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Two Girls in A Haunted House

The story of Kaya and Yasmina didn’t begin in a house of supposed horrors, wreathed in manufactured fog and tales of the macabre, but in the quiet, sun-drenched halls of a university art building. The air in the Sanford Arts Pavilion always smelled of possibility, a layered perfume of damp clay from the ceramics studio, the sharp, clean bite of turpentine from the painters’ lofts, and the pervasive, dusty sweetness of charcoal and graphite. Sunlight, thick and golden, poured through towering arched windows, illuminating the fine haze of dust that perpetually danced in the air, a silent, swirling testament to the ceaseless creation happening within its walls.

It was sophomore year, a time of settling in and branching out, and they found themselves thrown together in a mandatory Life Drawing course that landed in their respective schedules with vastly different receptions. For Kaya, the class was a looming specter. As a graphic design major, her world was one of precision and control. She found a deep, soul-soothing comfort in the clean, predictable lines of a vector, the mathematical certainty of a Bézier curve, the binary logic of pixels on a screen. The human form, with its messy, unpredictable contours, its subtle shifts in weight and emotion, was a landscape she felt utterly unequipped to navigate. It was chaotic, organic, and terrifyingly subjective. She dreaded the vulnerability of it, the potential for failure that felt so public on a large sheet of newsprint.

For Yasmina, however, the class was a sanctuary. She was a painter, a true artist in the way Kaya secretly, desperately, revered. Where Kaya saw chaos, Yasmina saw life. She moved with an easy, unburdened grace, her fingers perpetually smudged with pigment as if she were made of the very materials she used. She didn’t just draw the models; she seemed to commune with them, her gaze tracing the line of a collarbone or the shadow in the hollow of a throat as if she were reading a secret history written on the skin. She found soul in every shadow and a story in every contour, her charcoal sticks an extension of a profound and intuitive understanding that left Kaya breathless with envy and admiration.

Their collision was inevitable, orchestrated by a well-meaning professor with a penchant for pairing opposites. They were assigned as partners for the final project: a series of charcoal portraits of each other. The task filled Kaya with a unique and potent cocktail of dread and illicit thrill. For weeks, they staked a claim in a dusty, forgotten studio on the top floor, a space tucked away from the main thoroughfares of the art building. It was their private world, an attic sanctuary where the air was thick and heavy, saturated with the ghosts of past projects. The acrid, chemical tang of charcoal fixative mingled with the nostalgic, resinous scent of old turpentine and linseed oil, a perfume that clung to their clothes and hair long after they left.

The ritual of their sessions was excruciating and exquisite for Kaya. She would sit stiffly on the tall, wobbly wooden stool, her hands clamped together in her lap, feeling utterly stripped bare as Yasmina’s dark, thoughtful eyes began their slow, methodical appraisal. Yasmina’s gaze was a physical thing. It wasn’t leering or judgmental, nothing so crude. It was intensely focused, a look of such profound concentration that it felt more intimate and penetrating than any touch Kaya had ever known. It mapped the architecture of her face, tracing the curve of her jaw, the slope of her nose, the line where her neck met her shoulder.

Under that unblinking scrutiny, Kaya felt her own carefully constructed facade, her armor of quiet competence and ironic detachment, begin to crack. She felt seen, truly and completely, in a way that was both terrifying and addictive. She could feel the heat of that gaze on her skin, a phantom touch that made the fine hairs on her arms stand on end.

Conversely, when the roles were reversed and it was Kaya’s turn to draw, she found herself getting hopelessly, willingly, lost. She’d always seen Yasmina as beautiful, of course. It was an objective, indisputable fact, like the sky being blue or the grass being green. But being forced to truly look, to spend hours studying the landscape of her face, was a different experience entirely. It was an education. It was a revelation.

Kaya’s charcoal stick would hover over the textured paper as she committed every detail to memory, burning the images into her mind far more permanently than onto the page. She studied the way a stray piece of Yasmina’s long, raven-dark hair would escape its loose bun and catch the light from the grimy window, glowing for a moment like a thread of spun obsidian. She noticed the subtle, almost imperceptible dimple that appeared beside her full lips when she was trying to suppress a smile at one of Kaya’s nervous, rambling comments. She learned the exact, gentle slope of her nose and the soft, vulnerable arch of her throat when she tilted her head back to stretch.

Forced into this level of forensic observation, Kaya began to see Yasmina not just as a beautiful friend but as a living masterpiece. The initial intimidation she had felt melted away, replaced by a deep and aching sense of awe. Her heart, that traitorous muscle in her chest, began to perform a strange, stuttering arrhythmia whenever Yasmina would look up from her pose, her own drawing momentarily forgotten, and catch Kaya not drawing, but simply staring. Yasmina’s response was never accusation, but a slow, knowing smile that would spread across her face, making her eyes crinkle at the corners. It was a smile that said, I see you seeing me, and it made a hot, dizzying blush creep up Kaya’s neck every single time.

Their friendship, already seeded in the fertile ground of shared studio time, began to blossom and deepen in the world outside that dusty attic. The intense, quiet intimacy of their portrait sessions bled into every other aspect of their lives. It transformed into late-night study sessions in the cavernous, hushed expanse of the university library, surrounded by the comforting, papery scent of old books.

