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Winter Awakening

A First Time Age Gap Lesbian Spicy Romance





Chapter One




Bailey gripped the steering wheel of her compact SUV, navigating the winding mountain road with a mix of excitement and relief. Finally. The tires crunched over packed snow, the engine humming steadily as she ascended higher into the frost-kissed wilderness. It was mid-February, that blessed week universities dubbed "reading week" or "family holiday break"—a euphemism for "get out and recharge before the grind resumes." For Bailey, a 22-year-old senior majoring in environmental studies at a bustling urban campus, it was a lifeline. The past semester had been a whirlwind: endless lectures on climate policy, group projects that tested her patience, and a recent breakup with her boyfriend of two years, Jake, who had turned out to be more interested in his video games than in her ambitions.

Jake. Just thinking about him made her jaw tighten. They'd met freshman year, bonded over late-night study sessions and shared hikes, but lately, he'd grown distant, dismissive of her passions. "Why bother with all that eco-stuff? It's not like one person can change the world," he'd said during their last argument, hardly looking away from the damn T.V. Bailey had ended it right there, packing her things from their shared apartment and crashing on a friend's couch until this opportunity arose. Her Aunt Vivian—her mother's eccentric, wealthy sister who she’s seen in person a whopping five times in like twelve years—had called out of the blue. "Darling, I'm off to Bali for a yoga retreat with my new guru. House-sit for me at my new place? The place is yours for the week. Heated pool, wine cellar, total seclusion."

Bailey hadn't hesitated. Seclusion sounded like heaven. No roommates, no ex-boyfriend drama, no deadlines. Just her, the mountains, and a luxurious modern mansion to call home temporarily. She had always liked her aunt Vivian, her favorite aunt. Her only aunt. She had always talked to her like an old friend during their emails or phone calls through the years. Bailey definitely wanted to stay on her good side. As the GPS announced her arrival, she turned onto the private driveway, flanked by towering pines heavy with snow. The house came into view like something from an architectural magazine: a sprawling contemporary structure with clean lines, vast expanses of glass that reflected the winter sky, and a flat roof designed to shed snow effortlessly. Solar panels glinted on one wing, a nod to eco-friendly design that made Bailey smile—Aunt Vivian might be a jet-setting socialite, but she had a green streak.

She parked in the heated garage, grabbing her duffel bag and backpack from the back seat. The air was crisp, carrying the scent of pine and fresh snow, as she punched in the code to the side door. Stepping inside, she was enveloped by warmth. The entryway opened into a massive open-concept living space: polished concrete floors with underfloor heating, a sunken living room with a massive sectional sofa upholstered in soft gray velvet, and a wall of bookshelves filled with art books, travel memoirs, and quirky sculptures. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed breathtaking views of the snowy valley below, where distant peaks pierced the clouds.

Bailey kicked off her boots, her socks sliding slightly on the warm floor as she wandered deeper.

"This is insane," she murmured to herself, her voice echoing faintly in the high-ceilinged space. Aunt Vivian had made her fortune in sustainable fashion, designing high-end clothing from recycled materials—and the house reflected that ethos: recycled glass countertops in the kitchen, energy-efficient appliances, and smart lighting that adjusted automatically to the natural light filtering in. Hopefully I’m in her will, Bailey thought to herself half-jokingly.

She dropped her bags in the guest suite Vivian had designated for her, a room larger than her entire apartment back in the city. The king-sized bed was piled with plush pillows and a down comforter in earthy tones. An en-suite bathroom boasted a rain shower and a deep soaking tub overlooking the forest. Bailey unpacked quickly, hanging her clothes in the walk-in closet: yoga pants, cozy sweaters, a few nicer outfits just in case, and her swimsuit for that promised pool. She smiled at the thought. Swimming indoors while snow fell outside? Pure luxury.

Venturing back to the main area, Bailey explored the kitchen. It was a chef's dream. There was a massive island with bar stools, a professional-grade stove, and a fridge stocked with organic produce, cheeses, and bottles of wine. Vivian had left a note on the counter: "Help yourself to everything, love. The wine cellar is downstairs—try the Pinot Noir from that vineyard I invested in. Relax, recharge. Call if you need anything. Xoxo, Viv."

Bailey poured herself a glass of sparkling water and sipped it while touring the rest of the house. The home theater room had reclining seats and a screen that rivaled a cinema. A home gym with weights, a treadmill, and a yoga mat setup made her itch to stretch out the drive's kinks. But the crown jewel was the indoor pool atrium—a glass-enclosed extension at the back of the house. She pushed open the double doors, humid air washing over her like a tropical hug. The pool was Olympic-sized, with turquoise water heated to a perfect 82 degrees, surrounded by lounge chairs, potted ferns, and a small waterfall feature at one end. The glass walls and ceiling revealed the winter wonderland outside: snowflakes drifting lazily, trees bending under their white burdens, the world muted and peaceful.

Damn.

Bailey dipped a toe in the water, shivering with delight at the warmth. This was exactly what she needed—a week to herself, to read those books she'd been neglecting, to journal about her future, to maybe even sketch some ideas for her thesis on sustainable architecture. No distractions, no social obligations. She'd turned off notifications on her phone, promising herself a digital detox. Jake had texted a few times since the breakup—"We should talk," "I miss you"—but she'd ignored them. This week was about her: rediscovering the independent spirit she'd lost in the relationship's routine.

She changed into her bikini, a simple black two-piece that hugged her athletic figure. At 5'7" with long chestnut hair she usually tied back in a ponytail, toned legs from hiking trails near campus, and a smattering of freckles across her nose, Bailey felt confident in her skin. Yoga had sculpted her body, giving her a lean strength she was proud of. Diving into the pool, she swam laps, the water sluicing over her as she powered through freestyle strokes. The rhythm was meditative, washing away the semester's stress. Emerging dripping, she wrapped in a fluffy towel from the stack nearby and lounged on a chair, staring up at the snowy sky through the glass.

As evening fell, the light dimmed to a soft blue-gray. Bailey prepared a simple dinner: a salad with fresh greens, grilled chicken from the freezer, and that Pinot Noir. She ate at the island, scrolling through a playlist on the house's sound system—soft indie folk tunes filling the space. Afterward, she curled up on the sofa with a book on biophilic design, the fireplace crackling virtually on the smart TV screen. The house felt alive yet serene, a cocoon against the storm brewing outside. Snow began to fall more heavily, swirling in the floodlights illuminating the driveway.

Bailey's mind wandered to her life ahead. Graduation loomed in May, then what? A job in environmental consulting? Travel? She'd always been curious about more than just career—her sexuality, for one. College had brought fleeting attractions to women: a crush on her roommate sophomore year, stolen glances in the gym locker room. But Jake had come along, and she'd shelved those thoughts. Now, single and secluded, she allowed herself to ponder them. What would it be like to explore that side? No pressure, just curiosity in the privacy of her mind.

By nightfall, she retreated to the bedroom, slipping under the covers naked, the sheets silky against her skin. The house sighed around her, wind whispering at the windows. This week promised renewal, a paradise of solitude where she could rebuild herself. Bailey smiled to herself as she drifted off to sleep.


Chapter Two




Bailey woke slowly; the kind of deep, restorative sleep that leaves you disoriented in the best way. She hadn’t slept that well in…years? Sunlight filtered through the gauzy curtains, casting a soft golden glow across the expansive bedroom. The king bed had swallowed her whole, the high-thread-count sheets tangled loosely around her hips. She stretched languidly, arms overhead, toes pointing, feeling every muscle unwind from the drive and the previous day's swim. No alarm, no obligations. She smiled into the pillow, inhaling the clean, subtle scent of lavender from the linens. For the first time in months, she felt utterly unhurried, her body relaxed yet humming with a quiet, unspoken energy.

“Hell yes,” Bailey said aloud.

A subtle warmth lingered between her thighs, the remnants of a dream she couldn't quite recall—something vague and sensual that left her skin tingling. She shifted, aware of her nakedness under the comforter, the cool air kissing her exposed shoulders. Sleeping nude had always been her secret indulgence in private; here, in this vast house all to herself, it felt liberating. No rush to cover up. She lay there a moment longer, letting her hand trail idly down her stomach, tracing the soft curve before pulling away with a soft laugh at herself. Plenty of time for that later, if the mood struck.

It probably would. How long has it been since I’ve gotten laid? Bailey thought. Months ago. With Jake. Perfectly forgettable.

Eventually, she slipped from the bed, the heated floors warm beneath her bare feet as she padded across the room. Morning light poured in, illuminating her body in gentle highlights. Bailey was naturally athletic—years of hiking rugged trails and flowing through yoga sequences had sculpted her without effort. Full, pert breasts moved with her steps, nipples tightening slightly in the cool air transitioning from bedroom to bath. Her waist nipped in above gently flared hips, leading to strong, toned legs that carried her with easy grace. Between them, a neat trim of soft hair framed her most intimate curves, still faintly flushed from sleep and that lingering dream-heat.

She entered the en-suite bathroom, a sanctuary of marble and glass with panoramic views of the snow-draped forest. The space was vast: dual vanities in sleek quartz, a freestanding tub she'd save for evening, and the pièce de résistance—a massive walk-in rain shower with multiple heads and body jets, enclosed by seamless glass overlooking the mountains.

“I’m never leaving.” She told herself, almost giddy.

Bailey turned on the shower, adjusting until steam billowed invitingly. She stepped under the cascade, head tilting back as hot water sluiced over her, tracing rivulets between her breasts and over the flat plane of her abdomen. The rainfall head poured like a tropical storm, while side jets massaged her back and thighs. She sighed deeply, reaching for the luxurious body wash—something scented with bergamot and vanilla that Vivian had stocked. Lathering slowly, her hands glided over her skin: cupping her breasts, thumbs brushing sensitive peaks that hardened under the attention; sliding down to soap her hips, the curve of her ass firm from countless squats and trail runs; lingering just a beat longer between her legs, where the warmth and slickness stirred that spicy undercurrent again. Not rushing to indulgence, just savoring the sensuality of being alone, untouched by anyone but herself and the water.

She stayed longer than necessary, letting the steam envelop her, eyes closed as she imagined... nothing specific, just possibilities. Rinsing off, she felt renewed.

Stepping out, she wrapped her hair in a towel turban and selected a robe from the heated rack: plush white terry on the inside, silky smooth exterior that draped like liquid over her still-damp skin. She belted it loosely—nothing underneath, the fabric teasing against her bare skin.

Barefoot, she wandered down the hall to the gourmet kitchen, the robe swishing softly. Morning light flooded the space through those massive windows, the snowy peaks glittering like diamonds outside.

The built-in espresso machine gleamed on the counter, a professional-grade beauty with all the bells. Bailey had barista'd part-time in freshman year, so she knew her way around it. Grinding fresh beans from the stocked canister, the rich aroma filled the air as she tamped and pulled a perfect double shot. Steaming a splash of oat milk into froth, she crafted a silky latte, topping it with a dusting of cinnamon.

Leaning against the island, robe gaping just enough to reveal the inner swell of her breasts, she sipped slowly, gazing out at the winter wonderland. The hot liquid warmed her from within, matching the subtle heat still simmering in her core. This seclusion was perfection.

And Bailey decided to capitalize on it.

She took another long, deliberate swallow of the latte, letting the cinnamon-laced foam coat her tongue before setting the mug aside. The house was utterly silent except for the faint ticking of snow against glass and the low hum of the heating system. No judgment. Just empty rooms and her own quickening breath.

