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Vegas Baby!

Icouldn’t believe I was actually staying in a hotel as nice as this one, breathing in air that felt custom-made for the lungs of the wealthy. The very atmosphere, recycled and chilled by some unseen, silent leviathan of an HVAC system to a perfect, unwavering seventy degrees, smelled of money. It wasn’t the vulgar, metallic tang of circulated coins or the crisp, papery scent of a freshly opened wallet. No, this was an olfactory articulation of generational wealth, a subtle, bespoke fragrance of white tea and fig that undoubtedly drifted through the ventilation system at a cost that could likely cover my student loan payments for a year. The scent was clean, almost ethereal, with a whisper of green, earthy sweetness that spoke of afternoons in private gardens and mornings in sun-drenched minimalist spas. Breathing it in felt like an act of trespass, a luxury my body wasn’t accustomed to. It was a universe removed from my shared two-bedroom apartment, a place perpetually perfumed by the acrid, smoky ghost of Zara’s burnt toast and the damp, slightly funereal scent of my growing collection of wilting houseplants, each one a tiny monument to my good intentions and lack of a green thumb.

The friendship between the three of us was, on its face, an unlikely constellation, a strange and wonderful alignment of celestial bodies that should have, by all rights, remained in their own separate orbits. Zara and I had been forged in the consuming, high-pressure fires of freshman year, randomly assigned roommates who discovered a life-altering bond over a mutual adoration for steaming bowls of late-night instant ramen and a shared, bone-deep terror of our statistics midterm. We were the sturdy, salt-of-the-earth foundation of the group, grounded in shared anxieties and the simple economics of college life. Our bond was built in a cramped dorm room with cinderblock walls that sweated in the humidity and a radiator that clanked a percussive death march through the winter nights. Then there was Lilly-Rose.

She was an entirely different species of university student. She hadn’t experienced the communal horror of the dorms; she’d had a sleek, aggressively minimalist apartment off-campus from day one, a place that looked like it had been surgically extracted from the pages of Architectural Digest and dropped into a city full of students living on ramen and hope. We met her in a sophomore art history seminar, a class that both Zara and I were taking purely to fulfill a humanities credit. We had been hunched over my laptop in the library, struggling our way through a paper on the chiaroscuro of Caravaggio, utterly lost in a sea of dramatic shadows and religious fervor. Suddenly, this vision of a woman—all cascading, ink-dark hair that shimmered under the library’s fluorescent lights, startlingly emerald-green eyes flecked with gold, and a cream-colored cashmere sweater that probably cost more than our entire semester’s worth of textbooks—had leaned over our table. The scent of her perfume, a complex blend of sandalwood and something delicately floral, reached me even before she spoke. “Sorry to interrupt,” she’d said, her voice a low, melodic murmur, “but I think you’re misinterpreting his use of tenebrism. It’s not just about contrast; it’s about divine intervention.” Instead of being intimidating or condescending, she was disarmingly warm and genuinely funny, and she’d invited us for coffee that bled into a three-hour conversation about art, life, and the sheer absurdity of our professor’s tweed jackets.

From that afternoon on, the three of us were inseparable, a tightly-knit trio navigating the last years of college together. But even in our closeness, there was always a subtle barrier, a pane of shimmering, invisible glass between her life and ours. It wasn’t something she ever created intentionally; it was simply the immutable fact of her existence. We went to her family’s sprawling country club for tennis, feeling a sense of profound imposter syndrome as we walked across meticulously manicured lawns, the air smelling of cut grass and chlorine. We’d listen to the polite thwack-thwack of tennis balls and the hushed, moneyed murmurs of the other members, acutely aware of our off-brand sportswear. In return, she came to our cramped apartment for movie nights, gamely folding her long legs onto our lumpy second-hand sofa, never once complaining about the sticky floor or the TV’s questionable color balance, sharing a bowl of popcorn with us as if it were the most natural thing in the world. We took the clattering, perpetually late city bus, its vinyl seats sticky in the summer and its air thick with the scent of wet wool in the winter; she had a driver named Antoine, a silent, stoic man in a black suit who ferried her around in a gleaming black sedan that smelled of rich leather and quiet efficiency.

Now, for her twenty-fifth birthday, she had decided on Las Vegas. And when Lilly-Rose decided on something, it didn’t just happen; it manifested in the grandest, most spectacular way imaginable. There was no agonizing over flight prices on budget airlines, no trawling through websites for deals on questionable, off-strip hotels with stained carpets and rumors of bedbugs. There was simply an email that appeared in our inboxes one Tuesday afternoon. I was at my kitchen table, nursing a cup of lukewarm coffee, when it arrived. The subject line was simple: “Vegas, baby!”. Inside were booking confirmations for three first-class flights and a three-night reservation for a three-bedroom Apex Suite at one of the newest, most opulent resorts on the Strip. Zara, who had been scrolling through her phone on my couch, had come over to peer at my laptop screen. Our jaws collectively hit the floor, followed by a moment of stunned silence, and then a simultaneous, disbelieving shriek of ecstatic laughter.

