
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER ONE :The Invitation



The October cold had teeth tonight, biting through Sienna's leather jacket as she fumbled with her keys outside her building. Her fingers—still numb from the twenty-minute walk back from the gallery opening in Williamsburg—finally found the right one, the brass key with the chipped red paint on the bow. She'd been meaning to get a copy made for months now, but somehow it always slipped her mind. The lock turned with its familiar grinding resistance, and she shouldered through the heavy door into the narrow stairwell that smelled like old radiator heat and someone's curry from three floors up.

By the time she reached the fourth floor, her thighs were burning. The building had no elevator—a selling point, the realtor had called it, "charming pre-war character"—which really just meant her calves had gotten impressively toned over the past two years. She jammed her key into her apartment door, twisted hard, and practically fell inside.

The loft exhaled around her—sandalwood from the incense she'd burned that morning mixing with the faint ghost of coffee, burnt at the edges from sitting on the warmer too long before she'd remembered to turn it off. She kicked off her boots, let them thud against the reclaimed wood floor she'd spent an entire weekend refinishing when she first moved in. Her toes flexed against the cool planks, pins and needles dancing up her feet as circulation returned.

Sienna peeled off her jacket, tossed it over the coat rack that immediately tilted precariously. She caught it with one hand, righted it, made a mental note—for the thousandth time—to actually mount the thing to the wall properly instead of just leaning it there like a trust exercise.

The loft itself was small but hers. Exposed brick on one wall, tall windows overlooking the street, an open floor plan that made the seven hundred square feet feel almost spacious. Her furniture was a mix of thrift store finds and hand-me-downs: a sagging gray couch with a burnt orange throw blanket, a coffee table she'd rescued from someone's curb and sanded down, bookshelves made from milk crates and reclaimed planks. The kitchen was barely a kitchen—more like a galley with delusions of grandeur—but it had a gas stove and enough counter space for her French press, which was really all she needed.

She made her way to the kitchen, poured herself a glass of water from the filter pitcher, and drank it standing at the sink while her body slowly thawed. The gallery opening had been fine. Boring, mostly. A friend of a friend's photography exhibition—lots of black and white urban landscapes, very moody, very "I took an intro to photography class and discovered grain." She'd made the requisite small talk, nursed a single glass of cheap white wine, and spent most of the evening checking her phone.

Checking for Amara.

They'd been texting on and off all week. Casual stuff, mostly. Amara sending her a photo of the latte art some barista had made her (look, it's a dick), Sienna responding with a string of laughing emojis. Amara asking if she'd finished the Octavia Butler novel she'd recommended (almost, don't spoil it), Sienna sending updates on her progress (okay I lied I finished it last night and I have THOUGHTS). Easy. Light. The kind of texting that made Sienna's chest feel warm and complicated.

But beneath it—always, constantly—that current of something else. The memory of Amara's hand on her lower back at that birthday party four months ago, fingers splayed wide and warm through her shirt. The way Amara had looked at her mouth when Sienna was talking, like she was tracking every word. The time they'd shared an Uber home from a bar in the East Village and Amara's thigh had pressed against hers for the entire twenty-minute ride, neither of them moving away.

Sienna had been in a slow, exquisite freefall ever since.

She set down her water glass, pulled her phone from her back pocket. No new messages. It was 10:51 PM. Late enough that texting felt loaded with intention, but not so late that it would be weird. She opened their conversation thread, read back through their last exchange from earlier that afternoon.

Amara: what are you up to tonight? Sienna: gallery thing in williamsburg. probably gonna be boring Amara: want company? Sienna: nah you'd hate it. trust me Amara: fair. have fun anyway Sienna: lol doubtful

Sienna's thumb hovered over the keyboard. She could text first. Something casual. Hey, survived the gallery. How was your night? Easy. Breezy. Completely normal.

Before she could talk herself out of it, her phone buzzed in her hand.

Amara.

You up?

Sienna's stomach did something complicated—dropped and flipped and twisted all at once. She stared at the message, reading it three times like the words might rearrange themselves into something less potent.

You up?

God, the things those two words could mean.

Her heart was doing something stupid in her chest, hammering against her ribs like it was trying to break out. She typed back quickly, before she could overthink it.

Always for you.

The moment she hit send, she regretted it. Too much. Too obvious. Always for you sounded like something out of a romance novel, not like something a normal person would text to their—what? Friend? Crush? The woman she'd been low-key obsessed with for four months but hadn't actually done anything about because she was a disaster at reading signals?

Three dots appeared at the bottom of the screen. Disappeared. Appeared again.

Sienna held her breath.

Can I come over?

Her lungs forgot how to work. She read the message four times, then a fifth, making sure it actually said what she thought it said.

Can I come over?

Not want to hang out tomorrow or coffee sometime this week? But can I come over? At almost eleven PM on a Saturday night.

Sienna's hands were shaking as she typed back.

Yeah. Door's open.

She hit send, then immediately regretted that too. Door's open—like she was so eager she wasn't even going to make Amara wait the three seconds it would take to buzz her in. Jesus Christ.

But it was too late now. The message was sent. Amara had read it—the little checkmark turned blue—and was presumably already on her way.

Fifteen minutes. Maybe twenty if the train was running slow. That's how long it would take Amara to get here from her place in Bed-Stuy.

Sienna looked down at herself. She was still wearing her gallery clothes: black turtleneck tucked into high-waisted gray trousers, the outfit she wore when she wanted to look like she had her life together. It felt like armor now—too formal, too buttoned-up. She needed to change. Into what, though? What did you wear when the woman you'd been fantasizing about for months texted can I come over at eleven PM on a Saturday?

She headed to her bedroom, which was really just one corner of the loft sectioned off by a bookshelf and some strategically hung curtains. Her bed was unmade—white sheets rumpled, pillows askew—and her laundry situation was, charitably, a disaster. Clean clothes in a basket by the closet, dirty clothes in a heap by the bathroom door, the gray area clothes—worn once but not dirty enough to wash—draped over the chair in the corner.

She stripped off the turtleneck, the trousers, stood in her bra and underwear staring at her limited options. Jeans felt too casual. A dress felt like trying too hard. She settled on gray joggers—soft, lived-in, the kind that sat low on her hips—and a cropped white tank top. No bra. The tank was thin enough that her nipples would probably be visible, but fuck it. If Amara was coming over this late, Sienna wasn't going to pretend to be someone she wasn't.

She caught her reflection in the mirror mounted on the back of her closet door. Pale skin flushed from the cold and the adrenaline, freckles scattered across her nose and shoulders and the tops of her breasts, auburn hair loose and wavy past her collarbones, slightly tangled from being under a wool hat earlier. Green eyes that looked a little too eager, a little too hungry. She was small—five-three on a good day, maybe 115 pounds—all soft curves and nervous energy. Small breasts that fit perfectly in her own palms, narrow waist that flared into hips she'd spent her teenage years hating until she realized some people found them attractive, thighs that touched all the way down.

She looked like she was about to crawl out of her skin.

Stop it, she told her reflection. Just breathe.

She went to the bathroom, brushed her teeth even though she'd already brushed them that morning, ran her fingers through her hair to detangle the worst of it. Applied a thin layer of lip balm. Considered mascara, decided against it. If things went the direction her brain kept insisting they might, mascara would just end up smudged and raccoon-like anyway.

Back in the main room, she did a quick tidying sweep. Stacked the books piled on the coffee table, threw the burnt orange blanket over the back of the couch in a way that looked artfully casual instead of like she'd just been burritoed in it last night while watching true crime documentaries. Lit the half-burned sandalwood candle on the bookshelf, watched the flame catch and settle.

Her phone said 11:02 PM.

Amara would be here any minute.

Sienna paced. Kitchen to couch to window and back again. She could see her breath fogging the glass when she pressed her face close to look down at the street. A few people walking by, bundled in coats and scarves. A car idling at the corner, exhaust pluming white in the cold air. No Amara yet.

What was she going to say when Amara got here? Hey, come in, want a drink? Too formal. Hey, what's up? Too casual. Maybe she'd just open the door and let Amara take the lead. That seemed safest.

Except nothing about this felt safe.

Her phone buzzed. Here.

Sienna's heart leapt into her throat. She crossed to the door, unlocked it, pulled it open.

And there she was.

Amara Okonkwo filled the doorway like she'd been poured into it. She was tall—six feet even, which meant Sienna had to tilt her head back to meet her eyes—and built like someone who'd played sports in college and still hit the gym three times a week. Tonight she wore a fitted black puffer jacket unzipped halfway over a deep burgundy crop top that showed off the elegant curve of her waist and a strip of taut brown skin above the waistband of her jeans. The jeans themselves were high-rise, dark wash, tight enough to hug every inch of her thick thighs and the generous swell of her ass. Black Timberlands on her feet, laces double-knotted.

Her hair was in twists—neat, precise, falling just past her shoulders—and tonight she'd pulled them back into a low ponytail, a few strands loose around her face. That face: sharp cheekbones, full lips with a Cupid's bow that could cut glass, a broad nose with a tiny gold stud in the left nostril, dark brown eyes that caught the hallway light and held it. Her skin was the kind of deep brown that seemed to glow from within, rich and warm and impossibly smooth.

She smelled like shea butter and something else—something warm and almost spicy. Cardamom, maybe, or clove. It made Sienna want to bury her face in Amara's neck and just breathe.

"Hey," Amara said, voice low and smooth like aged whiskey poured over ice.

"Hey yourself." Sienna stepped aside, tried to make her voice sound normal instead of like her heart was currently attempting to vibrate out of her chest. "Come in before you freeze."

Amara moved past her, close enough that their shoulders brushed. The brief contact sent electricity straight down Sienna's spine, made her fingers tingle. She closed the door behind them, locked it more out of habit than necessity, and turned to find Amara already shrugging off her jacket.

The jacket came off in one smooth motion, revealing the full effect of the burgundy crop top. It was fitted, stretchy material that clung to Amara's breasts—full and round, straining slightly against the fabric—and ended just below them, showing off several inches of toned stomach. Her arms were bare, muscular shoulders and biceps that flexed as she tossed the jacket over the back of Sienna's couch.

Jesus Christ.

"Want something to drink?" Sienna heard herself ask, moving toward the kitchen on autopilot. "I've got wine, whiskey, terrible beer my brother left here last month—"

"Sienna."

She stopped. Turned. Amara was standing in the middle of the living room now, arms crossed, looking at Sienna with an expression that was part amusement, part something hungrier, darker.

"I didn't come here for a drink."

The air between them shifted. Sienna felt it in her chest—a sudden tightening, a warmth spreading through her limbs—and lower, in the sudden heat pooling in her belly.

"No?" Her voice came out smaller than she'd intended, breathy.

Amara took a step closer. Then another. She moved with this careful deliberation, like she had all the time in the world, like she knew exactly what she was doing and how it was landing. When she was close enough to touch—close enough that Sienna could feel the heat radiating off her body—she reached out and tucked a strand of Sienna's hair behind her ear. Her fingers lingered there, callused fingertips tracing the shell of Sienna's ear, then down along her jaw.

"I've been thinking about you," Amara said quietly, her thumb now stroking Sienna's cheekbone in slow, deliberate circles. "All week. Couldn't get you out of my head."

Sienna's breath caught. Her pulse was pounding in her ears, drowning out everything else. "Yeah?"

"Mmhm." Amara's other hand came up, both palms now cupping Sienna's face, tilting it up. "Kept wondering what you'd taste like. What sounds you'd make. What you'd look like when you came."

Oh fuck. Oh fuck oh fuck oh—

"Amara—" Sienna's voice cracked.

"Tell me to stop," Amara murmured, leaning down until their faces were inches apart, her breath ghosting across Sienna's lips, "and I will. Right now. I'll grab my jacket and leave and we can pretend this never happened."

Sienna could smell her fully now—shea butter and cardamom layered over something earthier, musk and arousal already sharpening the air between them. Her own body was responding, nipples tightening beneath the thin tank top, wetness beginning to gather between her legs, heart rabbiting against her ribs.

"Don't stop," Sienna whispered. "Please don't stop."

Amara's smile was slow, devastating. "Good."

Then she closed the distance.

The kiss started soft—lips brushing, testing, learning the shape of each other. Amara's mouth was warm and careful, tongue just barely tracing the seam of Sienna's lips as if asking permission. Sienna opened for her with a small, desperate sound, and Amara's tongue swept inside, claiming, tasting. She tasted like mint—gum, probably, or maybe mouthwash—and something sweeter underneath, like she'd had candy earlier.

Sienna's hands came up to grip Amara's waist, fingers digging into the warm, bare skin exposed between her crop top and jeans. The contact made Amara hum into her mouth, a low vibration that Sienna felt all the way down to her toes. Amara's hands slid from Sienna's face to her hair, fingers tangling in the auburn waves, tugging just hard enough to make Sienna gasp.

The kiss deepened. Amara kissed like she wanted to consume Sienna whole—thorough and hungry, tongue stroking against Sienna's in a rhythm that was almost obscene. Sienna pressed up onto her toes, trying to get closer, to take more, but even then Amara had to bend down to accommodate the height difference.

When they finally broke apart—lungs screaming for air, lips swollen and slick—Amara's eyes were almost black, pupils blown wide.

"Bedroom," she said. Not a question. A statement of intent.

Sienna nodded, not trusting her voice. She took Amara's hand—their fingers lacing together, palms pressed flat—and led her down the short hallway past the bathroom. Her bedroom was small, tucked into the back corner of the loft. The bed dominated the space: queen-sized with a wrought iron frame she'd found at an estate sale, white sheets rumpled and unmade, pillows askew. String lights were draped across the exposed brick wall above the headboard, casting everything in warm, amber light. On the nightstand: a stack of paperbacks, a half-empty water glass, the lavender candle she'd burned earlier, its scent still faintly lingering in the air beneath the sandalwood from the living room.

Sienna turned to face Amara, suddenly hyperaware of how exposed she felt. The tank top left nothing to the imagination—her nipples were clearly visible through the thin white fabric, hard little points that ached to be touched. The joggers sat low on her hips, and she knew if Amara looked closely she'd be able to see the faint outline of her hipbones, the slight softness of her lower belly.

Amara was looking. Closely. Her gaze dragged over Sienna's body like a physical touch, lingering on her breasts, her waist, the junction of her thighs.

"Fuck," Amara breathed. "You're so gorgeous."

Sienna flushed from her chest to her hairline. She'd never been good at taking compliments, especially not from someone who looked like Amara—all height and curves and confidence.

"So are you," she managed.

Amara closed the distance between them again, hands sliding up Sienna's sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts through the thin cotton. Sienna sucked in a breath. Then Amara's mouth was on her neck—lips and tongue and the edge of teeth—and Sienna's head fell back to give her better access.

"Mmm—"

Amara worked her way down, kissing and sucking, definitely leaving marks that Sienna would have to cover with scarves for the next week. She didn't care. Let people see. Let them know someone had claimed her, at least for tonight.

When Amara's mouth closed around her nipple—cotton and all, sucking hard enough that the fabric went transparent and clingy—Sienna nearly came apart. Her hands flew to Amara's shoulders, nails digging in, and a broken "oh god" fell from her lips.

Amara hummed her approval, the vibration traveling straight through the thin fabric. She worked the nipple with her tongue—flicking, circling, occasionally scraping with her teeth just hard enough to make Sienna jolt. Then she switched to the other side, giving it the same thorough attention while Sienna trembled and made increasingly desperate sounds.

"Amara—please—"

"Please what?" Amara pulled back, lips shiny and eyes wicked. "Tell me what you want."

"I—" Sienna's brain had short-circuited somewhere between the neck-kissing and the nipple-sucking. Words felt impossible. "Touch me. I need—I need you to touch me."

"I am touching you."

"You know what I mean."

Amara's smile widened. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of Sienna's joggers and tugged. "These need to come off."