A slow smile curved her lips. Why the hell not?

She had packed light for the week—yoga clothes, books, laptop—but tucked at the very bottom of her duffel, wrapped in a soft T-shirt, was her little secret: a slim, rose-gold vibrator she’d bought on a whim last semester. Discreet, powerful, and currently charging in the guest bedroom. She’d told herself it was silly to bring it, that she probably wouldn’t use it. But now, she was very glad she had.

Bailey pushed away from the counter, the robe shifting with the movement, sliding open another inch so cool air kissed the inner curve of one breast. Her nipples tightened instantly, a sweet little jolt that arrowed straight down her body. She didn’t bother closing the robe. No one was here to see.

She padded back down the hallway, hips swaying, the plush fabric brushing her thighs. Her duffel sat open on the bench at the foot of the bed. She knelt, pushed aside folded leggings and sweaters, and drew out the small velvet pouch. The vibrator was high quality, smooth silicone over a quiet motor, curved just right. She clicked it once to test: a low, satisfying hum answered.

Perfect.

Bailey let the robe slip from her shoulders entirely, pooling at her feet. She was alone in a mansion worth million, naked and unhurried, and the thought sent a fresh rush of heat between her legs. The freedom of it made her feel reckless in the best way.

She crawled onto the bed, sinking into the down comforter, knees parting naturally as she settled back against the mountain of pillows. The sheets were cool against her back, a delicious contrast to the warmth building everywhere else. She spread her thighs wider, letting the air touch her, feeling how slick she already was. Months without decent sex had left her sensitive, eager. She couldn’t even remember the last time she was thoroughly, properly fucked. Or orgasmed for that matter. And this morning’s lingering dream, the long shower, the tease of silk against bare skin… it had all stacked up into a low, steady throb she couldn’t ignore anymore.

Bailey clicked the vibrator on low, a gentle purr that vibrated through her palm. She trailed it slowly up her inner thigh first, teasing, watching goosebumps rise in its wake. Her breath hitched when the tip finally grazed her pussy, light and indirect, just enough to make her hips twitch. She was wet—embarrassingly, wonderfully wet—and the toy glided easily as she circled her clit with lazy precision.

“Fuck…”

A soft moan escaped her, echoing faintly in the big room. She let her head fall back, eyes half-closed, imagining a warm, wet mouth on her clit. The thought alone tightened everything low in her belly.

She increased the speed a notch, pressing firmer now, hips rolling in small, instinctive circles. Her free hand roamed—cupping one breast, thumb flicking the hard nipple, then sliding down to trace where the vibrator worked its magic. She dipped one finger inside herself, just barely, feeling how ready she was, how much she wanted more. But not yet. She wanted to draw this out, to ride the edge in this perfect, decadent solitude.

Her breathing grew shallower, little gasps and whines filling the quiet. The vibrator hummed relentlessly against her clit, sending sparks up her spine. She pictured the vast house watching her, every luxurious inch of it complicit in her pleasure. No rush. No performance. Just Bailey, bare and open on silk sheets, chasing an orgasm she’d earned.

She turned the toy up one more level. The buzz intensified, and her thighs tensed, toes curling into the comforter. Close now. So close.

“Ahh… Fuck yess…”

The climax rolled through her slow and deep at first, then sharp and bright, her back arching off the bed as waves pulsed from her core outward. She rode it shamelessly, hips grinding against the vibrator until the last tremor faded and she collapsed, boneless, into the pillows.

For a long minute she just lay there, chest rising and falling, skin glowing with satisfaction. A lazy, satisfied smile spread across her face.

Eventually she clicked the toy off and set it aside, stretching like a cat in sunlight. The plan still stood: yoga next, to loosen everything up again. Then a long, leisurely swim in that heated pool. Again. And after that—breakfast.


Chapter Three




Bailey’s feet had barely hit the floor, her body humming with endorphins from her orgasm, when she heard it.

Knock, knock, knock.

Her heart nearly jumped through her chest. What the hell? Loud and crisp knocking, coming from the front door.

She froze in the middle of the bedroom, vibrator still warm and slick on the bed, cheeks flushed, thighs slick, the air thick with the scent of her own arousal. She’d been loud—god, had she been loud—moaning into the empty house like it belonged to her alone. And it had, until approximately three seconds ago.

Knock, knock.

“Who the hell…” she whispered, panic rising hot and fast. Vivian had promised total seclusion. No deliveries scheduled, no maintenance, nothing. Bailey glanced at the clock on the nightstand: barely ten-thirty. She was still naked, hair damp from the shower, skin glowing and sensitive from coming hard on Egyptian-cotton sheets.

Another knock—polite but insistent.

“Okay, okay,” she muttered, shoving the vibrator back into its pouch and tossing it into the drawer. Just gonna check the camera…Don’t wanna get robbed. She snatched the white robe from where it had fallen, yanking it on with shaking fingers. The belt felt clumsy; she tied it in a loose knot that barely held, the silk gaping across her chest. Her nipples were still peaked, brushing the inside of the fabric with every frantic breath. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror—flushed cheeks, wild hair, eyes too bright—and groaned inwardly. She looked exactly like someone who’d just fucked herself senseless. Relax. It’s not like they’d know, she told herself. Probably a delivery or something Vivian forgot about…

Barefoot, she hurried down the hallway, the heated floors a small mercy against her cold panic. The security panel glowed as she approached. She tapped the screen.

And stopped breathing.

The woman on the doorstep was tall—easily six feet in low-heeled boots—built strong and curvy, the kind of body that filled space without apology. Fiery red hair spilled in thick waves from beneath a charcoal knit cap, catching the winter light like living flame. High cheekbones, full mouth painted deep berry, pale skin dusted with snowflakes. She wore a long black wool coat, unbuttoned despite the cold, revealing a crimson silk blouse that strained just slightly over an impressive, heavy bust. One gloved hand held a linen-covered basket; the other was raised for another knock.

Even through the camera, she radiated presence—like she owned the mountain and everyone on it.

Bailey’s stomach flipped. Hard.

The woman looked straight into the lens, green eyes sharp and amused, as if she already knew exactly what she’d interrupted. She couldn’t have. When she spoke, her voice came through the intercom with a warm, rolling French accent that made every syllable feel intimate.

“Good morning. I hope I’m not disturbing you. I’m Celeste—Vivian’s neighbor up the ridge. She asked me to check in now and then, and I thought I’d bring something fresh from the oven.”

Bailey stared, mouth dry. Surely Vivian would have mentioned if she told this woman to “Check in”. Her brain supplied unhelpful details: the woman’s height, the way the coat emphasized her waist before flaring over rounded hips, the faint steam rising from whatever was in that basket. And beneath all of it, the mortifying certainty that her own body still thrummed with aftershocks, that her robe barely covered anything, that she probably smelled like sex.

She cleared her throat, pressed the intercom button. “Uh—hi. Yeah, no, you’re not disturbing. Just… give me a second.”

Celeste’s lips curved, slow. “Don’t let me freeze, chérie.”

Bailey killed the feed and leaned against the wall for one frantic heartbeat. Shit. Shit. She smoothed her hair, tugged the robe closed—though the belt refused to cooperate fully—and took a breath that did nothing to calm her. She looked like a mess. Felt like a mess. And this woman looked like she’d never been a mess in her life.

Before she could talk herself out of it, Bailey opened the door.

Cold air swept in, carrying the scent of pine and snow and something warm—buttery, sugary—that made her empty stomach clench. Celeste stood on the threshold, snowflakes melting in her red hair, green eyes taking Bailey in with unhurried appreciation. Up close she was even taller, broader in the shoulders, the kind of tall that made Bailey—five-seven and athletic—feel suddenly small. Her presence filled the doorway like heat from a fire.

“Bonjour—ah, good morning,” Celeste corrected herself with a soft laugh, the accent curling around the words. “You must be Bailey. Vivian told me you were looking after her home.”

Bailey clutched the edge of the door, hyper-aware of the robe’s precarious knot, the way the silk clung to her still-damp skin. “Yeah, hi. That’s me.” Her voice came out breathy. “Come in, come in. It’s freezing.”

Celeste stepped inside with fluid grace, bringing the cold and that intoxicating warmth with her. She slipped off her coat in one smooth motion, revealing the crimson silk blouse fully now—buttons straining just enough to hint at deep cleavage, sleeves rolled to the elbow showing strong forearms. Beneath it, a narrow black skirt hugged generous hips. She hung the coat on the rack herself, familiar with the house, then turned with the basket extended.

“I baked this morning,” she said, lifting the linen. “Pain aux raisins—still warm. I thought the house might feel empty without something else sweet in it.”

The scent hit Bailey full force: butter, vanilla, yeasted dough, raisins plump with rum. Her knees weakened for an entirely different reason now.

“They smell incredible,” she managed, taking the basket. Their fingers brushed—Celeste’s cool from the snow, Bailey’s burning. A spark shot straight between Bailey’s legs, reminding her how recently, how thoroughly, she’d just cum. She shifted, praying the robe hid everything.

Celeste’s gaze flicked down, brief but clearly deliberate—then back up, a faint smile playing at her lips. “You look like you were… enjoying the quiet.”

Bailey’s face flamed. She laughed, too high, too nervous. “Yeah, just—morning routine. Shower, coffee, you know.”

“Mm.” Celeste’s eyes lingered on the damp ends of Bailey’s hair, the flush riding high on her chest visible where the robe gaped. “Vivian’s shower is divine. I can see it agrees with you.”

Bailey swallowed. She’s… been in Vivian’s shower? The air between them felt suddenly thick, charged. There was something in the way Celeste stood, the way she looked at Bailey like she was already imagining her out of the robe.

“Thank you for these,” Bailey said, clutching the basket like a shield. “Really. You didn’t have to.”

“I couldn’t resist playing the good neighbor,” Celeste said, “Eat them while they’re hot. And if you need anything at all—company, a trail guide, someone to share the pool with…” Her gaze lingered, green eyes sparkling with humor. “I’m only a few minutes away.”

“Thanks again.” Bailey said softly.

Celeste let her gaze drift again, slow, unapologetic, down the open V of Bailey’s robe and back up. Then she paused, like she was waiting for something.

Bailey’s breath caught, feeling awkward. “Can I… get you a coffee or espresso or something to warm you up before you head back home?”

“I’d like that very much.” Celeste’s smile curved, wicked and sweet all at once.

Bailey turned toward the kitchen, pulse thrumming in her throat, in her wrists, between her legs, acutely aware of the silk robe brushing her thighs, of Celeste following a step behind, of the way the morning had just tilted in a way she wasn’t at all prepared for.

∞∞∞

They walked the short distance to the kitchen in a silence that felt anything but empty. Bailey led the way, hyper-aware of every small sound: the soft pad of her bare feet on the floor, the faint swish of her robe, the sound of Celeste’s steps behind her. She could feel those green eyes on her back—on the sway of her hips, the loose knot at her waist, the bare strip of thigh the robe revealed with each step. Her skin prickled, still sensitive from her orgasm, and the lingering ache between her legs gave a traitorous throb.

Celeste didn’t say a word, but the quiet felt deliberate, like she was letting the tension build on its own.

Bailey reached the island first and set the basket down carefully, as if sudden movement might shatter the moment. She busied herself at the espresso machine—grinding fresh beans, tamping, pulling a double shot—anything to give her hands something to do besides tremble. The rich aroma filled the sunlit kitchen, mingling with the buttery sweetness of the pastries and the faint trace of jasmine that seemed to follow Celeste everywhere.