Their initial intent of memorizing art history slide lists would inevitably devolve into whispered confessions over cups of lukewarm, bitter coffee from the library’s ancient vending machine. Huddled together at a scarred wooden carrel, under the sterile hum of fluorescent lights, they would trade stories like secrets, Kaya confessing her fear of graduating into a world that didn’t value her precise, orderly art; Yasmina admitting her parents’ deep-seated wish for her to pursue a more “stable” career than painting.

It became sprawling, lazy movie marathons in Yasmina’s dorm room, a space that smelled quintessentially of her, a mix of her light, floral perfume, the earthy scent of oil paints, and the faint, sweet aroma of the herbal tea she was always brewing. They’d curl up on opposite ends of her small, lumpy sofa, a veritable mountain of blankets and mismatched pillows piled between them like a protective buffer. But as the hours wore on and the movies played out, that buffer would slowly erode.

Kaya’s awareness of Yasmina, once a gentle hum, grew into a constant, low-level thrum beneath the surface of her life, a background process that was always running, always calculating, always observing. She became an obsessive archivist of near-misses, a connoisseur of the almost-touch. She would catalogue these moments and play them back in her head later, savoring the electric jolt they sent through her system. There were their fingers brushed as they both reached into the same bowl of popcorn, a fleeting contact of warmth and salt that sent a shock all the way up Kaya’s arm. There was the time Yasmina had leaned over to point out a detail in a textbook, her hair falling forward to sweep against Kaya’s cheek, the silky strands leaving a trail of fire on her skin.

And then there was the most potent memory of all: the time Yasmina had fallen asleep during a particularly slow French film. Her head had listed slowly to the side, coming to rest with a gentle weight against Kaya’s shoulder. For ten blissful, agonizing minutes, Kaya had remained completely still, hardly daring to breathe. She was acutely aware of everything: the soft, steady rhythm of Yasmina’s breathing, the tickle of her hair against her neck, the specific, comforting warmth seeping through the fabric of her t-shirt. It was a small, perfect eternity, a moment of profound and painful intimacy that ended all too soon when Yasmina stirred, murmured a sleepy apology, and shifted away, leaving Kaya’s shoulder feeling suddenly, devastatingly cold.

Kaya had constructed entire cinematic universes around the idea of finally, properly, holding Yasmina’s hand. In her most frequent fantasy, it happened during a cute, cliché walk by the slow-moving river that cut through the north end of campus. The setting sun would be painting the sky in fiery strokes of orange and pink, the air would be cool and crisp, and their conversation would lull into a comfortable, pleasant silence. Their hands, swinging between them, would just… find each other. A natural, easy entanglement of fingers, as inevitable as the tide.

Or perhaps, she’d imagined, it would be late at night, deep into one of their movie marathons. They’d be huddled closer together than usual on the sofa, sharing a blanket against the chill of Yasmina’s drafty dorm room. A sudden, cheap jump scare in a horror film would provide the perfect, socially acceptable excuse to flinch and reach for an anchor in the dark. Her hand would find Yasmina’s, and instead of letting go when the scare was over, she just… wouldn’t. She had played this scene and a thousand variations over and over in her head, a private, treasured fantasy she savored like a secret piece of candy.

She never, in her wildest, most feverish imaginings, thought it would happen here. Not in the damp, claustrophobic basement of this ridiculously overwrought haunted house. The air was a suffocating cocktail of oppressive scents. There was the foundational, earthy smell of mildew and wet stone, a cold, pervasive dampness that clung to the back of the throat. Layered on top of that was the cloying, sickly sweet cherry scent of Jeremiah’s theatrical fog machine, a cheap perfume trying and failing to mask the smell of decay. A single, bare bulb hung from a fraying, cloth-covered cord, its weak yellow light casting long, dancing shadows that warped the benign shapes of old furniture and stacked cardboard boxes into monstrous, lurking silhouettes. Everything felt damp to the touch, and the chill of the concrete floor seeped through the soles of her sneakers.

Jeremiah, their mutual friend and a man whose trust fund was eclipsed only by his unshakeable love for the dramatic, was in his absolute element. He stood in the center of their small, shivering group, a heavy, military-grade flashlight held under his chin to create a ghoulish uplighting effect. His voice, usually light and affected, was a low, booming parody of a classic horror movie narrator, echoing unnervingly in the stone-walled space.

“And they say,” he intoned, his eyes wide and gleaming with manufactured terror, “that old Silas Croft, driven mad by jealousy, bricked his unfaithful wife up… right behind this very wall.” He gestured with a flourish to a section of crumbling brickwork that looked suspiciously newer than the rest of the foundation. “On quiet nights, if you listen closely…” He paused for maximum theatrical effect, a silence broken only by the nervous, shallow breathing of their friends and the distant, mournful drip of water somewhere in the oppressive dark. As if on cue, a floorboard creaked loudly somewhere overhead. A few of their friends let out satisfyingly frightened gasps.