Standing now at the panoramic, floor-to-ceiling window, I felt that same sense of giddy disbelief. The city below was a glittering, electric tapestry laid out for our exclusive viewing pleasure, a fever dream of light and motion woven from pure ambition and desire. We had an entire suite to ourselves, a sprawling expanse of cool, veined marble, rich, dark wood, and plush, cream-colored furniture that seemed to swallow sound. There was a living area larger than my entire apartment, dominated by a cloud-like sectional sofa. A formal dining table that could comfortably seat eight stood polished and waiting, as if for a state dinner. A wet bar, stocked with gleaming bottles of top-shelf liquor I could only identify from rap videos, beckoned from one corner. By a mutual, unspoken agreement that felt as old and as comfortable as our friendship itself, Zara and I were sharing one of the rooms, a continuation of our college roommate dynamic that felt like coming home. The two queen beds were swathed in what I now knew were Frette linens, so crisp and impossibly soft against the skin, they felt like a sin.

Lilly-Rose had, of course, taken the other room, the master suite, because it was her birthday, a fact she’d blushed and tried to demur about, insisting one of us should have it, until we had physically formed a human battering ram and pushed her giggling through the double doors. From our vantage point, we had incredible views of the Vegas lights, a pulsating, neon circulatory system that seemed to pump a vibrant, relentless energy directly into the room through the vast panes of glass. Everything in the suite was a study in expensive, minimalist perfection, from the weighty, solid feel of the silverware in the drawers to the impossibly fluffy towels in the bathroom.

It was, without a doubt, the fanciest place I had ever stayed, a temporary, intoxicating dip into a life I could otherwise only fantasize about. But for Lilly-Rose, it was just… Tuesday. She was the sort of woman who always had the best of the best, inhabiting this level of extreme luxury with a natural, unstudied ease that suggested it was her native element, and she was simply, graciously, allowing us to visit.

Our night out had been a kinetic, overwhelming blur of concussive sound and fractured, strobing light. True to form, Lilly-Rose had secured us a VIP table at one of the city’s most exclusive clubs, a cavernous, pulsing heart of darkness where the velvet rope was guarded by men built like mythological creatures, their faces impassive and their necks thicker than my thighs. We’d bypassed the snaking, hopeful line of mere mortals with a subtle nod from a slick-haired promoter, sweeping through the pulsing darkness like visiting royalty to a raised platform overlooking the writhing sea of the dance floor. Bottles of eye-wateringly expensive champagne arrived at our table like offerings, each with a fizzing, crackling sparkler erupting from its neck, delivered by waitresses who were so impossibly, intimidatingly beautiful they seemed like a different species altogether.

Throughout the night, men had orbited our table like sharks drawn to a particularly glittering vessel, their eyes, hungry and assessing, lingering almost exclusively on Lilly-Rose. She deflected their advances with a cool, practiced grace that was mesmerizing to watch, a dismissive smile here, a witty, cutting remark there, all delivered with an air of utter boredom that only seemed to make them try harder. I’d danced with Zara for hours, until my legs ached and my lungs burned, the bass thrumming up through the soles of my stilettos and vibrating deep within my bones, a primal, addictive rhythm that seemed to sync with my own heartbeat. I’d felt glamorous and wild and utterly alive, catching my distorted reflection in the mirrored walls—my blonde curls, damp with sweat, bouncing around my face, my new silver dress catching the strobing lights in a million tiny explosions of brilliance, and on either side of me, my two gorgeous, laughing best friends.

The transition from the deafening cacophony of the club to the hushed, cathedral-like opulence of our suite was jarringly abrupt. The silence that greeted us felt profound, almost physically loud, punctuated only by the faint, high-pitched ringing in our ears, our own ragged breathing, and the soft, decisive click of the heavy door swinging shut behind us.

“Oh my God! Why did you let me wear these absolute instruments of torture?” groaned Zara, her voice a theatrical whine that echoed slightly in the grand, marble-floored entryway. Her dramatic lament broke the spell of exhausted silence, and it was like a starting pistol for collective relief. “My feet are officially deceased. I’m calling the coroner.” We had just stumbled back from the surreal dream of flashing lights and soul-shaking music, and the first thing we all did, in a single, perfectly synchronized movement of profound, soul-deep gratitude, was kick off our shoes.