Celeste leaned a hip against the opposite side of the island, watching with quiet amusement. She had shrugged off her knit cap; thick waves of fiery red hair tumbled freely now, catching the light like burnished copper. The crimson silk of her blouse shifted with each breath, drawing Bailey’s eyes helplessly again to the generous curve of her breasts, the subtle strain of fabric across them. She was tall enough that even leaning casually, she loomed just a little—commanding without trying.

“You move like you’ve done this before,” Celeste remarked, voice low and warm, that French accent curling around the words. “The machine suits you.”

Bailey flushed, sliding a cup under the steamer. “I worked as a barista freshman year. Old habits.” She risked a glance up. Celeste’s gaze hadn’t wavered; it rested on Bailey’s face now, steady, interested.

“Old habits,” Celeste echoed softly, as if tasting the phrase.

Bailey’s pulse stuttered. She frothed the oat milk, glad she’d practised this morning, and poured a careful latte, topping it with a light dusting of cinnamon. She slid the cup across the marble toward Celeste, their fingers brushing again. This time the contact lingered half a second longer than necessary.

Celeste wrapped both hands around the warm mug, inhaling the steam. “Perfect. Merci.”

Bailey poured herself a small refill, mostly for something to hold. She stayed on her side of the island, robe still threatening to gape, and took a cautious sip. “So… you and Vivian are close?” she asked, trying for casual and landing somewhere near breathless.

Celeste’s lips curved. “Close enough. She likes to use me for my advice and my baking—and I like to borrow her pool when I feel like being spoiled.” She laughed, her gaze flicked to the glass doors leading to the atrium, then back to Bailey. “We look after each other’s houses. And sometimes… each other.”

What? Bailey froze. The implication hung in the air, light as smoke but impossible to ignore. She felt heat crawl up her neck. Just something lost in translation, she was sure. She meant just as friends.

Celeste took a slow sip of her latte, eyes never leaving Bailey’s. “You’re blushing, chérie.”

Bailey laughed, a nervous huff. “It’s—Just didn’t expect anyone, is all.”

“Mm.” Celeste set her cup down, leaned forward slightly, elbows on the marble. The movement brought her closer; Bailey could see flecks of gold in those green eyes, the faint freckles across the bridge of her nose that the winter paleness hadn’t hidden.

“Well, you’re welcome to use the pool when I’m here. Since… you brought baking.” Bailey blurted, trying to act casual. Shit. It was polite to at least offer. She should step back, tighten her robe, say something neutral. Instead, she stayed put, fingers tightening around her mug.

Celeste straightened, but didn’t move away. “I don’t wish to intrude on your solitude.” Her smile was slow, almost gentle. She let the words hang there for a beat, watching Bailey’s face with quiet patience.

“You wouldn’t be…” Bailey croaked.

Then, Celeste reached for one of the pain aux raisins, tore off a small piece, and placed it on a napkin.

“I’ll leave the rest for you,” she said. “Though I confess I baked too many. Tomorrow I’m making something savory—gougères with gruyère and thyme. If you’re free in the late morning, I could bring some by when they are fresh. No obligation, of course.”

Her tone was light, almost offhand, but her eyes held Bailey’s steadily.

Bailey felt her pulse kick hard. This woman. She had practically invited herself there again. With fresh, warm, buttery food as the excuse.

“I… yeah,” Bailey managed, surprised at how quickly the word came out. “Late morning sounds good. Bring a swimsuit, if you feel like using the pool.” The last part came tumbling out before she could stop it. Goddamn it. Get it together.

“Wonderful.” Celeste’s smile deepened, satisfied. She pushed away from the island at last, moving toward the entryway with that unhurried grace. Bailey followed, clutching her robe closed now, though the damage—or the thrill—had already been done.

At the door, Celeste paused, coat over her arm.

“It was so nice to meet you, Miss Bailey,” she said softly, eyes flicking once more over Bailey’s flushed face and barely-there robe.

“You too…”

Then she was gone, the door closing with a quiet click, leaving Bailey standing in the sudden silence with a basket of pastries, a racing heart, and a date for tomorrow morning that felt anything but casual.

What just happened…?


Chapter Four




Bailey stood motionless in the entryway long after the door had closed. The cold air Celeste had brought in still lingered, mixing with the faint jasmine scent that clung to the space like an afterthought. Her fingers were still wrapped around the knot of her robe, holding it shut as if that could steady the wild thumping in her chest.

She had just invited Celeste to come back tomorrow. She had told her to bring a swimsuit.

The words echoed in her head, embarrassing and thrilling at the same time. She hadn’t planned to say that last part. It had simply slipped out, as if some part of her brain had decided to speak before the rest of her could catch up.

Bailey let out a long, shaky breath and finally released the robe. The silk parted again, cool air brushing over still-sensitive skin. She walked slowly back to the kitchen, barefoot, the heated floor almost too warm against her soles.

The basket of pain aux raisins sat on the island where she had left it. Next to it stood Celeste’s empty latte cup, a faint cinnamon-dusted ring marking where it had rested. Bailey picked it up, turned it in her hand, set it down again. Her fingertips still tingled from where they had brushed Celeste’s.

She looked toward the glass doors leading to the pool atrium. Sunlight was pouring in now, turning the turquoise water into a sheet of shimmering light. The plan had been to swim after breakfast. That plan felt very far away.

Instead, she sank onto one of the bar stools, elbows on the marble, face in her hands.

What the hell was happening?

She had come here to be alone. To think, to read, to hike, to maybe figure out what she wanted after Jake and after the last two years of trying to be someone else’s version of herself. She had not come here expecting… this. Whatever “this” was.

Celeste’s voice replayed in her mind. Bailey even told her to bring a swimsuit.

She groaned into her palms. What was she thinking?

She knew exactly what she had meant when she said it. She had meant: I want to see you in a swimsuit. I want to be near you again. I want to feel this nervous, electric thing that’s happening right now.

And Celeste had smiled — slow, knowing, satisfied — as if she had heard every unspoken word.

Bailey lifted her head and stared out at the snowy mountains. Her body still felt restless, unfinished. The orgasm from earlier had taken the edge off, but now Celeste’s presence made it come roaring back.

She slid off the stool, walked to the glass doors and pushed them open. Warm, humid air met her face. The pool looked inviting, calm, perfect for clearing her head.

She let the robe fall to the tiled floor. Naked again, skin prickling in the change of temperature, she stepped to the edge and dove in cleanly.

The water closed over her like a warm embrace. She swam underwater for as long as her lungs allowed, then broke the surface near the far end and began slow, steady laps, trying to clear her head.

By the time Bailey climbed out, dripping, she was more worked up than when she’d gotten in. She decided she needed to get it out of her system, so she wrapped herself in a towel and retreated to the bedroom, where she spent the next hour on the bed, vibrator in hand again, imagining Celeste’s mouth instead of her own fingers. She came twice—once fast and frantic, once slow and deliberate, picturing those green eyes watching her the whole time.

Afterward she showered again, dressed in soft leggings and an oversized sweater, and tried to read. The words swam on the page. She came here for peace and quiet, now she just felt like a flustered, horny mess. It almost made her laugh out loud.

She cooked dinner—a simple pasta with the last of the kitchen’s fresh basil. By nightfall the snow had thickened, wind howling softly against the glass walls. Bailey curled up on the sectional with a glass of Vivian’s Pinot Noir, staring out at the dark valley. The house was still quiet, but it no longer felt empty. It felt expectant.

She fell asleep on the couch, wineglass on the table beside her, dreaming of red hair and warm silk and a tall body pressing her against the marble island.

∞∞∞

Bailey woke with a start, sunlight slanting across her face from the high windows. For a disoriented second she thought she was still dreaming—red hair tangled in her fingers, warm silk sliding against her skin—but the sectional beneath her was real, the empty wineglass on the table was real, and the soft ache between her legs was very real.

She sat up, blanket slipping to her waist, and checked the time on her phone: 10:18 a.m.

Late morning had arrived. And she had slept in.

Her stomach did a slow, delicious flip.

She stood quickly, heart already racing. A fast shower—cool water this time, to calm the flush she could feel rising—then her little black bikini bottoms and top, which she tied on. Over it she pulled on a loose linen shirt and soft joggers, sleeves rolled, barefoot for now. Hair down and still a little damp, lip balm only. She caught her reflection as she passed the hallway mirror: flushed, bright-eyed, nervous in a way that felt dangerously good.

At 10:47 the doorbell chimed—low, melodic, exactly on time.

Bailey took one steadying breath, smoothed her shirt, and opened the door.

Celeste stood on the porch in a long camel coat, snowflakes melting again in her fiery red hair. She held a linen-covered tray in gloved hands, steam curling faintly from beneath the cloth. Her green eyes swept over Bailey in one slow, appreciative pass—bare feet, linen shirt slipping off one shoulder, and her smile curved, warm and knowing.

“Bonjour again, chérie,” she said, accent wrapping around the words like velvet. “I brought what I promised.”

The scent hit Bailey immediately: melted gruyère, fresh thyme, warm pastry. Her mouth watered, and not just for food.

“Hey! Come in,” Bailey said, stepping aside. Her voice came out steadier than she felt.

Celeste crossed the threshold, bringing cold air and jasmine and that commanding presence that seemed to fill any room she entered. She slipped off her coat—revealing a fitted black turtleneck that hugged her full breasts and narrow black trousers that made her legs look endless—and hung it beside Bailey’s puffer with familiar ease.

“I hope you’re hungry,” Celeste said, lifting the cloth from the tray as she walked toward the kitchen. A dozen golden gougères sat puffed and perfect, glossy tops glistening. “They’re best straight from the oven.”

Bailey followed, pulse thrumming. “They smell incredible.”

Celeste set the tray on the island, right next to yesterday’s now-empty basket of pain aux raisins. She turned, leaning a hip against the marble, and studied Bailey openly.

“You look rested,” she murmured, eyes lingering on the faint flush riding high on Bailey’s cheeks. “Though perhaps a little… restless still.”

Bailey felt heat flood her face—and lower. She laughed, soft and nervous. “Something like that.”

Celeste’s smile deepened. She picked up a gougère, tore it neatly in half, steam curling out to reveal the molten, cheesy center. “Open,” she said quietly.

Bailey hesitated half a heartbeat, then leaned forward and took the bite directly from Celeste’s fingers. Her lips brushed warm skin, deliberate this time. The pastry was perfect—crisp exterior giving way to airy, rich interior, thyme and gruyère exploding on her tongue. She couldn’t hold back a small, involuntary moan.

Celeste’s eyes darkened, fixed on Bailey’s mouth.

“Good?” she asked, voice lower now.

Bailey licked a stray trace of cheese from her lower lip. “Dangerous.”

Celeste’s laugh was soft, approving. “Exactly the way I like them.”

Bailey had another bite, then Celeste took one herself, eyes never leaving Bailey’s. They stood close now, the island between them feeling smaller by the second. Celeste poured two small glasses of chilled white wine from a bottle she’d brought—crisp, mineral, perfect with the cheese.

“To unexpected company,” Celeste said, clinking her glass lightly against Bailey’s.

Bailey drank, the cold wine cutting through the heat building everywhere else. “And to good neighbors.”

Celeste’s gaze flicked to the glass doors behind Bailey, where sunlight danced on the pool’s surface. “I will have you know I brought my swimsuit, after shamelessly bringing up the pool yesterday. But you’re sure I am not intruding?”

