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Chapter One: My Friday Evening

I’d been counting pills for ten hours, fantasizing about faking a seizure—or just fainting—so I could leave early.

But someone would probably call 911, and I hated hospitals. I preferred to take care of things myself.

Staying at the pharmacy all day… was it better than walking to the subway in wet sneakers?

I wasn’t sure.

Angie, the pharmacist that day, clocked out with a smirk and zero shame. “Enjoy your weekend, Lex. I know I will.”

She wouldn’t stop talking about the man she was going to sleep with tonight.

Sometimes I imagined just screaming, I’M GAY! No more pressure from my mom to date her friend’s son. No more dick jokes (though probably not true). No more Angie asking why I’m still single.

But honestly? It would probably just make everything worse.

“Yeah. Thanks,” I muttered, stabbing the ancient touchscreen to finally clock out.

Outside, it smelled like wet asphalt and deep-fried food. Not a bad combo. I was in a weirdly good mood—mostly looking forward to going home and finally eating something.

I wove between slow walkers, pulled my hair down to run my fingers through it, then tied it back up again.

It was 8:30 by the time I reached the subway. Right on time. I had to sprint, as usual, and slipped inside just before the doors hissed shut.

Across the car, two women sat thigh-to-thigh, whispering like nobody else was there. One of them laughed into the other’s neck. I looked away fast.

I felt connected to them—but also nothing like them.

I didn’t see myself in the queer community. Not really. Mostly, I just fantasized.

The kind of woman I wanted? Never available.

Older, at least by five or six years. Elegant. Caring. Dominant but kind.

Willing to take charge.

Willing to let me touch her too… if she told me what to do.

I glanced at the woman by the door. Late twenties. Button-up tucked in. Quiet. Unreadable.

I’d tried to get her to look at me before—just to see if there was anything there.

But her eyes were always on her phone, so I couldn’t say.

Across from me, a man adjusted his stance—clearly angling for a better look down my shirt.

I tugged my cardigan closed and turned toward the window.

My nails needed redoing, and my hair definitely needed a trim. If my mom was free tomorrow, maybe she’d want to come with.

I made a note on my phone and saw a notification from Glow.

Dating apps were a joke. Especially lesbian ones.

Maybe I needed to be more forward. But I didn’t want to chase. I wanted to be pursued.

I looked at her again.

In my head, the woman glanced over and said, “Hey, I see you here all the time.” We’d talk. She’d ask me to come home with her.

The train slipped past the woods—the ones I always imagined someone might be watching from.

By day, they looked forgotten. Overgrown. Ruined.

Eventually, someone would probably bulldoze the whole thing and build condos.

Probably soon. By tomorrow morning, even.

But at night?

It looked like the kind of place that could swallow you whole.

Like a black void.

The kind of place where a really sexy demon would rip my clothes off and leave me trembling.

Anyway, I wanted to be lured into the woods. That’s normal, right?

The woman on the subway wasn’t the right one. But I wanted someone.

I let my mind wander.

***

The door clicked shut and I locked the chain, deadbolt and knob, as usual. I peeled off my sneakers and wet socks and left them on the heater. What had I eaten today? A quick parfait in the morning at 6:30 and nothing else. Several Stanley cups of ice water. My phone buzzed while walking from the train station, but I didn’t want to stop to look. I clicked it on.

There it was. Sora’s Facebook post.

An engagement ring—oval cut, white gold, on her tattooed skinny finger. captioned with a single black heart and skull.

I hit call.

She picked up on the second ring, already laughing.

“I was waiting for this.”

“Did Daddy propose?” I snapped. “Where’s that three-stone one you were looking at?”

“It’s perfect. I love it. I don’t care—do you think it’s too big?” Sora asked.

“It’s blinding.” I opened the HelloFresh box: lemon butter chicken and asparagus. “It’s beautiful. I’m happy for you. When’s the wedding?”

Sora lived several states away. I wasn’t expecting an invitation.

We’d met on a dating app—of all places. Glow: After Dark was the kinky hook-up side of the regular lesbian app Glow. It had a forum I loved reading through but never posted on. Most days it made me feel vanilla and vaguely repressed. Other days? Not so much.

Sora had started a thread once, wondering if she was a switch or a sub. No one was giving her decent advice. As a verified bottom, I felt it was my duty to weigh in.

I messaged her: Look, you want to be tied down—you don’t want to give the orders. You’re a bottom. Time to face facts.

We ended up talking for hours. Kinks, fantasies, the eternal struggle to find a decent top in a sea of girls who “accidentally” ghost.

She was on the hunt for a butch daddy. I was still out here searching for my femme mommy.

On the surface, we had nothing in common.
She was a millennial who never outgrew her scene phase.

I was twenty-four, a former cheerleader and varsity soccer player in high school.

We could talk for hours—about everything and nothing. A few times a year, one of us would stop messaging or calling, but we always managed to reconnect like there’d been no pause at all. Life happened.

We caught up on the day: my still-closeted life in the city, her tiny homophobic town, the latest drama at her tattoo shop, and the way her boss smelled like Axe body spray and basement.

While we talked, I ate and then I slipped into my nighttime routine. Cleansed my face. Dermaplaned. Slapped on a green face mask. Oiled my hair with some obscenely expensive mix from Sephora. Changed into a vintage band tee, silk shorts, and my sleeping bra.

Finally, it was time to log onto Glow: After Dark.

By then, we’d switched to video.

“Did you tan?” Sora asked, squinting at the screen.

“No. I need to. I’m logging on. Look… I know you want me to.”

“Hey, it’s only natural to wonder…”

Sora wasn’t allowed on Glow: After Dark anymore—her dom didn’t like the idea of other people having access to her.

She was the possessive type.

Still, Sora lived for my updates.

Almost every night it was the same: “What happened today?” Like I was reporting live from the front lines of lesbian chaos.

I scrolled through the homepage while Sora munched on pizza.

“Quite a few studs posting thirst traps. And the forum is alive tonight,” I said.

“What’s going on?”

“Someone posted a story about hooking up with her professor.”

“Is it real?”

“Seems like it. She even gave the name of her university.”

“Oh my god.”

“I need a drink.”

I got up and went to the freezer, where I kept my Jack Daniels. Poured a glass.

On the way back, I peeled off my face mask and finished my skincare routine: toner, serum, moisturizer, a little eye cream.

By the time I sat back down at the computer, I could hear Sora talking off-screen. “She called about the engagement, silly.”

Denise came into view on my phone.

I braced myself.

Sora didn’t know it, but Denise had hit on me before they started dating. She liked my profile on Glow and sent a message after seeing my quiz results. Said something about being into punishment.

“I’ll bend you over my lap and make you beg if you want me to.”

I’d replied—firmly—that I wasn’t interested. Maybe too firmly. It went nowhere, but ever since, she gave me a certain look. Like she knew I hadn’t told Sora. And shouldn't.

I’d since updated my profile to say I was only looking for femmes.

Tonight, Denise wore a ringer tee and a fresh haircut—sides shaved, an eyebrow slit catching the light. She gave me a sharp look whenever she thought Sora wasn’t watching. I ignored it.

“Yes, congratulations,” I said, casually lifting my glass. Took a sip of Jack.

“Thanks, Lex,” she said, making a kissy face.

I tried to join the conversation but mostly scrolled on my laptop, chiming in just enough to make it awkward. Their playful bickering picked up, and it was clear: time to end the call.

“Sora, call me tomorrow. I’ve got the day off.”

“She will,” Denise said, grabbing for the phone.

“Hey!” Sora yelped, and the call ended.

I scoffed and ran my tongue over my teeth.

It was okay not to like your best friend’s girlfriend.

Right?

At least secretly.

I scrolled through the app, skipped a few profiles, but mostly read what people were posting.

It was my hidden getaway.

A few notifications popped up. I flipped back and forth to check them—some likes, one message.

Underwhelming.

Then it happened.

The most drop-dead gorgeous woman I’d ever seen—in real life or on TV—

liked.

My.

Profile.

She hearted me.

My breath shook as I scanned through her photos:

An electric blue bikini, somehow strong enough to hold in her breasts—big, natural, full.

An impossible figure. Someone who clearly lifted, but still moved like she belonged in a perfume ad.

“Oh, baby, you cannot be looking like this,” I whispered, feeling my face heat. “It is not okay.”

My stomach fluttered.

This woman wanted me?

She wore thin heels and glimmering jewelry. Long, perfectly styled brown hair. Effortless glam makeup.

Curves—so many curves.

Soft-looking skin. Soft lips.

An absolute stunner.

My head fell back. I couldn’t believe it.

She was thirty-two. No mention of kids—which was fine, we could do that later.

A few group shots, but mostly just her.

She looked well-off, but understated. While still flashy. Chic.

Her profile was simple: I enjoy a night in more than an expensive date. Looking for commitment.

I liked her profile.

And even though it wasn’t like me, I messaged first. I didn’t want her to lose interest.

Her name was Flora.

I went to click the message box—

404 Error.

I refreshed. Checked my notifications.

She wasn’t there.

I didn’t know what else to do.

“What the hell?”

I sighed and downed the rest of my drink.

Went through my browser history—nothing. Every link to her page was broken.

My heart sank.

I pushed the laptop away and groaned.

Three years on and off that app, and never—not once—had I seen someone who felt like my type. Not really.

I got up and slid my glass into the sink.

And then I saw it—something move in the reflection of the window above.

I know it moved.

I stared. Nothing.

Turned around. Nothing.

Maybe it was the whiskey. I hadn’t eaten much. I felt fuzzy—still irritated, but oddly hopeful.

I told myself I’d try again tomorrow.

Let the strange moment go.

Brushed my teeth and headed to bed. It was close to ten.

I tried to sleep but couldn’t. I was restless—horny and a little wrecked from the whiplash of hope and disappointment. I kept thinking about her—Flora. Her skin. Her curves. The way her eyes seemed to look right through the screen. I wanted to know what her voice sounded like. If she’d whisper or command.

Eventually, I gave in.

I opened my laptop and found a video I’d watched too many times. A woman’s voice, low and patient, guided another woman, younger—soft words, quiet praise. The screen glowed in the dark, the only light in the room. I slipped my hand down my shorts.

I let myself sink into it.

“Good girl,” the woman said. “I know you're nervous, but can you do it for Mommy?”

The reply came breathless, stammering.

“Y-yes.”

The rhythm of it built something inside me—need, relief, a pressure that didn’t quite burst the way I wanted it to.

When it was over, I laid there, unsatisfied.

Not empty, but not full either.

The quiet hit hard. The air in the room felt wrong. Still, but thick. Charged.

Like something had shifted. Like I was being watched.

I sat up and shut the screen.

Washed my hands. Climbed back into bed.

I don’t remember falling asleep.

***

It was still dark out. The red glow of my bedside clock read 2:00 AM.

What had woken me?

In my dream, there’d been a whisper in my ear—but I couldn’t remember what it said. Just the feeling of breath, like a faint wind against my neck.

I sat up.

The moonlight was bright that night, but the shadow in the corner of the room looked too big. Too still.

My heart stopped.

I didn’t breathe.

Didn’t blink.

I froze, every part of me screaming to move—for the light, the door, anywhere.

Slowly, I slid out of bed. Still groggy, I reached for my phone on the nightstand. I didn’t move toward the shadow—I backed toward the doorway, one hand out, groping for the light switch.

And then—

The figure stepped out of the corner.

She walked toward me, graceful and silent, like she’d always been there.

I swatted at the wall, missed the switch.

And suddenly, she was there, right in front of me.

She stood taller than me by a few inches.

“Hello, Alexandra,” the woman said.

I froze.

Her voice was velvet. Her gaze was impossible to look away from.

It was her.

Flora.

The woman from the app.

I slapped my own face, hard.

“I'm not awake,” I said, half to myself.

“You are,” she replied, with a small smile.

Like she was delighted by my confusion.

She backed away and sat on the edge of my bed.

“Won’t you come here and sit with me?” she asked.

Her hair spilled over her shoulders, catching the moonlight and shimmering. She wore a gray flowy satin blouse and dark slacks—elegant, effortless.

I walked toward her, shaky, unsure if I was still dreaming.

“How did you get in here? Everything’s locked.” I gestured vaguely toward the window. Or maybe the door. Or a box—I wasn’t thinking straight.

“Locks don’t deter me, darling,” she said, patting the space beside her.

“Come here. I need to get something out of the way before we begin.”

“Begin?” I echoed.

Still, I sat down beside her, careful like she might vanish if I moved too fast.

“Your name is Flora?” I asked. I was starstruck. A little tipsy but mostly hung over already. The slightest bit terrified.

“Yes,” she said. “May I see your wrist?” She held out her hand.

“Why?” I asked—but I gave it to her anyway.

“You were on that app,” she said. “Looking through the posts. I noticed you might be interested in blood play. Is that right?”

“How do you—how long were you—” I started, but she shushed me with a soft sound, like a mother calming a restless child.

“I’ll bite you,” she said, voice velvet-smooth. “You tell me if you like it. Okay?”

There was so much going through my head—and somehow, nothing at all.

Here she was: the woman I’d imagined kneeling for. Holding my hand like she already knew me.

I nodded.

“Mmm.” She smiled.

She brought my wrist to her lips and kissed it once, then again. She seemed to breathe me in.

The kisses trailed up my forearm to the crook of my elbow… then back down.

My stomach fluttered. I couldn’t catch my breath.

Then she bit.

Shock, at first. Then heat. My eyes locked on her mouth, at the sight of her lips on my skin—drawing from me. Something primal. Intimate. Arousing. I felt dizzy. My heart skipped a beat. And Flora stopped. She licked softly at the blood welling up, then looked at me.

I stared at her, wide-eyed. Like a deer in headlights.

Unsure of who I was, or what had just happened.

She stood and took my hand again, walking me toward the bathroom. The light stung my eyes.

