let her hand cup Brianna’s cheek, her thumb stroking the soft skin, marveling at the delicate constellations of freckles dusted across her nose and cheekbones, brought out by even this little bit of sun. Brianna’s gaze was soft and unguarded, filled with a bottomless affection that made Jazmine’s breath catch in her throat. Leaning up, closing the small gap between them, Jazmine pulled her face in for a kiss.

It started soft and sweet, a kiss of pure, overwhelming gratitude and blissful reunion. It tasted of sunshine, the faint, sweet perfume of the daisy still tucked in Jazmine’s hair, and the salty trace of Brianna’s happy tears. But as their bodies settled more deeply together, the hammock molding to their forms, the kiss deepened. It became a slow, languid exploration, a silent conversation that spoke of weeks of pent-up longing, of unspoken fears and the profound relief of this escape. Jazmine’s hands slid from Brianna’s face, down the elegant column of her throat where a pulse beat a steady rhythm, and along the strong, graceful line of her back. She loved the feel of Brianna, the solid, grounding warmth of her, the way she fit so perfectly against her, filling all the empty spaces. Her fingers traced the subtle landscape of muscle there, moving up and down in a rhythm that was at first soothing, then stimulating. They climbed higher, to her freckled shoulders, bare and warm and smelling of sun-kissed skin.

The delicate, thin straps of Brianna’s pale yellow sundress felt like an unnecessary barrier. With a deliberate, unhurried slowness, Jazmine hooked her fingers under the soft, worn fabric and pushed them off Brianna’s shoulders. The material was familiar, worn supple from many happy summer days. She followed the path of the fabric downward with her palms, her hands shimmying the material down past her collarbones, over the gentle swell of her chest, until Brianna’s bare breasts were exposed to the dappled sunlight and the gentle breeze. They were beautiful—full and pale, with rosy, expressive nipples that were already beginning to pebble and harden in the cool air and from the heat of Jazmine’s appreciative gaze.

“Are you sure your boss doesn’t have cameras hidden in the trees anywhere around here?” asked Brianna, her voice a breathless, husky whisper. Her eyes fluttered closed as she anticipated Jazmine’s touch, a shiver running through her. The question was less one of genuine concern and more a flirtatious, delighted acknowledgment of the delicious risk they were taking, of the decadent freedom of this moment.

“Mm-hm,” Jazmine replied, the sound a low, contented hum that vibrated from her chest into Brianna’s. The only thing she was sure of in that moment was how much she wanted this. How much she wanted, needed her. She lowered her head, her short blonde hair falling forward to curtain them in an intimate, private space. Her tongue darted out, a flash of pink, tracing a slow, wet circle around one of Brianna’s sensitive nipples before she started to suck on it, gently at first, testing the response, then with a more demanding, insistent pressure.

A sharp, pleasure-filled gasp escaped Brianna’s lips. Her back arched instinctively, a beautiful, sinuous curve that pressed her breast more firmly into Jazmine’s mouth. This was what she had been missing—not just the clean air and the green grass, but this primal, uninhibited connection with Jazmine, a world away from their tired, silent evenings.

Jazmine closed her mouth down more firmly around Brianna’s breast, suctioning as much of the soft flesh as she could between her lips, pulling and tugging until a low, guttural moan rumbled deep in Brianna’s chest. Brianna’s hands came up to tangle in Jazmine’s short hair, not to pull her away, but to hold her there, her fingers clenching and unclenching in the fine blonde strands. Then Jazmine switched her attention to the other breast, lavishing it with the same wet, intense warmth, drinking in the sweet, salty taste of her girlfriend’s skin. She was pleased, and a little smug, with how responsive Brianna was, her body a finely tuned instrument that Jazmine knew how to play with perfect pitch. Every suckle, every teasing flick of her tongue, sent visible shivers racking through Brianna’s frame.

Fueled by a sudden, fierce desire for total, absolute freedom, Brianna pulled away from Jazmine’s mouth just long enough to wriggle and squirm against her. With a determined effort that set the hammock rocking wildly again, she managed to pull her entire sundress down and off her body, tossing it unceremoniously onto the grass below them. She was gloriously, beautifully naked on top of Jazmine, the physical embodiment of the wildness Jazmine loved so much, finally uncaged. The late afternoon sun was like a warm, liquid blanket on her bare back, painting her skin in fluid strokes of gold.

Even through the dense, protective canopy of the oak treetops, a gentle breeze was picking up, wafting the rich, loamy smell of freshly cut grass and damp earth across Brianna’s face as she lay there. This was heaven for her. This was everything she had been yearning for, a craving so deep it had become a physical ache.