Yasmina, who had been standing so close to Kaya that their arms were brushing, let out a small, sharp yelp. It was a genuine sound of fright, not a performative one. She jumped, her body instinctively pressing hard against Kaya’s side for a split second before she flinched back, a quiet apology on her lips. It was a tiny, inconsequential movement, a blip in the grand scheme of the universe. But for Kaya, it was a cataclysm. A tectonic shift. The brief, solid pressure of Yasmina’s body against hers, the instinctive seeking of safety, was a spark on a dry field of kindling. All the unspoken feelings, all the carefully constructed walls of their chaste friendship, all the years of silent, aching pining seemed to rush up from her stomach and into her throat, choking her. Her brain, usually a whirlwind of overthinking and anxiety, went blissfully, terrifyingly blank.

Without thinking, without conscious decision or rational thought, Kaya’s hand moved. It was a motion born of pure, unadulterated instinct, a reflex arc that bypassed her overactive prefrontal cortex entirely. Her hand found Yasmina’s, and she was surprised by the coldness of her skin, the fine tremor running through her fingers. She didn’t just take it; she wove her fingers through Yasmina’s, a firm, definite, almost desperate interlocking that left absolutely no room for ambiguity or misinterpretation. It was a possessive, proprietary, and utterly involuntary act, a claim staked in the dark, damp basement of a house of horrors.

The world seemed to fall away, the focus pulling tight until only the two of them existed. Jeremiah’s ghost story, which he was now embellishing with details about bloody handprints, faded into a meaningless, droning hum. The nervous giggles and shuffling feet of their friends became a distant, muffled noise, as if they were on the other side of a thick glass wall. All that existed for Kaya in that moment was the sudden, shocking warmth of Yasmina’s palm against hers, the astonishing feeling of her long, slender, artist’s fingers curling slowly, deliberately, to meet and tighten around her own.

Kaya’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic, wild drumbeat chanting a mantra of ‘oh-god-what-have-I-done, what-have-I-done, what-have-I-done’. She was paralyzed, waiting for the inevitable. She was sure Yasmina would pull her hand away with a polite but firm rejection, that this would be the moment the delicate, beautiful balance of their friendship shattered into a million irreparable pieces. This impulsive, reckless act would be the end of everything.

But she didn’t.

A furious, overwhelming blush crawled up Kaya’s neck, a tide of heat that burned her cheeks and the tips of her ears. “Sorry,” she muttered, the word a clumsy, awkward stone falling into the fragile, charged silence that had enveloped them. Her voice was a hoarse, mortified whisper that was barely audible. She started to loosen her grip, a panicked, desperate retreat from the precipice she’d just thrown them both over. “I didn’t mean… I just… You jumped, and I…”

“No,” Yasmina said. Her voice was soft, barely a murmur, but it was firm with a certainty that cut through Kaya’s spiraling panic. She tightened her own grip, stilling Kaya’s clumsy attempt to pull away, her fingers lacing even more securely with Kaya’s. “I like it.”

Those three simple words. I. Like. It. They landed in the hollow cavity of Kaya’s chest, not like a balm, but like a defibrillator, shocking her back to life. They extinguished the five-alarm fire of her panic and replaced it with a dizzying, burgeoning, terrifying hope. It was more than just an acceptance of a simple gesture. It was permission. It was an invitation. It was the answer to a question Kaya had been too afraid to even ask for years. It was everything.

It had been Jeremiah’s idea, of course, this whole ridiculous weekend. He’d discovered some fledgling historical society selling exclusive overnight stays in the “Blackwood Manor,” a crumbling Victorian mansion on the forgotten outskirts of town with a long and satisfyingly lurid history of tragedy and supposed hauntings. He’d spent a pretty penny renting out the entire place and getting all his closest friends together for a weekend of what he grandly called “immersive paranormal investigation.”

So far, this had consisted of him leading them through darkened rooms, theatrically recounting spooky stories he’d clearly embellished from the house’s Wikipedia page and a few dubious local blogs. They were all meant to be staying the night, a plan that had seemed like a fun, kitschy adventure when he’d first proposed it. But now, standing in the musty basement with the solid, warm reality of Yasmina’s hand in hers, the prospect of the coming night felt charged with a new and terrifying potential. The house was supposedly home to multiple ghosts, spirits, and spectral brides, but the only thing truly haunting Kaya at that moment was the impossibly gentle, deliberate sensation of Yasmina’s thumb beginning to stroke slow, hypnotic circles on the back of her hand.

“I think I’m about ready for bed,” Yasmina said suddenly, her voice pulling Kaya from her reverie. Her tone was pitched to sound casual, an offhand comment for the benefit of the group, but her eyes, still locked on Kaya’s, held a different, more urgent message entirely. The question was clear, direct, and made Kaya’s stomach perform a slow, heavy flip.

The suggestion was so abrupt, so breathtakingly pointed, it made Kaya jerk to attention as if she’d been physically prodded. The two of them were still holding hands, a fact that in the span of a few minutes had transformed from feeling wildly illicit to incredibly, elementally natural. A new kind of heat, low and insistent and entirely different from her blush of embarrassment, began to pool deep in her belly. “Yeah,” Kaya agreed, forcing a yawn that felt utterly fraudulent and unconvincing. Her voice was a little too high. “Same. It’s been a long day.”