I watched as she moved around the space like it belonged to her. She opened the cabinet, found my saline, poured a little over the punctures. Then gently patted it dry.

She placed a Band-Aid over the bite, then looked at me.

Her eyes were a deep, shadowy blue.

“Well,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “You are lovely, aren’t you?”

“You’re a vampire?” I asked.

“Vampires aren’t real,” she whispered and smiled.

“Will you drink all my blood?” I asked, barely above a whisper.

“No. Just a taste.” She tilted her head. “Do you want me to leave you alone? You can say that”

I shook my head.

“Did you like it?”

I nodded.

I reached up, my hand to her cheek. Trailed my fingers down her neck, to the edge of her collarbone.

“Will you stay?” I asked.

“I have to go,” she said, “I can come back tomorrow? Would you want me to?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Don’t have anything to drink. Not a drop of alcohol.”

“Okay,” I said.

She watched my lips. Her pupils were wide, eyes dazed—like she was fighting the urge to lean in. Either to kiss me or drink again, I didn’t know.

But she didn’t.

She cradled my face in her hands and kissed the top of my head.

Then she turned and walked out of the bathroom.

When I followed—she was gone.

I searched the whole apartment. Every room. Every window. The locks were still fastened.

The door still bolted.

I looked out at the street below—cabs still rolling past, lights changing, life in the city moving on like nothing had happened.

I checked under the bed. Hoping she’d be there.

She wasn’t.

I left the lights on.

And fell asleep with the memory of her impossibly soft skin still lingering on my fingertips.


Chapter Two: Soft Warnings

The low hum of dryers and the faint scent of acetone usually calmed me.

Not today.

I sat next to my mom at the nail salon, biting the inside of my lip while a nail tech gently buffed the surface of my left hand.

Flora was on top of me again. Not in real life—in my head.

Wearing that silky dress from one of her photos, now bunched up around her hips. My hands on her glorious thighs. Her mouth on my neck. Her lips, full and flushed, parting just enough to bite.

I imagined my blood on her tongue, her voice low against my skin, telling me I was hers.

“Lex?”

I blinked.

My mom was watching me from her station, hand relaxed in a bowl of soapy water. Her technician was working at her cuticles, smiling politely.

“What’s going on with you today?” she asked, tilting her head.

Before I could say anything, she added, “Oh! I forgot to tell you. Your brother is talking to someone new.”

I raised a brow.

“Jessica. From high school. The cheer captain. Do you remember her?”

I froze.

Jessica?

My hand stiffened under the tech’s. She gave me a small frown. I tried to relax, but it was too late. My stomach flipped.

I nodded slowly. “Yeah. I remember Jessica.”

Of course I did.

We’d hooked up in the locker room after a game once—when everything felt stupid and maybe okay.

We’d kissed until my lip gloss was gone. Touched each other like we were drunk on something, but we weren’t.

I remembered her mouth, her fingers, the little whine she made when I suckled her nipple.

We each came—clumsy, breathless—and she’d wiped her mouth and stood up. She left the game without me.

The next day she acted like nothing had happened. Then the rumors started. And high school became hell. Did I think we'd be out holding hands in public? No. Did I think we'd kiss again in secret? Absolutely.

But no.

No follow-up. No texts. Not even a wink.

She was back with her quarterback boyfriend by the next morning, making out on the stairs.

She just went back to the usual and asking me, “What? Are you okay? Is something up?” like she hadn’t just had her fingers inside of me last Tuesday.

And now she was dating my brother?

“I thought they were just friends,” my mom continued. “But he baked her brownies. That usually means something.”

My mouth felt dry.

“Maybe,” I said.

The tech held up two color swatches. I pointed to the clean pale pink.

Short, rounded gel nails. Always safe. Always practical.

“You’d look so good with long nails,” my mom said, admiring her own. She was going with her usual: a clean French tip.

“Too much maintenance.”

She shrugged. “Just a thought. You’re always so polished, you know? Like a little senator.”

I let out a laugh that didn’t sound real.

“If I were you, I’d get those long pointy nails that look like talons—REOW,” she said, curling her fingers like a cat, water dripping down her wrists. “Scratch someone with ‘em.”

I scoffed.

My mom’s wacky personality used to embarrass me.

Now it just felt like home.

After a pause, she added casually, “Are you seeing anyone lately?”

I looked up.

“Seeing?” I repeated.

“Like dating, honey.” She gave me a look. “Guys or girls.”

“Girls?” My voice cracked. My heart jumped straight to Jessica. Her mouth. Her hands. The way she’d smiled like I meant nothing.

My mom kept talking. “You know I’m accepting. I just want you to be happy.”

“I’m not dating anyone,” I said quickly. “Just working nonstop, as usual. You know I’m not the romantic type.”

Bullshit.

She smiled softly. “Okay. Just checking. You always seem so far away these days.”

I nodded, watching the topcoat go on. My hands were still. My brain wasn’t.

Even with the worry twisting in my chest, I let my mind drift back to Flora—imagining what it would be like to kiss every inch of her. To taste her skin. To be allowed.

It was still on my mind whether any of it had been real.

But it had to be.

The concealer covering the bite on my wrist was proof enough.

The thought of her coming back to my apartment was the only thing keeping me from spinning out completely.

It was everything to me in that moment.

She was real.

She had to be.

The thought of her—

Already, my salvation.

***

I started to feel nervous that Flora had already come to my apartment and left.

So, I skipped tanning that day.

Besides, she didn’t seem like the type who liked fake tans.

She liked a natural woman. Her eyebrows were groomed, but not on fleek. Her vibe said: confident, elegant, a little wild—but never artificial.

I caught myself wondering if she waxed. Or didn’t.

Should I wax? Shave? I was overdue.

What if she wanted to touch me tonight?

My mom dropped me off at my apartment and helped me carry up the groceries. We’d stopped for Starbucks, spent some time at the mall, and wandered through an outdoor market. She only bought organic produce and insisted I take home multiple heads of broccoli and kale, like I was going to steam my way to inner peace.

At the door, she hugged me and kissed my cheek. “Mwah! I gotta go. Your dad’s taking me out to dinner.”

“What?”

My parents divorced when I was five. Neither had ever remarried. They still kept in touch, but I hadn’t realized things were turning romantic.

“We’re taking it slow,” she said with a shrug.

I didn’t have time to process that. Sora called just as I walked back inside. I told her I had a sort-of date. She wanted details. I told her I’d call tomorrow. I had to get ready.

It was four o’clock. I got straight to cleaning.

Dishes. Counters. Sweeping.

I trimmed the flowers I’d picked up and arranged them in a vase.

I cleaned the bathroom from top to bottom.

Then I stripped the queen-sized bed and put on fresh sheets—white cotton, smooth and cool.

Afterward, I checked the Glow app.

Maybe I could message Flora. Maybe her account had come back.

Nope. Nothing.

That would be a problem.

Maybe I’d ask her about it tonight.

Around six, I realized something strange:

I hadn’t even wondered how she got in the night before. Or how she left.

How would she get in tonight?

I just wanted to see a picture of her. Anything.

Maybe I’d leave the window open.

I crossed the room to smell one of the roses and straightened a towel on the counter.

Then the doorbell rang.

It didn’t even cross my mind that it could be Flora.

I couldn’t imagine it.

I was immediately irritated—someone interrupting, messing with my head.

I walked over to the intercom and pressed the button.

“Hello?”

“Hi. It’s me. Flora.”

My stomach fluttered. My face flushed warm.

My hand hovered for a moment, then hit the buzz-in button.

I waited. A minute, maybe less.

Then—

A knock at the door.

When I opened the door, Flora stood there with her hair pinned back in that slightly undone way which made me forget how to breathe. She wore a soft gray sweater tucked into a dark skirt, her heels modest but still enough to shape her legs. She looked like a dream with somewhere to be—but all her attention was on me.

“Hi,” she said, as if we’d done this a hundred times.

“Hi,” I echoed, quieter.

“Would you like to go out?” she asked. “Or stay in?”

I hesitated. Part of me wanted to show her off. The rest of me wasn’t brave enough for that yet.

Flora tilted her head, reading me easily. “We should stay in.”

I nodded, a bit relieved.

She stepped inside, and I closed the door behind her. I wanted to ask if she was real. Instead I said, “Your profile—it’s gone. I tried to message you.”

She smiled softly. “I don’t know what happened. I didn’t do anything to it.”

I studied her for a second, trying to decide if that was a lie. But I didn’t want to push—not tonight. The question drifted off like fog burning from a windowpane.

“Should we order something?” I asked. “Do you... eat?”

Flora laughed, low and rich, the kind of sound that made my whole body warm. “Yes, I eat.”

“I have some food here too.”

She stepped closer. “It’s up to you.”

She glanced around the apartment, not quite sure where to sit. We could’ve gone to the couch, but neither of us moved. My eyes flicked toward the bed.

She took off her shoes and crossed the space between us. She looked down into my eyes and kissed me on the lips. It was the softest, most perfect kiss I’d ever experienced. She smelled like clean perfume and expensive makeup. I only remembered to breathe when she pulled back.

Her hand found mine, guiding me toward the bed.

I sat beside her. This time, I kissed her.

It grew quickly—heated, tangled. She pulled me toward her until I was lying across her, our mouths hungry, our hands unsure and searching. Like yesterday, I traced her cheek, then the slope of her collarbone. My hand slid down, brushing over her breast, and her eyes fluttered shut.

She guided my hand up under her sweater, placing it fully over her chest. She wasn’t wearing a lined bra—I could feel the firm shape of her nipple, the heat of her skin beneath the lace.

I stroked and kneaded gently, and she let out a soft moan into my mouth. So soft I almost thought I imagined it.

Her own hands brushed against my breasts over my shirt. Then they slipped under the hem, exploring slowly, learning me by touch. I gasped as her palm curved over my hip, then dipped lower—her fingers teasing through the thin fabric of my khaki pants.

When she reached higher, I tensed.

She tried to unfasten my bra, but I stopped her.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered. “Not right now.”

“That’s okay,” she said—and meant it. No guilt. No pressure.

Instead, she kissed me again—deeper this time. Her hand slid down and cupped the swell of my ass, squeezing gently. I moaned into her mouth, thighs twitching, pressure building fast. I switched to touching her other breast and sucked lightly at her neck.

And then—she moaned.

It was the first real sound of surrender I’d heard from her, and it lit something in me. I wanted more.

“Can I take this off?” I asked, brushing my fingers against the hem of her sweater.

She nodded.

I peeled it over her head, slow and careful. Her bra was sheer black. I could see everything.

I touched her again—more confidently now—and she arched into my hands.

“Can I suck on them?” I asked, breathless.

She hesitated.

“You can,” she said softly. “But you should know... there’s milk.”

I blinked. Surprised. Not sure what to say.

“I gave birth a long time ago,” she added. “I still lactate.”

I watched her, stunned—but she didn’t look ashamed. Just open. Unapologetic.

And beautiful.

She waited for me to react.

I nodded. “Okay.”

She leaned in and kissed me again.

I looped my arms behind her to undo her bra, but she beat me to it—unclasping it with a practiced flick. She slipped it off, and her breasts spilled free.

Full. Round. Soft skin and flushed nipples, big and impossibly pink.

She sat in the low light, her body framed perfectly against the sheets. I don’t think I’d ever been so turned on in my life—a bloom of lust that might’ve been love.

She leaned back a little, bracing herself on the pillows. I crawled over to her and sat beside her, hands wandering—exploring her curves, cupping each breast in turn. She breathed harder, eyes watching my hands like they were speaking to her directly.

I bent over and drew one into my mouth.

Nothing happened at first.

But as I sucked harder, while gently kneading the weight of her breast, a taste bloomed on my tongue—sweet, warm, unexpected. I blinked, startled. She touched my hair, gently, and I looked up at her.

Flora sat forward, then turned slowly, sitting up. She then pressed me into the pillows. Her body hovered over mine as she guided her breast to my lips again.

I pulled her down to me and drank, my hands moving to massage her other breast. She sighed, then let her hand drift over my belly, teasing lower.

When I switched sides, milk spilled at the corners of my mouth, sliding along my jaw. Her skin was silk against my lips, her body all heat and curves.

“You’re a hungry girl, aren’t you?” she murmured.

I nodded, flushed, dazed.

Her hand teased the edge of my waistband. “Can I?”

I nodded again, breathless.

She slid her fingers beneath the fabric—her whole hand warm and certain. I whimpered around her breast.

“Open your legs,” she whispered. I did.

Her touch moved in slow, steady circles, and I could feel just how wet I was. I let go of her nipple with a soft cry.

She didn’t stop. She moved deeper, coaxing a rhythm from my body that made my back arch.

“Keep drinking, baby,” she said softly.

I pulled her breast back into my mouth, and she moaned again. The sound reverberated through me.

I lost track of time. It was all touch and breath and heat.

“You’re doing so well,” she murmured, kissing the side of my face. “Can you come for Mommy?”

Her voice melted something inside me.

“I want you to come on my fingers. Can you do that for me?”

I nodded, helpless under her.

She shifted lower, lifting one of my legs and hooking it over hers. Her lips trailed slowly across my stomach, warm and deliberate.

“Touch yourself,” she whispered.

I did—fingertips circling my clit, her hand resting lightly over mine, guiding the rhythm with patient control.

Then her hand slid lower and her fingers circling as she pushed them in me. I came—hard, loud. My whole body was shaking as I clung to the sheets. I was sure the neighbors could hear me, but I didn’t care.

I lay there afterward, pulsing, breath caught somewhere in my throat. Her fingers stayed inside me as she rose, slow and certain, pressing closer. She breathed me in, kissed the curve of my throat, and let her lips trail upward—soft and warm against my skin.

She didn’t say anything.

She didn’t need to.

I was already hers.