My strappy silver stilettos, which had made me feel so tall and powerful hours earlier, hit the marble floor with a series of soft, defeated clatters. They were followed by the heavier, more authoritative thud of Zara’s towering black platforms. Lilly-Rose, ever graceful even in exhaustion, slid her feet out of her elegant, pointed-toe pumps and sighed, a sound of pure, unadulterated bliss that seemed to carry all the weariness of the night away with it. I watched her flex her perfectly arched feet, her toes tipped with a dark, glossy pedicure the color of dried blood.

My own feet screamed in protest and then sang in glorious relief as my full weight settled onto the blissfully cool, smooth surface of the floor. Each toe tingled as blood flow returned, a pins-and-needles sensation that was almost painful in its intensity. “Seriously,” I declared, my voice a little hoarse and gravelly from hours of shouting over the music. “We’re going to need an emergency hydration situation, stat. And possibly a group foot massage.”

I made my way toward the kitchen area, my bare feet silent on the cold stone, heading for the massive, stainless-steel refrigerator that stood like a modern monolith against one wall. The door opened with a satisfyingly heavy, well-engineered swing, its interior light flooding the dim space and revealing a sight that was both absurd and wonderful: neat, perfect rows of artisanal water bottles, boutique sodas in jewel-toned glass, and tiny, exquisite-looking snacks in minimalist packaging. I grabbed three bottles of Fiji, the condensation beading on the plastic and feeling shockingly cold against my warm palms, and turned back toward our room.

But when I got back to the bedroom that I was sharing with Zara, the scene that greeted me stopped me dead in my tracks. The water bottles suddenly felt slick in my grasp. The soft, buttery glow from the single bedside lamp cast the room in a warm, impossibly intimate light, creating long, soft shadows. Not only was Zara there, already sprawled on her stomach across the pristine white duvet of her own bed, her face half-buried in a mountain of pillows, but Lilly-Rose was there too. She was lying on her back, right on my side of the bed, her head resting squarely on my pillow. Her thick, dark hair, the color of wet ink in the dim light, was splayed out across the white pillowcase in a chaotic, beautiful halo, with a few damp strands clinging to the smooth skin of her temples. She had one slender arm flung dramatically over her forehead, obscuring the top half of her face, but I could tell she wasn’t asleep. Her startlingly green eyes, visible below the line of her arm, were wide open, staring up at the ornate ceiling with a strange, unreadable intensity that made the small hairs on my arms stand up.

“Viv, what are you…?” I started, my voice catching somewhere in my throat, the question trailing off into a confused, bewildered silence. The scene was just so… odd. Out of character. Lilly-Rose was the one who valued her personal space, who retreated to her own room at the end of every other vacation we’d ever taken. I broke off when, without a single word, her arm dropped from her forehead to the bed beside her. Then, with a single, slow, deliberate motion that seemed to stretch time itself, she reached down, her fingers gripping the thick, plush edge of the duvet. And then she yanked it down, all the way to the foot of the bed, in one smooth, shocking pull. She revealed her body, lying completely naked on my sheets.

My jaw literally dropped. The Fiji bottles suddenly felt impossibly heavy, and I was sure I was going to drop them. My brain, slow and syrupy from champagne and exhaustion, struggled to process the image before me, to reconcile the woman I knew with the woman I was seeing. Lilly-Rose, my best friend, the very picture of refined, untouchable elegance, the woman who never had so much as a hair out of place or a single crease in her linen trousers, was lying completely, gloriously naked in my bed. The soft lamplight gilded the pale canvas of her skin, tracing the gentle, womanly curve of her stomach, the soft swell of her breasts, the elegant, sharp line of her collarbones. She was flawless, like a statue of a goddess carved from living, breathing marble, come to life in a Las Vegas hotel room.

“Babe, you’re… you’re really drunk,” I managed to stammer, the words feeling clumsy and utterly inadequate, a flimsy shield against the sheer, overwhelming reality of the situation. It was the only logical explanation my scrambling mind could latch onto. The champagne, the relentless celebratory mood, the sheer bacchanalian energy of Vegas—it had all gone to her head, short-circuiting her usual reserve.

She rolled her eyes, a gesture so quintessentially, irritatingly Lilly-Rose that it was almost comical in this bizarre context. The movement was slow, languid, a clear and total dismissal of my feeble assumption. From the other side of the big room, a muffled, sleepy sound came from Zara, who had lifted her head from the pillowy depths of her own bed. She pushed her own mass of dark, wavy hair out of her face and propped herself up on her elbows, her expression a perfect mirror of my own slack-jawed disbelief. Our eyes met over Lilly-Rose’s recumbent, luminous form, and a frantic, silent conversation passed between us in a single heartbeat: Is this really happening? Am I dreaming? Are you seeing this too?