As they turned to leave, detaching themselves from the spellbound circle around Jeremiah, he looked momentarily annoyed that two members of his audience were abandoning his grand finale, the much-hyped tale of the Gray Lady of the upstairs nursery. “Leaving so soon? The ectoplasmic activity is just about to spike!” he called after them, a theatrical pout forming on his face. But he let them go, his need for an audience overriding his desire to keep the group intact. He was already turning his flashlight and his attention back to his diminished but still rapt listeners. Kaya and Yasmina could already hear him launching into his next tale, his voice booming about “cold spots and spectral weeping,” by the time their feet hit the first of the creaking wooden stairs leading out of the basement’s suffocating dampness.

The climb up to the main floor felt like an ascent into an entirely different world, a journey from a shared public space to a private, liminal one. They didn’t let go of each other’s hands. Not for a second. The house was quieter up here, the air tasting of old dust and faint, ghostly hints of lemon polish. Their synced footsteps echoed on the grand, sweeping staircase, the sound loud in the heavy silence. Their clasped hands swung gently between them, a pendulum marking the seconds toward an unknown future. Ornate, faded portraits lined the walls of the landing, their subjects rendered in dark, moody oils. Stern-faced men with severe beards and pale women in high-collared dresses seemed to follow their progress with silent, painted judgment. Neither of them spoke. The silence wasn’t empty; it was thick and humming with everything that had just happened, and everything that was about to.

“Do you believe in any of this stuff?” Yasmina asked as they reached the second-floor landing. Her voice was a soft murmur, barely disturbing the quiet. They found the heavy oak door with the tarnished brass plaque that read ‘Room Crimson.’ Jeremiah had assigned it to them, clearly choosing it for its dramatic, gothic flair.

They stepped inside, and the name immediately made a visceral, overwhelming sort of sense. It was a room drowning in a single, suffocating color. The walls were covered in a dark crimson damask wallpaper, the velvety, flocked pattern barely visible in the dim, intimate light cast by a single bedside lamp someone had left on for them. The centerpiece of the room, dominating the space, was an enormous, ostentatious four-poster bed, draped in heavy velvet curtains of the same deep red. The duvet, thick and plush, was the shade of spilled wine, and even the carpet that swallowed the sound of their footsteps was a dark, brooding claret. It was opulent and decadent and suffocating all at once, like being inside a jewel box or a beating heart.

“The ghosts,” Yasmina clarified, her voice still quiet. She finally, reluctantly, let go of Kaya’s hand to close the heavy door behind them. The soft but definitive click of the old latch sounded unnaturally loud in the muffled room, a sound of finality. The loss of contact was immediate and sharp, a sudden void of warmth and connection. Kaya had to curl her fingers into a tight fist at her side to keep from reaching out again, to quell the sudden, irrational panic that Yasmina might have changed her mind. “You seemed pretty scared downstairs.”

The accusation was gentle, tinged with a teasing warmth, but it was enough to make the heat return to Kaya’s cheeks. She blushed and took a nerveless step closer to Yasmina, drawn in by the familiar, comforting gravity her friend seemed to perpetually exert on her. “I was scared because Jeremiah was hamming it up so much I thought he was going to give himself an aneurysm,” she deflected, though it was only half a lie. “I’m not scared of ghosts.” She took another step, closing the small, charged distance between them until she could feel the warmth radiating from Yasmina’s body. The air grew thick, heavy with the scent of Yasmina’s perfume, something light and floral, lily of the valley, maybe, a stark, beautiful contrast to the musty, heavy weight of the ancient room.

Yasmina’s gaze was heavy-lidded, her dark lashes casting long shadows on her high cheekbones as Kaya’s face moved nearer and nearer to hers. The playful, teasing glint in her eyes had softened into something deeper, more intense, a smoldering heat that made Kaya’s own breath catch in her chest. A soft, shaky exhale left Yasmina’s lips, a ghost of a sound in the silent room, and it felt like the entire world was holding its breath with them. And then, finally, after years of dreaming and months of aching, unspoken want, they were kissing.

It wasn’t a hard or demanding kiss, not a collision of passion, but a soft, hesitant exploration. It was a question asked and answered in the very same moment. Kaya’s lips were tentative against Yasmina’s at first, a gentle, trembling pressure that was met with an equal, answering gentleness. The moment felt utterly surreal, a pocket of impossible softness and warmth in such a strange, cold, and imposing place. Yasmina’s lips were even softer, more pillowy, than Kaya had spent countless hours imagining. They tasted faintly of the sweet herbal tea she’d been drinking earlier, and something else, something uniquely, intoxicatingly Yasmina.

Kaya brought a hand up, her palm cool at first, to cup Yasmina’s jaw, her thumb stroking the smooth, taut line of her cheek. The simple, tender caress seemed to be a signal. The kiss deepened. Yasmina’s lips parted with a soft, yielding sigh, and her tongue shyly, tentatively, met Kaya’s. It was a mere flicker of heat, a ghost of a touch, but it sent a powerful shockwave straight to Kaya’s core, making her knees feel weak.