“Not at all,” Bailey found herself saying, “I’m already in my bikini!”

The words tumbled out bright and breathless, hanging in the warm kitchen air like an admission. Bailey felt her cheeks burn hotter, but she didn’t look away. Celeste’s eyes sparked with something delighted and predatory all at once.

“Already prepared,” Celeste murmured, voice low, approval thick in her accent. “I like that.”

She took a slow sip of her wine, gaze drifting down the open collar of Bailey’s linen shirt to the faint black tie peeking at her neck, then lower to where the joggers sat low on her hips. When her eyes lifted again, they were darker, heavier.

“Then we shouldn’t let the water wait,” Celeste said. She set her glass down with deliberate care, fingers brushing Bailey’s as she reached for one last gougère. “One more for the road.”

She tore it in half, held the steaming piece to Bailey’s lips. Bailey opened without thinking, took it slowly, letting her tongue just graze Celeste’s fingertips this time. Cheese and thyme burst across her tongue; the small sound she made was unmistakably hungry.

Celeste’s breath hitched—barely audible, but Bailey heard it. Felt it.

“Good girl,” Celeste whispered, almost to herself.

Then she stepped back, just enough to give Bailey space to breathe, and nodded toward the atrium doors. “After you. I will change into my swimsuit and meet you out there.”

“Okay.” Bailey squeaked.

Her legs felt unsteady as she walked to the pool, aware of Celeste’s gaze on her. She pushed open the glass doors, humid air rolling over her like a caress.

The pool glowed turquoise, steam curling lazily from the surface, snow falling silently beyond the vast glass roof. Sunlight fractured across the water in shifting patterns.

Bailey stopped at the edge, fingers going to the buttons of her linen shirt. She undid them one by one, slowly. The shirt slid from her shoulders and pooled at her feet. The black bikini felt suddenly very small—triangles covering her breasts, ties snug at her neck and hips, exposing the flat plane of her stomach, the curve of her hips, the long lines of her legs.

Get it together, she told herself again, but the words felt hollow. Her body was already ahead of her mind, nipples tight against the thin fabric, a low throb pulsing between her legs that had nothing to do with the two orgasms she’d chased yesterday and everything to do with the woman currently changing in the guest bathroom.

She slipped off her joggers, folded them neatly on a lounge chair with the linen shirt—anything to buy a few seconds—and then stepped to the water’s edge. The turquoise surface shimmered invitingly. She dove in cleanly, the warm water closing over her head like silk, muffling the world for a blessed moment.

When she surfaced near the shallow end, slicking her hair back, the glass door slid open again.

Celeste stepped through.

Bailey forgot how to breathe.

The emerald bikini was even more devastating in motion than it had been in her imagination. The deep green fabric contrasted sharply against Celeste’s pale skin, the triangles barely containing the full, heavy swell of her breasts, ties knotted loosely at her neck and back. The high-cut bottoms sat low on her hips, revealing the strong curve of her waist and the long, toned length of her thighs. Her red hair was loose and slightly tousled from pulling off the turtleneck, framing her face in damp waves. Freckles scattered across her shoulders and chest caught the light like gold dust.

She looked like power and indulgence wrapped in silk and water.

Celeste’s gaze found Bailey immediately, green eyes darkening as they traveled slowly over her—wet skin, clinging black bikini, the way the water beaded on her collarbones and stomach. Her smile was slow, almost lazy, but the hunger in it was unmistakable.

“Beautiful,” she said again, voice low and rough, as if the word had been pulled from somewhere deep.

Bailey stayed where she was, hands gripping the tiled edge, water lapping at her waist. “You too,” she managed, the words barely above a whisper.

Celeste walked to the edge with unhurried grace, every step deliberate. She didn’t dive—she simply stepped off, sinking into the water with barely a ripple, then surfaced a few feet away, red hair slicked back, water streaming down her neck and between her breasts.

They drifted closer without speaking, drawn by the same invisible current. When only an arm’s length separated them, Celeste stopped, treading water, eyes locked on Bailey’s.

“This is so nice…” Celeste purred, “I love it here. Thanks again, Miss Bailey.”

Bailey felt a fresh wave of heat at the words—like Celeste was savoring the way she made her squirm. “It really is nice,” she said, voice softer than she intended. “And… of course. Really.”

Celeste’s smile widened, warm and knowing. She tilted her head back, letting the water buoy her as she floated lazily onto her back for a moment, arms spreading wide. The movement lifted her chest above the surface, emerald bikini top clinging transparently, outlining every curve. Bailey’s eyes followed helplessly before she forced them back to Celeste’s face.

Celeste righted herself with effortless grace, pushing wet hair from her eyes. “The light in here is perfect, non? All this glass, the snow outside… it feels like we’re the only two people in the world.”

Bailey nodded, swallowing. “Yeah. It’s… unreal.”

They drifted into an easy rhythm—slow laps side by side, then pausing in the shallow end where their feet could touch bottom. Celeste stayed close, never more than a few feet away, occasionally brushing past Bailey with a casual graze of shoulder or hip that felt anything but accidental.

“You swim often?” Celeste asked, voice conversational, but her gaze kept wandering—down the line of Bailey’s throat, across the wet fabric stretched over her breasts, lingering where water droplets traced paths over her stomach.

“Whenever I can,” Bailey answered, trying to sound normal. “Hiking in summer, yoga, swimming when I get the chance. Keeps me sane.”

Celeste hummed approvingly. “It shows.” Her eyes flicked down Bailey’s body again, unapologetic. “You have the kind of strength that looks effortless. I like that.”

Bailey’s cheeks burned. She ducked under the water briefly to cool them, surfacing with a small laugh. “Thanks. You… obviously take care of yourself too.”

Celeste’s laugh was low, pleased. She moved closer, until they stood almost thigh-to-thigh in the shallow end, water lapping at their waists. “Pilates, mostly. And long walks in the snow. Keeps the blood moving.” She tilted her head, studying Bailey with open curiosity. “And you? Is there someone waiting for you back in the city, keeping your blood moving?”

The question was light, but the way Celeste asked it—eyes steady, lips curved just slightly—made it feel intimate.

Bailey shook her head, water dripping from her hair. “No. Not anymore. We broke up a few months ago.”

Celeste’s expression softened, something almost tender flickering across her face. “His loss, then.” A pause, deliberate. “Or hers?”

Bailey met her gaze, heart pounding. “His,” she said quietly. “Definitely his.”

Celeste nodded slowly, as if filing the information away. “Good to know.”

They fell quiet for a moment, the only sound the gentle lap of water and the soft hiss of snow against glass. Celeste turned onto her back again, floating languidly, arms out.

Bailey couldn’t help watching the way the water cradled her—the slow rise and fall of her chest, the way her red hair fanned out like flame on the surface, the subtle shift of emerald fabric clinging to every curve.

Celeste let the silence stretch, eyes half-closed against the light filtering through the glass roof. Then she rolled gracefully onto her stomach, treading water, and fixed Bailey with a lazy smile. She swam a slow circle around Bailey, close enough that the wake rocked her gently. When she came back around, she paused just in front of her, water lapping at their collarbones.

They stayed like that for a long moment—treading water, bodies inches apart, eyes locked. The air between them felt thick, humming. Bailey could feel the heat radiating from Celeste’s skin despite the water, could see the way Celeste’s chest rose and fell a little faster.

Then Celeste glanced upward, expression shifting slightly.

“Oh…”

Bailey followed her gaze.

Through the glass roof, the snow was no longer drifting lazily. It was coming down hard—thick, heavy flakes driven sideways by a sudden wind, piling up fast against the panes. Visibility beyond the atrium had dropped to almost nothing; the pines that lined the property were already half-buried in white.

Celeste let out a soft, surprised breath. “That escalated quickly.”

Bailey’s stomach tightened. The path Celeste had walked this morning would be obliterated in minutes. The driveway, the road down the mountain—everything would be impassable soon.

Celeste turned back to her, water beading on her lips. “I… may have underestimated the forecast.”

Bailey swallowed. “Looks like it.”

Celeste’s eyes searched hers, calm but thoughtful. “I should probably wait it out here, at least until it eases. No sense risking the walk in this.”

The words were practical, responsible. But the way Celeste said them—soft, unhurried, watching Bailey’s reaction—made them feel like something else entirely.

Bailey nodded, trying to keep her voice steady. “Yeah. Of course. Stay as long as you need.”

Celeste’s smile was slow, almost relieved. “Thank you.”

She didn’t move away. Instead, she let her gaze drift upward again, watching the snow pile thicker against the glass, then back to Bailey, lingering on her face, her throat, the way water droplets traced slow paths over her collarbones.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Celeste murmured. “All that white… like the whole world decided to give us privacy.”

Bailey felt the words settle low in her belly, warm and heavy. She managed a small laugh. “Yeah. Very… considerate of it.”

Celeste’s eyes crinkled at the corners, amused. She pushed off gently into a slow backstroke, giving Bailey just enough space to breathe, but not enough to break the spell. Bailey followed without thinking, matching her rhythm—side by side, then again in loose, lazy circles around the pool.

Every so often their paths crossed. A shoulder brushed a shoulder. A knee grazed a thigh. Fingers skimmed past each other underwater, close enough to feel the current but never quite touching. Each near-miss sent a quiet jolt through Bailey, sharpening her awareness of every inch of space—or lack of it—between them.

Celeste paused again in the deeper water, treading slowly. The light cast soft shadows across her face, turning the wet strands of red hair into dark fire.

“You’re quiet,” she observed, voice gentle. “Thinking?”

Bailey nodded, water lapping at her chest. “A little.”

Celeste drifted closer. “About the storm?”

“Among other things,” Bailey admitted.

Celeste’s gaze dropped to Bailey’s mouth, lingered, then lifted again. “Good things, I hope.”

Bailey felt her lip’s part, but no sound came out. She nodded instead.

Celeste’s smile softened. She reached out—not to touch Bailey, but to trace a single droplet sliding down the glass wall behind her, as if mapping the path it took. “This place… it makes everything feel suspended. Like time slows down.”

Bailey swallowed. “It does.”

The words came out barely above the lap of the water, but Celeste heard them. Her eyes darkened, the playful glint giving way to something deeper, more deliberate.

She drifted closer—no sudden movement, just a slow, inevitable narrowing of the space between them until the warmth of her body cut through the water like a promise. They were in the shallower end now, feet brushing the bottom, water at mid-chest. Bailey could feel every small current Celeste created with the slightest shift of her hips or arms.

Celeste stopped when only inches remained. Close enough that Bailey could see the individual droplets clinging to her lower lashes, the faint rise and fall of her chest beneath the clinging emerald fabric, the way her lips parted just slightly on each breath.

Bailey’s heart was pounding so hard she was sure Celeste could hear it over the soft hiss of snow against glass.

Celeste’s voice was barely a murmur, low and rough with restraint. “You’re trembling, chérie. Are you cold?”

Bailey hadn’t realized she was. It wasn’t cold—it was pure, electric want mixed with the dizzying newness of it all. Her body felt heavy and weightless at once, arousal pooling low and insistent, making her thighs press together beneath the water.

“No, I’m okay,” she whispered. It came out shaky.

Celeste’s eyes searched hers, tender but hungry. “Tell me if it’s too much.”

Bailey shook her head, the movement small but certain. “It’s not.”

Celeste’s lips curved, just a fraction—relief and desire mingling. She let her hand rise further, slow enough that Bailey could track every inch, until her fingertips hovered a breath away from Bailey’s cheek.