And she knew it.

***

I thought she’d drink from me again. I kept waiting for it—bracing for the sharp thrill of her mouth at my throat.

We kissed lazily on the bed, slow and close, until I pulled away to get some water. I slipped into my robe and padded into the kitchen, filling a glass from the fridge and draining it in a few gulps. My apartment was laid out in a square, and the bathroom had two doors—one from the kitchen, one from the bedroom. I headed in through the kitchen, still dazed.

She appeared as I was finishing up. I turned and saw her in the mirror, sliding her shirt and bra back on. Disappointment coiled in my gut.

Flora stepped closer and wrapped her arms around me from behind. We kissed again, and she moved toward my neck. My breath hitched. I felt excitement and dread war in my chest—but then she stopped.

I pulled back, confused. “Are you going to drink my blood?”

It had started to gnaw at me—this feeling. That maybe she didn’t want me the way I wanted her. I hadn’t touched her much at all. Hadn’t made her come. If she drank from me again without letting me in—without letting me touch her—maybe I was just prey. Something she kept alive for convenience.

“Not tonight,” she said gently, brushing her lips against mine.

Her kiss lingered. I closed my eyes, waiting for another.

But when I opened them, she was gone.

I searched every room. Her shoes were gone. No trace of her anywhere.

The door was locked. So were the windows.

I touched my wrist—the bite mark, my only proof. But even that felt too thin to hold onto.

Tears stung my eyes. What if she wasn’t real at all?

The clock said nine. Too early for this kind of emptiness. Too early to feel abandoned.

I started the shower and closed the bathroom door, locking it behind me. Maybe this was a psychotic break. Maybe there would be others—more women, more creatures, more beautiful hallucinations.

Locks do not deter me, darling.

Her voice echoed in my head like a warning. A promise. A threat.

I stepped under the water and let it pour over me. I stayed there for a long time, shivering even in the heat, waiting for something to make sense.

***

After the shower, I stripped the bed and threw everything in the wash. That’s when I noticed the stains.

Milk—hers.

I remembered the way it had overflowed, slick down my chin, soaking into the sheets. I leaned in, curious. No smell. I licked it.

Sweet. Faint. Cloying. Real.

It was another piece of proof.

Still, I couldn’t sleep. Not after the way she’d kissed me and vanished like smoke.

I got dressed.

A black ribbed turtleneck and a floral skirt that hugged my waist. Pink chrysanthemums scattered across a dark background—elegant, but not trying too hard. I added a few delicate necklaces, gold rings. Slipped on boots with a modest heel.

What was I doing home on a Saturday night, anyway?

I lived in the city. I was twenty-four. Everyone my age was out drinking, posting blurry selfies with captions like it’s giving delusion. What happened to me?

I used to have friends. A crew. The last one faded when I turned twenty-one. Looking back, I’d pushed them all away without meaning to. One by one. Had they ghosted me, or I them? Did they ever really know who I was?

Did I?

I grabbed my purse and keys and stepped out into the night.

I passed a club I used to go to back when I craved attention. I’d never gone home with anyone, but I liked the thrill—being watched, flirted with. I thought about going in, but kept walking.

Instead, I found a place I’d seen but never dared enter. A neon sign called it a dyke bar—bold, a little brash. The kind of place I used to think I didn’t belong in.

But I wanted to.

Inside, it was packed. Loud. Lights low and moody. Most people lounged on couches or tucked into dark booths, but the bar was open.

I ordered a pink drink—vodka and something syrupy—and pretended I was waiting for someone.

Within minutes, a woman slid in beside me.

Blonde, bubbly, the kind of cute that belonged on reality TV. Not my usual type, but familiar in a way that unsettled me. Like a version of me I used to pretend to be.

“Hey, are you waiting for someone?” she asked, smiling like we already knew each other.

“No,” I said. “Just out.”

She grinned. “Good. I was hoping you weren’t taken.”

I flushed. We talked—where she was from, how she liked my nails—and I tried to play along, keep it casual. But my pulse was picking up.

Then I felt it.

The shift.

Like a breeze moving through a sealed room.

I turned.

Flora was walking toward me.

Effortless. Composed. She looked like she owned the whole place without even trying. She didn’t look angry. Just... amused.

“Lex,” she said, like she’d been searching all night. “There you are.”

I froze.

The blonde blinked at her, smile tightening.

“Hi, Flora,” I said.

I couldn’t even remember the other woman’s name—if she’d ever given it to me.

“I have to go. I’m sorry,” I told her.

“That’s fine,” she said, eyes flicking from me to Flora. “Maybe I’ll see you around.”

No jealousy. No confrontation. Just that same light voice, like she already knew she wasn’t the one I wanted.

I didn’t know what to say. But I followed Flora outside.

The night air was cool and sticky. Streetlights cast halos on the sidewalk as we walked. When we were far enough from the door, I stopped.

“You can’t keep doing this,” I said. “You can’t sneak into my apartment and disappear without saying goodbye.”

Flora turned, raising an eyebrow. “You don’t want to be with me anymore?”

“Of course I do. But what is this? Why can’t I contact you? Why the secrecy?”

She paused. “I don’t carry a phone, Lex.”

“That can’t be true.”

She just smiled—soft, a little apologetic.

I shivered. But deep down, relief bloomed warm in my chest. Other people had seen her.

That meant she was real.

She walked ahead of me, glancing at shop windows, her stride unhurried. Around us, the city buzzed—groups of people laughed as they passed, the streets alive with chatter, perfume, the sound of music spilling out from open doors.

“It is, actually,” Flora said, without looking back. “True. A phone? Just another way to waste one’s time.”

She held out her hand.

I stared at it, hesitating. Then I took it.

Heat flushed my cheeks. I’d never held a woman’s hand in public before—at least not since I was a child. It felt both terrifying and strangely right.

I caught her watching me in my peripheral vision.

“What?” I asked, trying not to smile.

She shook her head, lips curved. “Nothing.”

A few people glanced at us as we passed, but most didn’t look twice. At the crosswalk, I followed her lead, stepping across as the light changed. Her soft fingers stayed curled around mine.

Once we reached the other side, I asked, “Where are we going?”

“My car,” she said simply.

“You have a car?”

“Mmhmm.”

We kept walking, the sidewalk narrowing as the shops grew more expensive. Flora slowed as we passed one storefront, her gaze lingering on the display.

I followed her eyes—and blinked.

It was a bridal boutique. Ivory gowns floated like ghosts behind the glass, dim lighting glowing golden behind them.

“You’re looking at wedding dresses?”

She turned to me, her expression unreadable. “Yes. They’re beautiful, aren’t they?”

She studied my face closely, as if weighing my answer.

“They are,” I said, more honestly than I meant to.

She gave a small nod, then looked back through the window. A moment later, we kept walking.

“So how does it work?” I asked, glancing around to make sure no one was listening. “Being... you know.”

“Being what?” she said, too casually.

“I don’t want to say it out loud.”

I let go of her hand, suddenly self-conscious.

She didn’t press. Instead, she slid her hand to the small of my back and gently guided me forward.

We turned the corner, and that’s when I saw it—a parking garage entrance tucked between buildings. Somehow, I hadn’t noticed it until we were already there.

Flora pressed the button for the gate.

She didn’t look at me.

And somehow, that made my heart beat faster.

We walked side by side through the parking garage. The concrete echoed with our footsteps, slick with streetlight reflections. I was expecting a sedan, maybe a Prius.

But then she stopped beside a black Mustang.

“You’re kidding,” I said. “Is this yours?”

Flora opened the passenger door for me like it was nothing. “Why would I kid?”

I slid in slowly, running a hand over the leather interior. “Are you rich or…?”

She gave me a sidelong glance as she got in and started the engine. The car purred like something alive. “Depends on your definition.”

We pulled out of the garage. The city lights moved across her face as we drove.

I stared ahead, heart still beating too fast from everything that had happened. “Can I ask you one thing?”

“You can try.”

“I want to hear you say it.” I turned to face her. “Are you a vampire?”

There was no pause. No hesitation.

“Yes,” she said simply. “I’m a vampire.”

The word landed in my chest like a knock.

“How did you become one?” I asked.

She exhaled, her fingers tightening briefly on the wheel. A group of drunk girls stumbled into the crosswalk. She slowed, let them pass.

“I died,” she said softly. “Or I would have. I was giving birth—my third child. The year was 1842.”

I gripped the door—not to open it, but to anchor myself.

“How did it happen? How did you not die?”

“My doctor. Turned me to save me. Or what he thought was saving.” She shrugged one shoulder. “I’ve been thirty-two ever since.”

I stared at her. She didn’t look sad. But her eyes weren’t far from it.

“Do you drink blood a lot, or—?”

“I don’t have to feed directly from people. Usually. There are more sterile methods now. Clean sources.”

“And there are others like you?”

“Of course,” she said, glancing at me. “That’s why I’m bringing you home.”

I blinked. “I’ve lived here my whole life. I’m fine.”

“Okay,” she said. And smiled—soft, like she was humoring me.

She pulled up in front of my building. The familiar brick looked smaller than usual.

“I have some work tomorrow,” she said, shifting into park. “So I’ll be going. But I want you to come to my house sometime. A different night. Would you like that?”

“Yes,” I breathed.

“Good.” She paused. “It’s in the woods, actually. Quiet. Beautiful. I think you’ll like it.”

I leaned in and kissed her—gentle, but sure. She kissed me back just as softly.

I stepped out, closing the door behind me, and turned to wave.

She watched me go, her eyes glowing faintly in the dark.


Chapter Three: What Made Me

By midafternoon, the apartment was full of steam. I lit a candle and clipped my hair back, still damp from the hour-long shower I’d given myself—exfoliation, dry brushing, clarifying shampoo, deep conditioner, shave, gua sha until my jaw looked visibly more sculpted.

I felt calm. Glossy. Refreshed. Like myself again—only softer.

Now I stood in front of my closet with an iron in one hand and a week’s worth of outfits draped over the bed. It had become a little Sunday ritual—ironing blouses, folding sweaters, pairing pants with work-appropriate boots. A flimsy attempt at control. If the rest of my life was a mess, at least my closet wasn’t.

I had just set aside my favorite violet wrap top when my phone buzzed. Sora.

“Lex? You’re alive?”

“Barely,” I said, switching to speaker. “It’s been a weird weekend.”

“Okay—barely alive weird, or new crush weird?”

I slid a hanger onto the doorframe. “New crush.” Saying it out loud didn’t come close to the way it actually felt. Not a flutter. Not butterflies. Something heavier. Deeper. Like being dragged under.

“Ooh. Go on.”

“She’s older. Gorgeous. And the vibe is... intense.”

“Older how?”

“Like thirty-two. And mysterious. She doesn’t have a phone. Her dating profile vanished right after she liked mine.”

Sora gasped. “She probably deleted the app after she saw you.”

I laughed. “It seems that way, but the timeline’s weird. It doesn’t really add up.”

“Yet. But come on—classic U-haul lesbian. She saw your face and decided she’s done.”

“She swears she didn’t delete anything.”

“She said that? And you believe her?”

I paused, staring at the pink top I was about to hang. My mind flashed to Flora’s mouth, her hands, her voice whispering into my skin. “Yeah. I do. She’s strange in the sexiest way, but not shady. Just... otherworldly.”

“Oh, Lex.”

“What?”

“You’re smitten. You’re like one sleepover away from moving in, I swear.”

I rolled my eyes. “It’s not like that.”

“Sure it’s not. Did you two meet up?”

“Yeah.”

“Did you have sex?”

I hesitated. “...Yes. But—”

“Lex!” she squealed. “Why didn’t you lead with that?!”

“It just happened yesterday. And it was kind of one-sided.”

“How so?”

“She didn’t really let me... help her. I was the only one who finished. That’s not good, right? It made me feel kind of—off.”

“I get it,” Sora said. “Denise does that to me all the time.”

“You’re basically engaged to a touch-me-not.”

“It’s not always like that. But—some tops, most of the ones I've been with, like to watch. You know? It does it for them.”

I thought back to Flora’s gaze on me—intense, fixed, like she was memorizing the moment. The way her hand guided mine. The press of her breasts above me, heavy and full. The way she dipped them into my mouth. I crossed my legs, pulse quickening.

“Oh! I forgot to tell you—she’s into some things.”

Sora perked up immediately. “What kind of things?”

“Breastfeeding... and blood play.”

Sora cackled. “That’s hot! Wait—she has milk? In her boobs? Does she have kids?”

“It’s... complicated.”

“What?! How so?”

Just then my phone lit up with another call—Mom.

“My mom’s calling. I’ll call you later.”

“You better. I want everything.”

“Hey,” I answered, steaming a pair of black pants.

“Hi, honey! I hope I’m not interrupting anything.”

“Just getting ready for Monday,” I said, adjusting the seam. “What’s up?”

“Well…” She paused. “I think we’re going to have a little get-together at the house next weekend. I wanted to see if you’d be available. Also—Jessica’s been trying to reach you. She said she messaged you on Facebook.”

I blinked. “Jessica?” I asked, playing dumb.

“Jessica Simmons,” she said, “Remember?”

I stood straighter, the steam hissing as I moved the iron aside. “Yeah. Sorry. I remember now.”

“She and your brother have been seeing each other. It’s official now.”

“Right,” I said, my heartbeat picking up speed.

“I guess it’s been on and off for about six months. Michael says they’re finally getting serious—and he wants to bring her next weekend. Your dad will be there too.”

“Isn’t that kind of fast?” I asked, trying not to sound sharp.

“Well, they’ve been talking for a while, apparently. Michael said you two used to be close. She told him she misses talking to you.”

“Really?” I said, quieter now. That didn’t sit right. Jessica and I had barely spoken after graduation. “Yeah. I’ll be there.”

“Good,” she said. “Oh, and check your Facebook, would you? I told Michael I’d ask. You don’t really use it anymore, do you?”