The kiss went on, slow and unhurried, a deep, languid conversation all its own. It spoke of discovery, of the breathtaking relief of arrival after a long journey. It spoke of a longing so profound and long-held that it was almost a physical pain. Every gentle probe of her tongue, every soft sigh from Yasmina, every slight shift in pressure was a sentence, a paragraph, a chapter in a story they were finally writing together. When they finally, reluctantly, broke apart, they were both breathless, their foreheads resting against each other, sharing the same small pocket of air.

“Wow,” Yasmina whispered, her voice husky and thick with emotion.

“Yeah,” Kaya breathed back, her own voice barely there. It was the only word she could manage, the only word that seemed to fit the monumental, world-altering significance of what had just happened.

They moved in a shared daze towards the massive, intimidating four-poster bed, their movements slow, synchronized, as if they had practiced this a thousand times in a thousand dreams. They began to undress each other, not with frantic, fumbling haste, but with a slow, fluid reverence that felt like a sacred ritual. They took turns, their eyes never leaving each other’s, locked in a silent, unwavering communion.

Kaya’s fingers, usually so nimble and precise, fumbled slightly as she undid the buttons of Yasmina’s worn flannel shirt. Her knuckles brushed against the warm, soft skin of her stomach with each button she freed, sending little jolts of electricity through her fingertips. She slid the shirt from Yasmina’s shoulders, letting the nubby fabric fall in a soft heap on the crimson carpet, revealing a simple, elegant black lace bra that did little to conceal the perfect shape of her breasts.

Yasmina watched her, a small, mesmerized smile playing on her lips, her eyes hooded and dark with desire. Then she reached out, her fingers catching the soft hem of Kaya’s sweater. She pulled it up and over Kaya’s head, her movements sure and deliberate. Her fingers got tangled for a moment in Kaya’s short brown hair, a gentle tugging at her scalp that sent a cascade of shivers down her spine. The cool, heavy air of the room kissed Kaya’s bare skin, making her gasp.

It was a slow, deliberate dance of zippers and hooks, of rough denim sliding down long legs and delicate lace being unclasped and discarded. Each removed item of clothing was an unveiling, a revelation met with soft, appreciative gasps and lingering gazes. The act was somehow more intimate than the kiss, a silent offering of profound trust and absolute vulnerability. It was a peeling away of years of friendship to reveal the raw, naked want that had been hiding beneath the surface all along.

When they were finally, beautifully, breathtakingly naked, they stood together in the small, warm pool of lamplight beside the bed. For a long moment, they just stood there, observing, cataloging, basking in the monumental newness of this shared space. The light from the single lamp was kind, throwing soft, forgiving shadows that highlighted the elegant curve of Yasmina’s hip, the gentle, womanly swell of her belly, the long, graceful line of her throat. Kaya’s own body, which she often viewed with a critical, detached eye, felt strange and new under Yasmina’s appreciative, reverent gaze, her own compact, athletic frame, the surprising definition in her arms from hours spent hunched over a drawing tablet, the pale, unmarked skin of her stomach. She felt not exposed, but celebrated.

“Do you… Are you sure you want to do this?” Kaya asked, her voice barely a whisper, a thread of sound in the quiet room. The question was vital, a final anchor to reality. She needed to hear it, to be absolutely certain this wasn’t some fever dream brought on by a haunted house and years of pent-up repression. She raked her fingers through her short brown hair, a nervous habit that Yasmina had once, in the studio, called endearing.

Yasmina didn’t hesitate for a fraction of a second. She nodded, her dark eyes shining with an emotion so potent and undisguised, a mixture of love, lust, and long-awaited relief, that it made Kaya’s breath catch in her throat. “I really, really do,” she said, her voice full of a heartfelt conviction that swept away the last of Kaya’s doubts.

That was all the confirmation Kaya needed. Yasmina reached out, her cool, paint-stained fingers tracing the sharp line of Kaya’s jaw before tangling in the short hair at the nape of her neck. She pulled her close, her grip firm and possessive, capturing her mouth in another deep, searching kiss. This one was different. It held no hesitation, only a burning certainty. And with that kiss as their guide, the two of them tumbled backward onto the vast, velvet expanse of the bed.

The landing was soft, the ancient, horsehair mattress sighing dramatically under their combined weight. Kaya found herself on top, her legs straddling Yasmina’s hips, the position feeling both shockingly dominant and incredibly vulnerable. She broke the kiss to gaze down at the woman beneath her, a woman she had known for years but was only now, in this moment, beginning to truly see. Yasmina’s long, dark hair was fanned out across the wine-red pillows like a spill of ink, a stark and breathtaking contrast. Her lips were kiss-swollen and slightly parted, her eyes half-closed in a look of pure, languid bliss. This was real. This was happening.

Kaya slid one arm underneath Yasmina’s neck, cradling her head and lifting her face so she could press her lips to hers again, wanting to devour her, to taste the reality of this moment until it was irrevocably branded into her memory. She kissed her deeply, exploring the soft heat of her mouth. Then, she began a slow descent, trailing a line of wet, open-mouthed kisses down her chin, down the delicate, throbbing column of her throat. She could feel the frantic pulse there, thrumming like a trapped bird against her lips, and the taste of Yasmina’s skin was salty and perfect.