Bailey leaned into it without thinking, closing the last whisper of space herself. The touch was feather-light at first—wet fingertips brushing her cheekbone, tracing the line of her jaw, thumb settling just beneath her lower lip. Bailey’s breath hitched audibly.

Celeste’s gaze dropped to Bailey’s mouth, lingering there as if memorizing it. Her thumb traced the curve of Bailey’s lip once, slow and deliberate, parting it slightly. Bailey felt the touch everywhere—heat flaring across her chest, down her spine, between her legs.

Then Celeste closed the last breath of space.

The kiss was soft at first, almost careful—warm lips pressing against Bailey’s with a gentleness that made her knees weaken. But the moment Bailey parted her lips on a shaky exhale, Celeste deepened it, tilting her head, tongue sliding in to taste her slowly, thoroughly. Bailey’s world narrowed to the slide of Celeste’s mouth, the faint taste of wine and thyme, the way Celeste’s hand cupped her jaw like she was something precious and breakable.

Bailey was falling apart. I’m kissing a woman. I’m kissing a woman. I’m kissing a woman.

Her hands came up instinctively, gripping Celeste’s shoulders, fingers digging into wet skin as if to anchor herself. A soft, helpless sound escaped her throat, a half-moan, half-whimper—and Celeste answered it with a low hum that vibrated through both of them. The kiss turned hungrier, more urgent, Celeste’s tongue stroking against hers in slow, deliberate sweeps that made Bailey’s hips roll forward without permission, seeking pressure she couldn’t quite find in the water.

She couldn’t believe this was happening. Celeste— this tall, commanding, beautiful older woman—was kissing her like she’d been starving for it, and Bailey was drowning in the best way, body alight, every nerve singing. Arousal throbbed low and insistent, her thighs pressing together again, bikini bottoms sticky with her needy arousal.

Fuck. She knew it. Right from the start, she wasn’t imagining the way Celeste looked ate her, talked to her… This woman wanted it the entire time.

Celeste finally eased back—just enough to let them breathe—forehead resting against Bailey’s, both of them panting softly. Her thumb stroked Bailey’s cheek, wet and tender.

“Bailey,” she whispered, voice rough. “Have you ever been with a woman before?”

Bailey shook her head, eyes still closed, lips tingling and swollen. “No,” she breathed. “Never.”

Celeste’s hand slid to the nape of her neck, fingers threading into wet hair, holding gently. “Kissed with a woman?”

Another small shake of her head. “No.”

Celeste exhaled slowly, the sound almost reverent. She pressed a soft, closed-mouth kiss to the corner of Bailey’s lips, then another to her jaw, lingering there.

“I can show you,” she murmured against her skin, lips brushing with every word. “Everything. Slowly. The way it should be the first time.”

Bailey shivered hard, a full-body tremor that had nothing to do with temperature. Oh god.

Celeste pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, green gaze dark and steady. “We’re all alone here, chérie. Just us. The storms made sure of that.” Her thumb traced Bailey’s lower lip again, wet and glistening from kissing. “Nothing but time. No one else for miles. No one will ever know.”

Bailey’s breath stuttered. The words wrapped around her like the warm water—safe, secret, irresistible.

“I want…” she started, voice cracking. She swallowed, tried again. “I want you to show me.”

Celeste’s smile was slow, tender, and full of heat. She leaned in, brushing their noses together.

“Good girl…” she whispered, the words a warm puff against Bailey’s lips.

She kissed her again—deeper this time, but still unhurried, like they had all the time the storm could give them. Her tongue traced the seam of Bailey’s mouth, asking, and when Bailey opened on a shaky breath, Celeste slipped inside, slow and deliberate, tasting her like something rare.

Bailey’s mind spun. Fuck, this is real. Celeste’s mouth was softer than any man’s she’d kissed, warmer, more knowing. The way her tongue stroked—gentle, then firmer, coaxing Bailey’s to meet hers—made her stomach flip and her thighs clench underwater. She’d fantasized about this in vague, guilty flashes over the years, but nothing had prepared her for the reality: the slick slide of lips, the faint taste of wine and thyme, the low hum Celeste made when Bailey tentatively sucked on her tongue.

Celeste’s hand at her nape tightened just enough to tilt Bailey’s head, deepening the angle. Her other hand slid down Bailey’s wet back, palm flat and possessive, stopping at the small of her back to pull their bodies flush. Breasts pressed to breasts—Celeste’s fuller, heavier, nipples hard points through thin emerald fabric against Bailey’s own tight peaks. The contact drew a whimper from Bailey that Celeste swallowed with another slow, filthy stroke of her tongue.

Bailey’s hands moved on instinct—one still gripping Celeste’s shoulder, the other sliding down the slick curve of her back to the swell of her ass. God. It was round, firm, perfect under her palm, water making the skin slippery. She squeezed experimentally, and Celeste’s hips rolled forward in response, pressing them closer. Bailey felt the heat of her even through the water and two layers of bikini bottoms, and her brain short-circuited.

I’m touching a woman’s ass. I’m touching Celeste’s amazing, beautiful ass. The thought was dizzying, exhilarating. She’d never imagined it would feel this good or this right.

Celeste broke the kiss just long enough to trail her mouth along Bailey’s jaw, down the sensitive line of her throat. She nipped lightly at the spot where neck met shoulder, soothing it with her tongue, and Bailey’s head fell back on a gasp.

“Touch me,” Celeste murmured against her skin, guiding Bailey’s free hand from her back around to the front, pressing it to the heavy underside of one breast. “Feel how much I want this.”

Bailey’s palm cupped the soft, full weight—bigger than her own, warm and slick, nipple a hard bead against her thumb. She brushed over it tentatively, then bolder when Celeste’s breath hitched. The sound went straight between Bailey’s legs.

This is a woman’s breast in my hand. Holy fuck. The only breasts Bailey had ever felt were her vert own. It was softer than she’d imagined, yet firm, the skin silky under water. She squeezed gently, thumb circling the nipple, and Celeste rewarded her with a low moan that vibrated against Bailey’s throat.

Celeste’s own hand wasn’t idle. It slid down Bailey’s side, tracing the dip of her waist, the flare of her hip, then cupping her ass in return—long fingers kneading, pulling her closer until their hips aligned. Bailey felt the subtle grind of Celeste’s body against hers and nearly lost the ability to stay upright.

They kissed again, messy now and open-mouthed, hungry, breaths mingling. Celeste’s hand slipped between them, palm gliding over Bailey’s stomach, fingers teasing just above the waistband of her bikini bottoms. Not inside yet, just resting there, a promise that made Bailey’s hips chase the touch shamelessly.

Bailey’s mind was a litany of disbelief and want: I’m making out with a woman in a pool. My Aunts pool. I have my hand on her tit. She’s touching my ass. I’m so fucked... She’d never thought she’d feel another woman’s body like this—never thought she’d want to slide her hand lower, to find out how soft and hot and slick a woman could be. But now the curiosity burned, bright and urgent.

Celeste pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, both of them breathing hard, lips swollen, cheeks flushed.

“You’re perfect,” Celeste whispered, thumb stroking Bailey’s cheek. “So responsive. So beautiful when you let go. I knew you needed this right when I saw you…”

Bailey’s voice cracked. “I’ve never… I want to touch you. Everywhere.”

Celeste’s eyes flared with heat. She pressed a soft, lingering kiss to Bailey’s lips, then her jaw, then the sensitive spot below her ear.

“Then touch me,” she breathed.

Her hand guided Bailey’s lower—slowly, giving her every chance to stop—until Bailey’s fingertips brushed the edge of emerald fabric between Celeste’s thighs.

Bailey’s heart stopped, then raced. She was really doing this.

Bailey’s fingertips trembled against the edge of the emerald fabric, the heat beneath it unmistakable even through the warm water. She hesitated for a heartbeat, breath caught in her throat, every nerve screaming with the reality of what she was about to do.

Celeste didn’t push—just held her gaze, steady and encouraging, her own breath coming in shallow pulls. “Slow as you need, chérie,” she whispered. “I’m right here.”

Bailey exhaled shakily and let her fingers slip beneath the fabric.

The first touch was electric—soft, slick heat, swollen and wet in a way that made Bailey’s head spin. Holy fuck. This is a woman’s pussy. Celeste’s pussy. She’d touched herself countless times, knew the feel of her own arousal, but this was different—silkier, hotter, the folds parting easily under her tentative exploration. Celeste was losing herself, and it had everything to do with her.

Celeste’s hips jerked slightly, a low moan rumbling in her chest. “Yes… just like that. Fuck yes, baby.”

Bailey’s confidence grew with the sound and Celeste’s words. She traced the outer lips first, marveling at how plush and smooth they were, then bolder, sliding one finger between them to find the slick entrance. Celeste was open, ready, and when Bailey pressed just the tip inside, Celeste’s head fell back on a soft gasp, red hair trailing in the water.

“Mmm… That’s it.” Celeste purred.

“God, you feel…” Bailey couldn’t finish the sentence. Incredible. Intimate. Perfect.

Celeste’s hand tightened at Bailey’s nape, grounding her. “More,” she breathed. “I want to feel you inside me.”

Bailey pushed deeper—slowly, carefully—one finger gliding in to the knuckle. The heat, the tight clutch of muscle around her, the way Celeste’s inner walls fluttered, it was overwhelming. She’d never imagined it would feel this good to be inside someone else, to feel their body respond so viscerally to her touch.

Celeste rocked into her hand, guiding the rhythm with small rolls of her hips. Her other hand slid between Bailey’s legs in return, cupping her through the soaked black fabric, thumb pressing firmly against her clit. Bailey jolted, a sharp cry escaping her.

“Mmm,” Celeste soothed, kissing her hard, swallowing the sound. “So beautiful. So nice...”

She tugged the tie at Bailey’s hip, and the bottoms floated away. Then her fingers were there—sliding through Bailey’s folds, circling her clit with devastating precision, two fingers easing inside her without resistance because Bailey was so ready, so desperate.

The dual sensation—being filled while fingering Celeste—shattered what was left of Bailey’s coherence. They moved together in the water, slow and deep, fingers thrusting in perfect counterpoint, thumbs working clits in tight circles. Breasts pressed, nipples dragging with every rock of hips, mouths fused in messy, open kisses.

Bailey’s mind was a haze of this is real, this is happening, I’m fucking a woman and it’s everything. Every slide of Celeste’s fingers inside her felt like discovery, every clench of Celeste around her own finger felt like triumph.

Celeste broke the kiss to mouth along Bailey’s neck, teeth grazing. “Cum for me,” she whispered, voice ragged. “Let me feel it.”

She curled her fingers just right—hitting that spot Bailey knew from her own touch but had never felt from someone else—and pressed her thumb hard against Bailey’s clit.

Bailey came undone.

The orgasm crashed through her hard and fast, thighs clamping around Celeste’s hand, inner walls pulsing in waves that left her gasping against Celeste’s shoulder. She clung to her, fingers still buried deep, instinctively thrusting through it as Celeste rode the aftershocks with her own soft moans.

When the tremors faded, Celeste gently withdrew, bringing her fingers to her lips and tasting Bailey with a slow, deliberate lick that made Bailey whimper all over again.

“Mmm… Good girl.” Celeste purred again. “Delicious.”

She licked her fingers clean with deliberate slowness, eyes locked on Bailey’s the entire time, a wicked smile curving her lips. The tenderness from moments ago was still there, but something sharper had surfaced.