Sienna nodded frantically. She helped Amara push the joggers down over her hips, stepping out of them when they pooled around her ankles. Her underwear—plain cotton, embarrassingly unsexy compared to whatever Amara probably wore—came off next. And then she was standing there completely naked except for the tank top, which Amara pushed up and off in one swift motion.

Now she was fully bare.

The cool air hit her overheated skin and made her shiver. Or maybe that was Amara's gaze, raking over every inch of her: small breasts with pale pink nipples, narrow waist, the slight swell of her belly, the neat triangle of auburn hair between her legs already glistening with arousal.

"Fucking perfect," Amara said, voice rough.

She guided Sienna backward until the backs of her knees hit the mattress, then gave her a gentle push. Sienna sat down hard, then scooted back until she was in the middle of the bed. Amara stood at the foot of it, still fully clothed, and the power dynamic of it—Sienna naked and spread out while Amara loomed over her, dressed—made Sienna's core clench.

"Stay right there," Amara instructed.

Then she reached for the hem of her crop top and pulled it over her head in one smooth motion.

Holy shit.

Amara wasn't wearing a bra. Her breasts were stunning—full and heavy, dark nipples already peaked, a subtle sway to them that made Sienna's mouth water. Her stomach was soft, curves rolling gently over the waistband of her jeans, and Sienna wanted to kiss every single inch.

The jeans came off next. Amara had to peel them down—they were tight enough that they clung stubbornly to her thighs and ass—and underneath she was wearing simple black boy shorts that hugged her curves. For a moment she stood there, letting Sienna look.

And Sienna looked.

All that brown skin, smooth and perfect in the amber light. Thighs so thick there was no gap between them, muscles defined beneath soft flesh. Hips that flared dramatically from her waist, creating an hourglass shape that belonged in Renaissance paintings. Shoulders broad and strong, arms toned. She was breathtaking.

"Your turn to stare," Amara said with a smile.

"I can't help it," Sienna admitted. "You're—god, Amara, you're perfect."

Amara's smile softened. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her boy shorts and pushed them down, stepping out of them gracefully. Now they were both naked, both exposed, and the air in the room felt charged, electric.

Amara climbed onto the bed, moving up Sienna's body like a predator stalking prey. She settled her weight on top of Sienna—skin to skin, heat to heat—and kissed her again, slower this time but no less intense. Sienna wrapped her arms around Amara's back, pulled her closer, desperate for more contact. Their breasts pressed together, nipples brushing, and Sienna moaned into Amara's mouth.

Amara's hand slid between them, fingers trailing down Sienna's stomach, over her hip, between her thighs. When she finally—finally—touched Sienna where she needed it most, Sienna's entire body arched off the bed.

"Fuck—Amara—yes—"

"So wet," Amara murmured against her mouth, fingers sliding easily through Sienna's slick folds. "Jesus, Sienna, you're soaked."

"For you," Sienna gasped. "All for you."

Amara groaned, the sound low and guttural. Her fingers found Sienna's clit, rubbing in tight, perfect circles, and Sienna thought she might actually die from how good it felt. She clutched at Amara's back, nails scraping, trying to ground herself.

"I want to taste you," Amara said against her ear. "I want to bury my face between your legs and make you come on my tongue."

"Oh god—yes—please—"

Amara kissed her once more, hard and deep, then started moving down her body. Lips and tongue traced a path from Sienna's mouth to her jaw, down her neck, between her breasts. She paused to suck a nipple into her mouth again—hard enough to make Sienna cry out—then continued downward. Stomach, hipbones, the crease where her thigh met her pelvis.

Sienna's hands fisted in the sheets. Her thighs fell open without conscious thought, making room for Amara between them. She could feel Amara's breath ghosting across her overheated skin, could smell her own arousal mixing with the lavender and sandalwood.

"You smell so fucking good," Amara said, and then her tongue was there, a long, slow lick from Sienna's entrance to her clit.

"Nnnngh—fuck—"

Sienna's hips bucked involuntarily. Amara's hands came up to grip her thighs, holding her down, holding her open. Then she dove in properly—tongue lapping and circling, occasionally dipping inside, then back to Sienna's clit in a rhythm that was going to make Sienna come embarrassingly fast.

The sounds were obscene: wet and slick, punctuated by Sienna's increasingly desperate moans and Amara's hums of appreciation. Sienna looked down and nearly came from the sight alone—Amara's face buried between her legs, twists falling over her shoulders, dark hands gripping pale thighs.

"Amara—oh god—don't stop—"

Amara didn't. If anything, she doubled down, tongue working faster, sucking Sienna's clit between her lips. Two fingers slid inside easily, crooking to find that perfect spot, and Sienna saw stars.

"Ah—ah—I'm—I'm so close—"

But then Amara pulled back.

Sienna made a sound of protest, hips chasing after that perfect mouth, but Amara held her down.

"Not yet," Amara said, voice rough and muffled. "I want to try something first."

Before Sienna could ask what, Amara was moving her—firm hands on her hips, flipping her over onto her stomach. Sienna went willingly, brain too fogged with arousal to question it.

"On your knees," Amara instructed. "Ass up."

Oh.

Oh.

Sienna's heart stuttered. She got her knees under her, awkward and eager, and lifted her ass into the air. The position made her feel obscenely exposed—everything on display, nothing hidden. She buried her face in the pillow, equal parts mortified and unbearably turned on.

Behind her, she heard Amara make a low, appreciative sound. Then hands were on her, smoothing over the curve of her ass, squeezing gently.

"You have no idea," Amara said quietly, almost to herself, "how long I've wanted to do this. How many times I've thought about it."

Sienna's breath came in short pants. "Do what?"

Instead of answering, Amara spread her cheeks.

The sudden rush of cool air against her most intimate places made Sienna gasp into the pillow. She felt Amara's thumbs pressing into the soft flesh of her ass, holding her open, exposing her completely. Her hole fluttered involuntarily, hyper-aware of being observed.

Oh my god oh my god oh my—

"Relax," Amara murmured. "I've got you. I promise this is going to feel so good."

Then—oh fuck—Amara's tongue.

The first lick was tentative, exploratory. Just the flat of her tongue dragging slow and wet directly over Sienna's hole. The sensation was unlike anything Sienna had ever felt—dirty and intimate and so intensely good that her entire body shuddered.

"Oh—oh god—"

Amara did it again, firmer this time, and Sienna's hands fisted in the sheets so hard her knuckles went white.

"You taste fucking incredible," Amara breathed. Her voice was thick with arousal, almost reverent. "I knew you would. I fucking knew it."

She dove back in.

This time there was nothing tentative about it. Amara licked her in long, thorough strokes, tongue circling her rim, pressing lightly at the center, mapping every inch. The sensation was overwhelming—filthy and perfect and so goddamn intimate. Sienna had never done this before, never even considered it, but now she couldn't imagine why not. It felt incredible.

Her hips started moving on their own, pushing back, chasing more of that perfect pressure. Every nerve ending in her body felt like it was on fire.

"Amara—fuck—yes—"

Amara's hands tightened on her ass, fingers digging in hard enough to leave marks, holding her exactly where she wanted her. The wet sounds of her tongue working filled the room, obscene and perfect. Sienna could smell everything now—her own arousal sharp and sweet, mixing with the musk of sweat, the lavender and sandalwood from earlier, and underneath it all the shea butter and cardamom of Amara's skin.

I can't believe this is happening, Sienna thought dimly. I can't believe Amara is actually doing this to me.

"Nnnngh—please—I need—"

"What do you need, baby?" Amara pulled back just enough to speak, her breath hot against Sienna's spit-slick skin, making her shiver. "Tell me."

"More," Sienna gasped. "I need more—I need—"

She couldn't finish the sentence. Didn't have the words for what her body was begging for.

Amara seemed to understand anyway. She hummed low and pleased, then her tongue was back—this time pressing harder, the tip pushing just slightly inside, and Sienna's entire body jolted like she'd been electrocuted.

"Oh god oh god oh god—"

Her mind went completely blank. There was nothing but sensation—Amara's tongue pushing into her, working her open in shallow thrusts, one hand still gripping her ass while the other slid around to find her clit. When Amara's fingers started rubbing tight, perfect circles, Sienna knew she wasn't going to last much longer.

"Amara—fuck—I'm—I'm gonna—"

"Come for me," Amara said against her, voice muffled and rough. "I want to feel it. Want to feel you come on my tongue."

That was all it took.

The orgasm slammed into Sienna like a tidal wave, ripping through her in waves so intense she couldn't breathe. Her whole body went rigid, thighs shaking violently, a high, broken cry tearing out of her throat. Amara didn't let up—kept licking, kept rubbing her clit, drawing it out until Sienna was gasping and twitching and babbling incoherently, pleasure bleeding into overstimulation.

"Stop—too much—Amara please—"

Finally, mercifully, Amara pulled back. Sienna collapsed onto the bed like a puppet with cut strings, boneless and trembling, aftershocks still rolling through her in little electric pulses. She couldn't move. Could barely think. Her brain had been reduced to static and scattered sparks.

She felt the mattress shift as Amara moved up beside her. A warm hand smoothed over her back, gentle and grounding.

"You okay?" Amara asked softly.

Sienna managed to turn her head just enough to look at her. Amara's face was flushed, lips swollen and wet, eyes soft with concern. Her hair was mussed, a few twists sticking to her damp forehead.

"I—" Sienna's voice was completely wrecked, barely more than a rasp. "That was—fuck."

Amara's expression shifted into a grin. "Good fuck or bad fuck?"

"Very good fuck." Sienna reached out with a trembling hand, fingers finding Amara's wrist. "Your turn."

"You don't have to—"

"I want to," Sienna said fiercely, some strength returning to her voice. "I really, really want to. Please."

Amara's grin turned into something sharper, hungrier. "Okay. Yeah. Fuck, yes."


CHAPTER TWO: Her Turn



Sienna's entire body still felt like it was made of liquid. Every muscle loose and warm, bones turned to honey, brain floating somewhere three feet above her skull. She was sprawled face-down on her bed, one leg bent at the knee, arms splayed out like a starfish. The sheets beneath her were damp with sweat and other things. The air smelled like sex—musky and sharp and sweet all at once—layered over the lavender candle and sandalwood that had been there before.

Amara was beside her, propped up on one elbow, that warm hand still tracing lazy patterns across Sienna's back. Up her spine, over her shoulder blade, down to the small of her back, then up again. The touch was grounding, gentle, almost reverent.

"You sure you're okay?" Amara asked again, voice soft with genuine concern. "That was... a lot."

Sienna managed to turn her head, blinking her eyes open. The amber glow from the string lights made Amara look almost ethereal—all that brown skin glowing warm, hair slightly mussed, lips still shiny and swollen. Her eyes were soft, searching Sienna's face for any sign of regret or discomfort.

She's worried about me, Sienna realized. Even though she just gave me the most intense orgasm of my entire life, she's worried she pushed too far.

Something in Sienna's chest cracked open at that, warmth flooding through her that had nothing to do with the post-orgasm glow.

"I'm more than okay," Sienna said, her voice still raspy but stronger now. "That was... Amara, that was incredible. I've never felt anything like that."

Amara's expression relaxed into a smile. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Sienna pushed herself up onto her elbows, then into a sitting position. Her thighs were still trembling slightly, and she could feel the wet mess between her legs, the lingering sensitivity. "But now it's your turn."

"Sienna, you really don't have to—"

"Stop," Sienna interrupted, reaching out to cup Amara's face with both hands. "I want to. I've been thinking about this for months. Thinking about you. What you'd taste like. What sounds you'd make." She paused, then added with more confidence than she felt, "What you'd look like with my tongue inside you."

Amara's breath hitched. Her eyes went dark, pupils swallowing up the brown. "Fuck."

"So let me," Sienna said softly. "Please. Let me make you feel good."

For a moment Amara just stared at her, something unreadable flickering across her face. Then she nodded. "Okay. Yeah. Fuck, yes."

Sienna smiled and leaned in to kiss her. This kiss was different from the others—slower, deeper, full of intention. She could taste herself on Amara's tongue, tangy and strange and surprisingly hot. Amara's hands came up to grip Sienna's waist, pulling her closer, and Sienna went willingly, pressing their bodies together.

When they broke apart, both breathing harder, Sienna gently pushed Amara onto her back. "Lie down. Get comfortable."

Amara complied, settling against the pillows with her head propped up slightly so she could watch. Her body was stunning in the warm light—all curves and soft skin. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath, nipples peaked and dark. Her stomach curved gently, a beautiful swell that Sienna wanted to kiss and bite. Her thighs were spread slightly, and Sienna could see the neat triangle of dark curls between them, already glistening.

She's wet, Sienna thought, a thrill running through her. She's this wet just from eating me out. From making me come.

"You're staring again," Amara said, but there was no bite to it. Just amusement and arousal.

"I told you," Sienna said, crawling between Amara's legs. "I can't help it."

She started at Amara's knees—pressing kisses to the inside of one, then the other, working her way slowly up. The skin there was soft, sensitive, and Amara's breath caught every time Sienna's lips made contact. She took her time, kissing and licking and occasionally sucking hard enough to leave marks. By the time she reached Amara's inner thighs—thick and perfect, muscles defined beneath soft flesh—Amara was squirming.

"Sienna," Amara breathed, one hand coming down to tangle in Sienna's hair. "Stop teasing."

"I'm not teasing," Sienna said innocently, even as she deliberately kissed everywhere except where Amara clearly wanted her mouth. "I'm appreciating."

"Sienna."

The edge of desperation in Amara's voice made Sienna's core clench. She loved this—loved having Amara spread out beneath her, usually so confident and in control but now trembling and needy. Loved knowing she was the one making her feel this way.

But she'd tortured her enough.

Sienna lowered her head and licked a long, slow stripe right through Amara's folds.

"Fuck—" Amara's hips jerked, hand tightening in Sienna's hair.

The taste hit Sienna's tongue—musky and rich and slightly tangy, distinctly Amara—and she groaned. She'd gone down on women before, but this felt different. This was Amara. The woman she'd been fantasizing about for months. And she tasted incredible.

Sienna licked again, more thoroughly this time, tongue exploring every fold and valley. Amara was soaked, arousal coating Sienna's lips and chin, and the scent of her filled Sienna's nose—sharp and sweet with an earthy undertone that made Sienna dizzy. She found Amara's clit—swollen and sensitive—and circled it with the tip of her tongue.

"Oh—oh god—" Amara's thighs trembled on either side of Sienna's head. "Yes—just like that—"

Encouraged, Sienna kept going. She alternated between broad, flat licks and tight circles around Amara's clit, occasionally dipping lower to push her tongue inside. Every time she did, Amara made these gorgeous breathy sounds—little "ah"s and "oh"s that went straight to Sienna's core.

"Mmm—you taste so good," Sienna murmured against her, then sucked Amara's clit between her lips.

"Fuck—Sienna—shit—"

Amara's hand in her hair was guiding her now, not roughly but with clear intent, showing Sienna exactly what she liked. Sienna paid attention, adjusted her rhythm, and within minutes Amara was writhing against the sheets, thighs clamping around Sienna's head.

"Don't stop—please don't stop—I'm—nngh—"

But Sienna did stop.

She pulled back, ignoring Amara's sound of protest, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Amara lifted her head to look at her, eyes glazed and confused.

"What—why—"

"Turn over," Sienna said, voice rougher than she'd ever heard it. "I want to do to you what you did to me."

Understanding dawned on Amara's face, followed immediately by raw, undisguised want. "You sure?"

"So sure." Sienna's hands were already on Amara's hips, encouraging her to roll over. "I've been thinking about it since you—since your tongue—" She couldn't finish the sentence, heat flooding her cheeks despite everything they'd already done.

Amara's smile was slow and filthy. "Yeah. Okay. Fuck yes."

She rolled onto her stomach, and Sienna's breath caught. Jesus Christ. Amara's back was beautiful—broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, skin smooth and unmarked except for a small constellation of moles near her left shoulder blade. But it was her ass that made Sienna's mouth water. Round and full, the kind of ass that belonged in renaissance paintings, each cheek a perfect curve of soft flesh over firm muscle.