“Not really,” I said. “But sure. I’ll check.”

We said our goodbyes and hung up.

I turned off the iron and just stood there, the fabric soft and limp in my hands. My skin felt hot.

I walked over to my desk, opened my laptop, and logged in. I hadn’t checked Facebook in weeks—maybe longer. Notifications blinked in the corner. There it was:

Hey. I’d really like to reconnect. It's been too long. I'm sure you probably know I've been hanging out with Michael.

I didn’t open it.

I just stared at her profile picture. Jessica. Perfect hair, airbrushed skin, that too-white smile that looked like veneers. Her lips plumped like she’d had filler placed, her expression polished and blank. The kind of girl who moved through life untouched.

Something cold rippled through me. Like something rising from the bottom of a lake.

Collin.

I typed his name into the search bar.

He still had a profile. Married now—to a man named Ben. They looked happy. In one photo, he was in a suit, smiling so wide I could practically hear it. He looked older but still like him—like the only person who’d ever really seen me back then.

Back when we were both hiding.

He was on the cheer team. Tall, handsome, effortlessly smooth. No one even joked that he might be gay. The guys in school patted him on the back like he was a genius for being around girls in short skirts everyday.

“I should’ve thought of that,” I remembered one guy saying.

But Collin and I—we were different. We saw each other. Quietly.

I thought of sophomore year. Of the rumors that I was hooking up with the entire football team. That I was easy. That I didn’t know how to say no.

In art class, when Miss Libby leaned close to my canvas to study my self-portrait, I’d blush. I was sure Tyler noticed. He was staring across the table, biting his lip like I was blushing for him.

Later that day, he came toward me at my locker. I panicked and ducked into the girls’ bathroom, slipping into a stall.

He followed me.

I held my breath, my heart pounding as he banged on the stall door. I rubbed my eyes, desperate to erase the moment. In the bathroom, I had pulled out my phone, scrolling frantically for someone to text—anyone who might save me.

Then another girl came in. He told her some bullshit lie—something about checking on someone who came in crying.

It didn’t make sense.

But he left.

After that, I knew it would happen again if I didn’t do something.

So I asked Collin, flat-out: Will you be my boyfriend?

He smiled, sharp and knowing. “Yeah. Absolutely.”

We felt like masterminds. But it was also kind of tragic.

For two years, he kept me safe. I kept him safe too.

We went to prom together. I remembered how his hand settled on my waist for the photo, trembling just like mine.

I was grateful to him.

I found myself wondering what it would be like now—being out. Posting pictures with someone I loved. Holding her in front of everyone, proud.

Flora would look stunning in those photos.

I closed the tab and finished ironing.

***

Later that night, I was in bed when my phone lit up. The screen glowed with a call from an unknown number. I stared at it.

No name. Just a ring. A part of me had been waiting—not for a call, exactly, but for Flora. I’d left the window cracked, just in case. Foolish, maybe. But I wanted to believe she might slip through again.

The phone rang a second time.

This time, I answered.

I didn’t say anything.

“Hello, Alexandra.”

Her voice curled around me like silk. I exhaled, a mix of nerves and something warmer.

“Hi,” I said, my voice soft. “I thought you didn’t have a phone?”

“I said I didn’t carry one.”

Silence stretched between us. I glanced again at the open window.

“Are you alone?” she asked.

Wasn’t I always? “Yes.”

“I needed to hear your voice,” she said. “I know you have work tomorrow.”

“When will I see you again?”

“Soon.”

“Can you give me your number?”

She laughed lightly, and I felt it all the way down.

“I was thinking about yesterday,” she murmured. “The way you yelled when you came…”

My face flushed instantly.

“The way your cheeks turn red when you're turned on—it drives me wild, you have no idea.”

“Flora?”

“Yes, sweetheart?”

I swallowed. My chest tightened, but I pushed the words out. “Will you let me touch you next time? I want to see you… really see you.”

She was quiet for a beat.

“Maybe next time,” she said gently. “Maybe when I bring you to my house.”

I bit my lip. “It just feels like you have all the control. Which is fine—I mean, it’s hot in bed, but… outside of that, I feel like I’m flailing. You’re calling me, and… I didn’t even give you my number.”

“I’ll come up with something,” she said. “I promise.”

I wanted to ask her why she couldn’t just give me her number. Why it had to be so complicated. But I didn’t.

The clock read 11:02. Way past my usual Sunday bedtime.

“You should go to sleep.”

“Can we stay on the phone? Just until I fall asleep? Maybe… maybe even all night.”

“Yes,” she said.

A pause.

“Lex?”

“Yeah?”

“Close your window.”

A chill ran down my spine.

I almost asked how she knew but I stopped. She wouldn’t answer that question, I knew it.

I got up and closed it without asking why.

“You need to be a little more careful,” she said gently. “The city isn’t always safe.”

It seemed absurd—four floors up, a locked building—but again, I didn’t question it.

I slid back into bed, still holding the phone to my ear.

“Flora?”

“I’m here, sweet pea.”

I hesitated, then spoke. “Something weird happened. This girl… I don’t usually talk about exes, and she’s not exactly that, more like someone I tried stuff with. She was a friend in school. But now she’s dating my brother.”

I paused. My throat tightened.

“I’ve never really been open about being a lesbian. I mean, I’ve always known, it’s just… easier to keep quiet. It’s normal to me, but not for everyone else.”

“You don’t need to explain,” she said softly. “I know about secrets.”

“It just feels like my whole world is about to fall apart. I think she’ll tell them. She used to be mean—loved drama.”

“You’re scared.”

“Terrified.”

“It’ll be okay.”

Tears welled in my eyes. I wiped them away, but they kept coming.

“She probably already told Michael,” I said. “And he’ll act like he always knew. He’ll be smug about it.”

“You’ve done nothing wrong, Lex,” Flora said. Her voice dropped, soothing. “Shhh.”

I breathed in slow, grounding myself.

“Your mom’s very understanding,” she added. “Maybe you could talk to her.”

I froze.

“How do you know that?” I asked, my voice caught between curiosity and something sharper—unease maybe, suspicion. There was a beat of silence.

“Don’t worry,” she said, her voice gentler than before. “Just try to sleep. I’m right here.”

“Okay,” I whispered.

“Sweet dreams.”

As I drifted off, I imagined her in my bed—her body curled behind mine, her breath soft at the nape of my neck. The kind of comfort that didn’t need words. Just her, there with me. Perfect. Real.

The line was still open when I woke up Monday morning. My alarm buzzed softly beside me, and I blinked into the early light, disoriented—until I heard her breathing.

“Good morning,” Flora said, voice velvet-soft in my ear.

I smiled into my pillow. “You’re still here.”

“Of course.”

We stayed on the phone while I showered, dressed, and made a half-hearted attempt at breakfast. I talked through ear buds until I reached the subway.

“What do you do all day?” I asked as I squeezed onto a train, still half-asleep.

“I run a small planning business,” she said. “Events, mostly. I’ll show you sometime.”

“So you’re organized and mysterious.”

She laughed. “Have a good day at work, sweetheart.”

“Wait—when will I hear from you?”

“I’ll call you tonight. Eight?”

“Okay.”

We hung up, and I moved through the day like I was still dreaming. Time lost its edge.

***

The next two days blurred together. I clocked in, counted pills, dealt with insurance and anxious customers, then clocked out. She called each night at exactly eight. Sometimes we talked about nothing—our favorite teas, the worst movies we’d ever paid to see. She told me about what life was like when she was human. Other times, we didn’t talk at all. She liked to hum to me.

“What are you doing now?”

“Sewing, actually,” or, “Watering the plants,” she’d say.

Tuesday night, the conversation turned slow and low and heated. Her voice coaxed things from me I didn’t know how to admit out loud. She wanted to know how I touched myself, what I thought about. I told her. She listened. Encouraged me. Teased me until I was writhing under the covers, one hand between my legs and the other staring at the phone like it was her.

She didn’t say if she touched herself too. Just listened. Just breathed.

When I came, I whispered her name into the dark, and she whispered mine back.

Then Wednesday arrived.

Finally. A day off.

Working ten-hour shifts meant I didn’t have to work a full five-day week. It was one of the few things I loved about my job. I don’t think I’d mentioned it to Flora, though—and for the past two nights, our calls had mysteriously cut out around two or three in the morning. She said she didn’t end them.

I didn’t want to wait all day to hear from her again. I was reminded, yet again, just how little control I had in our dynamic—and how much I craved even the illusion of it.

So I went to Bikram, like I tried to do on my days off.

I walked out of the yoga studio sweaty and loose-limbed, my mat slung over one shoulder, gulping electrolyte water and grinning like an idiot. I even smiled at strangers. I felt good. Really good.

Then I saw her.

Just ahead—a woman in a crisp white skirt, light blue blouse, and heels. Voluptuous. Graceful. She moved with that unmistakable sway, like she’d been walking in heels for centuries. Even in daylight—which I’d never seen her in—even from behind, I knew it was Flora.

She disappeared into a store.

I picked up my pace, heart hammering. My hair was a damp mess, my top clung to my skin, and I reeked of sweat—I just knew it. But I didn’t care. I had to see her.

When I reached the door, I saw the gold lettering on the window: Flora's Atelier: Bridal Boutique.

Of course.

I hesitated. My reflection looked like someone who had jogged to the wrong address. But I pushed through the door anyway.

A soft bell chimed overhead. Inside, the boutique was hushed and glowing—warm lights, ivory fabrics, a massive floral arrangement perched on a round wooden table like a wedding centerpiece.

Expensive gowns shimmered along the walls. Silk, lace, tulle. Bridesmaid dresses lined the back wall in muted jewel tones.

Flora had her back to me, speaking with a mother-daughter pair near a mirror. Her long hair curled at the ends, and her sculpted calves showed just beneath the hem of her skirt. She looked like she belonged here—no, like she owned the place.

So, this was her 'planning business'.

A second woman sat at a sleek desk, glancing up from her screen. She didn’t say anything.

I darted to the nearest rack and started pretending to look at dresses. My heart pounded. What was I doing here?

Then, as if conjured—Flora appeared at my side.

That same amused look on her face.

The bell jingled again behind me, but I didn’t turn.

“Hello,” she said, brightly. “See anything you like?”

I smoothed my frizzy braid and tried to act casual. “Everything’s so beautiful. I just had to stop in.”

Her smile widened. She touched a nearby gown delicately, straightening it on the rack.

“Are you looking for yourself today or someone else?”

“Myself,” I said quickly. “There’s no date yet.”

“Exciting,” she said, her voice neutral and playful all at once. “Do you have a style in mind?”

I panicked.

But Flora didn’t wait. She reached between two hangers and pulled out a dress—the dress.

It was cream-white, dripping in romantic lace. Off-the-shoulder straps framed a structured bodice, delicate and sculpted. The skirt fell in soft, cascading layers of light peach, airy and ethereal—like something dreamed into being.

“This one,” she said. “I think it might have been made for you.”

She winked at me.

My fingers brushed the fabric. My breath caught.

She watched me, her expression softening.

Then, a shrill ring broke the moment—an old-fashioned phone buzz from behind the counter.

“One sec,” she said. “Wait right here.”

She hung the gown gently and stepped behind the front desk to grab the call.

I stood frozen. Suddenly aware of the sweat drying on my back, the clingy yoga clothes, the faint sting of insecurity rising like a rash.

What was I doing here?

I turned for the door.

She didn’t see me go.

I shot across the street and didn’t stop until I was at my building. There was a rising wave of panic beneath my skin as I hurried up the stairs. The moment I stepped into my apartment, I locked the door behind me—deadbolt, chain, knob—until I felt sealed in. Safe.

Only then did I kick off my shoes and bolt for the bathroom.

I stripped everything off in a flurry and turned the water on full blast. The second the steam hit my face, the tears came.

It wasn’t just the boutique. It wasn’t just Flora.

It was everything.

She was untouchable. An upscale goddess in tailored clothes and quiet confidence. A business owner. Elegant and precise. I was just… me. Stumbling through a day off in wet leggings. Pretending I had it together when I absolutely didn't.

No one like her would ever want to marry someone like me.

I thought of the woman at the counter—young, pretty, composed. Maybe she was one of Flora’s lovers. Maybe there were others. Maybe Flora wasn’t even into women exclusively. The idea made something curl and twist in my gut.

If she wanted a man, I could never be that.

I stepped into the shower before it had cooled down, letting the scalding water hit my back. I sank into the tub and lay there, letting it burn.

I didn’t move. I didn’t flinch.

I just cried.

Somewhere behind the curtain, my phone rang on the vanity.

I didn’t answer it.

I wanted to run away. Call out of work. Stay with my mom for a few days. Curl into her guest room and pretend none of this had ever happened. She was still paying half my rent anyway—I wasn’t even a fully independent adult yet.

Meanwhile, my friends were posting wedding invites and ultrasound photos. Little housewarming parties sent in the mail. Save the dates for wine tastings and baby showers.

Why couldn’t I have that?

Why couldn’t I be wanted like that?

I imagined the save-the-date that would come from Jessica and Michael. Their perfect faces. Her tucked neatly under his arm. My stomach turned.

I pulled my knees to my chest and let the hot water run until my hands were pruned.


Chapter Four: Time Away

My mom came to get me two hours later.

I’d already called work and said I wouldn’t be in for my Thursday and Friday shifts. They didn’t ask for details—just thanked me for the heads-up. I appreciated that. No questions.

The number had called again. A New York number I didn’t recognize. Out of curiosity—or maybe dread—I looked it up while I waited. It was listed on the Flora’s Atelier website, right there on Google.

I didn’t click.

When my mom knocked, I opened the door and let her in. She immediately hugged me and went, “Lexi, you look so tired. When was the last time you slept.” Then she spotted the suitcases and clicked into mom-on-a-mission mode.