“No, Lana, I’m not,” Lilly-Rose said, and her voice sent a jolt straight through me. It was low and perfectly clear, entirely devoid of any slur or hint of intoxication. It held a smoky, deliberate quality that was both unfamiliar and deeply unsettling, a velvet-wrapped threat that sent an electric shiver straight down my spine and made my knees feel like they might buckle. “I’m perfectly sober. Tipsy, maybe. Happy.” She shifted, a subtle, fluid movement, turning her head on my pillow to look directly at me. Her green eyes, shadowed and intense, pinned me in place from across the room. “Can’t I just be naked in your bed? Aren’t we close enough friends for that?”

My heart, which had been beating a steady, champagne-fueled rhythm, suddenly launched into a frantic, panicked gallop. It wasn’t just racing; it was hammering against the inside of my ribs like a trapped bird desperately beating its wings against the bars of a cage. The question hung in the thick, still air, charged with a voltage that went far beyond the simple words she had spoken. Aren’t we close enough? We were best friends, yes. Inseparable. We shared secrets that we’d never uttered to another soul, we shared clothes, we shared our deepest, most irrational late-night fears.

But this… this felt like a new territory, a border on the map of our friendship that I had never even considered we might approach, let alone cross so brazenly. The air in the room grew thick, heavy with unspoken things, with the sudden, shocking weight of a possibility I had never dared to entertain outside the privacy of my own fantasies. I stood there, frozen by the doorway, my mind a dizzying whirlwind of confusion and a sharp, terrifying thrill so potent it made my entire body hum.

The seconds stretched into an eternity as my gaze, helpless and insubordinate, scanned the length of Lilly-Rose’s body. My eyes were drawn to her like a moth to a searing flame, and I felt a hot blush creep up my neck. She wasn’t just pretty, a word that felt insultingly inadequate. She was breathtaking. A living, breathing work of art. My eyes took in the gentle, graceful slope of her shoulders, the soft, full swell of her breasts, tipped with dusky rose nipples that were pebbled slightly in the cool, conditioned air. I followed the slim column of her waist as it curved into the gentle, womanly flare of her hips, my gaze snagging for a moment on the dark, mysterious shadow nestled between her thighs. She was impossibly beautiful, and I had always, always had a crush on her.

It wasn’t a secret I’d ever spoken aloud, not even to Zara, my partner in all other crimes and confessions. It was a quiet, persistent hum beneath the surface of our friendship, a constant background frequency I had learned to live with. It was there in the way my breath would catch in my chest when she threw her head back and laughed, a full-throated, joyous sound. It was there in the way I’d find myself staring a second too long when she wasn’t looking, memorizing the curve of her profile or the way a stray piece of hair fell across her cheek. It was a hopeless, secret, schoolgirl crush on the impossibly perfect girl, a feeling I’d carefully packed away in a box, labeled ‘unrealistic,’ and stored in the deepest, most locked-down part of my heart.

I had often fantasized about this very moment, or some version of it, in the vague, hazy way one fantasizes about winning the lottery or being discovered by a Hollywood agent. The scenarios would play out in my head in the quiet, liminal moments before sleep: a shared glance across a crowded room that lingered too long, an “accidental” touch of our hands that sparked something more, a drunken, tearful confession that led, improbably, to a kiss. But they were just that, fantasies. Ephemeral, gauzy, and, most importantly, safe. And now… now the fantasy was made flesh and blood, lying in my bed, looking at me with an expression that was both a dare and a profound, terrifying invitation.

I swear, in that moment, Lilly-Rose must have been able to read minds, or perhaps she just read the naked, undisguised desire that must have been written all over my face in neon letters. She sat up slowly, the movement so fluid and impossibly graceful it was like watching a flower bloom in reverse. The pristine white sheet pooled around her narrow waist, and she leaned back on her hands, her dark hair tumbling over her bare shoulders. A small, knowing smile played on her lips. Then, she curled her index finger toward me, a single, definitive, imperious gesture. Come here. Her eyes, luminous and green, never left mine as she motioned for me to approach the bed.

Something inside me, some tightly-coiled spring of hesitation and shock and utter confusion, finally snapped. It all evaporated in an instant, replaced by a tidal wave of pure, unadulterated, unapologetic want. This was real. This was happening. My body moved before my mind could catch up. I walked to the nightstand and placed the water bottles down, my movements feeling strangely slow and deliberate, as if I were moving through water. My eyes were locked with hers, a magnetic pull I couldn’t have broken if I’d tried.

Without breaking her intense gaze, I reached behind my back, my fingers, clumsy and shaking slightly, fumbling for the tiny, cold metal tab of the zipper on my silver dress. The rasp of the zipper as it slid down my spine was deafeningly loud in the otherwise silent room. I shrugged the thin straps off my shoulders and let the dress slide down the length of my body, pooling in a shimmery, metallic puddle at my feet. I stepped out of it, leaving my breasts exposed and wearing nothing but a tiny, barely-there scrap of black lace that constituted my thong. The cool, seventy-degree air of the suite caressed my bare skin, raising a constellation of goosebumps along my arms and back, but a fiery, molten heat was blooming deep in my belly, spreading through my limbs like wildfire.