Bailey floated boneless in the water, chest heaving, mind blissfully blank except for the echo of her climax and the taste of Celeste still on her tongue from their kisses. She felt exposed in the best way, vulnerable and powerful at once.

Celeste’s gaze raked over her—possessive now, unapologetic. “From the second I saw you in that robe yesterday… I knew I’d have you exactly like this.”

Bailey’s breath hitched at the raw admission. The knowledge that Celeste had been wanting her—planning this, to seduce her, in some way, sent a fresh wave of heat through her already oversensitive body.

Celeste stepped closer, crowding Bailey gently against the pool wall. One hand came up to cup Bailey’s jaw, thumb pressing into her lower lip. “And now that I do…” Her smile turned darker, playful but commanding. “I’m going to take what I want.”

Before Bailey could form words, Celeste’s fingers were at the ties of her own emerald bikini top. One tug at the neck, another at the back, and the fabric fell away, floating forgotten on the water’s surface. Celeste’s full, heavy breasts were bared completely—pale skin flushed pink, nipples dark and hard, water beading on them like an invitation.

Bailey stared, mouth dry. They were perfect—larger than her own, soft yet firm, the kind of breasts she’d stolen glances at in locker rooms and quickly looked away from, blushing. Now they were right in front of her, and Celeste was watching her reaction with hooded eyes.

“Go on,” Celeste said softly, but there was steel beneath it, an order wrapped in velvet. She took Bailey’s wrist, guiding her hand up until Bailey’s palm cupped one breast again, skin to skin this time. “You wanted to touch me everywhere. Start here.”

Bailey’s fingers moved on their own, squeezing gently, thumb flicking over the hard nipple. Celeste’s breath caught, hips rolling forward.

“Now use your mouth,” Celeste instructed, voice dropping to that commanding purr. She threaded fingers into Bailey’s wet hair, guiding her down with gentle but unmistakable pressure.

Bailey didn’t hesitate. She leaned in, lips brushing the soft curve before closing around one nipple, warm and wet, tasting faintly of pool water and skin. She sucked gently at first, then harder when Celeste moaned low in her throat, arching into the contact.

“Yes—fuck, just like that,” Celeste groaned, head falling back. “Harder, baby. Use your teeth a little.”

Bailey obeyed, grazing the peak lightly with her teeth, soothing it with her tongue. The sounds Celeste made, raw and unrestrained, went straight to Bailey’s core. She switched to the other breast, lavishing the same attention, hands kneading both as Celeste’s grip tightened in her hair.

After long minutes of worship, Celeste pulled Bailey off with a gentle tug, eyes blazing.

“Enough,” she said, voice ragged. “I need more.”

In one smooth motion, she boosted herself up to sit on the wide marble edge of the pool, legs dangling in the water, thighs parted. The position put her at perfect height—her pussy, still barely covered by the emerald bottoms, level with Bailey’s face.

Celeste’s fingers went to the ties at her hips. One pull, and the fabric fell away.

She was bare, glistening, swollen with arousal—dark pink folds slick and open, clit peeking prominently. Bailey stared, transfixed. She’d seen women in locker rooms, seen porn, but this…real, inches away, glistening and horny and eager, all because of her… was something else entirely.

Celeste spread her thighs wider, one hand sliding down to part her own lips, showing Bailey everything.

“Oh fuck…” Bailey heard herself say.

“Want to lick my pussy, Bailey?”

“Yes…” Bailey nodded, her cunt throbbing already.

“Come here,” Celeste ordered softly, the dominant edge clear now. “On your knees in the water. I want that pretty mouth on me.”

Bailey’s body obeyed before her mind caught up. She moved between Celeste’s legs, hands gripping strong thighs for balance, face inches from the most intimate part of another woman she’d ever been.

Celeste’s fingers threaded into her hair again, guiding but not forcing. “Start slow,” she murmured. “Lick me like you’d want to be licked. Taste how wet you make me.”

Bailey leaned in, breath ghosting over slick heat. The scent was musky, feminine, intoxicating—made her mouth water. She pressed a tentative kiss to the inner thigh first, then higher, lips brushing swollen folds.

“Mmm…” Bailey groaned involuntarily.

Celeste exhaled shakily. “Yes…”

Bailey licked—slow, flat-tongued from entrance to clit. The taste exploded on her tongue: salty-sweet, pure sex. Celeste’s hips bucked, a low moan echoing in the atrium.

“Again,” Celeste commanded, voice strained. “Fuck, don’t stop.”

Bailey didn’t. She licked broader, then narrower, circling the hard clit, sucking gently when Celeste’s thighs trembled. She slid her tongue inside, thrusting shallowly, marveling at the way Celeste clenched around it.

Holy shit, I’m eating pussy. I’m eating Celeste out and she’s delicious and sweet and driving me fucking crazy and losing it because of me.

Celeste’s control frayed quickly. Her hand tightened in Bailey’s hair, guiding her rhythm—faster, harder, right there.

“Right there—fuck, your mouth is perfect—don’t stop—”

Bailey doubled down, sucking Celeste’s clit firmly, two fingers sliding inside to curl just right as she licked. Celeste’s back arched, thighs clamping around Bailey’s head.

She came with a sharp cry, hips grinding against Bailey’s mouth, flooding her tongue with fresh wetness. “Ahh… Yess…”

Bailey worked her through it, licking softly until Celeste finally sagged, panting.

Then Celeste pulled her up into a fierce, messy kiss, tasting herself on Bailey’s lips with a growl.

“My good girl,” she whispered against Bailey’s mouth, voice thick with satisfaction. “You did so fucking good.”

Bailey’s legs were jelly, her mind a warm haze of afterglow and disbelief. She clung to Celeste’s shoulders, lips swollen, body humming. Celeste’s hands roamed possessively—down her back, over her ass, squeezing like she owned it now.

“Come on,” Celeste murmured, pressing one last soft kiss to Bailey’s lips. “Let’s get out before we turn into prunes.”

She boosted herself onto the pool edge first, water streaming down her naked body in rivulets, then reached down for Bailey. Strong hands gripped her waist, lifting her effortlessly until Bailey sat beside her on the warm marble, legs still dangling in the water.

Celeste stood, offering her hand. Bailey took it, letting Celeste pull her up. They stepped together toward the stack of thick towels and cushioned lounge chairs nearby, water dripping from their skin, leaving faint trails on the tile.

Celeste grabbed two towels, wrapping one around Bailey’s shoulders first—gentle, caring—then drying her arms, her back, her breasts with slow, deliberate strokes. Bailey’s black bikini top was still clinging to her, soaked and translucent.

Celeste’s eyes darkened as she dropped to her knees in front of Bailey, towel forgotten.

“This needs to come off,” she said softly, fingers already at the knot behind Bailey’s neck. One tug, and the tie loosened. Another at her back, and the top fell away.

Bailey’s breasts were bared completely, her nipples tight, skin flushed. She felt suddenly shy under Celeste’s hungry gaze, but the way Celeste looked at her, like she was something precious and delicious, made heat pool low again.

“God, look at you,” Celeste breathed, cupping both breasts reverently, thumbs brushing over the peaks. “These perfect breasts… so beautiful. I’ve wanted my mouth on them since yesterday.”

She leaned in, lips closing around one nipple—warm, wet suction that made Bailey gasp and arch. Celeste sucked gently at first, tongue swirling, then harder, drawing the peak deep into her mouth. Bailey’s hands flew to Celeste’s wet hair, fingers threading through red strands.

“So responsive,” Celeste praised against her skin, switching to the other breast, lavishing it with the same slow, worshipful attention. “You taste so sweet, baby. These pretty nipples get so hard for me… fuck, you’re perfect.”

Bailey’s head fell back, a soft moan escaping. Holy shit, a woman is sucking my tits. Celeste is sucking my tits and it feels incredible. The mouth was softer, the tongue more knowing than anything she’d felt before—no rough stubble, just warm, wet heat and gentle teeth grazing just right.

Celeste pulled back slightly, blowing cool air over the wet peaks, making Bailey whimper. Their eyes locked—Celeste’s green and blazing.

“Lie down for me,” she said, voice low and full of promise.

She guided Bailey to the nearest wide lounge chair, cushioned and angled slightly. Bailey reclined back, heart pounding, legs parting naturally as Celeste knelt between them. The towel fell away, leaving Bailey completely naked, exposed under Celeste’s gaze.

Celeste’s hands slid up Bailey’s thighs, spreading her gently. “Look at this pretty pussy,” she murmured, voice reverent. “So wet, so pink… all for me. You’re so beautiful like this, spread open and ready.”

Bailey’s breath stuttered. She’d never had anyone talk to her like this—praise mixed with raw want, eyes never leaving hers. With Jake, it was nothing but silence and grunts.

Celeste leaned down slowly, maintaining eye contact until the last second. Then her mouth was on Bailey—warm, soft tongue licking a slow stripe from entrance to clit.

Bailey cried out, hips bucking. “Oh… fuck yes…”

Celeste moaned against her. “Fuck, you taste amazing,” she whispered, licking again, broader this time. “So sweet, so perfect on my tongue. I could eat you for hours.”

She settled in—slow, deliberate licks, circling Bailey’s clit with the flat of her tongue, then sucking gently. Bailey’s hands fisted in the cushion, thighs trembling.

Oh my god, a woman’s mouth on my pussy. It was softer, warmer, more intuitive than anything she’d experienced. Celeste knew exactly how to tease, how to build, how to make Bailey’s entire body sing.

“You’re doing so good,” Celeste praised between licks, eyes flicking up to meet Bailey’s again. “Letting me taste you like this… so open for me. You’re delicious, baby.”

She slid two fingers inside Bailey slowly, curling them just right, and Bailey’s back arched off the lounger.

“Yes—fuck—” Bailey gasped.

Celeste’s tongue flicked faster, fingers thrusting in steady rhythm. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Cum for me, my sweet girl. Cum on my tongue. I want it so bad....”

Bailey couldn’t hold back. The orgasm built fast and overwhelming, crashing through her in waves that left her shaking, crying out Celeste’s name, thighs clamping around her head.

Celeste licked her gently through every pulse, drawing it out until Bailey was boneless, gasping.

Then she crawled up Bailey’s body, pulling her into her arms on the wide lounger. They collapsed together, naked skin to skin, Celeste wrapping Bailey in the discarded towel and her own body, pressing soft kisses to her forehead, her cheeks, her lips.

“You were perfect,” Celeste whispered, voice tender now. “So beautiful. So delicious.”

Bailey laughed shakily, burrowing into Celeste’s neck. “I can’t believe… that was…”

Celeste smiled against her hair, fingers stroking her back. “I know, baby. And it’s only the beginning.”

Outside, the storm howled on, snow piling higher against the glass.

Inside, they lay tangled and warm on the lounger, hearts slowing together, the promise of the long night ahead humming quietly between them.


Chapter Five




The storm had turned the atrium into a cocoon. Snow was battering the glass roof in thick, relentless sheets, the wind howling like it wanted in. But inside, everything was still and warm, the air thick with the scent of sex and chlorine and Celeste’s jasmine skin.

Bailey lay curled against Celeste on the wide lounger, naked and boneless, her head on Celeste’s shoulder, one leg thrown over hers. Celeste’s arm was wrapped securely around her waist, fingers tracing lazy circles on Bailey’s hip. Their breathing had finally slowed, syncing in the quiet.