She helped me zip and stack and double-check my charger. Within ten minutes, we were in the car.

She lived in Queens now, in a charming little townhouse with flower boxes bursting with color and wind chimes singing softly out front. She worked at a law firm—had for years—and made good money. My dad did too. Lawyers, both of them. Clean lines, big opinions, debate for fun.

We started driving.

“Honey,” she said, eyes on the road, “you can talk to me. What’s been going on?”

I looked out the window. “Work’s just been really hard,” I said. My voice cracked a little, and I hated that it did.

She side-eyed me. “Uh-huh. You sure that’s all? You’ve got that post-breakup look.”

My blood surged, but I didn’t respond. I turned my head just in time to catch a glimpse of the bridal shop through a narrow alley. My stomach flipped.

“I just don’t know if it’s what I want to be doing anymore,” I said. My voice was quiet, too calm for how I felt.

“Okay,” she said brightly, not missing a beat. “Your father’s been asking if you’ll be there on Sunday. He can’t wait to see you. How long’s it been, a year?”

“Probably.”

My dad lived in Montclair now, buried in court cases and late nights. My brother was also across the river, working, saving up to settle down, doing all the things I was supposed to be doing.

My mom drummed her fingers on the steering wheel. “Lex, your twenties are like a buffet. Everything looks amazing and half of it gives you heartburn. Try things. Toss them. That’s what this time is for.”

She smiled, more to herself than to me. “I mean, I was unstoppable until twenty-eight. That year was a disaster. But before that? I wore shoulder pads and silver lipstick. I briefly joined a punk bowling league. I had fun.”

I couldn’t help smiling a little at that.

“It’s okay to not know. You’ve always been so hard on yourself. Ever since you were four and cried because you colored outside the lines.”

I looked over at her, suddenly wanting to tell her. To stop holding it in. She was wearing glasses while she drove now. When had that started?

“Mom, I have something to tell you.”

Her grip on the wheel didn’t change. “Okay. Shoot.”

I opened my mouth.

Paused.

“Never mind.”

She didn’t push. Just gave a quiet, knowing hum.

I’d been here before—so many times. The words always knotted in my throat. I wanted her to say it for me, Honey, I already know you don't like boys. Just lay it bare.

But she never did.

And I started to wonder if maybe it would be easier if Jessica outed me to my whole family.

At least then, it’d be over.

***

That night, we ordered sushi and watched Darcey & Stacey on the couch with fuzzy blankets and fruity fizzy water.

“They’re officially canceled, I heard,” my mom said, scrolling her phone.

“What? No!” I gasped.

“Yes,” she replied with a sigh. “We’ll have to find a new disaster to bond over.”

I got shrimp tempura and noodles; she went full plant-based as usual. The number had stopped calling me after I arrived at her house, and I felt... empty. Like something had been ripped out of me mid-dream. This romance felt like it had spanned months. But it had been days. Just days.

The episode ended, and she stretched with a little groan. “Alright, kiddo. I need to knock out some emails before bed.”

“Okay,” I said. “I think I’ll just go lie down.”

I took my phone and padded up to the spare bedroom. It was tidy and stylish, with a few modern sculptures, a small shelf of books, and a coastal painting on the wall. I looked out the window. Night had settled over the neighborhood like a weighted blanket.

My phone buzzed.

Unknown number.

I stared for a second before closing the door and answering.

“Hello?”

“Alexandra?” Flora’s voice was soft, almost unsure.

“It’s me,” I said, sitting on the edge of the bed.

“Did you leave?” she asked. There was something cracked in her tone, like it hurt her to ask.

“I’m just staying at my mom’s house,” I said.

“Is everything okay? I tried to call you.”

I didn’t know how to answer. I swallowed hard.

“This is all... a lot for me,” I said, voice tight. “I wanted to not be this way. I wanted to be like everyone else. Normal.”

Tears welled in my eyes. I pinched the bridge of my nose to stop myself from crying.

“That’s understandable. Even these days. Though… are you thinking you don’t want to be with me?”

“I just—there are so many questions. And I worry you’ll never answer them.”

“I’ll answer anything you ask me.”

“I don’t think it’s just that. It’s everything. My past. The dinner on Sunday. Jessica. I’m terrified she’ll say something. That she’ll out me.”

It all flooded back—the loss of control in high school, the way Jessica had held my secrets like weapons.

“I think you should come to my house this weekend,” Flora said gently. “We can talk about all of this. No interruptions.”

“I don’t feel good enough for you,” I blurted. “You have everything figured out. I saw you today—you’re poised and successful and... I’m a mess.”

“I really don’t have it all figured out.”

“I feel like you’re with other people. I feel like you might be into men. And I just—I can’t compete with that.”

There was a long pause. I was sure she was about to hang up.

“I’m not with anyone else,” she said finally. “And I’ve never had those feelings for men. I just want to try this. With you. Only you.”

“You do?” I whispered.

“Yes. Feelings like this... they only happen once in a lifetime. I don’t want you to go, but if you don’t want this, I’ll respect it. Still—can we try?”

I took a breath. “Yes.”

“Can I pick you up Friday? Maybe midday? I’ll bring you back Sunday before your family dinner.”

I hesitated. She continued before I could spiral.

“And if you change your mind, I’ll bring you home early. I won’t keep you if you’re not comfortable.”

I sat in silence, heart thudding.

“Okay,” I said. “We can do it.”

I gave her the address.

“I’ll see you Friday.”

I almost said I love you. It nearly slipped out. Instead, I exhaled—a soft, shaky sigh.

“I’ll let you spend time with your mom,” Flora said. “That time is important.”

“You’re right.”

“I hope you sleep well tonight, Lex.”

“You too.”

We said goodbye, and I held the phone against my chest for a long time.

I was in love, wasn’t I?

Not the crush kind. Not infatuation.

Something deeper. Solid. Sure.

Like falling, but peaceful.

Like flying, if there was somewhere safe to land.

***

The morning started fine.

My mom was working from home, which meant the kitchen smelled like coffee and fresh blueberry muffins before I even made it downstairs. I’d slept in a little—still wrung out from everything—but not broken.

We sat outside in the little garden patch she’d built during the pandemic. There were early blooms in the raised beds, and the breeze carried hints of lavender and warm soil. For a while, it was easy to pretend things were simple again. Just me, my mom, and nowhere else to be.

“I’m going to a friend’s house for a couple of days,” I said lightly, watching a bee drift from one flower to the next. “I hope that’s alright.”

She raised her eyebrows. “Friend? Which friend?”

“Her name’s Flora,” I said. “But I’ll be back for Sunday dinner.”

“Flora,” she repeated. “How long have you known Flora?”

I gave her the cleaned-up version—said Flora owned a business and we’d been talking for a while. It was partly true. My mom bought the rest, or at least pretended to. She could be a bit of a helicopter parent when it came to my social life, but I’d learned how to bend the story when I needed to.

While she took a conference call, I browsed job listings and peeked at a few local colleges online. My stomach started to feel... off, but I brushed it off.

At lunch, we went to her favorite vegan deli. I ordered a grilled wrap and soup, but halfway through I set it aside. My lower stomach was tightening like a vise.

“You okay?” she asked.

“I feel a little sick,” I said, pressing a palm to my abdomen.

She studied me for a second, then reached into her purse. “You look pale, baby. Do you think it’s your period?”

“I hope not.”

She handed me a capsule. “Here—naproxen. I’ve been using it lately. Works longer than ibuprofen.”

I took it, but I already knew it wouldn’t be enough. Mine never crept up—they crashed through.

By evening, I was in bed, doubled over. The cramps came in waves, sweat sticking to the backs of my knees. I’d thrown up twice already, and my mom lingered in the doorway, trying not to hover.

“I hate this,” I whispered.

“I know,” she said gently. “I used to get them bad too. But yours are next-level. Do you want a bath? A heating pad?”

“No. Just... here.” My voice cracked.

She brought me ginger tea and toast. Rubbed my back. Tucked the blanket around my shoulders like I was a kid again. I hated being seen like that—ugly, weak—but she didn’t seem to mind. She just stayed.

By Friday morning, I felt a little more human. Fragile, but upright.

I showered and moved through my routine slowly. Concealer, blush—enough to bring life back into my face. I pulled on my softest bra and a button-down that made me feel composed. I was choosing earrings when the doorbell rang.

I froze.

I hadn’t even figured out how she’d tell me she was outside. No call. No text. Just... Flora.

My mom peeked her head into the room. “Lex? There’s a very beautiful woman at the door for you.”

My heart did a somersault.

I padded downstairs, still damp from my moisturizer, and there she was—Framed in the doorway like a portrait. She wore a black wool coat, dark jeans, and vintage gold clips pinning her hair back. Elegant in a way that felt timeless. Too perfect for daylight.

“Hi,” I said, suddenly shy.

“Good morning,” she replied, her voice low and warm.

My mom hovered, smiling. “So, Flora—do you live in the city?”

“I keep a small apartment in the city,” Flora said, poised as ever. “But I have a home in Bedford.”

“Oh, very nice,” my mom said. “And do you live alone?”

“Yes, I do.”

I turned scarlet. “Mom—”

“I’m done, I swear,” she grinned, then leaned into Flora. “Drive safe. She’s precious cargo.”

Flora met my eyes and smiled. “I know.”

My mom gave me a quick hug and kissed my cheek. “Call me if you need anything, okay? And—hey—maybe Flora wants to come to dinner Sunday? You should invite her.”

My stomach flipped. “Bye, Mom. Love you.”

I grabbed my overnight bag and stepped outside. Flora opened the passenger door for me without a word.

Sliding into her car, I was immediately wrapped in the scent of leather, soft perfume, and something floral—clean, understated, expensive. I didn’t speak right away. I just looked at her, barely believing any of this was real.

I didn’t lean over to kiss her, though I wanted to. She looked exquisite—like a present I hadn’t earned the right to unwrap. Besides, I was certain my mom was still watching through the blinds.

Flora started the engine, and we pulled away.

***

“I didn’t know you had an apartment in town,” I said as we merged onto the highway.

Flora glanced over, the corner of her mouth lifting. “I’m barely there. It’s right above the boutique. Just a small space to change or nap if I need to.”

I nodded, then exhaled through pursed lips. A wave of nausea curled hot and sharp in my gut.

She noticed immediately. “Do you get carsick?”

“No,” I murmured. “Just... feel nauseous.”

Her brow furrowed with concern. “Are you sure you want to do this? It’s a long drive.”

“I want to.”

She didn’t argue. She just signaled and pulled off at the next exit. We stopped at a quiet drugstore where she bought nausea meds, water, and two different types of crackers—like she wasn’t sure which I’d prefer.

Then she drove a little farther to a park, just off the road. We sat on a weathered bench beneath budding trees, the early spring breeze cutting through the quiet. I sipped water and nibbled a cracker, the chill air grounding me.

“Better?” she asked, her voice soft but steady.

I nodded. “Yeah. Thank you.”

“Good.”

We walked back to the car. I buckled my seatbelt and sank into the seat, feeling oddly comforted.

“You’re bleeding, aren’t you?”

I paused, flushing. “Yeah. It started yesterday. It’s... bad. But that’s normal for me.”

She nodded as she pulled back onto the road. “I was a nurse once. Remember the doctor who turned me?”

I nodded again, quiet.

“He gave me an education. Had me working beside him in field hospitals. I saw a lot—especially women. Many had periods so painful they could hardly stand. Some thought they were dying. It’s not something people talk about, but it’s real.”

“Do you still get them?” I asked.

“Rarely,” she said. “It’s strange. Everything slows down with time.”

The drive passed more easily after that. My nausea eased. Flora put on music—soft, moody tracks that felt like the soundtrack to a love story.

We talked about my family, my mom. She asked little things, then bigger things. I told her more than I meant to.

“I think your mom knows we’re together,” she said suddenly, with a little smirk.

“What? No! Really?”

“She gave me that look. Moms always know.”

I laughed—genuinely, fully. The kind that lifted something heavy off my chest for the first time all week.

At some point, she reached over and took one of my hands in hers. Her fingers moved in slow, thoughtful circles, massaging each of mine like she was learning their shape by heart. One by one. I let her.

It lit something low and warm in my stomach—heat curling between my thighs. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back against the seat, trying not to moan. Just her touch. Just this.

The trees thickened as we drove, the world shifting from city edge to something older, quieter. Then the road curved, and she turned onto a long, winding driveway lined with ancient oaks, their branches reaching overhead like they knew her name.

And there it was.

A white house—massive, elegant, timeless. The kind of home you only see in period dramas or coffee table books. My jaw went slack.

“Flora,” I whispered. “You live here?”

She smiled, serene. “Welcome, Lex.”

We hadn’t even reached the door, and I already felt like I was stepping into something I’d never forget.


Chapter Five: Possession

Inside was all warm wood and quiet luxury—soft, modern light, the low hum of central air, and the faint scent of rosewater and stone. A chandelier hung in the foyer, just in front of the staircase. I hadn’t known what to expect, but this wasn’t it. It was better.

“You can leave your bag upstairs. I’ll show you where,” Flora said, her heels clicking softly on the polished floor, hips swaying beneath wide shoulders. “I’ll start dinner.”

I followed her slowly, my steps unsure, my eyes everywhere. The house felt like a sanctuary—elegant and untouched by chaos. The kitchen opened into a dining space with huge windows that looked out over tall trees and the fading light of the day. Copper pots hung above a wide island. White planters brimmed with fresh herbs. There was a calm, quiet order to everything—and to the way Flora moved.

Dinner was already half-prepped. She moved through the space like someone who had done this her whole life—chopping, seasoning, stirring. I stood near the counter, just watching her, trying not to look too in awe.