“You guys are completely insane,” Zara said from her bed, her voice a strange, breathless mixture of sheer awe and deep amusement. She was half laughing, but her eyes were wide, fixed on the unfolding scene like she was watching a movie she couldn’t believe was real. She had pushed herself up to a full sitting position now, cross-legged on the far side of her bed, an audience of one to our strange, silent play.

But I didn’t care. In that moment, the rest of the world, including Zara and her running commentary, faded into a soft, blurry, unimportant background. There was only me, and there was only Lilly-Rose. I crawled onto the bed, the mattress dipping significantly under my weight. I moved toward her like a pilgrim toward a shrine, and as I got closer, she met me halfway, her lips parting in a silent, breathtaking invitation. Lilly-Rose moaned, a soft, breathy sound that vibrated against my own mouth as my lips finally, finally touched down to hers.

The kiss was electric. It was everything my lonely, secret fantasies had promised and so much more. It was a decade of unspoken yearning compressed into a single, explosive point of contact. Her lips were impossibly soft, tasting faintly and wonderfully of expensive champagne and the mint from her earlier mojito. Her tongue, bold and confident and shockingly sure of itself, swept into my mouth, and I met it with my own in a silent, eager surrender. Her fingers, cool and smooth, began to move through my messy blonde curls, tangling in the strands, her touch both gentle and firm as she cradled the back of my head, pulling me deeper and deeper into the kiss, claiming me.

I could smell her perfume, that rich, complex scent of sandalwood and something rare and floral, radiating from the warm skin of her neck. It was her signature scent, the smell I associated with every hug, every shared car ride, every moment of her intoxicating proximity. But now, on her bare skin, mingled with the clean scent of the hotel soap and her own unique, personal musk, it was a potent, debilitating aphrodisiac. Driven by a primal, overwhelming instinct, I broke the kiss and pressed my lips there, to the wildly fluttering pulse point just below her ear. I kissed my way down the long, elegant column of her neck, tasting the salt and sweetness of her skin, tracing the delicate, sharp curve of her collarbone with the tip of my tongue, moving ever, ever downward.

“Okay, absolutely not. I am not getting left out of this.”

I heard Zara say from behind me. Her voice was no longer just amused; there was a new note in it, a husky, unmistakable thread of desire that made my stomach flutter. I paused, my lips hovering just above the perfect, full swell of Lilly-Rose’s breast, and glanced over my shoulder. Zara was on her knees on her bed, her hands already at the hem of her own tight, black bodycon dress. With a single, decisive, and wonderfully enthusiastic tug, she pulled the dress off over her head and tossed it unceremoniously onto the floor to join mine. She was magnificent in her own right, all lush, generous curves and soft, pale skin that seemed to glow in the lamplight, wearing a simple but incredibly alluring matching set of pink lace bra and panties.

The next thing I knew, she had scrambled across the space between the beds and was on ours. My heart gave a wild, happy, triumphant leap. Lilly-Rose leaned back, a slow, wicked, impossibly beautiful smile spreading across her face, and opened her arms. Zara fell into them, and then they were kissing, a tangle of dark hair and even darker hair, lipstick-smudged mouths and searching, curious hands.

Seeing them together, Zara’s uninhibited, almost frantic enthusiasm and Lilly-Rose’s languid, regal sensuality, sent a fresh, powerful jolt of arousal straight through me. This was beyond any fantasy I had ever dared to construct. This was a whole new universe opening up right here, in this ridiculously expensive hotel room. I slid down onto my belly, shimmying down the length of the bed until I was positioned perfectly between Lilly-Rose’s outstretched legs. I gently took her thighs in my hands and parted them. She was, as I had suspected, immaculate. Her pussy was totally shaved, the skin as smooth and perfect as the rest of her, except for a neat, dark patch of hair right at the top, a perfect little triangle pointing the way to paradise. My breath hitched in my throat.

I leaned in, my face hovering just inches away, and inhaled her scent, musky, feminine, and utterly, addictively divine. I kissed her there first, on that soft patch of hair, a gesture of reverence, and then I moved lower, my own lips finally finding the delicate, hidden folds. I used the very tip of my tongue to trace her, learning her shape, her texture, before my lips finally settled over her clit. Simultaneously, I used two fingers to prod gently at her entrance, finding her slick and more than ready for me. Lilly-Rose moaned, the sound a deep, guttural vibration that I felt travel from her body, through the mattress, and into mine.

