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About the Book

A one-night-stand-to-forever spicy lesbian erotic romance between an incognito rock star and a flirty stranger.

Office worker Lucy Klint is feeling unusually bold when she invites home the sexy butch American with a raspy voice she meets in a Sydney laundromat. It’s one night only…but what a night.

Rock star Persephone “Seph” Hyder can’t get the cute woman from Sydney out of her head. Lucy doesn’t have a clue who Seph really is—like the fact she’s a rich, world-famous singer. Or that she’s at war with herself, her creativity, and her restrictive record label.

The one-night stands turns into much more, and restrained Lucy starts exploring light BDSM delights with Seph. Learning to let go is only half the battle for the two, though. What happens when Lucy learns the truth about who her wanderer lover really is?
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Chapter 1

The laundromat was in a leased space underneath her apartment block. Despite the upmarket area, it was a small, dingy room with flickering fluorescent lights. It always smelt damp and strongly of cheap detergent, but there was no way to avoid using it when your apartment didn’t have space for a washer, let alone a dryer.

Checking the washing machine was both clean and empty of anything untoward, Lucy placed her clothes in, turned the machine on and then moved to sit on the bench in the middle of the room. Folding her legs underneath herself, laundry basket in her lap, she flicked through a cheap thrills murder-mystery.

She was two chapters deep when a woman yelled, loud enough to pierce through the noise-cancelling headphones, “Shit, fucking–fuck!”

A woman in her mid-thirties with dark hair slicked back from her face crouched before a washing machine, muttering to herself in between bouts of swearing. She kicked the washer and stepped back, before turning and facing Lucy.

There was something familiar about her, but it was hard to tell with the dark make-up around her eyes.

“Are you okay?” Lucy asked. “Do you need change?”

“Ah…yeah, probably,” the woman said.

This time Lucy noticed her voice—an American accent, warm and gravelly. The kind of voice she could imagine husking against her ear.

“Could you spare a few?”

“Of course! This must be the only place that doesn’t use a card,” she said, lifting up the bag of coins she had sitting in her washing basket. Opening up the sandwich bag, she pulled out a few dollar coins and reached out to hand them over. “You can use my detergent if you need any.”

“I’d appreciate that,” the woman said, before she paused, frowning as if she wanted to say something before she held her tongue.

Lucy smiled, handing over her detergent, and then sat back in her seat. She picked up her book again, trying to read it as she pretended not to intrude on the stranger’s space. But her gaze flicked over as the woman shrugged off her leather jacket.

Next she removed her shirt which had a red, oily stain on it. The woman rubbed some of the detergent on the stain and then tossed the shirt in the washer—crouching before it in nothing but her dark jeans and boots.

Her back was on display and underneath the sharp, fluorescent light were an array of tattoos on a very muscular body.

She could put superheroes to shame with how strong she looked.

Swallowing, Lucy turned her gaze back to her book as her cheeks heated up. She stared at the pages, unable to read anything. Out the corner of her eye, she saw the woman slide her jacket back on and then move to sit on the bench, sighing.

What Lucy would do to just feel—

“Thanks,” the woman said.

“No worries. I’m sure she’ll be right after a wash.”

The woman gave her an incredulous look before laughing. “You Aussies, huh?”

Lucy smiled at her. “You’re not from around here, then?”

“Nope. Born in Boston but live in LA, baby.” The woman ran her fingers through her long hair before grinning. “You a local?”

“You mean Sydney? Ah, no. I only moved here a few years back after uni.”

“Ohh, so a country girl, then?”

“Sorta. Coastal girl. Are you a city girl?”

The woman nodded, “Oh yeah, born and bred. Love it. But I’ll admit, there is something nice about the country life.”

Lucy frowned. Country life was a bit different for her than how people romanticised it. She’d grown up in a modest household, moving from rental to rental, wishing she lived somewhere with a few nightclubs to dance through instead of the choice between the local pub and the other local pub.

“I guess,” she said. “Biggest news out there is usually the weather.”

The woman nodded and then leaned back, exposing the tattoo that ran between her collarbones and down. It looked like a snake, but Lucy wasn’t certain from this angle.

“Trying to get a look at my tits?” the woman asked.