Bailey’s mind was still spinning, replaying everything in flashes: Celeste’s mouth between her legs, the way she’d praised her, the shattering orgasm that had felt like it rearranged something fundamental inside her. It had. She’d never come that hard, never felt that worshipped.

Celeste pressed a soft kiss to her temple. “You’re thinking loud,” she murmured, voice husky from moaning Bailey’s name.

Bailey laughed softly, cheeks warming again. “Can you blame me?”

“Not at all.” Celeste’s fingers drifted up Bailey’s spine, light and soothing. “Tell me what’s in that pretty head.”

Bailey hesitated, then turned her face into Celeste’s neck, inhaling her scent. “I just… can’t believe this is happening. That I’m here. With you. Like this.”

Celeste hummed, pleased. “Good disbelief or bad?”

“Good,” Bailey said quickly. “Really good. I’ve never… felt anything like that.”

Celeste’s arm tightened around her. “I’m glad it was with me.”

They lay in silence for a while, listening to the storm. Eventually Celeste shifted, propping herself on an elbow to look down at Bailey. Her red hair was drying in loose waves, framing her face, green eyes soft but still hungry.

“Come with me,” she whispered, standing and offering her hand.

Bailey took it, letting Celeste pull her up. They left the towels behind, walking naked through the quiet house, skin still flushed and sensitive. Up the stairs to the master bedroom—Vivian’s expansive suite with its massive king bed, soft lighting, and wall of windows showing the storm raging white outside.

Celeste guided Bailey to the bed, easing her down onto the cool sheets before climbing over her, straddling her hips. They kissed slow and deep, hands roaming freely now—Celeste’s palms cupping Bailey’s breasts, thumbs circling nipples until Bailey arched with a whimper.

“I want to feel all of you,” Celeste murmured against her mouth. “Every way.”

She shifted, turning so they lay head-to-toe on their sides. Bailey’s breath caught as Celeste guided her top leg over her own hip, opening her.

“Like this first,” Celeste said, voice low and full of praise. “I want to watch you feel me.”

She positioned them carefully—thighs sliding between thighs, slick heat meeting slick heat. When their clits brushed, both of them gasped.

Celeste rocked forward slowly, grinding in a gentle circle. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming—hot, wet friction, direct and perfect. Bailey’s hips jerked in response, chasing more.

“God, yes,” Celeste breathed, eyes locked on Bailey’s. “You feel so good against me. So wet, so hot… just for me.”

Bailey’s mind reeled. I’m scissoring with a woman. Our pussies are rubbing together and it’s fucking incredible. The slide was smoother than anything she’d felt with a man, more intimate—clits bumping, folds parting, every gentle roll of Celeste’s hips sending sparks through her.

Celeste set a slow rhythm, grinding deeper, one hand sliding between them to part Bailey further, increasing the pressure. “Look at us,” she whispered. “So beautiful together. You’re making me so wet, baby.”

Bailey’s hands gripped Celeste’s thigh, pulling her closer, hips rocking to meet each thrust. The wet sounds of them filled the room, mingling with their gasps and moans.

They built it steadily—faster, harder, their swollen and needy pussies grinding relentlessly until Bailey was trembling on the edge again.

“Cum with me,” Celeste gasped, eyes blazing. “I want to feel you cum against my pussy.”

Bailey shattered first—orgasm rolling through her in deep, pulsing waves, clit throbbing against Celeste’s. Celeste followed seconds later, hips bucking hard, a low cry tearing from her throat as she came, wetness flooding between them.

They rode it out together, grinding through every aftershock until sensitivity made them slow, collapsing sideways, legs still tangled.

Celeste pulled Bailey close, kissing her slow and deep, tasting salt and satisfaction.

“You’re incredible,” she whispered, fingers stroking Bailey’s hair.

Bailey laughed breathlessly, blushing, and burrowed into her.

The storm raged on outside.

They weren’t going anywhere.

∞∞∞

Celeste pulled Bailey close on the bed, wrapping her in strong arms, their naked bodies pressed together, slick with sweat and satisfaction. Bailey’s head rested on Celeste’s chest, listening to her heartbeat slow, fingers tracing lazy patterns over Celeste’s breast.

“You’re trembling again,” Celeste murmured, kissing her forehead. “Good tremble?”

Bailey laughed breathlessly, nuzzling closer. “The best. I’m just… floating. I felt like my soul drifted away.”

Celeste hummed, hand sliding down Bailey’s back to cup her ass possessively. “Me too. But I’m not done tasting you yet.”

Bailey’s pulse spiked. Celeste shifted, rolling them so Bailey lay on her back, then turned herself with fluid grace—straddling Bailey’s face in reverse, lowering her own body until her mouth hovered over Bailey’s still-sensitive pussy.

“Open for me,” Celeste whispered, voice rough with renewed hunger.

Bailey parted her thighs eagerly, hands gripping Celeste’s hips as Celeste settled above her. The first hot lick drew a sharp cry from Bailey; at the same moment, her own tongue found Celeste’s slick folds, tasting the fresh arousal there.

They moved together instantly—hungry, urgent. Tongues lapped and circled clits in tight, wet strokes, mouths sucking greedily. Celeste’s moans vibrated against Bailey’s pussy, driving her wild; Bailey answered with desperate licks, sucking Celeste hard, fingers digging into her ass to pull her closer.

It was messy, intense—hips grinding, breaths ragged, the wet sounds of mouths on slick flesh filling the room. Celeste came first this time, thighs clamping around Bailey’s head, a guttural cry muffled against her as she flooded Bailey’s tongue. The clench and taste pushed Bailey over seconds later, cumming hard against Celeste’s relentless mouth, back arching, hands clutching as waves tore through her.

They collapsed sideways, still tangled, mouths gentle now in the aftershocks—soft licks turning to kisses on inner thighs, tender and reverent.

Celeste finally turned, crawling up to pull Bailey into her arms again, both of them panting, flushed, laughing softly in disbelief.

“Fuck,” Bailey whispered, burying her face in Celeste’s neck. “That was…”

Celeste kissed her slow and deep, tasting both of them. “Intense,” she finished, voice husky. “And perfect.”

“Perfect…”

They held each other close, bodies humming in the warmth of the bed as the temperature plummeted outside. The master bedroom felt like its own small world—warm light from the bedside lamps casting golden shadows across the rumpled sheets, the storm freezing storm a constant roar against the windows. Bailey and Celeste lay naked and glowing, limbs heavy with satisfaction.


Chapter Six

They spent the night wrapped in each other, the storm a constant, comforting roar outside. Between slow, deep kisses and lazy explorations under the duvet, they drifted in and out of sleep, the massive bed feeling like the only place in the world that existed. Celeste held Bailey close all night, one arm draped possessively over her waist, lips brushing her shoulder whenever one of them stirred. Bailey fell asleep to the steady rhythm of Celeste’s breathing against her neck and the soft press of her breasts against her back, every inch of her skin humming with a quiet, bone-deep contentment she’d never known.

Morning came softly, gray light filtering through the wall of windows, the storm finally easing to a gentle snowfall. Bailey woke slowly, eyes fluttering open to the unfamiliar but perfect weight of Celeste’s arm still around her. She felt dreamy, sleepy, utterly spent—muscles loose, body tender in all the right places, a warm ache between her thighs that brought an immediate, secret smile to her lips.

Celeste was already awake, propped on one elbow, watching her with a soft, affectionate smile. Her red hair was tousled from sleep and Bailey’s fingers, green eyes warm in the morning light.

“Good morning, beautiful,” she murmured, leaning down to press a lingering kiss to Bailey’s forehead, then her lips—slow and sweet, tasting of sleep and last night.

Bailey stretched languidly, humming into the kiss. “Morning,” she whispered, voice husky. “Is this real?”

Celeste’s smile widened. “Very real.” She brushed a strand of hair from Bailey’s face. “And I’m not letting you out of this bed yet.”

They stayed like that for a while—kissing lazily, trading soft touches, whispering little nothings until hunger and the need for coffee finally pulled them downstairs.

Wrapped in robes, they padded to the kitchen together. Celeste took charge of the espresso machine while Bailey pulled out eggs, fruit, and the last of Vivian’s artisanal bread. They moved around each other easily—hips bumping, hands brushing, stolen kisses over the counter as coffee brewed and toast browned.

They ate at the island, the conversation drifting deeper as the caffeine kicked in.

Bailey talked about graduation in May, her nerves about job hunting, her dream of working on sustainable projects that actually mattered. Celeste listened intently, asking thoughtful questions, her hand resting warmly on Bailey’s thigh.

When Bailey asked about her plans, Celeste grew quieter.

“I’m leaving in a few weeks,” she said, fingers tracing idle patterns on Bailey’s skin. “Traveling. Thailand first, then Vietnam, maybe New Zealand after that. I’ve been putting it off for years—time to finally go.”

Bailey’s heart dipped, but she kept her voice light. “That sounds incredible. You deserve it.”

Celeste met her eyes, something vulnerable flickering there. “It does. But…” She leaned in, brushing her thumb over Bailey’s lower lip. “I didn’t expect to meet someone like you right before leaving.”

Bailey’s breath caught. “Me neither.”

They were quiet for a moment, the weight of it settling between them—not heavy, but real.

Celeste smiled softly. “We have time. The rest of this week, at least. And after that…” She shrugged, eyes warm. “Who knows? The world’s smaller than it seems.”

Bailey leaned across the counter, kissing her slow and deep.

“I’d like to find out,” she whispered.

Celeste’s answering kiss was full of promise.

“So would I.”

∞∞∞

The next days blurred into a perfect, private dream.

The snowfall lingered for two more days, giving them every excuse to stay tangled in sheets, in the pool, by the fire—exploring each other with the kind of slow, greedy curiosity that only comes when time feels endless. They cooked together, laughed over shared wine, fell asleep to the sound of snow against glass and woke to soft kisses and wandering hands.

Celeste showed Bailey everything she’d promised and more—gentle at first, then bolder, drawing out pleasures Bailey had never imagined. Bailey learned fast, eager and responsive, surprising them both with her hunger. They lost track of nights and mornings, of who reached for who first.

When the storm finally cleared, the world outside sparkled white and new, the roads plowed just enough for Celeste to walk home.

Celeste stood at the massive living-room window, robe loosely tied, red hair catching the bright winter light as she gazed out at the pristine snow blanketing the ridge. Bailey came up behind her, wrapping arms around her waist, chin resting on Celeste’s shoulder.

“It’s beautiful,” Bailey murmured, pressing a kiss to the side of Celeste’s neck.

Celeste turned in her arms, smiling softly. “It is. And the air will be crisp and perfect.” She brushed a thumb over Bailey’s lower lip. “We’ve been deliciously trapped inside for days. What do you say we get some fresh air? Walk me home?”

Bailey’s brows lifted. “You want company?”

“I want your company,” Celeste corrected, eyes warm. “And…” She leaned in, lips brushing Bailey’s ear. “I have a surprise waiting at my place. Something I think you’ll like very much.”

Bailey’s pulse skipped, heat flaring low in her belly at the teasing tone. “A surprise?”

Celeste’s smile turned wicked. “The kind that requires privacy….” She nipped Bailey’s earlobe lightly. “Pack an overnight bag if you want. Or don’t—I have everything we’ll need.”

Bailey didn’t even pretend to think about it. “Give me five minutes.”

Celeste laughed, low and pleased. “Take as long as you need.”

They dressed in layers—Bailey in borrowed soft leggings, sweater, boots, and Vivian’s spare puffer coat; Celeste in her own elegant wool. Bailey threw a few things into a small bag (just in case), heart racing with anticipation.