Her moan of pleasure was muffled against Zara’s lips, but the raw, unbridled enjoyment in it was unmistakable. I lifted my gaze for a moment to watch them kiss, a sudden, giddy voyeur to their spontaneous intimacy. Their mouths were open, their tongues slipping and sliding against each other’s with a wet, sensual, hypnotic rhythm. Zara’s hands were tangled deep in Lilly-Rose’s dark hair, while Lilly-Rose’s hands roamed freely over Zara’s back, her long, expertly painted nails tracing light patterns on her skin. Fueled by Lilly-Rose’s audible sounds of enjoyment, the clear and undeniable evidence of the intense pleasure I was giving her, I splayed my tongue even harder against her sensitive, swelling clit and began to massage small, firm, deliberate circles there with its flat.

She gasped into Zara’s mouth, her hips beginning to shift and writhe beneath me, a silent, urgent command for more. So I kept going, falling into a steady, hypnotic rhythm, my tongue and fingers working in perfect, dizzying tandem. My own pussy throbbed in sympathetic response, a heavy, aching pulse that kept time with the frantic, runaway beat of my heart, as Lilly-Rose’s hand left Zara’s back, reached down between her own parted legs, and grabbed my head, her fingers tangling roughly in my hair.

She wasn’t intentionally rough, but her grip was firm, insistent, instinctively forcing my mouth harder against her clit as her pleasure built. Her touch was a command and an encouragement all at once, a transfer of power that was dizzyingly hot. I moaned, my lips vibrating against her slick, swollen flesh, the sound swallowed by her body, for her alone. This moment, right here, exceeded every secret, shameful fantasy I’d ever timidly concocted in the dark. My most elaborate daydreams felt like grainy, black-and-white silent films compared to this vibrant, full-color, surround-sound reality.

I didn’t even know for sure that Lilly-Rose was into women at all, although I’d had my quiet, hopeful suspicions over the years. Little things, accumulating over time like dust. The way her emerald eyes would linger on a beautiful woman walking by on the street, the genuine, almost clinical way she seemed deeply interested in my few female hookup stories, asking for details that went far beyond polite curiosity. But I’d always dismissed it as my own wishful thinking, my crush projecting itself onto her. Now, the proof was undeniable, bucking and writhing against my mouth.

“Oh, fuck… Lana!” she cried out, her voice tearing loose from Zara’s mouth, raw and completely unrestrained. Her head, no longer connected to Zara’s, was thrown back hard against the pillows, her neck arched so beautifully it looked like it might snap.

I kept my tongue moving, relentlessly, but I lifted my head just enough to watch her face contort through a breathtaking series of exquisite expressions as she came apart for me. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her brow furrowed in a mask of pure concentration, her lips parted in a silent, perfect ‘O.’ A powerful tremor started in her thighs and radiated outward, shaking her entire body. Her hips bucked up hard against my tongue, a desperate, frantic rhythm as she rode the violent wave of her orgasm. A string of breathless, incoherent moans fell from her lips, each one spurring me on, making me work harder. Her grip in my hair tightened for one final, intense second, and then her whole body went rigid, holding that impossible peak of pleasure for an eternity before she finally collapsed back onto the mattress with a long, shuddering sigh of release.

Lilly-Rose’s legs were still shaking with residual tremors as I gentled my touch, slowing the rapid circles of my tongue to soft, soothing laps. I lowered my fingers from her clit to her entrance and felt the slick, copious evidence of her climax. She was drenched for me. I gently pushed my way inside of her with two fingers, the motion slow and deliberate. She gasped, a soft, aftershock sound, and her hips gave a final, weak twitch. While her body was still humming with the fading echoes of her climax, Zara, ever attentive and seemingly with an innate understanding of these things, slid down Lilly-Rose’s torso and began to suck on her nipples. Lilly-Rose had huge breasts, full and round, a perfect handful that always spilled over the cups of the most expensive, delicate lingerie.

They were topped with the cutest light brown nipples I had ever seen, now pulled tight and hard from the combination of intense arousal and the cool air of the room. Zara slid her wet tongue across one, laving it with slow, deliberate, worshipful strokes before taking the entire peak into her mouth and suckling gently. Lilly-Rose’s hands, which had fallen limply to her sides in her post-orgasmic haze, now came up to clutch at the Frette sheets, her knuckles white.

“Lots of fun for the birthday girl,” I said, my voice a low, teasing murmur. I pulled my fingers from inside her with a soft, wet pop that was shockingly audible in the room and then sat up, straddling her hips. I winked down at Lilly-Rose as I brought my slick, glistening fingers to my own lips. I held her gaze, my eyes locked with her heavy-lidded, blissed-out green ones, as I slowly, deliberately licked my fingers clean of her wetness. I tasted the complex, metallic sweetness of her, a flavor more potent and intoxicating than any champagne. Her eyes widened as she watched me, a dark, hungry fire re-igniting in their depths. A shaky, helpless little moan escaped her still-parted lips.