Lucy’s eyes shot up. “No! No, I was…I was just looking at your tattoos.”

“Sure you were.”

“I was!” she insisted.

The woman laughed. “No need to be so serious, I’m just messing with you, Laundry Girl.” And then the woman turned to face her properly. There was an array of tattoos that were not hidden by the jacket. As well as the snake that slithered down her sternum, there was a set of what looked to be Nordic runes, a rose and a set of guns between her breasts, before Lucy’s eyes trailed below to something peeking out underneath the jeans.

Lucy’s gaze held around the navel, her mouth going dry as she felt her hand lift towards it before she curled it back, dropping it back in her lap, and looked away. “That’s…a collection,” she said.

“Did you want to touch them?” she asked.

“Your tattoos?” Lucy asked before she caught the glimmer in the woman’s eyes. No, not the tattoos.

“Go on,” the woman said.

Lucy bit the inside of her cheek, looking over the woman’s face. The dark eyebrows arched, daring her, before Lucy reached out and touched her stomach. It was firm. Ridiculously so. A sudden intense, visceral image filled Lucy’s head of what it would feel like to run her tongue over it. Quickly, she pulled her hand away.

The woman laughed.

Swallowing, Lucy laughed, too. “I bet you do that to all the girls.”

“Guaranteed to work,” she said. “Now, not that I mind, but what’s a girl like you doing in a laundromat this late at night?”

“It’s not even eight,” Lucy pointed out. “And I’m washing some clothes for work. My boss has me doing overtime tomorrow, and all my workwear was dirty, so…”

“Ah, I see.” She gave a solemn nod and then sighed. “Not real familiar with corporate life. I used to temp back in my late teens, and found out quickly that wasn’t for me. Especially the clothes.”

“I bet you clean up in a suit pretty nicely,” Lucy said, holding the woman’s eyes. “So what do you do, then?” She knew lots of friends with tattoos and piercings with reasonably high-profile jobs, but the woman had an energy about her as though she wasn’t used to sitting still.

“What do you think I do?”

Lucy paused, running her eyes over her as she considered the question carefully. “You’ve fiddled with those silver rings on your fingers the entire conversation, so whatever it is, I bet it’s physical. You look strong, so I want to say something like construction? Maybe a labourer?”

The woman laughed. “I used to be a carpenter for a bit,” she said. “Alright, fair assessment.”

“What do you do?” Lucy asked.

“I get around.” She shrugged. “Mostly I write music.”

Lucy felt a few pieces click, and as she did the woman’s expression shifted—as if she was expecting some kind of damning judgement. “Are you here for the concert, then? To see Madame Hyde?”

It was all her roommate, Katie, had been talking about since the tour had been announced. She’d sing praises about how they were one of the greatest bands of their generation—which, given that Katie’s whole career was in music, was no small praise.

The woman blinked and then grinned, her dimples becoming all the more apparent. “You could say that. Are you going to see them, too?”

“No, they’re not really my music. But my roommate is. She got premium seats, so if you see a silver-haired Japanese girl sitting on the shoulders of a six-foot white guy, that’s Katie.”

“I’ll keep my eye out,” she said, before smiling, “So if not Madame Hyde, then what is your music, then?”

Lucy’s stomach squirmed, hoping she hadn’t offended her. “Don’t get me wrong, I think they’re good, it’s just that I don’t click with their music. But I’ve only heard a few songs, so…”

“Don’t deflect—what’s your style, Laundry Girl?”

Lucy frowned. “I mean, you should call me Lucy since I’ve seen your tits at this point.”

“Lucy, huh?” The woman stuck out her hand, “Pleasure to meet you, I’m Seph.”

“Steph?”

“Seph. Drop the T.”

Lucy nodded, tasting the name on her tongue, “Seph. I like it.”

“I’m so glad to have your approval.” Seph laughed, giving her an odd look.

Lucy flushed, shaking her head. “No, I-I’m sorry, I don’t know why I said that out loud. That wasn’t…of course I didn’t mean that. I—” she cut herself off, drawing in a breath. “That’s a really nice name, Seph.”

“Thank you, Lucy.”

Lucy allowed the moment to hold, the gravelly voice saying Lucy echoing in her ears. It was a lovely sound.