“I used to work as a maid,” she said suddenly, glancing over her shoulder. “In a house like this. Before it was mine. The man I worked for—his wife died. We married not long after.” Her voice was soft, but the words carried weight. “Not that I had much of a choice.”

“Oh,” I said, blinking. “Wow. That sounds… intense.”

She gave a small, unreadable smile. “A life that wasn’t mine. I’m glad it’s far behind me.”

Dinner was garlic-roasted chicken, rice, and vegetables. I offered to help, but she just poured me another glass of water and touched my wrist lightly. “You don’t have to do anything tonight,” she said. “Just be here.”

We ate at a little table near the kitchen. Halfway through the meal, she lit candles. Not too many. Just enough to make the room glow.

It felt like a date. A real one. And that realization hit me in a weird way—sweet and sharp. I’d never really had that before. Not with a woman. Not with someone who wanted me like this. Who cared enough to make it feel like it mattered.

“You should feel like a queen today,” Flora said, savoring a bite of chicken, “and I’d like to treat you like one. If you’ll let me.”

I didn’t know what to say. My smile faltered, and my face burned—heat rising that had nothing to do with the food. I looked down at my plate, afraid she’d see too much.

After dinner, she took my hand and led me upstairs. My heart hadn’t slowed since I got there.

The bathroom was already filling with steam. It was extravagant—cool slate, creamy marble, soft golden light. Wide steps led down into a deep square tub. The air smelled like flowers and smoke, warm and sensual. Candles flickered along the counter. Flora moved through the space with practiced ease, lighting a few more without a word. Her silhouette glowed in the mirror, beautiful and sure of itself.

I stood there watching her, not moving. Everything in me felt raw and fluttering, like I’d wandered into a dream and didn’t know how to act.

But I didn’t want to wake up.

“You don’t have to,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“I know,” Flora murmured. Her fingers found the first button of my blouse. She undid it slowly, one at a time, her gaze never leaving mine. “But I want to.”

I let her. My hands trembled as I tried to cover myself, folding my arms across my chest, instinctively hiding my bra.

“Hey,” she said gently. Her fingers brushed mine, she kissed me. “Look at me. You don’t have to be afraid. Not here.”

I nodded, too nervous to speak. Flora helped me undress—careful, patient, like she was handling something delicate. When I stood bare before her, vulnerable and unsure, she stepped out of her clothes too.

She was breathtaking.

Soft in ways that made my chest ache. Curves like poetry. The generous slope of her hips, the dark triangle between her legs, the slight roundness of her belly—it wasn’t like anything I've seen before. I wanted her more than I’d ever wanted anything. It lit something inside me. Something deep and uncontrollable.

The water welcomed us with heat. I slipped in first, and she followed behind, settling close. Her arms came around me. She kissed my neck, then my shoulder—light, lingering. I leaned back against her, eyes fluttering shut.

Turning toward her, I reached down, touching her thighs. She was watching me now—intently, openly. I let my hand drift further, slowly, until it brushed the plush heat between her legs.

She caught my wrist gently and guided me under the water. Her skin was warm, and the soft folds between her legs even warmer. I touched her clit, tentative at first, and she let out the faintest breath—but didn’t look away.

“You’re beautiful,” I whispered.

She smiled against my skin. “Come here.”

She guided me to sit on the wide edge of the tub. The air touched my wet skin, cooling it just enough to make me shiver. Flora knelt between my legs, kissed my thigh—then again, higher. I shot up, instinctively.

“I’m bleeding,” I said, half out of breath.

Flora looked up at me, amused, unbothered. “Yes, darling. We established that.” Her voice dropped, rich with warmth. “I want to. Will you let me?”

I lay back on the marble ledge, head tilted to the side, legs still bent. The candlelight flickered across the ceiling, casting soft shadows over us. I looked at her and nodded.

When her mouth met my clit, I gasped.

She was slow. Careful but firm. Her lips parted me, tongue circling, flicking, savoring. She kissed and sucked so gently at first it made my whole body ache. I looked down and met her eyes—and she never looked away.

Except when she closed her eyes. Only then.

Her hands curled around my thighs. She licked deeply, holding me open, letting me feel every bit of her mouth, her warm breath. The blood didn’t bother her. She lapped it up and squeezed my thighs. She was painted with it—cheeks flushed, lips glistening.

Then her fingers slipped inside me—smooth, steady, patient. She moved in rhythm, mouth and hand working together, coaxing the tension out of me until I was arching into her with a soft, broken cry. My thighs trembled. My breath caught. She didn’t stop.

She stayed with me through all of it—her tongue still gentle on my clit, her fingers curling perfectly inside me. I rocked forward, clutching at her shoulders, and came with a helpless sound I couldn’t hold back.

Afterward, she was quiet as she dried me off in the golden light of the bathroom. No rush. No words. Just care.

She wrapped herself in a towel, then scooped me up into her arms.

“Whoa,” I laughed, startled. “You really didn’t have to—”

“I want to,” she whispered, kissing my temple.

The sheets in her bedroom were gray silk. The room was warm and dark. My skin still tingled, but the rest of me felt soft and floating, like I was being cradled in a dream.

Flora sat on the edge of the bed, her hair dripping, her towel loose around her chest. She looked at me, then past me, toward the mirror on the dresser at the end of the bed.

“Come here.”

I obeyed without thinking, my legs shaky as I stepped in front of her. I followed her gaze to the mirror—and saw what she saw. Me. Us. Her creamy skin against my tan, her thick dark hair cascading over her shoulders, while mine clung damp and yellow-blonde, limp by comparison. She looked even better this way. I looked... small. Too thin. In need of a touch-up and a blow-dry. Standing next to a woman like her made me feel fake somehow—like I only looked good with clothes on and makeup done. Not like this.

She peeled the towel from my body, slow and deliberate.

I flinched, instinctively covering my breasts.

“Can I see them?” she asked softly.

I hesitated, then lowered my arms. Her eyes didn’t go straight to my chest—they lingered on my face first, and then I watched her eyes drop in the mirror. It was like watching someone else’s fantasy. But it was mine.

“Here,” she murmured, “get in front of me.”

I shifted so I was kneeling between her thighs, and she moved behind me, also on her knees. Her body pressed into mine, her warm breasts soft against my back. She kissed my neck—just once, but I felt it everywhere.

In the mirror, I watched her hands explore me. Her fingers traced my ribs, the curve of my belly, then moved upward to cup my breasts. Firm. Possessive. My head dropped back onto her shoulder, my mouth falling open as a soft sound escaped me—raw and unfiltered.

“I love how loud you are,” she murmured against my ear, voice full of heat. Then she kissed the edge of my jaw and pulled away.

“Hold on.”

I watched her rise and walk to the closet, her hips swaying with quiet confidence. Her ass jiggled with each step—soft, hypnotic. She was the perfect mix of tenderness and control, and I wanted to drown in it.

I wondered what it would feel like to have her sit on my face, to taste her, to make her lose that composure.

She came back with shopping bags and set them in front of me, smirking slightly.

“Do you like toys?”

I swallowed. “I… I don’t know. I’ve never really tried.”

She started pulling boxes from the bags—fur-lined cuffs, a heart-shaped paddle that looked both cute and kinky, and a bright pink vibrator in sleek packaging that suggested it could do more than just one thing at the same time. There were other things too—a black harness I could see, and more boxes still tucked in the bag.

“I’ve always been too afraid to buy anything,” I admitted. “What if it showed up at my building with the brand on the box? What if my neighbors saw?”

“That’s okay,” she said, brushing my hair off my shoulder. “You’re here now. Let’s try this.”

She held up the vibrator. I blinked at it.

“Does the whole thing go in?”

She laughed softly. “I’ll show you. Do you trust me?”

I nodded.

She disappeared into the bathroom for a moment to clean the toy and returned with a bottle of lube. Her eyes were darker now—hungrier—but her touch was still careful when she crawled back onto the bed.

“Lie back for me, baby.”

I stretched out, heart hammering. She knelt between my thighs, spreading them gently. She talked me through everything she was doing—her voice calm and low, almost clinical. It was like a very sexy exam.

I wanted this. Badly.

“That feels good,” I whispered when it slid in.

“Good,” she murmured. “Okay, I’m turning it on now.”

The moment she did, I jolted and moaned, my legs twitching with the sudden burst of sensation.

“You like that?”

I nodded, dizzy. Flora leaned over me, dragging her breasts across my stomach and chest. She took my nipple into her mouth, suckling, flicking it with her tongue until I cried out. Then she trailed her tongue from the vibrator, up my body, all the way to my neck.

“Come here,” she whispered.

I was moaning now, trembling, eyes fluttering. She pulled me up.

“Would it be okay if I bound your hands?”

“Yes,” I said immediately. “Please.”

She tied my wrists together with soft red silk rope, kissed the inside of them, then tossed the rope over the poster bed frame, raising my arms above my head. She secured another knot to keep them in place.

I couldn’t move—not really. I didn’t want to.

She gave the rope a tug to make sure it wouldn’t come undone.

In the mirror, I watched her—watched us. She reached between her legs and slid a toy into herself, turning it on with a soft click. Her eyes locked on mine in the mirror as she moaned, hips starting to roll.

I was helpless, dripping, gasping.

She came up behind me again, her body flush against mine, warm and commanding. In the mirror, I saw everything—the vibrator still buried inside me, her hands roaming over my chest, slapping, squeezing, claiming. Her mouth found my neck, biting kisses that made me whimper. Every time her fingers brushed the toy, I cried out. My whole body felt like it was burning from the inside out. She sucked again on my neck and my eyes rolled back.

“I want…” I whispered, barely able to get the words out. “I want you to bite me.”

She froze.

In the mirror, her eyes had gone dark—so dark the blue was gone completely, as if the pupil replaced her iris. I thought I was imagining it… until I looked again. No, they were black. Bottomless.

“Are you sure, little one?” she asked, voice low, tight with restraint.

I nodded, breath catching in my throat. “Please.”

She moved slowly, deliberately. One hand slipped around my neck, firm but not choking. The other pressed the vibrator deeper, making me jolt. Then—without a word—her lips parted, and I felt her sharp teeth slide in.

Sharp. Precise. Enthralling.

She sucked softly, like she was drinking me in.

The moment her mouth locked on my neck, I shattered.

The vibrator pushed deep, her fingers controlling it just right. I came hard, louder than I meant to. She moaned into my neck, her body shaking behind me, her own climax matching mine. I saw blood drip down my chest. My head fell back.

Before I could even recover, she slid the toy out and replaced it with her fingers, curling deep until the spasms stopped. She whispered something soft against my ear—I didn’t catch the words, only the warmth.

In the mirror, I looked ruined. My thighs were soaked in sweat, my breasts smeared with blood, my lips swollen from kissing, from moaning, from wanting.

She untied me and pulled her toy out of herself, tossing it aside.

Then she scooped me into her arms again and carried me to the pillows.

We lay there tangled, kissing slow and deep. She licked the blood from my chest and from my collarbone. Her hands never stopped moving over me.

When I finally stilled—breathless, trembling, floating—she kissed my temple and whispered, “You did so well. I’m so proud… you’re perfect.”

My pulse quickened. My heart soared.

And still—I wanted more.

Later, she brought me into the bathroom and tended to the bite with quiet care. She washed it gently, dabbed it with balm, then pressed a kiss to the wound like sealing a promise.

“You’re mine now,” she said.

I love you, I almost said. But the words caught in my throat. My head was buzzing, my body sore—but I needed her again. All night, if she’d let me.

She sat down on the toilet lid, wrapped in a satin robe. I dropped to my knees in front of her and rested my head against her chest. She wrapped her arms around me, stroked my hair, and started humming something soft and low. I melted into her, aching and small, already craving the next time she'd ruin me.

***

She brought me to bed, tucked me beneath the silk sheets, and lay beside me. I curled into her without asking, head resting on her chest. Her hand moved slowly over the curve of my back, tracing up and down my spine like she was memorizing me by feel.

I was out in seconds.

I don’t even remember closing my eyes—only the thrum of her heartbeat beneath my cheek and her fingers moving, over and over again.

When I woke, the room was dark, but light lined the edges of the curtains. My mouth was dry, the stale taste of my own breath lingering. My neck ached with a slow, pulsing throb that seemed to echo through my whole core.

I sat up and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror across the room.

The bite had deepened. Bruised, purple, vivid. Beautiful in a dangerous kind of way. I slipped on my bra, shorts and t-shirt.

Next to me, Flora looked fast asleep—perfectly still.

Then her eyes opened.

“You slept like the dead,” she said, voice like warm silk. “I didn’t want to wake you.”

I pulled my toothbrush from my bag and went to the bathroom. As I rinsed, I saw Flora walk past the doorway in the mirror, robe loose around her body. I finished up and followed her downstairs.

“Do you want coffee?” she asked.

I nodded.

She made two cups and handed me one. Her fingers brushed mine. The porch door was already open.

Outside, the air smelled like pine and damp earth. The view stretched forever—just trees, hills, and sky. No neighbors. No city noise. Nothing but stillness.

I wrapped my hands around the mug, still too hot to drink, and let the quiet fill me.

I’d never seen so much land. Never felt so far from everything I’d been trying to outrun.

I cleared my throat. “Can I ask you something?”

Flora turned toward me, brow raised.

“I just…” My cheeks burned. “I feel like I haven’t touched you the way you touch me.”

She didn’t answer right away. Her gaze moved over me slowly.

“I want to,” I added. “I want you to tell me what you like. What you want me to do to you.”

“What I want?” she asked, sipping her coffee. Her tone was casual, but there was something underneath it—something dark and warm, like a secret held too long.

I nodded. “Tell me.”

We had fruit and toast in the kitchen, our fingers brushing as we reached for the same knife. She smiled, unbothered, and handed it to me with a soft touch.

While she tucked the leftover berries into the fridge, the door swung open just enough for me to catch a glimpse of something red. Clear bags, stacked neatly on the bottom shelf—thick and unmistakable.