“God, you’re so bad, Lana,” she breathed, the words a perfect cocktail of compliment, prayer, and breathless accusation.

Lilly-Rose smiled, a slow, languid curve of her lips that was pure, decadent satisfaction, and let out another shaky moan as Zara, a true connoisseur, moved to her other breast and began to lavish it with the same reverent attention. After a few more moments of blissed-out worship, a new, determined energy seemed to spark in Lilly-Rose. She seemed to decide it was her turn next, that it was time to give as she had so thoroughly received. With a newfound strength that surprised me, she pushed Zara gently onto her back, reversing their positions with an effortless grace. Her eyes, still holding that dark, predatory fire, found mine for a split second, and they promised a delicious, thorough retribution on her friend’s behalf. She began kissing her way down Zara’s body, her movements purposeful, unhurried, and deeply sensual.

Zara was a beautiful, curvy woman, soft and generous in all the right places, and Lilly-Rose’s lips touched down on each soft spot with a kind of reverence. She kissed the hollow of Zara’s throat, the swell of her chest above the delicate pink lace of her bra, the gentle, yielding curve of her stomach. Zara giggled, a breathless, happy, helpless sound, squirming under the focused attention. When she reached Zara’s pussy, still hidden behind the see-through pink lace, Lilly-Rose didn’t hesitate. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the panties and slid them down Zara’s legs with one smooth, practiced motion, tossing them aside to join the growing pile of discarded clothing on the floor.

Lilly-Rose pushed Zara’s thighs apart without an ounce of shyness and sank her mouth against her.

“Oh my God!” Zara moaned, the sound sharp, immediate, and high-pitched. Her head thrashed on the pillow from side to side, her dark, wavy hair flying. She brought her hands up, her fingers balled up into tight, white-knuckled fists by her face, clutching at the blankets as if they were her only lifeline in a storm of sensation. She let out a beautiful, uncontrolled series of whimpers, high-pitched, involuntary sounds of pure pleasure that made my own core clench hard in sympathy.

I wanted to add to her pleasure, to be a part of this incredible, closed circuit of bliss we were creating together. I laid down next to Zara, my body flush against her side, the warmth of her skin seeping into mine, and began to kiss her neck, tasting the sweat and floral perfume on her skin. I worked my way down the front of her throat, across the delicate, bird-like curve of her collarbone, my lips tracing the bone beneath the skin.

And then I unhooked her bra and moved to her breasts. She had large, heavy breasts that spilled over the sides of her chest when she lay on her back, beautiful and bountiful. Her nipples were a sweet, petal-pink, and they had already tightened into hard, sensitive peaks with arousal. I dragged my tongue lazily over one of them, circling the areola, teasing the very tip before finally taking the whole peak into my mouth. I suckled gently, listening to her adorable, instantly responsive moans. She was so sensitive, her body a finely tuned instrument of pleasure where every touch elicited a gasp or a whimper.

Meanwhile, between Zara’s spread legs, Lilly-Rose was going to absolute town against her clit. Her dark hair shrouded her face, creating a curtain of privacy around her task, but her devotion was obvious in the rhythmic, insistent movement of her head. I could hear the wet, slick, slapping sounds from where her mouth met Zara’s pussy, a deeply pornographic soundtrack to our private, three-woman show.

I shifted slightly, propping myself up on one elbow to get a better angle on her nipple, and realized that Lilly-Rose was fingering her at the same time she was tonguing her clit, her skilled fingers plunging in and out of Zara in a steady, relentless rhythm that perfectly matched the motion of her mouth. No wonder Zara was completely losing her mind. Her chest heaved up and down, her breath coming in ragged, shallow pants, but I continued to suckle on her nipples, switching from one to the other, even as the tension in her body coiled tighter and tighter, a taut wire signaling she was incredibly close.

Her back arched violently off the bed, her hips lifting to meet Lilly-Rose’s mouth with a desperate need, her throat angled toward the ceiling as she moaned in pleasure, a long, keening sound that vibrated through the entire bed. Her whole body shook, a violent, beautiful tremor, and it continued to shake for several long seconds even after Lilly-Rose finally pulled away from her pussy, her expression flushed and triumphant. Zara collapsed, boneless and panting, a delicate sheen of sweat glistening on her skin in the lamplight.

Lilly-Rose’s green, heavy-lidded eyes, looking impossibly dark and seductive in the aftermath of her efforts, focused on me next. Her lips were swollen, glistening, and slightly parted. Zara, still trembling with delicious aftershocks, rolled up with a surprising amount of energy until she was on her knees, her face flushed and her eyes sparkling with a wild, newfound confidence. “It’s your turn, Lana,” she said, her voice husky and low, a command I had no intention of disobeying.