"Up on your knees," Sienna said, surprised by how steady her voice sounded when her hands were shaking. "Like I was."

Amara complied, getting her knees under her and lifting her ass into the air. The position displayed everything—the curve of her spine, the dimples at the small of her back, and between her legs, already glistening and swollen from arousal.

Sienna took a moment just to look. To memorize this image of Amara—confident, powerful Amara—on her knees and vulnerable and trusting. Her hole was barely visible between those perfect ass cheeks, a tight little pucker that Sienna suddenly, desperately wanted to taste.

I can't believe I'm about to do this, Sienna thought. I can't believe I want to do this so badly.

She reached out with both hands and smoothed them over Amara's ass, marveling at how the flesh gave beneath her palms. Amara made a soft sound—somewhere between a sigh and a moan—and pushed back slightly into the touch.

"You have the most incredible ass," Sienna said, squeezing gently. "I've been staring at it for months. Every time you walk away from me I just... fuck, Amara."

"So do something about it," Amara said, voice muffled by the pillow. There was a teasing edge to it, but underneath Sienna could hear the want, the need.

Sienna leaned down and bit the soft flesh of Amara's right cheek—not hard, just enough pressure to make Amara gasp and jerk forward. Then she soothed the sting with her tongue, licking and kissing. She worked her way across both cheeks, leaving a trail of marks and wet kisses, taking her time.

"Sienna," Amara whined, hips shifting restlessly. "Please."

"Please what?"

"You know what."

Sienna did know. But she wanted to hear it. "Tell me."

"Fuck—" Amara turned her head to look back over her shoulder, eyes wild. "Eat my ass. Please. I need your tongue in me."

Heat flooded through Sienna's body. She'd never heard anything hotter in her entire life.

"Yeah," Sienna breathed. "Okay. Yeah."

She gripped Amara's ass cheeks with both hands and spread them.

The sight made her lightheaded. Amara's hole fluttered under the attention, and Sienna could see arousal literally dripping down her thighs. The smell hit her too—that sharp, sweet musk intensified, mixed with sweat and the shea butter from Amara's skin. It was intoxicating.

Sienna leaned in and licked.

The first contact made them both moan—Amara a loud, unrestrained "oh fuck" and Sienna a muffled sound of surprise and arousal. The taste was different here, earthier, more intense. Intimate in a way that made Sienna's core clench. She licked again, flattening her tongue and dragging it slowly over Amara's rim.

"Yes—fuck yes—" Amara's hands fisted in the sheets. "More—"

Sienna gave her more. She licked in long, thorough strokes, getting the area wet and messy, feeling Amara's hole flutter and clench under her tongue. The sounds Amara was making were incredible—desperate and broken, little "ah ah ah"s every time Sienna's tongue passed over her.

"You taste so fucking good," Sienna murmured, pulling back just enough to speak. Her lips brushed Amara's skin with every word. "I can't believe I'm doing this. Can't believe how much I love it."

"Don't stop talking," Amara gasped. "Keep telling me—nngh—"

"I love your ass," Sienna said, punctuating the statement with another lick. "Love how it looks. How it tastes. Love the sounds you're making."

She started circling Amara's rim with just the tip of her tongue, teasing, and Amara practically sobbed.

"Please—Sienna—please—I need—"

"What do you need, baby?" Sienna asked, throwing Amara's earlier words back at her. "Tell me."

"Inside," Amara whimpered. "Need you inside—"

Sienna's heart was pounding. She pressed her tongue flat against Amara's hole and pushed.

"Oh god—fuck—yes—"

The resistance was immediate but Sienna kept steady pressure, letting Amara's body adjust, and then—oh—the tip of her tongue slipped inside.

Amara went absolutely wild. Her whole body shuddered, a strangled "fuck" tearing from her throat, and her hips pushed back like she was trying to take more. Sienna kept going, working her tongue deeper in shallow thrusts, fucking Amara's ass with her mouth while her own arousal built to an almost painful level between her legs.

This is the hottest thing I've ever done, Sienna thought hazily. The hottest thing I'll ever do.

She pulled back to catch her breath, jaw already aching pleasantly, and used her thumbs to spread Amara wider. The view was obscene—Amara's hole slightly swollen now and shiny with spit, clenching around nothing, clearly desperate for more.

"Don't stop," Amara begged. "Please don't stop—"

"I've got you," Sienna promised. Then she dove back in.

This time she was less tentative. She licked and sucked and pushed her tongue in as deep as it would go, feeling the tight heat of Amara's body, the way her walls clenched around Sienna's tongue. One hand slid around to find Amara's clit, rubbing in tight circles, and Amara screamed—actually screamed—into the pillow.

"Fuck fuck fuck—Sienna—oh my god—"

The sounds were unbelievably filthy. Wet and sloppy, punctuated by Amara's increasingly desperate moans and Sienna's own heavy breathing. The smell was overwhelming—arousal and sweat and musk and the faint ghost of cardamom. Sienna felt drunk on it, drunk on Amara, drunk on the power of making her fall apart like this.

"I'm gonna come," Amara gasped, hips grinding back against Sienna's face. "Fuck—right there—don't stop—"

Sienna didn't stop. She kept her tongue inside Amara, kept her fingers working her clit, and felt the moment Amara tipped over the edge.

Amara came with a shout that was probably loud enough for the neighbors to hear, her whole body going rigid and then shaking violently. Her hole clenched hard around Sienna's tongue, pulsing with each wave of her orgasm, and Sienna kept licking through it, drawing it out, making it last.

"Nnnngh—ahhhh—fuck—Sienna—"

Finally Amara collapsed forward onto the bed, pulling away from Sienna's mouth, trembling and gasping. Sienna sat back on her heels, wiping her face with the back of her hand, breathing hard. Her jaw ached, her chin and lips were a mess, and she was pretty sure she'd never been more turned on in her entire life.

For a long moment, neither of them moved. The only sound was their breathing—ragged and harsh—slowly returning to normal.

Then Amara rolled onto her back and looked at Sienna with eyes that were still glazed and overwhelmed.

"Holy shit," she said.

Sienna couldn't help but laugh. "Good holy shit or bad holy shit?"

"Best holy shit." Amara reached for her, pulling her down into a kiss that was messy and graceless and perfect. When they broke apart, Amara's expression turned serious. "That was... fuck, Sienna. That was incredible. You're incredible."

Sienna flushed with pleasure. "I'm glad. I wanted to—I wanted to make you feel as good as you made me feel."

"You did." Amara tucked a strand of hair behind Sienna's ear, the gesture unbearably tender. "You really did."

They lay there for a while, catching their breath, bodies pressed together. Sienna's head was on Amara's chest, listening to her heartbeat slowly return to normal. Amara's fingers were playing with Sienna's hair, occasionally trailing down to trace patterns on her bare shoulder.

It felt... domestic. Intimate in a way that had nothing to do with sex.

Eventually Amara spoke again. "Can I ask you something?"

"Anything."

"Have you ever done that before? The... you know. Ass stuff."

Sienna lifted her head to look at her. "No. Never. You're my first."

Amara's eyes widened. "Seriously? But you were so—I mean, you seemed like you knew what you were doing."

"I didn't," Sienna admitted. "I was just... doing what felt right. What I thought would feel good for you."

"It did," Amara said emphatically. "It really fucking did." She paused, then added with a smile, "So I'm your first, huh?"

"Yeah." Sienna felt heat creep into her cheeks. "Is that... weird?"

"No." Amara pulled her back down, kissing the top of her head. "It's really fucking hot, actually. Makes me feel special."

"You are special," Sienna said quietly.

Amara's arms tightened around her. For a moment they just held each other, and Sienna felt something shift in her chest. This wasn't just a hookup. This wasn't just scratching an itch or fulfilling a fantasy. This felt like the beginning of something real.

"Stay," Sienna said suddenly, surprising herself. "Tonight. Don't go home."

Amara pulled back to look at her. "You sure?"

"Yeah. I want to wake up with you."

Amara's smile was soft and genuine. "Okay. I'd like that."

They rearranged themselves—pulling the covers up despite the mess, curling into each other, legs tangling. Sienna's bedroom was still heavy with the smell of sex and sandalwood and lavender, and outside she could hear the faint sounds of the city at night. Car horns. Distant voices. The rumble of a truck going by.

But in here, in her bed, wrapped around Amara, everything felt perfect.

"Sienna?" Amara's voice was sleepy now.

"Yeah?"

"This was... this wasn't just sex for me. You know that, right?"

Sienna's heart did a complicated flip. "Yeah. Me too."

"Good." Amara kissed her forehead. "Go to sleep. We can talk more in the morning."

Sienna nodded, already feeling exhaustion pulling at her. Her body was pleasantly sore, mind blissfully quiet for the first time in months. She pressed closer to Amara, breathing in her scent—shea butter and cardamom and satisfied woman—and let herself drift.

Just before sleep claimed her, she felt Amara's lips against her temple and heard her whisper, "I've been wanting this for so long."

Me too, Sienna thought. Me too.




CHAPTER THREE: Sunday Morning, Explored



Sienna woke to sunlight filtering through her curtains—thin, watery October light that painted everything in pale gold. For a disoriented moment she didn't remember why her body felt so heavy and sore, why her jaw ached, why she could smell sandalwood and sex and something warm and spicy that wasn't hers.

Then she felt the weight against her back. The arm draped over her waist. The steady breathing against her neck.

Amara.

Everything from last night came rushing back in vivid detail. Amara's tongue on her. Her own mouth on Amara. The taste, the sounds, the way Amara had screamed into the pillow when she came. Sienna's core clenched at the memory, a pleasant warmth spreading through her limbs.

She shifted slightly, carefully, not wanting to wake Amara but needing to see her. The movement made Amara stir, her arm tightening around Sienna's waist.

"Mmm... don't move," Amara mumbled, voice thick with sleep. "Comfy."

Sienna smiled. "I'm not going anywhere."

"Good." Amara pressed closer, her front flush against Sienna's back, and Sienna could feel everything—soft breasts, warm stomach, the thatch of coarse hair between Amara's legs brushing against her ass. The intimacy of it made her breath catch.

They lay like that for a while, neither fully awake nor asleep, just existing in that comfortable in-between. Sienna could hear the sounds of Brooklyn waking up outside—someone's music thumping bass through the walls, the screech of a garbage truck, voices speaking rapid Spanish from the street below. Inside, the loft smelled like coffee grounds from yesterday mixing with the sandalwood incense and the unmistakable musk of what they'd done last night.

Eventually Amara shifted, propping herself up on one elbow to look down at Sienna. Her twists were messy, flattened on one side from sleep, a few strands stuck to her cheek. Her eyes were still heavy-lidded, crusty at the corners, and there was a crease on her face from the pillow. She looked perfect.

"Morning," Amara said, voice gravelly.

"Morning." Sienna rolled onto her back so she could see her properly. "How'd you sleep?"

"Like the dead." Amara's smile was lazy and satisfied. "You?"

"Best sleep I've had in months."

"Mmm." Amara leaned down and kissed her—slow and sweet, morning breath be damned. When she pulled back, her expression turned more serious. "So. Last night."

Sienna's stomach flipped. "Yeah. Last night."

"That was..." Amara seemed to be searching for words. "I don't want you to think that's just some thing I do. Hooking up with people I've been flirting with for months. This meant something to me."

Relief flooded through Sienna so fast it made her dizzy. "It meant something to me too. I've been—god, Amara, I've been thinking about you constantly. Wondering if you felt the same way."

"I did. I do." Amara tucked a strand of hair behind Sienna's ear. "I kept chickening out. Convincing myself I was reading the signals wrong. But last night I just... I couldn't wait anymore."

"I'm glad you didn't wait." Sienna reached up to cup Amara's face. "I'm glad you came over."

They kissed again, deeper this time. Amara's hand slid down Sienna's body—over her breast, her ribs, her stomach—and settled on her hip, thumb rubbing small circles into the soft flesh there. Sienna's body started responding immediately, warmth pooling between her legs, nipples tightening.

"You know," Amara murmured against her mouth, "I'm still thinking about last night."

"Yeah?" Sienna's voice came out breathy.

"Mmhm." Amara's hand moved lower, fingers tracing the crease where Sienna's thigh met her pelvis. "Specifically about how you tasted. How you sounded. How tight your ass was around my tongue."

Heat flooded Sienna's face even as arousal spiked through her. "Amara—"

"I want to do it again," Amara said, voice dropping lower. "Want to spend all day doing it. Want to see how many times I can make you come with just my mouth on your ass."

Oh fuck.

"I—" Sienna's brain short-circuited. "Yes. Please. Whatever you want."

Amara grinned, slow and filthy. But then her stomach growled—loud enough that they both heard it.

They stared at each other for a beat, then burst out laughing.

"Okay," Amara said, still grinning. "Food first. Then I'm going to eat your ass until you forget your own name."

Sienna groaned, arousal and amusement warring in her chest. "That's not fair. You can't say things like that and then make me wait."

"Watch me." Amara kissed her nose, then rolled out of bed. "Come on. Let's shower and get breakfast."



The shower in Sienna's bathroom was barely big enough for one person, let alone two, but they made it work. Amara stepped in first, the water beating down on her shoulders and back, steam already starting to fog the small space. Sienna climbed in after her, pressing close by necessity, and immediately got distracted by the water running over Amara's body.

Jesus Christ.

Wet, Amara was even more stunning. Water beaded on her skin, running in rivulets down between her breasts, over the soft swell of her stomach, down her thighs. Her twists were pulled up into a messy bun to keep them dry, exposing the elegant line of her neck. She'd grabbed Sienna's body wash—some generic coconut thing from Target—and was soaping up her arms, the white lather stark against her brown skin.

"You're staring again," Amara said without looking at her, but Sienna could hear the smile in her voice.

"Can you blame me?"

Amara turned around, water now hitting her front, running down between her breasts in a way that was frankly obscene. She held out the body wash. "Wash my back?"

Sienna took the bottle, squeezed a generous amount into her palm, and started working it over Amara's shoulders. The muscles there were tight, defined, and Sienna took her time, digging her fingers in slightly to work out the knots. Amara made a pleased humming sound, head dropping forward.

"That feels good," she murmured.

Sienna worked her way down—shoulder blades, spine, the small of her back—getting lost in the rhythm of it. When she reached Amara's ass, she hesitated for just a second before spreading the soap over both cheeks, fingers digging into the soft flesh.

Amara made a different sound this time—less contentment, more arousal.

"Sienna," she said, voice suddenly rough.

"Hmm?"

"You're going to get me worked up again."

"Good." Sienna pressed closer, her front to Amara's back, hands still gripping her ass. "I like you worked up."

Amara turned in her arms, water sluicing between them, and kissed her hard. Sienna opened immediately, tongues sliding together, tasting the coconut body wash and the lingering taste of sleep and something that was just them. Amara's hands slid down to grip Sienna's ass in return, pulling their hips together, and Sienna gasped into her mouth.

"I thought we were getting food first," Sienna managed to say when they broke apart.

"Fuck food," Amara muttered, then seemed to reconsider. "Actually, no. I need food. But after food—" She kissed Sienna again, quick and dirty. "After food, I'm going to bend you over and eat your ass until you're sobbing."

Sienna's knees actually went weak. She had to grip Amara's shoulders to stay upright. "Jesus Christ, Amara."

Amara just grinned and reached for the shampoo.



They somehow managed to finish showering without descending into full-on sex, though it was a close thing. By the time they emerged—skin pink from the heat, bodies clean, Sienna in an oversized sweatshirt and sleep shorts while Amara borrowed a t-shirt and joggers—it was almost 9:30 AM.

Sienna's kitchen was barely functional, but she managed to make coffee and toast while Amara sat at the tiny two-person table by the window, watching her with an expression that made Sienna's stomach flutter.

"What?" Sienna asked, spreading butter on the toast.

"Nothing." Amara's smile was soft. "Just... you look good in my space."