Blood.

I didn’t say anything, my expression remained neutral.

As she passed behind me, her hand slid around my waist. I leaned into her without thinking. It felt easy. Familiar. Like we’d done it before.

Upstairs, the bedroom was dim. Flora crossed to the windows and threw the curtains open. Light flooded the room, catching the shimmer in her hair.

“I like it bright,” she said, holding my gaze. “Eye contact.”

She crossed to the closet and came back with the same shopping bag from last night. She set it on the bed and let the contents spill out on their own.

“I like to be in control,” she said, opening the bag, “but that doesn’t mean I don’t like to be taken care of.”

She picked out a soft black leather collar and walked toward me.

“May I?”

I nodded.

She fastened it gently around my neck, her fingers precise and unhurried. Once it was secure, she stepped back and looked me over like I was hers—which I was.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

She helped me undress again, her hands skimming my skin, then guided me to sit on the bed.

She slipped off her robe in one fluid motion, climbed onto the mattress, and leaned back against the pillows, legs parting wide. She picked up a toy, turned it on, and pressed it between her thighs.

“Watch me.”

I froze—completely still, heart hammering. She eased the toy into herself, her head tilting back with a low, broken moan. Her fingers moved in tight, rhythmic circles over her clit, confident and sure. It went on and on, slow and deliberate, like she wasn’t chasing pleasure—she was letting it take its time.

Watching her felt illicit, like I was witnessing something too private for anyone else to see. Something sacred.

I ached between my legs.

Then she cupped one of her breasts, rolling her nipple between her fingers, and held it out to me.

“Come here.”

I crawled up the bed, eyes locked on her, and took her nipple into my mouth.

Warm. Full. She moaned again as I suckled deep, her milk coating my tongue. I sucked harder and pulled on the nipple until it popped free with a wet sound that made her shudder. It drove me wild.

I moved to her other breast, kneading roughly, hungry to make her lose control. She gasped, arched, and milk spilled over her chest. I lapped it up, squeezing more from her as her body trembled.

Her hips rolled. Her breath hitched. I watched her unravel as I kept sucking, her hand tight in my hair.

She came slow and quiet, lips parted, chest rising and falling as her fingers trembled and fell away.

Then it was my turn.

She pulled a harness from the bag, laid it out carefully, and selected a clear, curved insert that glinted in the light. She pumped lube onto her fingers and slicked the toy with practiced ease, then helped me step into the straps. Her hands were sure as she tightened each buckle, her touch lingering just long enough to make me shiver.

Then, without a word, she picked up a small bullet vibrator, switched it on, and slid it into the front pocket—right against my clit.

My breath caught.

She kissed me once—slow and deep—then climbed onto the bed and lowered herself onto her hands and knees in front of me, offering me her body without a word.

“Gentle,” she said, her voice low, already shaking with anticipation.

I nodded. My hands were trembling a little, but I fumbled forward, lined up the toy, and slid inside her.

She gasped, her spine arching, a small cry escaped—but she didn’t stop me.

“Go deeper,” she whispered.

I sat up, shifting for a better angle. And then I saw us in the mirror.

Her body rocked beneath me, steady and eager, pushing back to take me harder. Her ass met every thrust, her breasts swaying heavily with each motion—naked, unguarded, undone.

The slick sound of us filled the room—rhythmic slapping, wet and relentless.

Something in me flinched—seeing myself like this. Thrusting into a powerful woman from behind, watching her come apart because of me. I’d never been given that kind of control before. It felt unhinged. Exposed. Overwhelming.

It was dark. Twisted.

And it was fucking hot.

It lit something in me—low, molten, and ravenous. I wanted to ruin her gently. I wanted to earn every sound she made.

So, I couldn’t look away. I didn’t want to. I grabbed her hips and thrust harder, rougher. Her moans came faster, raw and unfiltered. I watched myself in the mirror, eyes wide, mouth parted—I was losing it. I had never imagined myself like this, never pictured myself inside a woman with a strap-on, never thought it would feel this consuming, this intimate, this right.

The view of her back alone undid me—the curve of her spine, the way her shoulder blades flexed when she braced against the sheets, the flush climbing up her neck.

She took every inch of the strap like she wanted more. And I gave it to her.

She moved forward, letting the strap slip free, and laid on her back.

“Come here.”

I leaned in over her and slid the toy back inside. Her face flushed, her breath ragged. My hands braced near her shoulders. I thrusted harder, watching her fall apart beneath me. Her breasts bounced in time with every movement.

Then she pulled me down, wrapping her legs tight around my waist, locking me in. Her hand slipped between us, fingers circling her clit with practiced, hungry urgency. I kept thrusting, panting against her cheek, my body moving on instinct.

Our chests pressed together, her breasts grazing mine with every movement—soft, slick, unbearably tender. The friction made me dizzy. Everything did.

Her pupils had almost swallowed the blue of her eyes again—just a thin, glowing rim of iris left. The look in them was feral, endless.

She dragged her nails down my back. It stung—sharp and sudden—and I whimpered.

But it felt magnificent. Like pain wrapped in pleasure, like proof I could take it. Proof I wanted more.

Then she bit me.

Not hard—just enough to make me freeze. My mouth fell open, but I didn’t scream.

I couldn’t look away from her eyes.

And then I drooled—actually drooled, too far gone to care. It was humiliating. Hot. Real.

I think I came. I wasn’t even sure when it happened—just a sharp, glittering peak that blurred into the rest of it. I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. My body just trembled through it, still moving, still giving, desperate to stay inside her.

She didn’t look away.

And I couldn’t stop.

She arched, kissed me hard, bit my lower lip, and pulled my ass closer with both hands.

Then she lay back, moaning, and scratched down my back again, grabbing a fistful of my hair and yanking.

I lost it.

I slammed into her, matching her rhythm, hips aching, arms shaking. I watched her come apart in real time.

She came with a full-body shudder, lip caught between her teeth—but I didn’t stop.

I pulled the strap out and pushed my fingers into her, needing to feel it. Needing to feel her. She clenched, soaked and pulsing, until the last wave passed through her.

She collapsed back against the bed, panting.

I stripped the harness off, climbed up, and kissed every inch of her—her hips, her belly, her breasts. I licked the curve of her jaw and whispered how beautiful she was.

She pulled me close, arms around my shoulders.

And just before our mouths met again, she whispered:

“I love you.”

I froze. The world shifted.

I looked into her eyes.

“I love you,” I said, barely breathing.

She kissed me deep and slow. Bit my lip until it bled. Licked the blood from my mouth like she never wanted to stop tasting me.

We tangled together, skin to skin, and I was still trying to catch my breath.

***

The rest of the day blurred into warmth and skin.

Later, we ended up in the outdoor jacuzzi, steam curling around us in the cool evening air. I sat between her legs, back pressed to her chest, her arms wrapped tight around me. We kissed for what felt like hours—slow, open-mouthed kisses that wandered from my lips to my jaw, to my neck and shoulder. Her mouth never rushed. She tasted me like I was something she meant to savor.

Somewhere in the woods, a branch snapped.

I flinched. My whole body tensed.

Flora didn’t move. Her lips stayed at my ear as she whispered, low and steady, “I’ll protect you.”

And well, I believed her. How couldn’t I?

That night, the house went still. We didn’t speak—there was no need. We lay in bed in the dark, forehead to forehead, fingers tangled together. Her thumb brushed over my knuckles in slow, grounding circles. My hand rested at the base of her palm, just to feel her there.

Her breath warmed my mouth. Our lips hovered, barely touching. We didn’t kiss.

We just breathed each other in.

She woke me up early.

“Get dressed, Alexandra,” she murmured, brushing the hair from my cheek. “We’re going for a walk.”

“A walk?” I asked, voice thick with sleep. “Where are we going?”

She smiled faintly, already dressed in jeans, boots, and a long black coat, her dark hair woven into a loose French braid.

“Into the woods. Before I take you home.”

The trail was narrow and overgrown, the earth damp with old moss and rain. Sunlight filtered through the trees in pale streaks of green and gold, casting shifting patterns across her face. Everything smelled like pine and rot and spring.

I glanced around, uneasy.

“You’re jumpy,” she said, walking ahead. “Aren’t you from the noisy city?”

I shrugged. “Yeah, but there aren’t bears in the city.”

She turned and walked backward a few paces, watching me. “What are you afraid of?”

I hesitated. “I don’t know,” I said, hugging my coat tighter. “Everything.”

She stopped. Held out her hand.

I took it.

She pulled me close. We kissed—slow and full of promise. The air was wet and fogged around us. It felt like the world had emptied out.

“I told you,” she whispered. “I’ll protect you. Don’t worry.”

The woods went silent again. But the heat between us surged.

She stepped closer, kissed my jaw, and murmured, “One more time. If you’ll let me.”

And I did.

Right there in the woods, against a fallen tree, soft moss under my knees.

She pulled down her pants to reveal the harness already strapped to her body, the black strap already slick, tucked beneath her clothes.

“Get on your knees, little one,” she said.

“Yes, Mommy,” I whispered, my voice already shaking.

She bent me over and slid inside in one smooth thrust. I cried out, moaning into the quiet forest. She pressed her chest to my back, curling her body over mine.

One hand gripped my shoulder, forcing me down, the strap going deeper in me. The other clamped over my mouth.

“You take it so well,” she whispered into my ear.

That undid me—more than I already was.

I came hard, trembling beneath her, every nerve lit up and burning, like my body had been waiting all its life to break just like this.

She held me there, rocking her hips gently. She slid the strap out of me.

When I turned to face her, still gasping, she lay back on the ground and beckoned me closer.

“Come sit,” she said softly.

She guided me into her lap and helped me slide the strap back inside. I was sore, spent—but it still felt so good, too, that thick, slow stretch. I sank down, hips rocking, breath catching.

Her hands steadied on my waist, grounding me. She let me find the rhythm, watched me with that endless patience—like she could take anything I gave her and ask for more.

Then she thrust upward—hard. Once. Twice. Again.

I gasped, jolted, my thighs shaking.

I leaned forward until my face was pressed to hers. I cried. I moaned. I didn’t hold back. I couldn’t.

Then she slid her hands down, gripped my ass, and spanked me—hard.

I whimpered, the sting blooming through me, and bounced harder on her lap, desperate to please her, desperate to fall apart again.

She let me break again.

I came with a shudder, raw and wrecked, and she held me through it, shushing me softly, her hands gentle as my body trembled in her arms.

Afterward, we dressed slowly. Quietly.

She walked me back until I was pinned firmly against the nearest tree, bark rough against my spine. Then she kissed me—long, lingering, like she never wanted to stop, like she could devour me in silence.

Then, without a word, she slipped a hand into my pants—not to tease, not to go again—but just to hold me there. Her palm rested over the heat of me, thumb brushing lazy circles over my pussy.

Not pleasure. Not demand. Just comfort. Possession. Care.

She licked her full lips. Kissed me again. And then looked into my eyes.

I don’t think she blinked once.

We stayed like that, still and silent, locked in each other’s gaze, the wind moving through the trees around us like a hush.

We didn’t speak until it was time to go.


Chapter Six: Truth, Finally

The drive back to the city was quiet.

I sat curled against the door, hair still damp, wrapped up in my coat. Flora kept one hand on the wheel, the other resting on my thigh. Every so often, she’d glance at me—like she was making sure I was still real. Like part of her didn’t want to let me go.

The skyline rose slowly out of the haze, tall and gray and indifferent. It was like I had never left but I felt new.

A few blocks from my mom’s, Flora pulled over and turned off the engine. She didn’t speak.

She just looked at me for a long moment before leaning in and kissing me—slow, deep, like it might be the last time. Her fingers curled into my hair.

When she finally pulled back, she whispered, “I’ll call you later.”

I nodded. “Okay.”

She parked on my mom’s street and got out with me, grabbing my bag from the trunk. Walked me right to the door.

“Good luck,” she said softly.

“Thanks,” I whispered.

I knocked, and before anyone answered, she was already halfway back to her car. I turned and saw her waving, that familiar, teasing smile still on her lips.

I waved back, and when I turned forward again, my mom was already at the door—waving at Flora as she drove off.

Her eyes skimmed over me, pausing at my neck. I could feel the concealer cracking under her gaze.

She smiled. “You look… better,” she said. “Well-rested. Did you sleep?”

I shrugged. “A little.”

She stepped aside and let me in. The house smelled like steak—rich and buttery and heavy. It was already four. We hadn’t left Flora’s when we meant to.

Time had slipped at her house. Bent around her hands.

“Your dad’s here,” my mom added casually.

Sure enough, he was at the kitchen table, reading something on his phone. He looked up and smiled. “There she is.”

“Hey,” I said, pulling out a chair.

We talked about nothing: traffic, some local scandal, the weather.

“I’m thinking of going back to school,” I said suddenly.

He looked up. “Yeah? For what?”

I shrugged. “Something that makes money.”

He grinned. “That’s my girl.”

Then the front door opened.

I didn’t have to look. Jessica’s voice hit first—too loud, fake-sweet.

Michael followed, thudding around in his usual way.

“Michael, shoes,” my mom called.

“Right, sorry, Mom.”

“Your sister just got here.”

I was strangely calm. Relaxed, even. I tapped my fingers on the table and waited for them to come in.

Michael entered first. “Well, if it isn’t my lovely little sister,” he said, nodding unamused.

“Hi Michael.”

He wore a blue striped polo tucked into pale pink pants. Very yacht dad for someone selling starter condos.

Jessica followed, smile already stretched thin. Her mouth faltered a little when she saw me.

“Hey, Lex,” she said. “I’m Jessica. We went to school together.”

Like she thought I’d forget.

“Of course,” I said, matching her tone. “We were both on the cheer team.”