“Kaya,” Yasmina breathed, the sound a ragged, needy prayer. Her head tipped back, instinctively arching her throat to give Kaya better access, a silent offering. Her hands came up to grip Kaya’s shoulders, her nails, though trimmed short, pressing lightly into her skin, grounding her.

Kaya continued her downward exploration, her lips tracing a deliberate path over Yasmina’s sharp collarbone, lingering in the delicate, shadowy hollow there for a moment before moving lower, to the full, perfect swell of her breasts. They were even more beautiful than she had imagined, full and round with pale, delicate areolas, and Kaya’s mouth watered with anticipation.

“That feels so good,” Yasmina murmured, her voice a low, throaty hum of pure pleasure that vibrated through Kaya’s jaw and into her very bones. “You feel so good.”

Kaya had never known that words could be such a potent aphrodisiac. The validation, the raw, honest pleasure in Yasmina’s voice, was a fire that consumed her own inhibitions. Her lips were now at Yasmina’s large, perfect breasts, which were crowned with the most adorable, rose-pink nipples. Kaya cupped their weight in her hands, the skin as soft and warm as sun-warmed silk, and slipped her thumbs across the sensitive, hard peaks. She watched, mesmerized, as they pebbled even further, tightening into hard little points under her touch.

Yasmina moaned, a high, keening sound of pure sensation that shot through Kaya’s own body, making her shiver in response. Encouraged, Kaya took one of the hardened nipples completely into her mouth, laving it with her tongue, tracing its circumference before beginning to suck gently, then more firmly. Yasmina cried out, a sharp, surprised sound of pleasure, her back arching off the bed, her hips giving an involuntary, convulsive upward thrust.

Suddenly, a loud, violent CRASH exploded through the relative quiet of the room, making them both scream. The sound was sharp and percussive, a deafening bang followed by the splintering, metallic rattle of wood and glass. It was a shocking, brutal intrusion.

They froze, their passion-hazed bodies snapping to high alert, their hearts hammering against their ribs for an entirely different, more primal reason. Their heads swiveled in unison toward the source of the sound, a primal fear response overriding the sensual haze that had enveloped them. The tall, mullioned window on the far side of the room, which had been securely closed, had been thrown wide open by a sudden, violent gust of wind. The heavy wooden frame had slammed against the interior wall with enough force to crack one of the thick, leaded glass panes, sending a spiderweb of fractures across its surface.

“Oh, fuck,” Kaya breathed, her body still buzzing with a confusing, jarring mixture of lingering arousal and a fresh spike of adrenaline. Her voice was shaky. “It’s just the window. The wind… it slammed shut… or, open, I guess.” Feeling suddenly foolish and exposed in her nudity, she scrambled off the bed. The plush carpet did little to warm her cold feet as she hurried across the room. She wrestled with the heavy, stubborn window frame, her hands clumsy as she fought to force it shut against the wind’s renewed efforts. She fumbled with the rusted, ornate latch until it finally, blessedly, clicked into place with a satisfying thud. The wind howled outside, a mournful, lonely sound that seemed to claw at the newly secured glass, testing its strength.

When she turned around, her heart still thudding a nervous rhythm, and made her way back to the bed, the sight that greeted her stole the air from her lungs and reignited every fire the wind had tried to extinguish. Yasmina was sitting upright against the mountain of crimson pillows on the headboard, her back straight, her legs spread wide in a gesture of blatant, breathtaking invitation.

The shadows and light from the single lamp played over the landscape of her body, highlighting the slick, dewy sheen between her thighs. With a focus that was both clinical and sensual, she was rubbing her own fingers across her pussy, her movements slow and deliberate, her eyes staring deep into Kaya’s as she did so. The look on her face was a potent, intoxicating cocktail of pure lust, raw impatience, and a cheeky, audacious boldness Kaya had never seen before.

“Are you trying to kill me?” Kaya laughed, but the sound came out as a breathless, strangled gasp, all the air having been punched from her lungs.

A wicked, knowing, cat-who-got-the-cream smile touched Yasmina’s lips. “Maybe,” she said, her voice a low, seductive purr that vibrated right through the floorboards and into Kaya’s feet. She didn’t stop her mesmerizing movements, her head tilting to the side in a gesture of playful challenge. “Hurry back. It’s getting cold.”

Kaya inhaled sharply, a fresh wave of desire, hotter and more urgent and more powerful than before, washing over her and obliterating any lingering fear. She practically dove back onto the vast bed. Yasmina lay back as she approached, her movements fluid and graceful, spreading her thighs even wider as Kaya settled herself between them. Fueled by Yasmina’s audacious, magnificent display, Kaya shed any remaining shred of gentleness, of hesitation. This was no longer an exploration; this was hunger.

She sank her mouth deep into Yasmina’s soft, slick folds, a guttural groan escaping her own throat at the taste of her salty, sweet, musky, and utterly, primally intoxicating. This was the true essence of Yasmina, a flavor she would never forget. She explored her with a frantic, focused energy, her tongue tracing every curve and crevice, gently, then more firmly, nibbling on the plush outer lips. Yasmina’s breathing became fast and shallow, her hands fisting in the thick velvet duvet at her sides, the fabric groaning in protest. When Kaya’s tongue finally found her clit, a tiny, hard pearl of sensation hidden beneath its protective hood, Yasmina gasped as if she’d been struck by lightning, her whole body jerking.