"Your space?" Sienna raised an eyebrow. "This is my apartment."

"You know what I mean." Amara accepted the plate Sienna handed her—toast, scrambled eggs that were slightly overcooked, and some strawberries that were probably a day away from going bad. "This feels right. You and me. Here."

Sienna sat down across from her, their knees bumping under the small table. "Yeah. It does."

They ate in comfortable silence for a while, occasionally making eye contact and smiling for no reason other than that they could. The coffee was strong and slightly bitter—Sienna had forgotten to buy cream—but Amara drank it without complaint. Outside the window, Brooklyn moved and breathed: people walking dogs, a couple arguing in Spanish, the distant wail of a siren.

"So," Amara said eventually, setting down her coffee mug. "Can we talk about last night? Specifically the... ass stuff."

Sienna nearly choked on her toast. "What about it?"

"I just want to make sure you're really okay with it. That I didn't push you into something you weren't ready for."

"Amara." Sienna reached across the table to take her hand. "You didn't push me into anything. I wanted it. I loved it. And..." She felt her cheeks heat but pushed forward anyway. "I really want to do it again. To you. Like, a lot."

Amara's eyes darkened. "Yeah?"

"Yeah. I can't stop thinking about it. About how you tasted. How you sounded. How it felt to have my tongue inside you." Sienna was fully blushing now but she didn't look away. "I've never been into anything like that before but with you... fuck, with you I want everything."

"Everything," Amara repeated slowly. "I like the sound of that."

They stared at each other across the table, the air between them charging with tension. Sienna watched Amara's throat work as she swallowed, watched her chest rise and fall with increasingly deep breaths.

"We should finish breakfast," Amara said, but she didn't move.

"Yeah," Sienna agreed. "We should."

Neither of them moved.

Then Amara stood up so fast her chair scraped loudly against the floor. "Fuck breakfast. Bedroom. Now."

Sienna didn't need to be told twice.



They barely made it to the bed.

Amara was on her the second they crossed the threshold into the bedroom, hands pulling at Sienna's sweatshirt, mouth hot and demanding. Sienna kissed back just as desperately, fingers tangling in Amara's borrowed t-shirt, trying to get it off. They stumbled backward, a mess of limbs and grabbing hands, until Sienna's back hit the wall with a soft thud.

"Fuck—" Sienna gasped as Amara's mouth moved to her neck, sucking hard enough to definitely leave a mark. "Amara—"

"I've been thinking about your ass all morning," Amara muttered against her skin, hands already shoving down Sienna's sleep shorts. "Every time you bent over in the kitchen. Every time you moved. Just thinking about getting my tongue back inside you."

Sienna's shorts hit the floor and she kicked them away. She wasn't wearing underwear—hadn't bothered after the shower—and the cool air hitting her overheated skin made her shiver. Amara dropped to her knees right there, hands gripping Sienna's thighs, and looked up at her with eyes that were almost black with arousal.

"Turn around," Amara ordered. "Hands on the wall."

Oh my god.

Sienna turned, shaking, and pressed her palms flat against the wall. The position made her feel incredibly exposed—ass jutting out, legs slightly spread, completely vulnerable. She could feel Amara behind her, could sense her eyes raking over every inch of exposed skin.

Then Amara's hands were on her ass, spreading her cheeks, and Sienna's breath left her in a rush.

"Fuck, I love your ass," Amara said reverently. "So perfect. So fucking perfect."

Before Sienna could respond, Amara's tongue was there.

The first lick made Sienna's knees buckle. She had to lock them to stay upright, hands scrabbling for purchase against the smooth wall. Amara licked again, broad and flat and wet, directly over her hole, and Sienna made a sound that was embarrassingly desperate.

"Amara—oh god—"

"Stay still," Amara commanded, voice muffled. Then she really went to work.

This was different from last night. Last night had been exploratory, almost tentative despite the intensity. This was pure hunger. Amara ate her ass like she was starving for it, tongue circling and pressing and pushing inside with single-minded focus. The wet sounds were obscene, echoing in the quiet bedroom, mixing with Sienna's increasingly frantic moans.

"Nnnngh—fuck—yes—"

Sienna's hips started moving on their own, pushing back, grinding against Amara's face. One of Amara's hands slid around to find her clit, fingers rubbing tight circles, and Sienna nearly screamed.

"Oh god oh god oh god—"

She could smell everything—her own arousal sharp and sweet, mixing with the coconut body wash still lingering on their skin, the coffee from breakfast, and underneath it all that spicy cardamom scent that was purely Amara. The sensory overload was making her lightheaded.

"You taste so fucking good," Amara pulled back just enough to gasp out. "Could do this all day. Want to do this all day."

"Please—" Sienna didn't even know what she was begging for. More? Less? She just needed something.

Amara's tongue pushed deeper, fucking into her in earnest now, and her fingers on Sienna's clit didn't let up. The dual stimulation was too much. Sienna felt her orgasm building embarrassingly fast, heat coiling tight in her core, thighs starting to shake.

"Amara—I'm—I'm gonna—"

"Do it," Amara said against her. "Come on my tongue. Want to feel it."

That was all it took. Sienna came with a broken cry, her whole body going rigid against the wall, pleasure crashing through her in waves so intense she saw stars. Amara kept licking, kept rubbing, drawing it out until Sienna was gasping and trembling and begging her to stop.

When Amara finally pulled back, Sienna's legs gave out. She would have collapsed if Amara hadn't caught her, strong arms wrapping around her waist, supporting her weight.

"I've got you," Amara murmured, pressing kisses to Sienna's shoulder, her neck, anywhere she could reach. "I've got you."

They ended up on the bed—Sienna boneless and shaking, Amara curled around her protectively. For a long moment neither of them spoke, just breathed together, waiting for the world to stop spinning.

"That was..." Sienna's voice was completely wrecked. "Fuck."

"Good fuck?"

"So good fuck." Sienna managed to turn in Amara's arms to face her. "But now it's definitely your turn again."

Amara laughed. "You just came so hard you collapsed. Maybe we should—"

"Nope." Sienna pushed herself up, ignoring the protest from her shaky muscles. "My turn. On your stomach."

"Sienna—"

"On your stomach, Amara."

Something in Sienna's tone—firm, commanding, not leaving room for argument—made Amara's eyes go wide. But she obeyed, rolling onto her stomach and pillowing her head on her folded arms.

Sienna took a moment to appreciate the view. Amara was still wearing the t-shirt and joggers Sienna had lent her, but the position pulled the fabric tight across her ass, outlining every curve. Sienna's hands went to the waistband of the joggers, slowly pulling them down.

No underwear. Amara wasn't wearing underwear either.

Fuck.

The joggers came off completely, tossed somewhere across the room, and then Sienna was staring at Amara's bare ass. Even after last night, the sight still made her mouth water. Round and perfect, skin smooth and unmarked except for a few small moles scattered across the left cheek.

"Spread your legs," Sienna said softly.

Amara complied without hesitation, thighs parting to reveal everything. Her pussy was already glistening—she was so wet Sienna could see it coating her inner thighs. And above that, barely visible between her cheeks, the tight pucker of her hole.

Sienna positioned herself between Amara's legs, hands smoothing over her ass, feeling the warmth of her skin. She could smell Amara's arousal—sharp and musky, intensified by the heat of her body—and it made Sienna's own core clench with renewed want.

"You're so wet," Sienna observed, trailing one finger through Amara's folds. The touch made Amara jerk and gasp. "Just from eating my ass?"

"Yes—" Amara's voice was muffled by her arms. "Fuck—Sienna—"

"I love that," Sienna said, bringing her finger to her mouth and tasting. Musky and tangy and distinctly Amara. "Love that you get this turned on from it."

She leaned down and licked a broad stripe from Amara's clit all the way up to her hole, gathering all that arousal on her tongue. Amara made a strangled sound, hips lifting off the bed.

"Oh god—"

But Sienna didn't linger on her pussy. Instead she moved higher, spreading Amara's cheeks with both hands, exposing her completely. Amara's hole fluttered under the scrutiny, and Sienna watched, fascinated, as it clenched and released.

"So pretty," Sienna murmured. Then she leaned in and licked.

Amara's entire body went taut. "Ahhhh—fuck—yes—"

Sienna licked again, getting the area wet and messy, tasting that earthier flavor that she was quickly becoming addicted to. She took her time, circling Amara's rim with the tip of her tongue, occasionally dipping lower to gather more of that slick arousal before coming back up.

"Please—" Amara's hands were fisting in the sheets now. "Sienna—please—"

"Please what?"

"Inside—" The word came out as almost a sob. "Need you inside—"

Sienna pressed her tongue flat and pushed.

The resistance was immediate but she kept steady pressure, feeling Amara's body slowly yield, and then—god—she was inside. Amara's hole clenched tight around her tongue, hot and velvety and perfect.

"Fuck fuck fuck—" Amara was practically writhing now, hips pushing back, trying to take more. "Don't stop—please don't stop—"

Sienna didn't stop. She fucked Amara's ass with her tongue in steady, shallow thrusts, one hand reaching around to find her clit. The angle was awkward but she managed, fingers rubbing those tight circles she knew Amara liked.

The sounds Amara was making were unreal—high and desperate and broken, little "ah ah ah"s every time Sienna's tongue pushed in. Her thighs were shaking, her whole body trembling with the effort of staying still.

"Oh god—Sienna—I'm—fuck I'm so close—"

Sienna doubled her efforts, tongue fucking deeper, fingers working faster. She could feel Amara's clit swelling under her touch, could feel the way her hole was starting to flutter and clench erratically.

"Come for me," Sienna pulled back just enough to gasp out, then dove back in. "Come on my tongue, baby."

Amara shattered.

Her orgasm ripped through her with such force that her whole body convulsed, a scream tearing from her throat that was definitely loud enough for the neighbors to hear. Her hole clenched vice-tight around Sienna's tongue, pulsing with each wave, and Sienna kept licking through it, prolonging it, making it last as long as possible.

When Amara finally collapsed—boneless and gasping—Sienna pulled back and just looked at her. Amara's ass was red where Sienna's fingers had been gripping, her hole slightly swollen and shiny with spit, still clenching occasionally with aftershocks. She was completely wrecked, and Sienna had done that.

Pride and arousal and something deeper, warmer, flooded through Sienna's chest.

She crawled up the bed to lie beside Amara, who immediately rolled over and pulled Sienna into her arms. They were both breathing hard, bodies slick with sweat despite the cool October air filtering in through the window Sienna had cracked earlier.

"Holy fuck," Amara finally managed to say.

Sienna laughed shakily. "Yeah."

"That was..." Amara seemed to be searching for words and coming up empty. "I've never... nobody's ever made me come that hard from—from that."

"Really?" Sienna propped herself up to look at her properly. "I thought you'd done this before."

"I have. But not like that." Amara's eyes were intense, searching. "That was different. Special."

"Because it's us," Sienna said softly.

"Yeah." Amara pulled her down for a kiss—slow and deep and full of meaning. "Because it's us."

They lay tangled together for a while, hands wandering lazily, occasionally kissing, mostly just enjoying the contact. Eventually Amara spoke again.

"Question."

"Hmm?"

"How do you feel about spending the entire day in this bed?" Amara's hand slid down to cup Sienna's ass possessively. "Because I'm really not done with you yet."

Sienna felt heat spike through her despite having just come twice. "I think that sounds perfect."

"Good." Amara rolled them so she was on top, settling between Sienna's legs with a wicked grin. "Because I have so many more ideas."



They did, in fact, spend most of the day in bed.

Somewhere around noon they took a break for more food—ordering Thai delivery that they ate naked in bed, sharing pad thai and spring rolls while their hands wandered constantly, unable to stop touching each other. The delivery guy had given Sienna a knowing look when she answered the door in just her oversized sweatshirt, hair a complete mess, lips swollen, and she'd blushed furiously while handing over cash.

After eating they'd showered again—separately this time, because they both acknowledged that another shower together would definitely derail any attempt at basic hygiene—and Sienna had changed her sheets because they were a complete mess. Fresh white cotton that smelled like laundry detergent and nothing else, a blank canvas.

It didn't stay blank for long.

By early afternoon they were at it again, this time with Amara on her back and Sienna between her legs. But instead of eating her pussy, Sienna had pushed Amara's legs up and back, folding her nearly in half, exposing everything.

"Fuck," Amara breathed, watching Sienna with dark eyes. "This position—"

"I know." Sienna's voice was rough with arousal. "I can see everything. Your pussy, your ass, all of it."

She leaned down and licked from Amara's hole all the way up to her clit in one long, slow stroke. Amara's hips jerked, a broken "ahhh" falling from her lips.

Sienna did it again. And again. Building a rhythm that had Amara squirming and gasping, hands fisting in the fresh sheets. Every few strokes Sienna would focus specifically on Amara's hole—circling it, pressing against it, occasionally pushing just the tip of her tongue inside—before moving back to her clit.

"Sienna—please—" Amara was begging now, thighs trembling with the effort of holding the position. "I need—please—"

"What do you need?" Sienna asked, pulling back just enough to look at her. Amara was gorgeous like this—spread open and desperate, skin flushed, lips parted.

"Both," Amara gasped out. "Need you in both—"

Sienna's core clenched hard. "You want my tongue in your ass and my fingers in your pussy?"

"Yes—fuck—please yes—"

Sienna had never done that before—never tried to stimulate someone in both places at once. But the idea of it, the mental image of Amara coming apart on her tongue and fingers simultaneously, made her dizzy with want.

"Okay," Sienna said. "Okay, baby. I've got you."

She started with her fingers, sliding two into Amara's dripping pussy easily. Amara's walls clenched around them immediately, hot and velvety and so wet Sienna could hear the obscene squelch with every movement.

"Oh god—" Amara's head fell back against the pillows.

Sienna established a rhythm—slow, deep thrusts, crooking her fingers to hit that spot that made Amara see stars. Once she had that going, once Amara was moaning steadily and rolling her hips to meet each thrust, Sienna leaned down and put her mouth on Amara's ass.

The reaction was immediate and intense. Amara's entire body went rigid, a strangled "fuck" torn from her throat, and her pussy clenched so hard around Sienna's fingers it almost hurt.

"Oh my god oh my god oh my god—"

Sienna kept the rhythm steady—fingers fucking Amara's pussy, tongue working her hole, both in tandem. The coordination was challenging but the payoff was worth it. Amara was completely incoherent, babbling and gasping and making sounds Sienna had never heard before.

"So full—fuck—Sienna—can't—too much—"

But her body was saying something different. Her hips were moving frantically, trying to take more of both, and Sienna could feel her pussy getting impossibly wetter, arousal literally dripping down Sienna's wrist.

Sienna pushed her tongue deeper, pressed her fingers harder against that perfect spot inside Amara, and felt the exact moment Amara tipped over the edge.

This orgasm was different from the others. It built slower, a gradual tightening, and when it hit it seemed to go on forever. Amara's body locked up completely, every muscle going taut, and then she was coming—pussy clenching rhythmically around Sienna's fingers, hole fluttering around her tongue, a long, low moan pulled from deep in her chest.

Sienna worked her through it, not letting up until Amara's hand came down to weakly push at her head.

"Stop—can't—too much—"

Sienna pulled back slowly, carefully withdrawing her fingers, and looked up at Amara. She was completely wrecked—chest heaving, skin sheened with sweat, eyes glazed and unfocused. Beautiful.

"Jesus Christ," Amara finally managed to say. Her legs were still shaking as she let them fall back down to the bed. "What the fuck was that?"

Sienna crawled up to lie beside her, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "That was you coming so hard you forgot how to form sentences."

"Accurate." Amara turned her head to look at Sienna, something soft and overwhelmed in her expression. "That was... I don't even have words."

"Good." Sienna kissed her gently. "That was the goal."

They lay there catching their breath, bodies pressed together, until Amara spoke again.

"Your turn."

Sienna laughed. "I'm good. That was—watching you was enough."