She smoothed the belt over her sweater dress. “What an amazing home. This is prime real estate.”

Conversation flowed. Mom cooked. Dad chimed in. Jessica talked about selling million-dollar homes and how she was helping Michael “polish his natural charm.”

They sat at the breakfast bar, sipping wine and bragging about leads.

After dinner, Jessica asked to talk outside. The sun was setting, it was golden hour.

I brought my sparkling water. She brought a full glass of wine.

“Look, this may be is strange,” she said. “I didn’t seek your brother out or anything. We just got talking and started hanging out.”

“Right,” I said. “Happens.”

She took a sip. “I wanted to clear the air. I guess it’s common to experiment, right?”

I stared at her.

“Collin—remember him? He’s married to a guy now. No one saw that coming. Anyway… I’ve been thinking about the locker room. The fun we had that night. I wanted to bring it up so it wasn’t weird.”

“Wasn’t weird?” I echoed.

She glanced away. “Someone saw us. I never told you. They started saying we were a couple of muffin ladies, you know.”

“Jesus.”

Jessica lifted her wine glass, eyes cool.

“So I handled it. Told my boyfriend at the time that you were… enthusiastic. That the guys wouldn’t have to try very hard.”

My throat went dry.

My face twitched.

I couldn’t fake nice anymore.

I considered lunging at her. Splashing the cup of water in her face. Spitting on her.

But instead, I smiled.

“Jess, let me tell you what really happened,” I said, stepping closer. “You saw me looking at you and wanted the attention. You knew I was into you. It wasn’t some experiment for me. And honestly? I wish those ‘muffin’ rumors or whatever the hell you just said had spread—maybe then I wouldn’t have had to come out at all.”

Her expression tightened. She scoffed.

“God,” I added, letting my gaze sweep over her face. “You literally have pillow face. You’re twenty-five years old.”

She stepped back, stumbled slightly—like the words hit her harder than she expected. She looked stung, like I’d slapped her.

“Lex,” she said, eyes narrowing, voice suddenly cold. “Let me cut to the chase. If you don’t play nice—tell your parents how pretty, how smart I am—I’ll tell them you’re a nasty little dyke.”

For a second, all I saw was red.

But instead of breaking, I inhaled—long and slow—like I’d stepped into an ice bath. I walked past her.

Right into the house.

She followed, clumsy and wine-slick, snapping, “Lex!”

I stopped in the center of the kitchen. The conversation died. Everyone turned to look.

A second later, Jess hurried in behind me, her heels clicking too sharply on the floor, trying to catch up—like she could still control the moment.

“Hey, everyone,” I said, louder than I needed to be. “I’ve got something to say.”

The room fell quiet. My mom and dad were still sitting at the kitchen table talking while my brother sat watching TV on the couch.

My hands were shaking, but I didn’t care.

“Lex,” Jessica hissed.

“I’m gay,” I said. “Always have been. I’m a lesbian. And I’m actually seeing someone. A woman. Mom just met her.”

I paused. Looked at Jessica. Let it hang there like smoke.

My mom’s expression shifted—like she was trying to look surprised, but couldn’t quite manage it.

My dad tilted his head slightly, his eyes unfocused, staring past the table like he was trying to replay something in his mind.

Michael laughed, clueless. He cheered. “Oh my God, no way!”

I didn’t blink.

“Oh, and Jessica and I hooked up once. In high school. In the locker room.”

Michael’s smile disappeared like it had been wiped off with a rag.

I walked through the room and headed straight for the stairs.

Up in the guest room, I started packing—grabbing clothes, stuffing them into my bag without folding. I didn’t even care if the zipper caught.

A few minutes later, my mom appeared in the doorway. She didn’t say anything at first. Just stood there, watching.

“Mom,” I said, not looking up. “Can you bring me home?”

She took a slow breath.

“Honey… this is very big news.”

Her voice was careful. Like she was trying not to step on a landmine.

“I know that. And trust me—I know I should’ve told you.”

“No.” Her voice sharpened. “Don’t you dare apologize.”

She stepped into the room. “I wish I’d known sooner. Honey, I’m so sorry. You must have felt so alone.”

My throat tightened. I blinked hard, but it didn’t stop the tears. She placed her hands gently on my shoulders.

Then she pulled me into a hug.

I sobbed quietly against her, trying to hold it in—trying not to let anyone else downstairs hear.

“There’s no rush,” she whispered. “Michael and Jessica are leaving. And from the sound of things… they’re not going to work out. But you didn’t hear that from me.”

I let out a short laugh against her shoulder.

“Still,” I said, pulling back and wiping my eyes, “I need to go home and get ready for the week.”

“That’s fine, honey. I can bring you home.”

I finished packing and went downstairs, bag slung over my shoulder.

My dad was by the door. He pulled me into a hug—solid, warm.

“You’ll be seeing more of me, kiddo. I might be moving back to the city soon.”

“That’s good, Dad,” I said, voice thick. “I miss having you around.”

“Talk soon, alright?” He gave my shoulder a squeeze. “We love ya”

“I know.”

As I turned to go, I caught him leaning in to kiss my mom. A small, affectionate kiss—nothing dramatic. I hadn't remembered what that looked like. It was sweet… and a little gross. But in a good way.

My mom drove me home, a quiet trip filled with soft music and soft glances. She helped me carry my bag up the steps, and we didn’t say much as we climbed. But before she left, she touched my cheek the way she used to when I was little.

“I’m proud of you,” she said.

“Thanks for bringing me home.”

“I always will,” she said. “Whenever you ask.”

She paused at the door, then added with a smirk, “Great job following my advice, by the way.”

“What advice?”

“Marry rich. That woman is loaded, clearly.”

I smiled—really smiled. Something heavy inside me had finally let go. A shadow that had always followed me… gone. I felt lighter. Like I was really in my body for the first time.

My mom left with one last smile and a thumbs up, like she was trying to hold back from saying more.

Then I was alone.

The apartment was still. Quiet. Mine again.

I moved through the space slowly, letting it feel like home again.

I washed my face, then took a long, hot shower—standing in the steam until the mirror fogged over and the air felt thick and clean. I imagined Jessica’s poison slipping off my skin, circling the drain.

Afterward, I laid out clothes for the week, plugged in my phone, and turned the ringer on.

Just in case.

I wandered to the kitchen, ate something quick without really tasting it, then returned to my room, ready to collapse.

But when I entered the room—she was there.

Flora.

She was lying across my bed, head resting on one arm, eyes already on me like she’d been waiting for ages.

My breath caught. “How did you get in here?”

She smiled. “Through the window this time.”

My heart pounded. I stepped closer.

“You said you’d call.”

“I thought this would be better.” She patted the bed beside her. “Come here. I need to show you something.”

I crossed the room slowly, half in disbelief, half in awe. “Did I forget to lock the window again?”

“No,” she said, sitting up. “I told you—locks don’t deter me.”

She reached into her pocket and pulled out a phone. Not just any phone—something ancient. It had a physical keypad, like a BlackBerry. I’d never seen one in person before.

“A phone?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said. “Put your number in it, please. I don’t know how.”

“I don’t think I do either.”

Somehow, I managed to text myself and saved her number on my phone.

I climbed into bed, into her arms, and everything else—the weekend, my family, the ache I’d carried so long—faded into the quiet around us.

“I missed you,” I whispered.

“I was gone four hours.”

“I still missed you.”

She brushed my hair back from my face. “Are you sure you’re not just addicted to me now?”

“Probably,” I said. “But I’m okay with it.”

She kissed me—slow and soft, a kiss meant to last.

“That was the hardest thing I’ve ever done,” I murmured. “I came out. And I told them about us.”

“Good,” she said, and kissed me deeper. She laced our fingers together, firm and sure.

“Time for bed,” she whispered.

We got undressed, turned off the lights.

Then we curled into each other, limbs tangled beneath the blankets. Her body was warm against mine. Her scent familiar now. Her presence steady, like a pulse inside me.

She didn’t leave that night.

Or any other.


Excerpt from Bitten By Mommy, Volume One

by Tayden E. Collins

Here’s a sneak peek of Bitten by Mommy, a dark sapphic romance driven by obsession, power, and a connection that feels impossible to escape—where something dangerous is beginning to take hold.

Available Now.

Read it here,

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GYBFV89W

The rooftop was empty.

Wind moved low across the gravel, stirring what little there was to stir, whispering along the edges of concrete and rusted fixtures. Above it—no moon. Only a wide, unbroken sky, dark enough to swallow detail.

Carmen stood near the edge.

From a distance, she would have been easy to miss. A narrow shape against a larger dark. Leather pulled close against her frame, boots steady, hair shifting with the wind as if it belonged more to the night than to her.

She stepped forward.

The city opened beneath her—twelve stories of light and motion. Headlights threading through intersections. Neon blinking without purpose. Lives continuing, indifferent.

Far away.

She climbed onto the ledge.

Balanced there with a care that suggested she had already decided.

One foot firm.

The other suspended over open air.

“I will finally be free,” she said, almost gently. “Peaceful.”

She believed it.

Or believed she ought to.

The distinction no longer seemed important.

She drew in a breath—deep enough to steady herself—

—and leaned.

For an instant, there was nothing beneath her.

No weight. No resistance.

Release.

Then—

something intervened.

Not visible. Not graspable.

But absolute.

Her body struck the rooftop hard, several feet back from the ledge, as though she had been placed there rather than thrown. The impact drove the air from her lungs in a sharp, involuntary gasp.

She lay still.

Not falling.

Not broken.

Alive.

Carmen pulled in a breath, then another, pushing herself upright too quickly, her pulse racing ahead of her thoughts.

The rooftop was unchanged.

Empty.

It gave nothing back.

Then something moved.

A pale light—not bright, not defined—passed across her vision like a memory she had not made. It lingered long enough to be noticed.

Then it was gone.

“Not tonight, Carmen.”

The voice was quiet.

Close enough to feel, though it came from nowhere she could name.

Carmen froze.

“Then when?” she asked.

Her voice did not sound like her own.

“You don’t want this.”

“I don’t have a choice.”

“You do.”

There was no force in it.

Only certainty.

The air shifted—subtle, almost imperceptible—drawing her attention toward the door.

Carmen turned.

And then the presence moved again.

Behind her now.

Closer.

Near enough that she felt it before she understood it.

“It’s time to go home.”

Her body reacted before her mind could follow.

A sharp, electric awareness lit through her chest, down her spine—immediate, undeniable. She inhaled sharply, eyes widening, though there was still nothing to see.

“I don’t have a home.”

Despite not wanting to leave the rooftop, her hand found the door down.

Turned it.

Opened.

Light spilled up from the stairwell, catching her in fragments—dark hair, the pale streak at her temple, worn denim, skin warmed by movement and cold air.

“To the place you feel safest, then.”

She stepped inside.

Descended.

One step. Then another.

“There’s nowhere I feel safe,” she said, quieter now. “No one to trust… who are you?”

A pause.

Long enough to suggest thought.

“I’m… I’m an angel.”

Carmen blinked.

“You are?”

“What do you think?” the voice asked. “Do you think I am?”

Carmen let out a breath that might have been a laugh.

“I don’t—Well, you have a very sexy voice.”

There was a brief silence.

“…you really think so?”

“Yeah. It’s like… caramel… Tuesday.”

Another pause—smaller this time. Then laughter under breath.

“I mean—thanks. I am flying.”

Carmen slowed on the stairs, a real smile breaking through despite herself.

“No way. You are?”

“Yeah,” the voice said, lighter now. “I love it when this happens.”

“This happens a lot?”

“I don’t know,” the voice admitted. “I can’t remember.”

The voice dragged over each word, almost teasing—low, relaxed, the kind of depth that didn’t belong to most women.

“Are you a girl, or…?”

“Yeah. Usually—yeah, I am, actually.” A small pause. “I want to be.”

Carmen laughed, turning slightly toward the wall, her shoulder brushing it. She felt a little drunk, even though she wasn’t.

“I decided you’re silly,” she said. “Silly, silly.”

“Hmm. Maybe,” the voice said. “Can’t you see me?”

“No,” Carmen shook her head. “I can’t see anything.”

“Huh, that’s weird.” The voice stayed close, easy. “I’m right next to you.”

Carmen stilled, glancing over.

Just the grimy concrete wall. Half-lit.

“Let’s keep going,” the voice added.

“Okay.”

Carmen reached the bottom and pushed out into the night.

“Can’t talk. People. Bike.”

“Yes,” the voice said quickly. “Find your bike.”

She moved automatically, her body already choosing direction.

“How do you know I have a bike?”

“You said you did, Carmen.”

She paused, only for a fraction of a second.

“You can read my mind?”

“No,” the voice said, too fast. “That’d be bad. Bad news. Poor press.”

Carmen huffed a quiet laugh.

“Good. The others can, though.”

There was a pause.

Longer this time.

“…hmm.”

The street carried on around her—cars passing, voices overlapping, the ocean somewhere beyond it all, present even when unseen.

Carmen reached her bike, helmet loose in her hand.

“I did lie about something,” the voice said.

She stopped.

“What?”

“I was trying to be tough for you… I’m not really an angel.”

A beat.

“No?”

Something softened in the space between them.

Closer.

Clearer.

“But you are.”

Carmen stood very still.

“I am?”

No answer came.

The world resumed without waiting for one.

A car passed. Someone glanced at her, then away. The moment closed over itself as if it had never opened.

But something had shifted.

Carmen swung onto her bike and started it, the engine catching beneath her with a familiar, grounding weight.

She looked up.

At the rooftop.

Then down.

To the place where she should have been.

Where she had nearly gone.

The engine idled, steady beneath her.

She swallowed, the fog in her mind thinning—still there, but altered.

Replaced by something sharper.

Not peace.

Not yet.

But direction.

And though she would later try to explain it away—

she did not forget the voice.

Nor the way it had known her name.
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