Outside, the air was sharp and clean, biting their cheeks as they stepped onto the plowed path. The snow glittered under the low winter sun, pines heavy with fresh powder, the world silent except for their boots crunching and their mingled laughter.

Celeste took Bailey’s gloved hand, lacing their fingers. “Feel that?” she said, inhaling deeply. “Like the whole mountain’s been washed clean.”

Bailey squeezed her hand. “Feels like a new start.”

Celeste glanced at her, eyes soft. “It does.”

They walked slowly, no rush, stealing kisses at bends in the path, breath fogging in the cold. Bailey’s curiosity burned brighter with every step—what kind of surprise waited at Celeste’s house? The teasing glint in Celeste’s eyes promised something deliciously filthy.

When Celeste’s house came into view, nestled against the ridge, it looked like a postcard. Warm cedar siding glowed in the winter sun, expansive glass windows reflected the sparkling snow, and the flat roof shed the last of its heavy load. No smoke rose from the chimney. The house had been empty for days, waiting patiently.

Celeste unlocked the front door and ushered Bailey inside with a hand at the small of her back. The air was cool, but the wooden floors felt solid and welcoming under Bailey’s socks. The scent of cedar and faint jasmine lingered, purely Celeste.

“Make yourself at home,” Celeste said, voice soft as she helped Bailey out of her puffer coat and hung it beside her own. “I’ll get the heat going and light the fire.”

Bailey slipped off her boots and took in the space. It was smaller than Vivian’s mansion but cozier. Open-plan living with low, plush furniture in deep grays and creams, thick wool rugs, bookshelves overflowing with travel memoirs and art books. A massive stone fireplace dominated one wall, dark and quiet but ready. The large windows offered panoramic views of the snow-laden pines and the mountain. Everything felt lived-in, personal, sensual, like Celeste herself.

Celeste adjusted the thermostat and knelt to stack logs in the fireplace. Flames caught quickly, crackling to life and filling the room with gentle warmth and the scent of burning pine.

She turned back to Bailey, eyes sparkling with that teasing promise.

“Wine? Coffee? Or…” She stepped closer, fingers brushing Bailey’s cheek. “Straight to your surprise?”

Bailey’s heart raced, anticipation thrumming through her. “Surprise,” she said, voice husky. “Definitely surprise.”

Celeste’s smile was slow and pleased. She took Bailey’s hand, lacing their fingers, and led her down a short hallway to the bedroom.

The room matched the rest of the house: warm wood walls, a king bed with a thick duvet in dark charcoal, soft lighting from sconces, more windows looking out over the snow. A faint scent of jasmine drifted from the bedside diffuser.

Celeste closed the door behind them with a soft click.

“Sit,” she said, nodding to the edge of the bed.

Bailey obeyed, pulse pounding as Celeste moved to a drawer in the nightstand. She pulled out a sleek black box, set it on the bed beside Bailey, and opened it slowly.

Inside, nestled in soft velvet lining, lay a carefully curated collection. A snug black leather harness with adjustable straps and silver buckles. A double-ended dildo, realistic and veined in deep silicone, thick and curved for the receiver, the inner end slimmer and angled for the wearer, designed to fill both at once. Beside it, a stainless-steel butt plug with a tapered bulb and flared base, topped with a glittering purple jewel. A bottle of premium lube completed the set.

Bailey’s breath caught hard. Heat flooded her face, her chest, straight down between her legs in a rush so intense she had to press her thighs together. She’d suspected the surprise might be something like this. Celeste’s teasing hints had planted the seed. But seeing it all laid out, real and waiting, made her blush deep crimson.

Celeste watched her closely, eyes dark with satisfaction. “Like what you see, chérie?”

Bailey swallowed, nodding. “Yeah. A lot.” Her voice came out breathy, almost a whisper. “Fuck… it’s hot.”

Celeste’s smile was slow, pleased. She set the box between them on the bed and sat beside Bailey, close enough that their thighs touched.  “I’ve been imagining using them on you since that first morning. When you answered the door in that robe, all flushed and bare underneath… I knew I wanted to take my time with you.”

Bailey’s cheeks burned hotter. “You… really?”

“Really,” Celeste confirmed, fingers tracing Bailey’s knee lightly. “Every night this week, when you were coming on my tongue or my fingers, I was thinking about how you’d look taking my cock. How you’d sound as I fucked you senseless.”

Bailey shivered, arousal sharp and immediate. “God, Celeste… I want that.”

Celeste pulled back, eyes searching hers. “We don’t have to use everything. Or anything. Your pace.”

Bailey shook her head, leaning in to kiss her. “I want to. All of it. Whatever you want to, I want to try…Please.”

Celeste’s gaze flared. She kissed Bailey slow and deep, then stood, pulling her sweater over her head in one fluid motion. No bra underneath—just pale skin, full breasts with dark nipples already hard. Bailey stared, mouth dry.

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” Bailey breathed.

Celeste stepped out of her pants and underwear next, kicking them aside. Completely naked now, she looked like pure power—tall, curved, confident. She picked up the harness, stepping into it slowly, adjusting the straps until the leather hugged her hips and thighs perfectly.

Bailey watched, transfixed, as Celeste warmed lube between her fingers and eased the inner end of the dildo into herself. A soft moan escaped her lips as it filled her, hips rolling slightly to seat it deep. “Oh… yes,” Celeste sighed, eyes fluttering. The outer shaft stood proud now—thick, veined, realistic, curving upward from her body like it belonged there.

Bailey’s mouth went dry, but her panties flooded. She had never seen a sexier sight. “Holy shit… you look like a fucking goddess.”

Celeste turned to her, eyes hooded. “Your turn to get undressed.”

Bailey stood on shaky legs, peeling off her sweater, leggings, underwear until she was naked too. Celeste’s gaze raked over her, hungry.

“On the bed,” Celeste said softly. “On your hands and knees first. I want to get you ready.”

Bailey obeyed, heart pounding as she spread her legs, exposing her glistening pussy and her ass. Celeste knelt behind her, her breathing getting louder and deeper. Cool lube drizzled down her crack, Celeste’s fingers spreading it gently, circling her tight entrance.

“Mmm…” Bailey moaned.

“Relax for me,” Celeste murmured, pressing a kiss to Bailey’s lower back. “You’re going to feel so full.”

One finger eased in slowly, then two, scissoring gently until Bailey was pushing back, whining. “Oh fuck… that feels good.”

Celeste added more lube, working her open with patient strokes. “So tight,” she praised. “Taking my fingers so well, baby.”

When Bailey was trembling, begging softly—“Please, more”—Celeste pressed the cool metal plug against her. “Breathe,” she whispered.

Bailey did, and the plug slid in—slow stretch, then sudden fullness as the bulb seated, the jewel nestled between her cheeks.

“Oh my god,” Bailey gasped, clenching around it as her pussy dripped onto the bed. “Fuck… it’s so much.”

Celeste’s hand stroked her back. “Good girl. You look so beautiful like this. So full for me.”

She helped Bailey turn onto her back, spreading her thighs wide. Celeste moved between them, rubbing the thick head of the strap through Bailey’s slick folds, coating it.

“Oh fuck… ah…”

“Eyes on me,” Celeste said, voice rough with want.

Bailey met her gaze as Celeste pushed in—slow, steady pressure, the veined shaft stretching her perfectly. Bailey moaned long and low, hands gripping the sheets. “Fuck… you’re so big… oh god, yes…”

Celeste groaned as the inner end shifted inside her. “Fuck, you feel incredible,” she breathed, bottoming out. “So tight around my cock. Taking every inch like you were made for it.”

She started slow, deep strokes—hips rolling, the harness grinding against her clit with every movement. Bailey’s plugged ass made everything tighter, fuller, the sensations overwhelming.

“Oh fuck… harder,” Bailey begged, legs wrapping around Celeste’s waist. “Please, fuck me harder.”

Celeste’s rhythm built—faster, deeper, the bed creaking softly. “Yes, baby… just like that. You’re so perfect… so wet for my cock.”

Bailey’s moans filled the room—“Fuck, Celeste… yes… oh god, don’t stop”—hips rising to meet every thrust, breasts bouncing, hands clutching Celeste’s back.

Celeste leaned down, breasts brushing Bailey’s, kissing her hard. “You take me so well,” she praised between thrusts. “My perfect girl, full of my cock and my plug. Cum for me… I want to feel you milk me.”

The words, the fullness, the relentless grinding sent Bailey spiraling. The orgasm hit like a freight train—harder than anything before, blinding, body convulsing, vision whiting out as waves tore through her in endless pulses. She screamed Celeste’s name, pussy clenching impossibly tight around the strap, plug intensifying every spasm until she was sobbing with pleasure, thighs shaking, nearly blacking out from the intensity.

“Oh fuck… I’m cumming… don’t stop… fuck!”

Celeste rode her through it, thrusts turning erratic as her own climax hit—grinding deep, a guttural moan against Bailey’s neck as she came hard, hips stuttering, inner end pressing perfectly.

They collapsed together, Celeste easing out gently before pulling Bailey into her arms.

Bailey floated, utterly spent, body trembling with aftershocks.

Celeste kissed her forehead, her lips, her cheeks. “My perfect girl,” she whispered. “So good for me. You came so beautifully.”

Bailey managed a shaky laugh, burrowing into her. “I… think I saw stars.”

Celeste smiled against her skin. “Me too, baby.”

They held each other close, bodies humming, the snow sparkling outside.

And Bailey knew she was hopelessly, utterly, desperately fucking addicted.

∞∞∞

The rest of Bailey’s house-sitting time passed in a pure haze.

They spent days walking the cleared paths hand in hand, breath fogging in the crisp air, laughing over nothing. Evenings were for the fire—wine, quiet conversation, bodies fitting together on the rug like they’d always belonged there. Nights were for the bed, slow and urgent by turns, Bailey discovering new ways to make Celeste moan her name, Celeste teaching her every secret her body had to offer.

Bailey felt different—lighter, surer, awake in a way she hadn’t known was possible. The quiet curiosities she’d carried for years had blossomed into something bright and fearless. She caught herself smiling at nothing, humming in the shower, blushing at memories that played on loop in her mind.

On the last morning, they stood at Vivian’s front door, bags packed, snow sparkling under a clear blue sky.

Celeste pulled Bailey close, kissing her slow and deep, hands cupping her face.

“I’ll be in Asia by the end of the month,” she said softly, forehead resting against Bailey’s. “Come when you can. A week. A month. However long you want.”

Bailey’s heart fluttered. “I have graduation in May. Then… summer’s wide open.”

Celeste’s smile was warm, full of promise. “Then I’ll be waiting.”

One more kiss—long, lingering, tasting of coffee and goodbye and see-you-soon—and Celeste stepped out into the bright morning, red hair catching the sun like fire.

Bailey watched her walk down the path, waving once when Celeste turned back with that wicked, knowing grin.

The house felt quiet again as Bailey locked up, but not empty.

Her phone buzzed before she even reached the car—a message from Celeste: a photo of the snow-covered ridge behind her, captioned Already counting the days.

Bailey smiled, typing back a heart.

She drove down the mountain with the windows cracked, cold air rushing in, music loud, future wide open. She laughed out loud, and stepped on the gas, her tummy filling with butterflies.

When she came here, she had no idea what the future had in store for her.

Now, she knew exactly where she was going next. And she couldn’t have been more exited.

Bailey and Celeste lived Happily Ever After…

The End!
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