"Bullshit." Amara rolled on top of her, settling between her legs. "I can smell how wet you are. You got off on making me come like that."

It was true. Sienna could feel the slickness between her own thighs, the ache that hadn't been satisfied. But she was also genuinely exhausted, muscles sore in ways she hadn't experienced before.

"I don't think I can—"

"You can," Amara said firmly. "And you will. Because I'm going to make you."

Before Sienna could protest, Amara was kissing down her body—stopping to suck marks into her neck, her collarbone, the soft skin of her stomach. By the time she reached Sienna's pussy, Sienna was squirming and panting, arousal overriding exhaustion.

Amara didn't tease this time. She went straight for Sienna's clit, tongue lapping and circling with focused intent. Sienna's hands flew to Amara's head, fingers tangling in her twists, and within minutes she was gasping and trembling.

But then Amara pulled back, and Sienna made a sound of protest.

"Turn over," Amara instructed.

Oh god.

Sienna turned, getting on her hands and knees automatically now, ass in the air. She knew what was coming—had been thinking about it all day, craving it—and when Amara's tongue made contact with her hole she nearly sobbed with relief.

"Yes—fuck—Amara—"

This time Amara didn't build up to it. She went straight to fucking Sienna's ass with her tongue, deep and relentless, while three fingers pushed into Sienna's pussy. The stretch was almost too much but Sienna pushed back into it, taking everything Amara was giving her.

The orgasm built fast and hit hard. Sienna came with a scream, body convulsing, and this time she actually did collapse—legs giving out completely, face planting into the pillows. Amara kept licking through it, gentling as the aftershocks faded, until Sienna was just a trembling mess.

When Amara finally pulled back, Sienna couldn't move. Couldn't think. Could barely breathe. She felt Amara lie down beside her, pulling the blankets over both of them, and curl around her protectively.

"Sleep," Amara murmured, pressing a kiss to Sienna's shoulder. "You earned it."

Sienna didn't argue. She let herself drift, warm and sated and utterly exhausted, with Amara's arms around her and the smell of sex and coconut body wash in the air.



They woke as the sun was setting, the room painted in orange and gold, and made love again—slower this time, tender, learning each other's bodies in ways that had nothing to do with the desperate hunger from earlier.

Later—much later—they ordered pizza and ate it on the couch, wearing minimal clothing, legs tangled together. They talked about everything and nothing: Amara's job as a graphic designer, Sienna's stalled novel manuscript, their respective terrible families, favorite books and movies and the weird dreams they'd had as kids.

It felt easy. Natural. Like they'd been doing this for years instead of less than 24 hours.

"I should probably go home at some point," Amara said eventually, though she made no move to leave. "I need clean clothes. And my phone charger."

"Or," Sienna said, heart in her throat, "you could just... bring those things here. Tomorrow."

Amara looked at her, something unreadable in her expression. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Sienna took her hand. "I like having you here. I like this. Us."

"Me too." Amara squeezed her hand. "Okay. Tomorrow I'll bring some stuff over."

They smiled at each other like idiots, and Sienna felt something warm and hopeful bloom in her chest.

This was the beginning of something real. Something good. And she couldn't wait to see where it went.

Even if it meant her ass was going to be perpetually sore from here on out.

Especially if it meant that.




CHAPTER FOUR: Discovery and Devotion



The afternoon light was different on Monday—sharper, colder, filtering through Sienna's tall windows with the kind of clarity that only came after rain. The streets below were still wet from the morning's downpour, reflecting the pale sky in dark puddles that cars splashed through intermittently. Inside, the loft smelled like the soy candle Sienna had lit an hour ago—something labeled "autumn spice" that was probably just cinnamon and clove—mixing with the lingering scent of the grilled cheese sandwiches they'd made for lunch.

Amara had left that morning for work, kissing Sienna goodbye at the door with promises to come back after her shift ended at six. But she'd returned early, letting herself in with the spare key Sienna had given her over breakfast, arms full of a duffel bag and a paper shopping bag from the bodega on the corner.

"Couldn't wait," Amara had said by way of explanation, dropping everything just inside the door and pulling Sienna into a kiss that tasted like the coffee she must have grabbed on her way over. "Told them I was feeling sick. Which technically isn't a lie—I'm sick with wanting you."

Now they were on the couch, Sienna curled against Amara's side, both of them supposedly reading. Sienna had her laptop balanced on her thighs, cursor blinking accusingly at the end of a half-finished sentence in her manuscript. Amara had a book—some sci-fi paperback with a lurid cover—propped open on her stomach. But neither of them was actually focusing.

Sienna kept stealing glances at Amara. The way her twists fell over her shoulder when she tilted her head. The way her free hand rested on Sienna's thigh, thumb rubbing absent circles through the fabric of her leggings. The way her lips moved slightly as she read, occasionally quirking into a smile at something in the text.

I could watch her forever, Sienna thought. Just this. Just existing in the same space.

But beneath that contentment was a constant simmer of want. They'd spent all of Sunday exploring each other—learning what made the other gasp, moan, come apart completely—and Sienna's body was already craving more. Her ass was deliciously sore, a reminder every time she shifted position of Amara's tongue inside her, and that soreness only made her want it again.

"You're staring," Amara said without looking up from her book.

"I'm appreciating."

"Mmhm." Now Amara did look at her, one eyebrow raised. "You've been 'appreciating' for the last ten minutes. What's going on in that pretty head of yours?"

Sienna felt heat creep up her neck. "Nothing."

"Liar." Amara set her book aside and turned to face Sienna properly. "Tell me."

"I was just..." Sienna closed her laptop, no longer pretending to work. "I was thinking about yesterday. About what we did."

Amara's expression shifted—eyes darkening, lips curving into a slow smile. "Yeah? What about it specifically?"

"All of it." Sienna's voice dropped lower. "But especially... you know."

"I don't know. You're going to have to use your words."

She's teasing me, Sienna realized. She knows exactly what I'm thinking about and she's going to make me say it.

"Your tongue," Sienna said, meeting Amara's eyes even though her cheeks were burning. "In my ass. I can't stop thinking about it. About how it felt. How good you made me feel."

Amara's smile widened. "Is that right?"

"Yeah." Sienna set her laptop on the coffee table and shifted to straddle Amara's lap, hands coming up to rest on her shoulders. "And I keep thinking about doing it to you again. About all the different ways we could—" She paused, suddenly shy despite everything they'd already done.

"All the different ways we could what?" Amara's hands settled on Sienna's hips, fingers digging in slightly.

"Explore it," Sienna finished. "I've been... I might have been researching. While you were at work."

Amara's eyebrows shot up. "Researching?"

"Don't judge me." Sienna buried her face in Amara's neck, embarrassed. "I just wanted to learn more. About different positions and techniques and—"

"Hey." Amara gently pulled her back to look at her. "I'm not judging. I think it's hot that you were researching. What did you find?"

Sienna took a breath. "There's this position. Where one person lies on their back and pulls their knees to their chest. It's supposed to give really deep access."

"Show me."

"Now?"

"Right now." Amara's hands slid down to grip Sienna's ass through her leggings. "I want to try everything with you. Every position, every variation. Want to map every inch of your body with my tongue."

Heat flooded through Sienna—arousal and affection mixing into something that made her chest feel tight. "Okay. Yes. But..." She glanced toward the bedroom. "Bed?"

"Bed," Amara agreed.



They made it to the bedroom this time without tearing each other's clothes off, though it was a close thing. Amara kept stopping to kiss Sienna—against the bookshelf, in the hallway, just inside the bedroom door—until Sienna was breathless and aching.

The afternoon light in here was gentler, filtered through the sheer curtains Sienna kept drawn during the day. It painted everything in soft gold, made Amara's brown skin look like it was glowing from within. The bed was still unmade from their nap earlier, sheets tangled and pillows askew.

"So," Amara said, standing at the foot of the bed with her hands on her hips. "This position you researched. Show me."

Sienna felt suddenly nervous despite everything they'd done yesterday. This felt different—more vulnerable somehow, more exposed. But she wanted it. Wanted Amara to see all of her, wanted to give her complete access.

She pulled off her sweatshirt—she'd changed into cozy clothes after Amara left, soft gray cotton that was easy to move in—and her leggings, until she was standing in just her underwear. Plain black cotton, nothing special, but the way Amara was looking at her made her feel like she was wearing the finest lingerie.

"Keep going," Amara said, voice already rough.

Sienna hooked her thumbs in her underwear and pushed them down, stepping out of them. Now she was completely bare, skin prickling with goosebumps that had nothing to do with being cold.

"On the bed," Amara instructed. "On your back."

Sienna climbed onto the bed, settled on her back in the center. The sheets were cool against her overheated skin, smelling faintly of their sweat and sex from yesterday mixed with laundry detergent. Above her, the string lights cast everything in warm amber.

"Now what?" Amara asked. She was still fully dressed—wearing the clothes she'd gone to work in, dark jeans and a burgundy henley that hugged her curves—and something about that disparity, Sienna naked and exposed while Amara watched fully clothed, made arousal spike through her.

"I pull my knees up," Sienna said. "Like this."

She brought her knees toward her chest, then wrapped her arms around them, holding them in place. The position folded her nearly in half, lifting her hips off the bed, and she knew—god she knew—what Amara could see. Everything. Her pussy already glistening with arousal, and above it, her ass completely exposed.

Amara made a low sound in her throat. "Fuck. Sienna."

"You like it?"

"I'm going to fucking devour you." Amara was already pulling off her henley, revealing the black sports bra underneath. "Stay just like that. Don't move."

Sienna nodded, suddenly unable to form words. She watched as Amara stripped—shirt, bra, jeans, underwear, all of it discarded carelessly on the floor—until she was gloriously naked. Her breasts swayed as she moved, nipples already hard, and between her legs Sienna could see the shine of her arousal.

She's already wet, Sienna thought hazily. Just from seeing me like this.

Amara climbed onto the bed, positioned herself between Sienna's spread legs. This close, Sienna could smell her—shea butter and that spicy cardamom scent, undercut by the sharper smell of arousal. Amara's hands came up to rest on the backs of Sienna's thighs, just holding, warm and grounding.

"This position," Amara said, voice thick. "I can see everything. Your pussy, your ass, all of you."

"That's the point," Sienna managed to say.

"You're so fucking wet." One of Amara's thumbs brushed through Sienna's folds, gathering moisture, and Sienna gasped. "All this just from thinking about what I'm going to do to you?"

"Yes—"

Amara brought her thumb to her mouth, sucked it clean. "Delicious. But I'm not interested in your pussy right now." Her eyes locked on Sienna's. "I'm going to eat your ass until you're sobbing. Until you forget your own name. Until the only word you remember is mine."

Oh fuck.

Then Amara leaned down and licked.

The angle was completely different from any of the positions they'd tried yesterday. Sienna's hips were elevated, her ass pushed up and out, and when Amara's tongue made contact it was direct and intense. No warm-up, no teasing—just immediate, overwhelming sensation.

"Ahhhh—fuck—"

Sienna's hands tightened on her knees, holding herself open even as every instinct screamed to close her legs, to escape the intensity. But she didn't want to escape. She wanted more.

Amara licked again, broad and flat, getting everything wet. The sound was obscene—sloppy and filthy—mixing with Sienna's increasingly desperate whimpers. Her tongue circled Sienna's rim, pressing lightly at the center, and Sienna felt her hole flutter in response.

"So responsive," Amara murmured against her. "I love how your body reacts to me. Love feeling you clench and release."

She punctuated the words with another lick, this one firmer, and Sienna's hips jerked involuntarily.

"Amara—please—"

"Please what, baby?"

"Inside—I need you inside—"

Amara hummed her approval, the vibration traveling straight through sensitive nerve endings. Then she positioned the tip of her tongue right at Sienna's entrance and pushed.

The resistance was there but less than yesterday—Sienna's body already learning, already adjusting—and within seconds Amara's tongue was inside her. The sensation made Sienna cry out, back arching as much as her folded position would allow.

"Oh god oh god oh god—"

Amara started moving, tongue fucking her in steady shallow thrusts. In this position, with Sienna's hips elevated and her ass completely open, Amara could get deeper than she had yesterday. Sienna could feel it—that perfect pressure, that fullness, the wet heat of Amara's mouth against her most intimate place.

One of Amara's hands released Sienna's thigh and slid down to her pussy. Fingers found her clit—swollen and aching—and started rubbing in tight circles. The dual stimulation made Sienna's vision white out for a second.

"Fuck—yes—don't stop—"

Amara didn't stop. If anything she doubled down, tongue moving faster, fingers working her clit with practiced precision. Sienna could hear herself making sounds—high, desperate whimpers and gasps—but she couldn't control them. Couldn't control anything except the death grip she had on her own knees, holding herself open for Amara's tongue.

The orgasm built fast and hit hard. One second Sienna was gasping and trembling, the next she was coming so hard she saw stars. Her hole clenched rhythmically around Amara's tongue, her pussy gushing over Amara's fingers, and a scream tore from her throat that was probably going to get them noise complaints.

"FUCK—AMARA—OH GOD—"

Amara kept licking through it, kept rubbing her clit, drawing out every last aftershock until Sienna was sobbing with oversensitivity.

"Stop—please—too much—"

Finally Amara pulled back. Sienna's legs fell open, muscles trembling with exhaustion, and she just lay there gasping for breath. Her entire body felt like it was made of static and sparks, brain completely offline.

She felt the bed shift as Amara moved up beside her, warm hands smoothing over her stomach, her ribs, grounding her.

"Breathe," Amara murmured. "You're okay. I've got you."

Sienna managed to suck in a shaky breath, then another. Slowly the world came back into focus—the golden afternoon light, the smell of sex and cinnamon and Amara's skin, the softness of the sheets beneath her.

"That was..." Her voice was completely wrecked. "Holy shit."

Amara grinned, looking incredibly pleased with herself. Her lips and chin were shiny, and there was something possessive in her expression that made Sienna's spent core clench weakly.

"That position is definitely going in the rotation," Amara said.

"Yeah." Sienna managed a breathless laugh. "Yeah, it is."

They lay there for a while, just breathing together. Eventually Sienna's brain came back online enough for her to register that Amara was still very aroused—she could see it in the flush across her chest, the hardness of her nipples, the way her thighs pressed together.

"Your turn," Sienna said, pushing herself up on shaky arms.

"You just came so hard you're still shaking. Maybe we should—"

"Nope." Sienna was already moving, pushing Amara onto her back. "I want to try something else I read about."

Amara's eyes darkened with interest. "Yeah? What's that?"

Instead of answering, Sienna straddled Amara's chest, facing away from her. The position put her ass directly in Amara's face while giving Sienna access to everything between Amara's legs.

"Oh fuck," Amara breathed. "Sixty-nine but for—"

"Yeah." Sienna looked back over her shoulder, feeling suddenly shy despite the obscenity of their position. "Is this okay?"

"Are you kidding?" Amara's hands came up to grip Sienna's ass, spreading her cheeks. "This is perfect. But you're going to need to lift up a little—yeah, just like that."

Sienna adjusted, getting her knees positioned on either side of Amara's head so her ass was hovering just above Amara's face. The position gave her a perfect view of Amara spread out beneath her—thick thighs, soft stomach, and between her legs, her pussy glistening and swollen, dark curls matted with arousal.

"Fuck, you're beautiful," Sienna said.

Before Amara could respond, Sienna leaned down and licked.

Amara's reaction was immediate—hips jerking up, a muffled moan, and then her tongue was on Sienna's ass, returning the favor. They found a rhythm quickly, both licking and sucking and fucking each other with their tongues while their hands gripped and groped and held on.

The sensations were overwhelming. Sienna could taste Amara—musky and tangy, arousal coating her tongue—while simultaneously feeling Amara's tongue inside her own ass. It was filthy and perfect and too much and not enough all at once.

Sienna focused on Amara's clit, sucking it between her lips while two fingers pushed inside her pussy. Amara was so wet the fingers slid in easily, and Sienna immediately crooked them, searching for that perfect spot. When she found it—when Amara's entire body went rigid and a strangled sound vibrated against Sienna's ass—she knew she had it.