“Oh—oh, god,” she panted, the words dissolving into pure sound.

Kaya focused all her attention there, circling and flicking, quickly learning the specific rhythm that made Yasmina’s hips begin to rock against her mouth in a steady, urgent beat. Yasmina’s hands, which had been gripping the bedding for dear life, were now clenched into tight fists by her sides, her knuckles white. Kaya, sensing her need for an anchor in the storm, reached out and grabbed them. Their fingers connected again, lacing together tightly, a grounding wire in the overwhelming gale of sensation. She held Yasmina’s hands firmly, her grip a silent promise to hold her through this, to not let her go.

“Fuck. Fuck, Kaya,” Yasmina moaned, the name a ragged, desperate prayer on her lips. It was the most beautiful sound Kaya had ever heard. Yasmina’s eyes fluttered in her head, rolling back for a moment until only the whites were visible. It didn’t seem real that this was happening, finally. After all the pining, the what-ifs, the near-misses, the self-torture. Her body was so exquisitely, unbelievably responsive to Kaya’s touch, every flick of her tongue eliciting a new, shuddering rapture. It didn’t take her long to come.

The tension in her body coiled tighter and tighter, a wire pulled to its absolute breaking point, until it finally snapped. Her hips bucked up hard against Kaya’s mouth, her body seeking out her tongue with a desperate, primal need. A series of powerful, shuddering tremors shook her from head to toe, and a low, guttural cry was torn from her throat. It felt like she was floating, her entire body light and lifting off the bed, untethered from reality and from the ridiculous crimson room.

As the last of the shudders subsided, Kaya slowly, reluctantly, pulled her mouth away, her own body thrumming with sympathetic pleasure and the aftershocks of Yasmina’s release. She used a finger to gently examine the entrance of Yasmina’s pussy. It was slick and glistening wet in the lamplight, a testament to the sheer power of her orgasm. A thick, sticky layer of her wetness coated Kaya’s finger, proof of what they had just shared.

“See what you do to me,” Yasmina whispered, her voice rough and spent and full of wonder. Her chest was still heaving, her flushed skin dewy with a fine sheen of sweat.

Kaya was still trying to form a reply, something clever or tender to capture the magnitude of the moment, when Yasmina sat up with a sudden, astonishing surge of energy. Before Kaya could fully process the movement, Yasmina had pushed her firmly onto her back, her actions fluid and surprisingly strong, a painter’s strength born of years of stretching canvases and wrestling with large-scale works.

Kaya let out a playful laugh of surprise as Yasmina pinned her hands above her head, her wrists held firmly but gently in the grasp of just one of Yasmina’s hands. She loomed over her, a triumphant goddess, her long, dark hair falling forward to fall around Kaya’s face like a curtain, shutting out the rest of the room and creating an intimate, private world for just the two of them.

“I’ve got you right where I want you,” Yasmina teased, her eyes sparkling with a devilish, playful light that Kaya had never seen before. It was a thrilling, intoxicating sight. This was a new Yasmina, a Yasmina of power and confidence and raw desire. “My turn.”

She released Kaya’s wrists and reached her free hand down between Kaya’s legs, her touch sending a fresh, powerful jolt through Kaya’s already sensitized, humming body. Her fingers, still slightly calloused at the tips from her work, pushed through the thin bush of dark hair at the top of her mound and then moved lower, mapping her terrain with an artist’s curiosity. She slid her middle finger across Kaya’s clit, eliciting a sharp, involuntary gasp, before gliding easily into her slick, welcoming opening. A triumphant little smile touched Yasmina’s lips as she found that Kaya was just as wet as she was, if not more so.

Just as Yasmina’s fingers were about to press deeper, to begin their exploration in earnest, a distinct creaking noise drew their attention to the closed door. It wasn’t the house groaning or the wind making its presence known. It sounded like footsteps, slow and heavy and impossibly deliberate, right outside in the hallway. They both froze, every muscle tensed, listening. The footsteps, heavy as lead, paused directly outside their door. A palpable silence descended, thick with menace.

“It’s probably just Jeremiah or someone looking for the bathroom,” Kaya whispered, a frantic, desperate edge to her voice. She did not want Yasmina to get distracted, not now, not when her body was a tightly coiled spring of need, when it was getting so, so good. She arched her hips slightly off the mattress, a silent, pleading invitation. Don’t stop.

Yasmina seemed to understand perfectly. A predatory, determined glint entered her eye, a look that said she would not be deterred. With that unspoken acknowledgment, she sank two fingers deep inside Kaya’s pussy, the movement slow and deeply, sinfully intentional. She loved looking down and watching Kaya’s face melt, the carefully constructed mask of her usually put-together, stoic demeanor completely dissolving in the face of raw, unadulterated pleasure. Kaya’s lips parted on a silent oh, her eyes fluttering shut as a wave of intense feeling washed over her.

Yasmina began to move her fingers back and forth, sweeping the sensitive, tight inner walls in a deliberate, curling, come-hither motion. She was aiming for that rumored spot, the one she’d only read about in hushed articles online, and based on the way Kaya’s entire body twitched and clenched around her, she’d found it. A jolt went through Kaya’s frame, a full-body spasm of exquisite pleasure.