Now it was her turn. With a mischievous, predatory glint in her eye, Brianna shifted her weight again. Somehow, she managed to hook a foot around the waistband of her own pink thong and, with a gymnast’s surprising flexibility, pull it off, leaving her completely, utterly naked. She tossed it gleefully after her dress.

Jazmine laughed, the sound bubbling up from deep in her chest, a sound of pure delight. She was trapped, pinned beneath a beautiful, naked, and very determined woman. “How am I supposed to do that?” she said, her voice laced with husky amusement. “I’m a little stuck down here.”

“Leave it to me,” Brianna whispered, her voice a low, seductive promise that sent a fresh jolt of desire through Jazmine.

The hammock rocked back and forth, a cradle between the ancient trees, as Brianna shifted her weight with a sensual, fluid motion. Her fingers, still agile and strong from her work with clay, found the metal button of Jazmine’s denim shorts. The contrast of her soft, warm touch against the rough, rigid fabric sent a wave of arousal straight to Jazmine’s core. Somehow, with a series of determined wriggles and deft pulls, she managed to unbutton and unzip the shorts. Inch by agonizingly slow inch, she slid the denim down over Jazmine’s hips and her thick, strong thighs, the fabric snagging and resisting, heightening the anticipation. When they were bunched up at her ankles, Jazmine gave a final, triumphant kick, sending them flying over the edge of the hammock to join the growing pile of discarded clothing on the lawn.

“I’m impressed,” said Jazmine, grinning up at Brianna. She was a vision, shrouded in a halo of golden light filtering through the leaves, a sun-dappled goddess. Jazmine had never seen her look more beautiful, more herself. Her own desire was a palpable, throbbing thing low in her belly, a heat that was spreading through her limbs.

Brianna lowered her head to kiss her again, a deep, possessive kiss this time. She let her tongue slip between Jazmine’s lips, tasting her own flavor there, mingled with Jazmine’s unique, subtle sweetness. At that moment, insulated by the swaying canvas, the whispering leaves, and the warm air, it felt as though they were the only two people left in the world. The city, the jobs, the deadlines, the stress—it was all a distant, forgotten bad dream. There was only this. Only them.

Breaking the kiss, a silent promise hanging in the air between them, Brianna shimmied down between Jazmine’s legs. The curved canvas of the hammock created a perfect, pliant valley, cradling Jazmine’s hips and presenting her, open and vulnerable, to Brianna. Jazmine’s breath hitched in sharp anticipation. Brianna’s cloud of brown hair cascaded over Jazmine’s inner thighs, a soft, tickling curtain, as she lowered her head and sank her mouth right against her pussy. There was a soft patch of blonde hair there, neatly trimmed, and Brianna kissed it reverently before splaying her tongue out, flat and wet and hot, pressing it directly against the sensitive, hidden nub of Jazmine’s clit.

A sharp, desperate moan tore from Jazmine’s throat, the sound swallowed by the vast, open air. “Oh… Brianna…” For some reason, some intoxicating alchemy of place and person, her tongue felt even more incredible here in her boss’s hammock, in the open air of his secluded backyard. Maybe it was the illicit thrill of it all, the delicious taboo of the act, the knowledge that they were visible to any bird or squirrel, that she was doing such a thing in such a place. Or maybe it was just the sheer, unadulterated joy of being here, together, finally free from all restraints. Whatever the reason, it amplified every sensation, turning what was already intense pleasure into pure, blinding ecstasy. “Oh, fuck, Brianna.”

Jazmine whimpered, her hands abandoning Brianna’s hair to grip the woven sides of the hammock, her knuckles turning white as she held on for dear life. She ran her fingers back through her own hair, clutching the silken strands as relentless waves of pleasure washed over her. She couldn’t move the way she wanted to, couldn’t buck her hips up to meet those talented lips and that masterful tongue. The canvas cocooned her, holding her in one place, but she didn’t mind. The slight restriction only served to heighten the feeling, focusing all her awareness, all her entire being, on that single, explosive point of contact where Brianna’s mouth worked its incredible magic. Brianna lapped and swirled, her rhythm intuitive and perfect, knowing just when to apply sharp, targeted pressure and when to be gentle and coaxing.

When Jazmine came, it was a sudden, electric rush that made her entire body seize up. Her legs shook uncontrollably on either side of Brianna’s head, her muscles clenching and unclenching in spasms of pleasure. Brianna didn’t stop. She moved her gaze up to Jazmine’s face, her dark eyes watching as Jazmine’s mouth opened and closed on silent, breathless cries, her head thrashing from side to side. A series of shaky, helpless sighs left her lips as the orgasm traveled through her body in powerful, shuddering waves. Her toes curled, her hands still tangled helplessly in the hammock’s edge. It was a raw, primal, and deeply satisfying release, as wild and natural as the idyllic setting they were in.