She worked that spot mercilessly while her mouth stayed busy on Amara's clit. Beneath her, Amara was doing the same thing—tongue deep in Sienna's ass, fingers finding her clit, both working in tandem to drive her insane.

They came within seconds of each other—Amara first, her orgasm ripping through her with such force that her whole body convulsed, pussy clenching hard around Sienna's fingers. The sensation, combined with Amara's tongue still working her ass and the knowledge that she'd done this to her, pushed Sienna over the edge into her own orgasm.

This one was different—softer, deeper, rolling through her in waves rather than crashing. She kept her mouth on Amara through it, kept her fingers working, and they rode it out together until both of them were gasping and oversensitive.

Sienna carefully extracted herself from the position, collapsing beside Amara. They were both a mess—faces shiny with each other's arousal, bodies slick with sweat, completely wrecked in the best way.

"Holy shit," Amara finally said.

"Yeah." Sienna turned her head to look at her. "That was..."

"Incredible," Amara finished. "Fucking incredible."

They grinned at each other like idiots, and Sienna felt that warm affection bloom in her chest again. This was more than just great sex—though it was definitely that. This was connection. Understanding. The beginning of something that felt significant.



Later, after they'd cleaned up and ordered Thai food for dinner, they ended up back on the couch. This time they were both wearing clothes—Sienna in an oversized t-shirt and underwear, Amara in borrowed joggers and a tank top—though Amara's hands kept finding their way under Sienna's shirt to rest on her stomach.

"Can I ask you something?" Amara said, fingers tracing idle patterns on Sienna's skin.

"Always."

"Why do you think we're both so into this? The ass stuff, I mean." Amara's voice was curious, not judgmental. "Like, I've done it before, but never like this. Never where it's the main focus. With you it's different."

Sienna thought about it, trying to find words for something that felt more instinctual than intellectual. "I think... it's the intimacy of it. It's more vulnerable than anything else. More exposing. When you do that to me, you're seeing and touching and tasting the most private part of me. And I'm trusting you completely."

"Yeah," Amara said softly. "Yeah, that's it exactly. And there's something about... giving that to you. About you giving it to me. It feels like a gift."

"It is a gift." Sienna turned to face her properly. "I've never felt as close to someone as I do with you when we're doing that. It's not just the physical sensation—though that's amazing. It's the trust. The vulnerability. The intimacy."

Amara pulled her into a kiss—slow and deep and full of meaning. When they broke apart, her eyes were soft.

"I'm falling for you," Amara said quietly. "I know it's only been two days since we finally did something about this thing between us, but I've been falling for you for months. And now... now I'm in free fall."

Sienna's heart did something complicated in her chest. "I'm falling for you too. Have been since that first party. Since you touched my lower back and I felt it everywhere."

"Good." Amara kissed her again. "Because I'm not going anywhere."

They spent the rest of the evening tangled together, talking and laughing and occasionally kissing. When they finally went to bed—actual sleep, not more sex, though the temptation was there—Sienna felt more content than she had in years.

This was right. They were right.

And tomorrow they'd explore more. Learn more. Discover new ways to make each other fall apart.

But for now, Sienna let herself drift off in Amara's arms, already dreaming of what they'd do next.



Sienna woke to the smell of coffee and the sound of rain against the windows. For a moment she just lay there, luxuriating in the warmth of the bed and the pleasant soreness in her body. Her ass ached in that delicious way that made her core clench with remembered pleasure, and her jaw was sore from last night's activities.

She could hear Amara moving around in the kitchen—the clink of mugs, the soft pad of bare feet on wood floors, water running. After a moment the sounds stopped, and then Amara appeared in the doorway holding two mugs of coffee.

"Morning, beautiful," Amara said, crossing to the bed. She was wearing one of Sienna's oversized sweatshirts and nothing else, and the sight made Sienna's heart squeeze.

"Morning." Sienna sat up, accepting the mug Amara handed her. "You made coffee."

"I figured we'd need the caffeine." Amara climbed back into bed, settling against the pillows with her own mug. "After yesterday. And the day before. And what I'm planning to do to you today."

Heat flooded through Sienna. "Oh yeah? What are you planning?"

Amara took a sip of her coffee, eyes wicked over the rim of the mug. "Well, I was thinking. We've explored a lot of positions. Face down, on our knees, that folded thing from yesterday. But there's one we haven't tried yet."

"What's that?"

"I want to eat your ass while you're sitting on my face."

Sienna nearly choked on her coffee. "What?"

"Think about it." Amara set her mug on the nightstand, turning to face Sienna fully. "You straddle my face, but facing backward. Lower yourself down. I spread you open with my hands and just—" She made a gesture with her tongue that was absolutely obscene. "Complete control for you. You can ride my face, grind down, take exactly what you want."

Oh my god.

"That sounds..." Sienna's voice came out strangled. "Intense."

"It will be." Amara's hand slid up Sienna's thigh, fingers playing with the hem of her t-shirt. "And I want it. Want you to use my mouth. Want to feel your weight on me, want you to fuck my tongue until you come."

Sienna set her own coffee down with shaking hands. "Okay. Yes. Fuck, yes."

Amara's smile was pure sin. "Finish your coffee first. I want you fully awake for this."

They drank their coffee in charged silence, occasional glances loaded with promise. Outside, the rain picked up, drumming against the windows in steady rhythm. Inside, the loft smelled like coffee grounds and that autumn spice candle and the faint lingering musk of sex.

When both mugs were empty, Amara pulled Sienna's shirt over her head in one smooth motion. Her underwear followed, leaving Sienna naked and already breathing hard with anticipation.

"Come here," Amara said, lying back against the pillows.

Sienna moved to straddle her, but Amara stopped her with a hand on her hip.

"Turn around. Face my feet."

Oh.

Sienna turned, heart pounding, and carefully straddled Amara's face. She could feel Amara's breath on her ass, warm and steady, and had to resist the urge to just drop down immediately.

"Hands on the headboard," Amara instructed, voice slightly muffled. "Use it for balance."

Sienna gripped the wrought iron headboard, knuckles white. The position put her ass directly over Amara's face, everything completely exposed and vulnerable.

"Now lower down. Slowly."

Sienna obeyed, gradually lowering herself until she felt Amara's hands on her ass, spreading her cheeks. The first touch of Amara's tongue made her gasp—direct contact with her hole, no warm-up.

"Oh—fuck—"

"All the way down," Amara said against her. "Put your full weight on me. I can take it."

Hesitantly, Sienna lowered herself completely. Her ass pressed against Amara's face, and she could feel Amara's nose, her lips, her chin—everything. It felt obscene and perfect and so impossibly intimate.

Then Amara's tongue pushed inside, and Sienna nearly lost her grip on the headboard.

"Holy shit—"

The angle was completely different from anything they'd done before. Gravity worked in Amara's favor, letting her tongue slide deeper, and Sienna could feel every inch of it. She started moving instinctively—lifting slightly, then lowering back down, essentially fucking herself on Amara's tongue.

"Yes—fuck—just like that—"

Amara's hands gripped Sienna's hips, guiding her movements, encouraging her to take more. Sienna could hear the wet sounds of Amara's tongue working her, could hear Amara's muffled moans of appreciation, and the combination made her head spin.

"Amara—god—your tongue—"

She was riding Amara's face now, really riding it, grinding down with each movement, chasing that perfect friction. One of Amara's hands slid around to find her clit, and the moment those fingers made contact Sienna nearly came apart.

"Oh god oh god oh god—"

The orgasm built fast—almost too fast. Sienna tried to hold it off, wanting to make this last, but Amara wasn't having it. She sucked hard on Sienna's rim while her fingers worked mercilessly, and Sienna's resistance crumbled.

She came with a broken scream, body convulsing so hard she nearly fell forward. Only her death grip on the headboard kept her upright as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. Amara kept licking through it, kept rubbing her clit, drawing it out until Sienna was sobbing and begging.

"Stop—can't—Amara please—"

Finally she lifted off, collapsing beside Amara in a boneless heap. Her entire body was shaking, muscles turned to jelly, mind completely blank except for the echoing aftershocks of pleasure.

Amara turned on her side to face her, and Sienna's breath caught. Amara's face was a mess—lips swollen, chin and nose shiny with Sienna's arousal, eyes absolutely feral with satisfaction.

"That," Amara said, voice rough, "was the hottest thing I've ever experienced."

Sienna could only nod, still trying to remember how to form words.

"And now," Amara continued, reaching down to touch herself, "I need you to do the same thing to me. Right now."

Something in Sienna's thoroughly demolished brain sparked to life. "Yeah. Okay. Yes."

She pushed herself up on trembling arms while Amara positioned herself, lying back against the pillows. Sienna straddled her face facing backward, gripping the headboard just like she had moments ago, except now it was Amara beneath her.

"Ready?" Sienna asked, looking back over her shoulder.

"Fuck yes. Sit on my face."

Sienna lowered herself slowly, and the first touch of her tongue to Amara's hole made them both groan. She started with broad, flat licks, getting everything wet and messy, while Amara's hands gripped her ass, spreading her open for better access.

"Mmm—god—yes—"

Sienna could taste Amara's arousal—sharper here, more concentrated—and smell it too, mixing with the shea butter and cardamom that was becoming her favorite scent in the world. She circled Amara's rim with the tip of her tongue, feeling it flutter and clench under the attention.

"Please—" Amara's hips lifted off the bed slightly. "Inside—need you inside—"

Sienna positioned her tongue and pushed. The resistance gave way quickly and then she was in, Amara's body hot and tight around her tongue. She started moving, shallow thrusts that had Amara gasping and trembling beneath her.

One hand came around to find Amara's clit—swollen and slick—and Sienna rubbed it in time with the movements of her tongue. The coordination was tricky in this position but she managed, and within minutes Amara was writhing.

"Fuck—Sienna—don't stop—"

Sienna didn't stop. She fucked Amara's ass with her tongue while her fingers worked her clit, feeling Amara's body tense and release under her, hearing the increasingly desperate sounds she was making.

"Oh god—I'm—I'm gonna—"

Amara came hard, her whole body going rigid, a shout muffled against Sienna's ass. Her hole clenched tight around Sienna's tongue, pulsing with each wave, and Sienna kept licking through it, prolonging it, making it last.

When Amara finally went limp, Sienna carefully lifted off and collapsed beside her. They were both breathing hard, bodies slick with sweat despite the cool morning air.

For a long moment neither of them moved. Then Amara started laughing—deep, genuine laughter that shook her whole body.

"What?" Sienna asked, unable to help smiling even though she had no idea what was funny.

"We're addicted," Amara said between laughs. "We're fucking addicted to eating each other's asses."

Sienna started laughing too, because it was true. "Is that a problem?"

"Fuck no." Amara rolled over to kiss her—messy and graceless and perfect. "I plan to spend the rest of my life doing exactly this."

The words hung in the air between them, suddenly heavy with meaning. The rest of my life. It was too soon to be saying things like that, too soon to be making those kinds of implications. They'd only been together—really together—for three days.

But it didn't feel too soon. It felt exactly right.

"Good," Sienna said softly. "Because I'm not going anywhere either."

They kissed again, slower this time, deeper. Outside the rain continued its steady rhythm, and inside they were warm and safe and utterly devoted to each other.



They spent the rest of the morning in bed, alternating between sleep, lazy kisses, and occasional explorations of each other's bodies. Around noon they finally dragged themselves to the shower—together this time, which of course led to Sienna pressed against the tile wall while Amara knelt behind her and ate her ass under the warm spray.

Now they were back in bed, supposedly napping but neither of them actually asleep. The rain had stopped, leaving everything outside clean and sharp-smelling through the cracked window. Inside, the loft smelled like the pizza they'd ordered for lunch mixing with the ever-present sandalwood and sex.

Amara was tracing patterns on Sienna's bare back—lazy spirals and figure-eights that were slowly driving Sienna insane in the best way.

"I have a confession," Amara said quietly.

"Yeah?"

"I've been thinking about this for longer than just the last few months."

Sienna turned to look at her. "What do you mean?"

"I mean..." Amara looked almost shy, which was bizarre given everything they'd done to each other. "I've had a thing for ass play for years. But I never felt comfortable exploring it with anyone. Never trusted anyone enough. And then I met you, and within like two weeks I was already fantasizing about it."

"Really?"

"Really." Amara's fingers stilled on Sienna's back. "There was this moment at that birthday party. You bent over to pick up your jacket and I just—I couldn't stop staring at your ass. And I had this overwhelming urge to just... bite it. Kiss it. Spread you open and taste you everywhere."

Heat flooded through Sienna. "You should have said something sooner."

"I was terrified you'd think I was a freak."

"Amara." Sienna cupped her face with both hands. "I could never think that. And for the record, I was having the same thoughts about you. Maybe not as specific, but definitely in the same neighborhood."

Amara smiled, some of the tension leaving her shoulders. "Yeah?"

"Yeah. Every time you walked away from me I would just... stare. And wonder what it would be like to touch you there. To taste you there."

"And now you know."

"And now I know." Sienna kissed her softly. "And I want to keep knowing. Want to keep exploring this with you."

"I have another confession," Amara said after a moment.

"Lay it on me."

"I want to try something more... advanced."

Sienna's interest piqued. "Like what?"

"Toys," Amara said. "Specifically, butt plugs. And maybe eventually... bigger toys."

Oh.

Sienna felt heat flood through her—part arousal, part nervousness. "I've never used anything like that before."

"I know. And we don't have to. But..." Amara shifted to lie on her back, pulling Sienna with her so they were facing each other. "I keep thinking about how hot it would be to wear a plug while we're out. Like, go to dinner or a movie or whatever, and the whole time we'd both know you're wearing it. And then when we get home..."

"When we get home?" Sienna prompted, voice rough.

"When we get home, I'd bend you over and take it out slowly. Then eat your ass until you're begging me to put it back in."

Sienna's core clenched hard. "That sounds..."

"Hot as fuck?"

"Yeah." Sienna's hand slid down Amara's body, between her legs, finding her already wet. "Really fucking hot."

Amara gasped as Sienna's fingers found her clit. "We could—nngh—we could order some. Online. Try them out this week."

"Okay." Sienna pushed two fingers inside Amara, watching her face as she did. "But right now, I want you to ride my face."

"Fuck—really?"

"Really. Turn around. Reverse cowgirl style. I want to eat your ass while you grind on my tongue."

Amara didn't need to be told twice. She positioned herself over Sienna's face, facing toward the foot of the bed, and slowly lowered herself down. Sienna gripped her ass with both hands, spreading her cheeks, and licked.

"Ahhhh—god—"

Sienna focused on Amara's hole, circling it with her tongue, occasionally pushing inside. Above her, Amara was moving, rocking her hips, essentially fucking herself on Sienna's tongue. It was filthy and perfect and Sienna could barely breathe but she didn't care.

One hand reached around to find Amara's clit, and the moment Sienna touched it Amara started moving faster, grinding down harder. Sienna could feel Amara's thighs trembling on either side of her head, could hear the desperate sounds she was making.

"Sienna—fuck—I'm close—"

Sienna doubled her efforts, tongue pushing deeper, fingers rubbing faster. She wanted Amara to come on her face, wanted to feel it, taste it, wanted to drown in it.

"Oh god oh god oh god—fuck—SIENNA—"

Amara came with a scream, her whole body convulsing, and Sienna kept licking through it, kept working her clit, until Amara lifted off with a gasp of oversensitivity.

She collapsed beside Sienna, both of them breathing hard, and for a long moment they just lay there recovering.

"We need to actually get out of bed at some point," Amara said eventually.

"Why?" Sienna rolled onto her side to face her. "What's wrong with staying here forever?"

"Nothing. Absolutely nothing." Amara kissed her softly. "But we do need to eat actual food. And I need to actually go to work tomorrow."

"Ugh, work."