Her eyes were now bunched together tightly, her face a mask of concentration and bliss. The noises coming out of her mouth were the most desperate, pathetic, beautiful whimpers Yasmina had ever heard. They were the sounds of complete and utter undoing, and they were the most beautiful sounds in the world.

“That feels so good,” Kaya choked out, the words thick and slurred with pleasure. Her body was a live wire, every single nerve ending screaming for more. “Yes. Oh, fuck. Yasmina.”

Yasmina was in stunned, reverent awe. She had fantasized for years, in the quiet of her studio, about what Kaya would look like underneath her, naked and wanting and undone like this. But the reality of it, the sounds she made, the way her body moved in perfect, involuntary response to her touch, her complete and utter unraveling, exceeded every single one of her feverish expectations. It was a revelation. It was art in its purest form.

“Come for me,” Yasmina urged, her voice dropping to a low, commanding rasp that vibrated in Kaya’s very soul. She quickened her pace, her fingers working a merciless, relentless rhythm inside her. “Come for me, Kaya. Let go.”

That seemed to be the encouraging word, the final permission that pushed Kaya over the brink and into the abyss. Her pelvis lifted off the bed, straining upward as if to meet Yasmina’s thrusts more fully, to take her deeper. Her orgasm wasn’t gentle or floating; it was a violent, convulsive tidal wave that crashed through her entire system. She cried out, her voice sharp and ragged and loud, as Yasmina continued fingering her pussy through the entirety of her climax, expertly drawing out the pleasure, riding the waves with her until Kaya was trembling and boneless and utterly spent beneath her. She was soaked now, utterly drenched, every move of Yasmina’s fingers eliciting a loud, wet, slapping noise that echoed in the quiet, crimson room.

When Kaya finally settled down, her body limp and sated, a blissful smile on her face, Yasmina slowly withdrew her hand. She brought her slick, glistening fingers to her own mouth, her dark eyes never leaving Kaya’s as she did so.

A shuddering, sharp breath leapt from Kaya’s lips as she watched her friend, her lover, lick her own wetness from her hand, her tongue darting out to slowly, deliberately taste her. The sight shocked her and thrilled her in a way that defied all description. It was primal, possessive, and unbearably intimate, a taboo thrill far more potent and real than any ghost in this haunted house ever could be.

“Come here,” Yasmina murmured, her voice thick and husky. She collapsed against Kaya, her weight a comforting, solid pressure, and the two of them rolled onto their sides to face each other amidst the tangled, damp crimson sheets. The small lamp cast them in a warm, golden, almost holy glow.

Kaya was exhausted but buzzing, her body feeling boneless and alive all at once. She ran her fingers through Yasmina’s long, soft hair, then traced the delicate, intricate shell of her ear and down her arm, memorizing the texture of her skin. When she reached her breasts, she let her hand hover there for a moment, the memory of their taste still sweet on her tongue.

“Do you think we have time?” Kaya asked, her voice hushed, almost conspiratorial, a whisper shared in the dark. “To… keep going.”

Yasmina answered by cupping Kaya’s face in her hands and kissing her deeply and lazily. She let her tongue slip and slide into Kaya’s mouth, a slow, sensual dance that was less about immediate passion and more about possession, about taste and rediscovery. Yasmina moaned softly into the kiss, a sound of deep contentment, breaking it off with a reluctant, breathless sigh. As she pulled back, Kaya’s hand finally settled on her breast, her thumb finding and gently tugging at her nipple, which was still hard and exquisitely sensitive. A fresh, sharp feeling of longing surged straight to Yasmina’s pussy, a deep, throbbing ache that told her she was very far from finished. She wanted more. She wanted all of it.

Kaya knew exactly what Yasmina needed. She could feel it in the way Yasmina’s body pressed against hers, could see it in the renewed haze of desire that clouded her beautiful eyes. Years of buildup, of unspoken sexual tension that she was never entirely sure was reciprocated, was reaching a fever pitch right now, in this ridiculous, blood-red room. The very foundations of their friendship had been demolished, and in the ruins, they were building something new and thrilling and terrifying.

Kaya’s fingers moved between Yasmina’s legs again, sliding easily through the slickness there, down to her soft, swollen folds. She found her clit, now exquisitely sensitive, and began to circle it with a gentle, knowing pressure. Yasmina was so immediately immersed in the growing sensation, a spiraling tightness that originated deep in her pussy and radiated out through her entire body, that she didn’t notice the creaking noise had returned from the hallway. Louder this time. More deliberate. She didn’t notice the dark, thin line that appeared at the edge of the heavy oak door, a shadow growing wider in the jamb. She didn’t notice the door itself opening, just a fraction of an inch at first, then a little more, but enough. Enough for an eye to see.

“More,” she moaned, the word a desperate, needy plea breathed directly into Kaya’s ear. She arched her back, her body a taut bow, pressing herself more firmly against Kaya’s clever, relentless hand. “More, baby.”
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

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

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

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

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

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

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

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

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

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

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

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

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

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

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

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

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

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