As the last tremor finally faded, leaving her boneless and vibrating, Brianna moved her face down to Jazmine’s opening. Her tongue gently, tenderly lapped up the wetness there, the sweet, musky taste of her climax. “You taste so good,” Brianna murmured against her sensitive skin, her voice thick and husky with adoration.

The words, coupled with the gentle, soothing lapping of her tongue, sent a fresh, potent wave of arousal pulsing through Jazmine’s belly. The first orgasm had not sated her; it had only primed her body for more. She needed more. She needed to feel Brianna inside her, all of her, to connect with her even more deeply.

“Let’s get out of this hammock,” she said, her voice husky and surprisingly demanding. “I need you.”

Brianna got out first, landing gracefully on the soft grass like a cat. She stood for a moment, naked and glorious in the golden afternoon light, a modern-day Eve in a private Eden, before reaching back to offer Jazmine a steadying hand. Jazmine tumbled out, far less gracefully, collapsing into Brianna’s arms. They stood there for a second, wrapped in a close, naked embrace, their skin warm and damp, their hearts beating a rapid, synchronous rhythm against each other’s chests.

Jazmine took her by the hand and led her across the lawn, their bare feet sinking into the lush, cool grass. She guided her toward the covered back porch, a shadowy and inviting space, where a large wicker sofa piled high with faded floral cushions waited. A sturdy wooden storage box sat in the corner. Jazmine lifted the heavy lid to reveal a hidden trove of thick quilts and blankets. She pulled out two, one a heavy patchwork quilt stitched with a hundred different stories, the other a soft, plush navy fleece, and laid them spread out over the sofa cushions, creating a soft, decadent, and inviting nest.

“Lay back,” she commanded as Brianna sat down tentatively on the edge of their makeshift bed. Her voice was low and throaty, filled with a newfound authority that sent a delicious shiver of anticipation down Brianna’s spine. Brianna obeyed immediately, a submissive smile playing on her lips as she reclined against the pile of cushions, her body open and waiting, her legs parted slightly in invitation.

Jazmine knelt on the cool wooden floorboards before her and licked Brianna’s pussy a few times, a slow, deliberate tasting. She found a thick, slick layer of stickiness had already formed at her opening, her body weeping with need and anticipation. She dragged two fingers through the wetness, coating them in it, before slowly, deliberately, pushing them deep inside.

“Oh… fuck.” Brianna gasped, her head falling back against the cushions, her neck arching. Her whole body twitched as Jazmine’s fingers expertly curved and curled inside her pussy, stroking the sensitive, ridged wall of her G-spot. It felt like Jazmine was physically pulling pleasure out from her very core. Intense, shimmering ribbons of arousal began wrapping around her center, tightening with every deliberate, knowing movement of Jazmine’s hand. “Fuck, Jaz, that feels so good.”

Jazmine leaned over the top of Brianna, her free hand resting on the back of the sofa for balance. Her intense brown eyes stared deeply into Brianna’s, forging a fiery, electric connection that transcended mere touch. Jazmine’s face was twisted up in that sexy, concentrated way it did when she was intently focused on giving pleasure, and the sight of it, combined with the feeling of her fingers inside her, was more than Brianna could handle. Brianna was panting and moaning now, her chest heaving up and down, her hips starting to lift off the quilt in a desperate, unspoken plea for more, for faster, for harder.

Jazmine’s fingers moved in a steady, relentless rhythm inside of her, stroking her deeply, pressing against Brianna’s tight, slick inner walls with a firm, knowing pressure. She found a specific spot, a knot of nerves deep inside, that made Brianna’s breath catch and her whole body jolt, a place that sent lightning bolts of pure sensation radiating through her.

“Right there, Jaz, right there!” gasped Brianna, her voice high and strained with imminent release. She was quivering intensely now, her entire body trembling on the precipice of a massive orgasm. Jazmine didn’t slow down. She increased the pressure, continued moving her fingers deep in Brianna’s pussy, fanning the flames, pulling the orgasm out from her with an expert’s touch.

It started as a loud, guttural groan that vibrated through the wooden porch floorboards, which soon tapered into a high-pitched, keening sound of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. It was music to Jazmine’s ears. Her own pussy was throbbing again in sympathetic response as Brianna’s body heaved and shook underneath her, her hips bucking powerfully against Jazmine’s hand. Her climax was a long, shuddering, drawn-out affair, wave after powerful wave crashing through her until she was utterly, completely spent, whimpering softly into the quiet air.

When Jazmine finally, slowly withdrew her fingers from between Brianna’s legs, she brought them up to her mouth and, holding Brianna’s dazed, heavy-lidded gaze, licked them clean, one by one. The act was possessive, intimate, and incredibly, shockingly hot. A slow, languid, satisfied grin crept up Brianna’s face. She bit her bottom lip. “You’re so bad.”