"I know." Amara traced Sienna's jawline with one finger. "But the weekend is only a few days away. And then we have two whole days to do nothing but this."

Sienna smiled. "I like the sound of that."

They eventually dragged themselves out of bed, getting dressed in comfortable clothes and venturing into the main living space. Amara pulled out her laptop and started browsing online shops while Sienna made them tea.

"Come look at these," Amara called from the couch.

Sienna brought over two mugs of chamomile and settled beside her, peering at the screen. Amara had pulled up a website that sold... well, everything. But currently she was on a page displaying various sizes and shapes of butt plugs.

"We should start small," Amara said, scrolling through options. "Something comfortable. Maybe this one?" She clicked on a small silicone plug, heart-shaped base, in a pretty rose gold color.

"That's cute," Sienna admitted. "Not what I expected."

"They make them pretty now." Amara added it to the cart, then kept scrolling. "And maybe this one for me?" A slightly larger plug, same style, in a deep purple.

"Yes." Sienna felt heat building again just looking at them. "When would they get here?"

"If we pay for expedited shipping... Thursday."

"Do it."

Amara grinned and completed the order. "Can't wait to see you wearing that."

"Can't wait to feel you wearing yours." Sienna set her tea down and straddled Amara's lap, hands coming up to frame her face. "This is crazy, right? How much we want each other? How perfect this feels?"

"Maybe," Amara said, hands settling on Sienna's hips. "But I don't care. I've never felt like this about anyone. Never wanted to spend every second with someone. Never been so completely satisfied and yet still wanting more."

"Me either." Sienna kissed her softly. "I think I'm in love with you."

The words hung in the air. It was too soon—way too soon—but they were true. Sienna had never been more certain of anything in her life.

Amara's eyes went wide, then soft, then bright with emotion. "I think I'm in love with you too."

They kissed again, deeper this time, pouring everything they felt into it. When they broke apart, both were smiling like idiots.

"So," Amara said. "Girlfriends?"

"Yeah." Sienna's smile widened. "Girlfriends. Girlfriends who are completely obsessed with eating each other's asses."

"The best kind of girlfriends."

They spent the rest of the afternoon tangled together on the couch, talking about everything and nothing, occasionally getting distracted by kisses that turned heated. When evening came they ordered more food, watched half a movie neither of them paid attention to, and eventually went back to bed.

Where, of course, they ended up with Sienna on her hands and knees while Amara ate her ass for what felt like hours, drawing out multiple orgasms until Sienna was a sobbing, oversensitive mess.

And then Sienna returned the favor, taking her time with Amara, exploring every inch of her with her tongue until Amara came so hard she actually cried.

Later, wrapped around each other in the dark, both thoroughly satisfied and exhausted, Sienna thought about how three days ago her life had been so different. Quiet. Lonely. Full of want but empty of fulfillment.

And now she had Amara. Had this. Had everything.

"Love you," she whispered into the darkness.

"Love you too," Amara whispered back, pulling her closer.

Outside, Brooklyn continued its endless rhythm. Inside, they slept, bodies intertwined, already dreaming of tomorrow.




CHAPTER FIVE: Coming Home



The package arrived on Thursday, just as promised. Sienna heard the buzzer while she was making dinner—pasta with garlic and olive oil, nothing fancy but something that would give them energy for what she knew was coming. She pressed the intercom button, told the delivery person to leave it by the door, and waited approximately thirty seconds before practically sprinting to retrieve it.

The box was discreet, plain brown cardboard with no identifying marks. Inside her apartment, she set it on the kitchen counter and just stared at it for a moment, heart hammering. Amara wouldn't be home from work for another hour. Sienna could open it now, look at what they'd ordered, maybe even try hers out alone just to see what it felt like.

But no. They'd agreed to do this together. First time with the plugs would be together.

She went back to cooking, but her mind kept drifting. The past three days had been a revelation. Monday and Tuesday they'd barely left the bed, exploring each other with an intensity that bordered on obsessive. Wednesday Amara had gone back to work—reluctantly—but had come home during her lunch break specifically so Sienna could eat her ass bent over the kitchen counter. Last night they'd tried something new: Amara sitting on Sienna's face for over an hour, grinding down, using Sienna's tongue however she wanted while Sienna's hands gripped her hips hard enough to leave fingerprint bruises.

Sienna's body was sore in the best ways. Her jaw ached pleasantly, her knees had rug burn from the hardwood floors, and her ass—god, her ass was so sensitized that even sitting on the couch sent little sparks of pleasure-pain through her. She was addicted. They both were. And now with the plugs, they were taking it to the next level.

The front door opened, and Amara walked in carrying her work bag and a paper bag from the Korean place two blocks over. She was wearing what Sienna had started thinking of as her "work uniform"—dark jeans, a fitted button-up shirt (today's was deep green), and the black leather jacket she'd splurged on last month. Her twists were pulled back into a neat bun, a few strands loose around her face.

She looked professional. Put-together. Completely normal.

Which made it even hotter knowing that in about twenty minutes Sienna was going to have her bent over and screaming.

"Hey, baby." Amara set the bags down and immediately crossed to Sienna, pulling her into a kiss that tasted like the coffee she'd probably been drinking all day. "Mmm. Missed you."

"Missed you too." Sienna melted into the kiss, hands sliding under Amara's jacket to feel the warmth of her through the thin shirt. "How was work?"

"Long. Boring. Spent most of it thinking about you." Amara's hands slid down to cup Sienna's ass through her leggings, squeezing. "Thinking about this. About tonight."

"It came," Sienna said, nodding toward the box on the counter.

Amara's eyes lit up. "Yeah?"

"Yeah. I didn't open it. Wanted to wait for you."

"Fuck, I love you." Amara kissed her again, harder this time, before pulling back and heading to the counter. She grabbed the box, examining it like it contained treasure. "Let's eat first. We're going to need the energy."

They ate the Korean food straight from the containers, sitting at Sienna's small table by the window. Outside, Brooklyn was doing its Thursday night thing—people walking home from work, groups heading to bars, the constant hum of traffic and voices. Inside, the air felt charged, expectant. They made small talk about Amara's day, a project Sienna was working on for her novel, but underneath every word was the awareness of that box sitting on the counter.

Finally, when the last of the japchae was gone and their plates were in the sink, Amara picked up the box.

"Bedroom," she said simply.

Sienna followed, pulse already quickening. The afternoon light in the bedroom was fading to evening gold, painting everything in warm tones. Amara sat on the edge of the bed and carefully opened the box, pulling out the contents.

Two plugs, exactly as they'd looked online. Sienna's was smaller, the rose gold base catching the light, pretty and almost innocent-looking. Amara's was larger, the purple silicone deep and rich. There was also a bottle of lube—they'd added that to the order at the last minute—and a small cloth drawstring bag for storage.

"These are perfect," Amara said, running her thumb over the base of Sienna's plug. "You ready to try yours?"

Sienna's stomach flipped with nervousness and anticipation. "Yeah. But... I've never done anything like this before. Like, nothing has ever gone inside there except your tongue."

"I know." Amara set the plug down and cupped Sienna's face. "We'll go slow. If it hurts or feels wrong, we stop immediately. Okay?"

"Okay."

"Do you trust me?"

"Completely."

Amara kissed her softly. "Then let's get you undressed."

They stripped each other slowly, taking their time, hands lingering on newly revealed skin. By the time they were both naked, Sienna was already wet, arousal slicking her thighs. Amara noticed, of course, because she noticed everything.

"You're already turned on," Amara observed, fingers trailing through Sienna's folds, making her gasp. "Good. That'll help."

"I can't help it," Sienna breathed. "Everything with you turns me on."

"The feeling is mutual." Amara sucked her fingers clean, maintaining eye contact, and Sienna's core clenched. "Now, on the bed. Hands and knees."

Sienna climbed onto the bed and got into position, ass in the air, already feeling exposed and vulnerable. She heard Amara moving behind her, the sound of the lube bottle opening, and then warm hands on her ass, spreading her cheeks.

"So pretty," Amara murmured. "I never get tired of looking at you like this."

Then her tongue was there—no warning, just immediate contact—and Sienna gasped into the pillow. Amara licked her thoroughly, getting everything wet and messy, relaxing her. By the time Amara pulled back, Sienna was trembling and pushing back, wanting more.

"Good girl," Amara said. "So responsive. Now, I'm going to use my finger first. Just to stretch you out a little. This might feel strange at first."

Sienna felt something cool and slick press against her hole—Amara's finger, coated in lube. The pressure was gentle but insistent, and after a moment of resistance, the tip of Amara's finger slipped inside.

"Oh—"

"You okay?"

"Yeah," Sienna managed. "Feels... weird. But not bad."

"Good." Amara worked her finger slowly, in and out, letting Sienna adjust. "Just breathe. Relax into it."

Sienna focused on her breathing, trying to relax muscles that wanted to clench and resist. Gradually the strangeness faded, replaced by a spreading warmth. Amara's finger felt good—different from her tongue, more substantial, but still good.

"I'm going to add more lube and try the plug now," Amara said. "Remember, if it's too much, tell me."

"Okay."

Sienna felt Amara's finger withdraw, then the cool press of more lube. And then something bigger—the plug, she knew, though she couldn't see it. Amara pressed it against her hole slowly, steadily, and Sienna felt herself starting to stretch around it.

"Nngh—" The pressure was intense, right on the edge of discomfort.

"Breathe, baby. You're doing so good. Almost there."

Sienna took a shaky breath, trying to relax, and suddenly the widest part slipped inside. Her body closed around the narrower stem, and the plug settled into place, the rose gold base nestled between her cheeks.

"Fuck," Sienna breathed.

"How does it feel?" Amara's hands were soothing on her lower back.

"Full. Really full. But..." Sienna shifted experimentally, feeling the plug move inside her. "Oh. Oh that's... that's really good."

"Yeah?" Amara sounded pleased. "Stand up. Walk around a little."

Sienna carefully climbed off the bed and stood. The plug shifted with the movement, sending sparks of sensation through her. She took a few steps, hyperaware of the fullness, the constant pressure.

"This is insane," she said. "I can feel it with every movement."

"I know." Amara was watching her with dark, hungry eyes. "You look so fucking hot right now. Knowing you're wearing that. That I put it inside you."

Sienna felt heat flood through her. "Your turn."

"Yeah." Amara lay back on the bed, pulling her knees toward her chest in that position they'd discovered earlier in the week. "I want you to put mine in."

Sienna grabbed Amara's plug and the lube, her own plug shifting inside her as she moved. The sensation was distracting and arousing in equal measure. She positioned herself between Amara's legs, taking a moment to just look.

Amara spread out before her, completely exposed, pussy already glistening with arousal. Above it, her hole—which Sienna had come to know intimately over the past few days—clenched and released under her gaze.

"You're beautiful," Sienna said softly.

"Stop staring and put it in me," Amara said, but there was no bite to it. Just need.

Sienna leaned down and licked first, unable to resist. Amara tasted like she always did—musky and perfect—and Sienna took her time, getting her relaxed and ready. When she finally pulled back, Amara was trembling.

"Please," Amara breathed. "Need it. Need to feel full like you do."

Sienna coated her finger in lube and worked it inside Amara slowly. Amara's body accepted it easily—they'd been doing this enough that she was relaxed and ready. After a moment, Sienna added a second finger, scissoring gently to stretch her.

"Mmm—yes—more—"

When Sienna felt Amara was ready, she withdrew her fingers and picked up the purple plug. She coated it liberally with lube, then pressed the tip against Amara's hole.

"Ready?"

"Please—"

Sienna pushed slowly, watching as Amara's body stretched around the plug. It was bigger than Sienna's—wider, longer—and she could see the effort it took for Amara to accept it. But Amara was breathing deep and steady, relaxing into it, and gradually the plug slipped inside.

When the base settled against Amara's skin, she made a sound that was almost a sob.

"Fuck—oh fuck—that's—"

"Good?" Sienna asked, hands soothing on Amara's thighs.

"So fucking good." Amara let her legs drop, the movement making the plug shift, and she gasped. "Holy shit. I can feel it everywhere."

They lay together for a few minutes, both adjusting to the sensation of being filled. Sienna's plug shifted every time she moved, sending constant waves of pleasure-pressure through her. She could only imagine how Amara felt with the larger one.

"We should get dressed," Amara said eventually. "Go out like we planned."

Right. They'd talked about this—wearing the plugs out in public, having dinner, seeing how long they could last before the need to get home and fuck became overwhelming.

They got dressed slowly, both hyperaware of the plugs inside them. Sienna pulled on black jeans and a soft gray sweater, minimal makeup, hair down. Every movement was a reminder of the plug—sitting down to put on her boots, bending to tie the laces. It was maddening and perfect.

Amara dressed in dark jeans and a black button-up, her leather jacket over top. She moved carefully, jaw tight with concentration, and Sienna could tell she was feeling it even more intensely.

"Where do you want to go?" Sienna asked.

"That Italian place. The one with the outdoor seating." Amara's voice was strained. "It's a ten-minute walk."

Ten minutes. With the plugs in. The thought made Sienna's core clench.

"Let's go," she said.



Walking with the plug in was an entirely different experience from standing still. Every step made it shift, pressing against places inside her that sent sparks of pleasure up her spine. Sienna walked carefully, trying to keep her expression neutral, but she could feel arousal building with each block.

Beside her, Amara was having a similar experience. Her jaw was tight, breathing slightly labored, and she kept making these small sounds under her breath that were driving Sienna insane.

"How you doing?" Sienna asked as they waited for a light to change.

"I'm—fuck—" Amara gripped Sienna's hand tight. "Every step. I can feel it every single step."

"Me too."

"We're not going to make it through dinner," Amara said.

"Probably not."

The light changed and they crossed, another block closer to the restaurant. Sienna was acutely aware of everything—the cool October air on her face, the smell of roasting garlic from a nearby restaurant, the distant sound of car horns. But most of all she was aware of the plug inside her, the constant fullness, the pressure that was making her wetter with every passing second.

They reached the restaurant—a small Italian place with a few tables on the sidewalk, strings of lights overhead making everything warm and romantic. The host seated them at a corner table, and Sienna nearly gasped when she sat down. The movement drove the plug deeper, sending a spike of sensation through her so intense she had to grip the edge of the table.

Across from her, Amara was having a similar reaction. Her eyes went wide, lips parting, and for a second Sienna thought she might actually come just from sitting down.

"Jesus Christ," Amara breathed.

They ordered wine and pasta, trying to act normal while the plugs inside them made everything feel surreal and overwhelming. Every time Sienna shifted in her seat, the plug moved. Every time she reached for her wine glass, the motion sent another wave of sensation through her.

Amara wasn't doing much better. She kept adjusting her position, trying to find some relief, but every movement just made it worse. Or better. Sienna couldn't tell anymore.

"I need to fuck you," Amara said suddenly, voice low and rough. "Like, right now. I need to bend you over something and pull that plug out and eat your ass until you're screaming."

Heat flooded through Sienna. "We haven't even gotten our food yet."

"I don't care about the food." Amara's hand found Sienna's under the table, squeezing hard. "I care about getting you home and making you come so hard you forget your own name."

"Okay," Sienna breathed. "Okay, let's—"

Their pasta arrived. They looked at it, looked at each other, and started eating as fast as was socially acceptable. The food was good—probably amazing, under normal circumstances—but Sienna could barely taste it. All she could focus on was the plug inside her, the ache between her legs, and the way Amara was looking at her like she wanted to devour her whole.

They finished in record time, paid, and practically ran the ten blocks back to Sienna's apartment.



They made it through the door and Amara immediately pushed Sienna against it, kissing her with desperate hunger. Sienna kissed back just as frantically, hands already pulling at Amara's jacket, her shirt, needing skin contact.

"Bedroom," Amara gasped against her mouth. "Now."

They stumbled down the hall, shedding clothes as they went. By the time they reached the bedroom they were both down to their underwear, plugs still firmly in place. The evening had fully turned to night now, the room dark except for the string lights Sienna had left on that morning.