“I don’t need a turn,” I protested weakly, a little overwhelmed and dizzy from the sheer intensity of it all. I was perfectly happy being the giver, the orchestrator, the watcher. But my protest was a lie, and a flimsy one at that. My body was already thrumming with a deep, aching need that had been steadily building since the moment Lilly-Rose had pulled down that white blanket. With a shared, wicked grin that was both terrifying and exhilarating, they descended on me as one. Zara sank down between my legs, her warm, moist breath caressing my skin like a promise. She kissed my inner thighs, her lips soft and teasing, making her way slowly, torturously, toward my center before finally landing her mouth against my thick, already swollen labia. At the same time, Lilly-Rose’s face came down to an inch from mine, her dark hair falling around us like a curtain, creating an intimate, private world for just the two of us. She kissed me, deep and slow and possessively.

Her tongue slipped into my mouth, confident and searching, while her hands, deliciously cool from the air, began squeezing my breasts. She kneaded them gently, weighing them in her palms with an appraiser’s focus before her thumbs found and rolled over my nipples, which were already pebble-hard and aching for her touch. The combination of sensations was utterly dizzying, a sensory overload that short-circuited my brain. Zara’s talented, enthusiastic tongue at one end of my body, Lilly-Rose’s masterful kiss and expert touch at the other. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt this good, if ever. This was not just pleasure; this was utter, complete, head-to-toe worship.

“Yes. Oh, God, keep doing that,” I cried out, the words ripped from my throat, involuntary and breathless. My eyes were closed tight, my head falling back against the mountain of plush pillows. I had no idea if Zara had ever gone down on a woman before tonight, but she was an absolute natural, her movements intuitive and expert and filled with a joyful energy. She mimicked the things I had done to Lilly-Rose but added her own enthusiastic flair, her tongue lapping and suckling with an uninhibited glee that was wildly, powerfully arousing. When I came, it wasn’t a single, crashing wave, but a series of powerful, cresting surges that went on and on.

The girls, my incredible, devoted friends, kept touching me, their mission not yet complete. As the first hot tremor hit me, Zara’s mouth became more insistent, more demanding, and Lilly-Rose’s thumbs rolled harder and faster over my aching nipples. They didn’t stop. They kept touching me with their fingers and their mouths as I came, prolonging the orgasm, drawing it out until I was seeing spots of brilliant light. Stars flickered in front of my face, blinding bursts of white behind my eyelids. My entire body tensed up, rigid with a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain, and then, finally, with one last, shuddering gasp, it melted down into the bed, a boneless puddle of blissful, spent energy. I was floating.

Zara, ever thorough and now, apparently, a seasoned professional, licked up all my wetness after I was finished, her tongue sweeping clean every last drop of my release. I must have tasted good, because she made a soft, contented sound against my skin, like a cat purring, as if I were the best dessert she’d ever had. The small sound and the final sweep of her tongue sent a last, delightful shiver through my utterly exhausted body. It was late, dangerously close to morning, by the time we all stopped fooling around, the fever-pitched, electric passion in the room finally shifting to a sleepy, satisfied, and deeply intimate languor.

It was so late, in fact, that the first pale, tentative hints of dawn were beginning to paint the edges of the heavy blackout curtains in a soft, grey light. The relentless, 24-hour neon pulse of the city outside was finally beginning to dim, giving way to the coming sun. Lilly-Rose didn’t bother going back to her palatial master suite. There was no discussion, no question about the sleeping arrangements. It felt like the most natural thing in the world. We all just fell into one bed together, a warm, sated, happy tangle of limbs, naked and hot and utterly content. The huge California king bed that had felt ridiculously, comically large for just me and Zara a few hours ago now seemed perfectly sized for the three of us.

My head was on my pillow, Zara was curled up on her side facing away from me, her breathing already deep and even, and Lilly-Rose was a warm, living presence at my back. I rolled over onto my side, facing the window and the sliver of dawn, and Lilly-Rose curled up immediately against me, her body fitting into the curve of mine as if it were a space that had always been waiting just for her. Her arm draped over my waist, her hand resting possessively on my hip, and her face nestled into the space between my shoulder blades, her soft, even breath warming my skin with every exhalation.

I don’t know if she was already asleep or if she knew what she was doing, if that simple, profoundly intimate gesture was a conscious choice or an unconscious seeking of comfort in the aftermath of everything that had happened. But in that moment, floating in the warm, scented space between wakefulness and sleep, I didn’t care either way. I closed my eyes, my body heavy with a pleasant, bone-deep exhaustion I had never known before. I breathed in the faint, lingering smell of our mingled scents, her expensive sandalwood perfume, Zara’s fruity body wash, and the undeniable, musky, primal aroma of sex, and smiled into the growing darkness behind my eyelids before drifting off into a much-needed, blissfully dreamless sleep.
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I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

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

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

[image: Quiet Desires]

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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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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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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