Jazmine chuckled, the sound low and rich with satisfaction. She helped her up to a sitting position and kissed her deeply, giving Brianna a small, intoxicating taste of her own pussy on her lips.

Suddenly, without any warning, the sky opened up. The gentle, golden afternoon vanished as if a switch had been flipped. The sky, which had turned a bruised, purplish-gray without them even noticing, unleashed a torrential, deafening downpour. Buckets of rain hammered on the metal porch roof, turning the yard into a churning sea of green and silver, the sound a chaotic roar. Brianna and Jazmine looked at each other in shock, then up at the sky, completely floored by the suddenness of the storm, so lost had they been in each other.

For a beat, there was only the roar and the drumming of the rain. Then Jazmine started to laugh, a real, unrestrained, belly-deep laugh of pure surprise and delight. It was contagious. Brianna joined in, their shared laughter mixing with the storm’s wild cacophony. And it was Brianna, of course—wild, impulsive, and utterly in her element—who grabbed Jazmine’s hand and, with a joyful whoop, dragged her off the relative safety of the porch and out into the deluge.

The cool water was a delicious shock, splashing against their naked, heated skin. They gasped, then laughed again, tilting their heads back to let the rain wash over their faces, plastering their hair to their skin. Their hair was instantly soaked, sticking to their faces and necks in dark, dripping strands. The world blurred into a beautiful, abstract chaos of falling water and vibrant, shimmering green.

“Fuck, I love you so much!” Jazmine yelled, her voice loud and clear, a joyful declaration to be heard over the sound of the downpour. She wasn’t just saying the words; she was feeling them with an intensity that stole her breath, a truth so absolute it felt like the center of the universe. This moment—this crazy, beautiful, spontaneous moment—was everything.

She cupped Brianna’s face with both hands, her thumbs stroking her wet cheeks, and crashed her mouth against hers. The passion and intensity of the kiss were palpable, a force of nature to match the storm raging around them. Their hands roamed freely over each other’s bodies, rediscovering every soft curve, every plane of muscle, their slick, wet skin making the exploration even more sensual and slippery. The cool rain hardened their nipples into tight, exquisitely sensitive points, and their breasts pressed up against one another as they clung together, two naked, celebrating figures dancing in a summer storm.

Brianna, never one to be outdone, slid her hand down between Jazmine’s legs. The water sluiced around her fingers as she started rubbing her clit, the motion slick and easy and maddeningly perfect. Jazmine’s shoulders rolled forward, her head dropping back with a guttural groan. Her mouth formed a silent ‘O’ shape as Brianna relentlessly stroked her, the contrast of the cold rain and the hot friction creating an explosive, overwhelming combination of sensations. Brianna moved her fingers faster and faster against Jazmine’s sensitive bud, her thumb circling with an urgent, knowing rhythm that promised imminent release.

“Ah… Holy shit,” Jazmine gasped, her whole body shuddering now, her knees threatening to buckle in the mud-softened grass. She gripped Brianna’s strong shoulders for support, her nails digging in slightly. Brianna knew she was close, could feel the tension coiling tight and electric in Jazmine’s body under her hands.

Just as suddenly as it had started, the torrential rain tapered off into a light, misty, almost magical drizzle. And as if on cue from a romance movie director, the sun burst out from behind the clouds, breaking through in brilliant, dramatic, golden rays—just as a second, even more powerful orgasm rolled through Jazmine’s body.

Brianna watched in awe as her soaked, glistening girlfriend came apart in her hands right there in the middle of the lawn. Moan after helpless moan lifted from her lips, lost in the gentle, musical patter of the remaining rain. The sun illuminated the thousands of water droplets on her skin, making her look like she was covered in glittering diamonds. Finally, Jazmine was reduced to deep, shaky inhales and exhales, her body limp and wonderfully spent in Brianna’s steadying arms. She brushed her wet hair back from her forehead and made a sound that was half a laugh, half a triumphant shout of pure, unadulterated joy up to the brightening sky.

Brianna started laughing, a warm, fond, loving sound. “You’re more of an outdoors person than I thought,” she teased, her voice filled with an overwhelming love. “Look at you, standing naked and screaming in the middle of a rainstorm.”

Jazmine wrapped her arm around Brianna’s shoulders and pulled her fondly against her side, their wet, muddy bodies sticking together. “You bring out that side of me,” she said, her voice soft and utterly sincere. She rested her head against Brianna’s, feeling a profound sense of peace settle over her, a contentment so deep and true it felt as if it had settled into her very bones. “Now, come on,” she whispered, pressing a long, tender kiss to Brianna’s wet temple. “Let’s go find the shower and get hot and clean.”
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I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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