Amara pushed Sienna onto the bed, face down, and immediately positioned herself behind her. Hands gripped Sienna's ass, spreading her cheeks, and Sienna felt fingers grip the base of the plug.

"I'm going to take this out now," Amara said. "Slowly. It might feel intense."

"Do it," Sienna gasped into the pillow. "Please."

Amara pulled slowly, and Sienna felt herself stretch around the widest part. The sensation was overwhelming—intense pressure, the feeling of being emptied, almost like coming in reverse. When the plug finally slipped free, Sienna moaned into the pillow.

"Fuck—you're so open," Amara breathed. "So pretty. I can literally see inside you."

Before Sienna could process that, Amara's tongue was there. She licked into Sienna with no hesitation, no warm-up, just immediately fucking her with her tongue. Sienna's body accepted it easily, relaxed and ready from the plug, and the sensation was incredible.

"Oh god—Amara—yes—"

Amara ate her ass with single-minded intensity, tongue pushing deep, hands gripping Sienna's hips hard enough to bruise. Sienna could hear the wet sounds, could smell her own arousal mixing with the coconut lotion she'd put on that morning, could feel every inch of Amara's tongue inside her.

One of Amara's hands came around to find her clit, and the moment those fingers made contact Sienna nearly came apart.

"Fuck—I'm—oh god I'm gonna—"

"Come for me," Amara said against her. "Come on my tongue, baby."

Sienna shattered. The orgasm tore through her with devastating force, her whole body convulsing, a scream ripping from her throat. Amara kept licking through it, kept rubbing her clit, prolonging it until Sienna was sobbing and shaking.

When she finally stopped, Sienna collapsed completely boneless onto the bed. Amara crawled up beside her, gathering her close, murmuring soft encouragements while Sienna trembled through the aftershocks.

"That was..." Sienna's voice was completely wrecked. "Holy shit."

"The plug made you so sensitive," Amara said, pressing kisses to her shoulder. "Could feel how open you were. How ready."

"Your turn." Sienna pushed herself up on shaky arms. "I want to do the same to you."

"Yeah?" Amara rolled onto her stomach, looking back over her shoulder. "You sure you can handle it?"

"Watch me."

Sienna positioned herself behind Amara, hands smoothing over her ass. The purple base of the plug was visible between her cheeks, and Sienna wrapped her fingers around it.

"Ready?"

"Please—"

Sienna pulled slowly, watching as Amara's body stretched around the plug. It was bigger than Sienna's had been, and it took longer to remove, but finally it slipped free. Amara gasped, hips lifting slightly off the bed.

"Fuck—"

Sienna didn't wait. She leaned down and licked, and her tongue slid inside easily, Amara's body relaxed and open from the plug. Amara made a sound that was almost a sob, hands fisting in the sheets.

"Yes—fuck yes—just like that—"

Sienna fucked her with her tongue, deep and thorough, while one hand came around to work her clit. She could taste Amara—earthier here, more concentrated—and smell her arousal mixing with the shea butter lotion and that spicy cardamom. The sensory overload was making her own core clench despite having just come.

"Oh god—Sienna—I'm so close—"

Sienna pushed her tongue as deep as it would go and rubbed Amara's clit hard. Amara came with a shout, her whole body going rigid before convulsing with the force of it. Sienna kept licking, kept rubbing, drawing it out until Amara was gasping and begging her to stop.

They collapsed together, both thoroughly wrecked, breathing hard in the dim light. For a long moment neither of them moved.

"That was incredible," Amara finally said.

"The plugs made such a difference," Sienna agreed. "I've never felt so... ready. So open."

"We're definitely doing that again." Amara rolled to face her. "Like, a lot."

"Agreed." Sienna kissed her softly. "But maybe we should clean up first. And then I'm thinking round two?"

"Round two, three, and four," Amara said with a grin. "I'm nowhere near done with you tonight."



They did, in fact, go multiple rounds. After cleaning the plugs and themselves, they'd gotten back in bed and spent the next several hours exploring each other. Sienna had ridden Amara's face again, grinding down while Amara ate her ass for what felt like an hour. Then they'd tried a new position—Sienna on her back with her legs spread wide, Amara between them, tongue working her ass while three fingers fucked her pussy.

Now it was past two in the morning and they were finally, truly exhausted. Sienna was curled against Amara's side, both of them naked under the sheets, bodies sore and sated. The loft was dark except for the faint glow of street lights through the windows, quiet except for their breathing and the distant sound of the city.

"I love you," Sienna said into the darkness. She'd said it before, but it felt important to say again. To make sure Amara knew.

"I love you too." Amara's arms tightened around her. "So fucking much."

"This week has been..." Sienna searched for words. "Life-changing. I didn't know it could be like this. Didn't know I could feel this way about someone."

"Me either." Amara pressed a kiss to the top of her head. "I've had relationships before, obviously. But nothing like this. Nothing that felt so... right."

"It's the ass stuff," Sienna said, only half-joking. "We're bonded for life now."

Amara laughed softly. "It's not just the ass stuff. Though that is incredible. It's everything. The way we fit together. The way I can be completely myself with you. The way you look at me like I hung the fucking moon."

"You did hang the moon," Sienna said seriously. "At least in my sky."

They were quiet for a moment, just holding each other. Then Amara spoke again.

"Move in with me."

Sienna's breath caught. "What?"

"Move in with me. I know it's fast—we've only been together for like five days—but I don't care. I want to wake up with you every morning. Want to come home to you every night. Want to build a life with you." Amara pulled back to look at her. "What do you think?"

Sienna's heart was doing something complicated in her chest. Moving in together after five days was objectively insane. But when she thought about going back to her normal life—going days without seeing Amara, sleeping alone in this bed—it felt wrong. Impossible, even.

"Yes," she said. "Yes, I'll move in with you."

Amara's smile was radiant even in the darkness. She pulled Sienna into a kiss—deep and full of promise—and when they broke apart, both were grinning like idiots.

"We're really doing this," Sienna said.

"We really are."

"My friends are going to think I'm insane."

"Probably." Amara kissed her again. "But you're my kind of insane."

They talked about logistics for a while—Amara's place was bigger, Sienna would have to break her lease or find a subletter, they'd need to figure out whose furniture to keep. But beneath all the practical considerations was pure excitement. They were doing this. Building something together.

Eventually the conversation faded and they drifted toward sleep. Sienna was almost gone, hovering in that space between waking and dreams, when she felt Amara's hand slide down to cup her ass.

"One more time," Amara murmured sleepily. "Want to taste you one more time before we sleep."

Sienna was exhausted, body sore, jaw aching. But the request sent a spike of renewed arousal through her. "Okay. But then sleep."

"Then sleep," Amara agreed.

Sienna rolled onto her stomach and Amara positioned herself between her legs. The tongue that touched her was gentle this time, lazy almost, just licking and tasting without the desperate hunger from earlier. It was sweet and intimate and perfect.

Sienna didn't come from it—wasn't trying to—just enjoyed the sensation, the closeness, the feeling of being cherished. After a few minutes Amara stopped and crawled back up to hold her.

"Thank you," Amara said softly.

"For what?"

"For being you. For saying yes. For wanting this as much as I do."

"Always," Sienna whispered. "I'll always want this. Want you."

They fell asleep like that, tangled together, and Sienna's last conscious thought was that she'd never been happier in her entire life.



The February cold was brutal, wind whipping down the street hard enough to make Sienna's eyes water as she fumbled with the keys to their—their—apartment. She finally got the door open and practically fell inside, arms full of grocery bags.

"I'm home!" she called out, kicking the door shut behind her.

"Kitchen!" Amara's voice came from deeper in the apartment.

Sienna made her way through the living room—which was now a comfortable mix of both their furniture and belongings—to the kitchen. Amara was at the stove, stirring something that smelled incredible, wearing one of Sienna's oversized sweatshirts and sleep shorts despite it being mid-afternoon.

"Hey, baby." Amara turned and smiled, and Sienna's heart still did that stupid flip it had been doing since day one. "How was the store?"

"Freezing. And crowded." Sienna set the bags on the counter and immediately crossed to Amara, wrapping her arms around her from behind. "But I got everything on the list."

"Including the—"

"Including the thing you wanted for tonight. Yes."

The "thing" was a new, larger set of plugs. They'd been gradually working up in size over the past three months, exploring and expanding their play. What had started as a specific kink had become the foundation of their sex life—though they still did plenty of other things, it was the ass play that they both craved constantly.

Living together had only intensified it. There were plugs in various sizes in the nightstand drawer. They had a whole routine now—cleaning, preparation, aftercare. They'd learned what worked, what didn't, what made them both absolutely insane with pleasure.

And they were happy. Stupidly, disgustingly happy.

Sienna's manuscript was finally progressing—turned out having a supportive, loving partner who believed in her made it easier to write. Amara had gotten a promotion at work. They'd hosted their first dinner party as a couple last month, and while their friends had been skeptical at first about how fast they'd moved in together, seeing them together had convinced everyone it was right.

"You want to try them tonight?" Amara asked, still stirring whatever was on the stove.

"Yeah." Sienna pressed a kiss to the back of her neck. "But first, I need you."

"Need me how?" But Amara was already turning off the stove, already turning in Sienna's arms with that look in her eyes.

"The usual way." Sienna's hands slid down to cup Amara's ass through the shorts. "Want to taste you."

"We literally did this this morning."

"So? I want to again."

Amara laughed, but she was already pulling Sienna toward the bedroom. "You're insatiable."

"You love it."

"I really do."



They'd made some changes to the bedroom since Sienna moved in. Kept Amara's bigger bed, added Sienna's string lights, created a space that was truly theirs. Now, afternoon light filtered through the curtains, painting everything in soft gold, as they undressed each other with practiced ease.

This was familiar now. Comfortable. They'd learned each other's bodies so thoroughly that they could read every gasp, every shiver, knew exactly what to do to drive each other wild.

Amara lay back on the bed and Sienna positioned herself between her legs, but instead of diving right in like they used to, she took her time. Kissed Amara's inner thighs, breathing in her scent—shea butter and cardamom, forever her favorite smell in the world. Licked slowly up through her folds, tasting her arousal.

"Mmm—" Amara's hands came down to tangle in Sienna's hair. "Don't tease."

"Not teasing. Savoring."

Sienna worked her way up gradually—licking and sucking, occasionally pushing her tongue inside Amara's pussy, making her squirm and gasp. Only when Amara was trembling and begging did she move higher, spreading Amara's cheeks, exposing her completely.

"Please—" Amara's voice was already wrecked. "Sienna please—"

Sienna licked her hole in one long, slow stroke and Amara cried out. Three months of practice had made Sienna an expert at this—she knew exactly how to circle Amara's rim to make her gasp, knew the exact pressure needed to push inside, knew how to curl her tongue once inside to hit the most sensitive spots.

She worked Amara thoroughly, one hand reaching around to rub her clit, and within minutes Amara was coming with a shout, body convulsing. Sienna licked her through it, then kept going, not stopping, and Amara came again less than a minute later.

"Fuck—Sienna—too much—"

Sienna finally pulled back, chin wet, lips swollen, feeling deeply satisfied. Amara was sprawled on the bed like a starfish, breathing hard, looking completely wrecked.

"You're too good at that," Amara said when she could speak again.

"Three months of practice." Sienna crawled up to kiss her. "Besides, you do the same to me."

"True." Amara rolled them so she was on top. "My turn."



They spent the next hour taking turns—Amara eating Sienna's ass until she came twice, Sienna returning the favor, both of them completely lost in each other. By the time they finally stopped, both thoroughly satisfied, the afternoon had faded to evening.

They lay tangled together in the dimming light, bodies pressed close, hands wandering lazily.

"So," Amara said. "Those new plugs."

"Tonight?"

"Tonight. We'll have dinner first. Then try them out." Amara's hand slid down to grip Sienna's ass possessively. "See how long we can wear them before we need to fuck."

"Probably not long." Sienna kissed her softly. "We have zero self-control."

"Not when it comes to each other."

They eventually got up and finished making dinner—Amara's curry, which was incredible as always. They ate at their small dining table, knees touching underneath, talking about their weeks ahead. Amara had a big presentation on Tuesday. Sienna had a meeting with her agent on Wednesday—her manuscript was almost finished.

Everything felt right. Settled. Like they'd found their rhythm and would just keep dancing it forever.

After dinner, they cleaned up together, and then Amara pulled out the new plugs. They were significantly larger than what they'd been using—a step up, a new challenge.

In the bedroom, they prepared carefully. Lube, patience, gentle stretching. Amara went first, Sienna working her open with fingers and tongue before slowly, carefully inserting the new plug. It was a tight fit, and Amara gasped when it finally settled into place.

"Fuck—that's big—"

"Too much?"

"No. Good." Amara shifted experimentally. "Really good."

Then it was Sienna's turn. Amara was thorough, making sure she was relaxed and ready before attempting the plug. The stretch was intense—more than Sienna had experienced before—and for a moment she wasn't sure she could take it.

"Breathe," Amara murmured. "You've got this."

Sienna took a deep breath, relaxed, and suddenly the plug slipped into place. The fullness was overwhelming, almost too much, but as her body adjusted it shifted from overwhelming to incredible.

"Oh my god—"

"Good?"

"So good." Sienna stood up carefully, feeling the weight and size of it. "Holy shit, Amara."

They got dressed—casual clothes, nothing fancy—and tried to go about their evening normally. Watched TV on the couch. Made tea. Pretended they could focus on anything other than the plugs inside them.

It lasted maybe twenty minutes before Amara pulled Sienna into the bedroom and they were tearing each other's clothes off again.

This time was different—more intense, more overwhelming. When Amara removed Sienna's plug and replaced it with her tongue, Sienna came so hard she actually blacked out for a second. And when Sienna did the same to Amara, Amara screamed so loud their neighbors definitely heard.

Afterwards, lying in the dark, both thoroughly exhausted, Sienna thought about how far they'd come. Three months ago she'd been alone, wanting, hoping for something she couldn't quite name. And now she had everything. A partner who loved her completely. A home they'd built together. A future that stretched out bright and full of possibility.

"I love you," she whispered into the darkness.

"I love you too," Amara whispered back. "Forever."

"Forever," Sienna agreed.

And she meant it. This—them—was forever. She'd never been more certain of anything in her life.

They fell asleep wrapped around each other, already dreaming of tomorrow.



EPILOGUE

The bookstore was packed for Sienna's reading. Her novel—The Space Between Us—had been published to critical acclaim and moderate commercial success. It wasn't about them, exactly, but it was infused with everything she'd learned about intimacy and trust and vulnerability over the past year and a half with Amara.

She read from chapter seven, the scene where her protagonist finally allows herself to be completely seen by her love interest, and when she looked up Amara was in the front row with tears streaming down her face.

After the reading, after the signing, after they'd said goodbye to all their friends and Sienna's parents (who'd flown in from Oregon), they went home. To the apartment that was truly theirs now, full of both their things, their life.

In bed that night, Amara worshipped Sienna's body the way she had that very first night—with complete devotion and focus. She ate Sienna's ass for over an hour, drawing out orgasm after orgasm, until Sienna was sobbing and begging and completely wrecked.

Then Sienna returned the favor, showing Amara with her tongue and her hands and her complete attention how much she loved her, how grateful she was for everything they'd built together.

Afterwards, tangled together in the dark, both thoroughly satisfied and deeply content, they talked about the future. About the house they wanted to buy. About the dog they were planning to adopt. About marriage—they'd been talking about it more seriously lately, looking at rings.

"I want to spend the rest of my life with you," Amara said.

"You will," Sienna promised. "I'm not going anywhere."

And she meant it. This was it. This was everything. They'd found each other and discovered not just a shared kink but a deep, abiding love that would last forever.

The journey had started with a single text—You up?—and led to a life more beautiful than either of them could have imagined.

And they lived it fully, completely, exploring and learning and growing together, their bond built on trust and vulnerability and a whole lot of really incredible ass play.
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