“You didn’t answer the question,” Seph continued. “What’s ‘your music’?”

“Oh, ah…” All at once, Lucy felt as if she couldn’t remember a single song. She tried to think about what she’d been listening to—it’d just been her top rotation of songs in the last decade. “I really like Rainstorm?” She offered. “My dad’s parents are from Sweden. Mum’s Wiradjuri, though—hence the dark skin tone.”

“Where’s Wiradjuri?”

“Oh, it’s Central New South Wales. It’s the land that belongs to the Wiradjuri First Nations people.”

Seph nodded. “How’d your parents meet?”

“Went to the same university. Nothing exciting.”

“Nothing on meeting in a laundromat,” Seph flirted, her fingers brushing against Lucy. “What other music do you like?”

“Edith Stark?”

“Good taste. Fine, you can take a pass for not liking Madame Hyde because of that. But if you do like that type of sound, you should check out I Wanna Be A Rockstar by Peri Queen. You might like it.”

“Never heard of them, but if they’ve got anything on Madam Hyde, I’ll check it out,” she said.

Seph grinned, her dimple showing off.

Lucy’s eyes fell to the woman’s mouth, wondering if she could get her to say her name again, when the washing machine beeped. She quickly shot up, moving her wet clothes over to the dryer.

“You could chuck your shirt in, too,” Lucy said, “If you wanted to. It’s on a short wash, yeah?”

Seph glanced to her own washer, frowning at it. “Should be.” She moved over and crouched before it.

Looking away, Lucy tried not to focus on how tight the jeans were on the woman’s thighs as Lucy began putting coins in the dryer, and set it up to run.

Seph’s hand grabbed at her waist and crouched beside her, adding her shirt to the machine before stepping back, allowing Lucy to put the machine on.

“So, do you usually keep such a watchful eyes over your laundry?” Seph asked, making no move to remove her hand from Lucy’s waist as they stood.

“I had my laundry stolen a month ago, so since then, yeah,” Lucy said, breathing in the woman’s scent. She smelt expensive, the kind of masculine perfume you get with the salesperson talking about it like it’s a wine: hints of smoke and honey.

Seph nodded. “Happen often?”

“No, first time.”

“How long had you been doing your laundry here before the ‘incident’?”

“Two years.”

Seph nodded, moving closer and closer to her. “Where do you live?”

“Upstairs,” she answered.

Seph’s hand reached up, tucking a strand of Lucy’s hair behind her ear as her eyes stared at Lucy’s mouth.

Pushing forward, Lucy kissed her. It was a quick, sharp kiss.

But then Seph’s hand reached up, curling against the back of her neck as she parted her mouth, drawing her tongue over hers.

That had Lucy pressing up on her toes, moaning into her mouth as Seph’s fingers drew tight over her scalp, electrifying her.

There was a faint taste of whisky on her mouth, and something spicy. But as Seph’s hand curled in her hair, Lucy felt a warmth spill low in her belly.

It had been some time since she’d gone out and met a girl. It’d been a very long time since she’d met anyone as confident as this woman.

As teeth grazed over her bottom lip, Lucy grasped at the woman’s jacket, holding her close. “Do you,” she asked, pulling back to pant for breath. “Do you wanna come up to mine?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

“You won’t be late for the concert? I know those tickets cost a heap—even for general admin.”

The woman laughed. “I’ll be fine,” she assured her. “Concert doesn’t start for another hour and a bit; we’ve got some time to kill before my shirt dries. Besides, the band has a warm-up act first.”

“Sometimes the warm-up is really good.”

“Yeah, but I’ve seen them before and you’re a cute girl. So if you wanna invite me up, invite me up. But if you don’t, we can step back and pretend that I don’t want to see what happens if I curl my fingers inside of you.”

Lucy swallowed, steading her breathing as she looked into the woman’s eyes. “You’ll have to ask me nicely,” she teased.

“I can ask nicely,” Seph said.

Lucy paused before she moved, collecting her belongings before she nodded for Seph to follow outside to the entrance of the apartment. She was on the second floor, and, as she opened the door and set her things inside, she tried to ignore the fluttering anxiety building in her chest.

It’d been a while. Over six months since she’d slept with anyone.

“It’s small,” Lucy warned.

Seph stepped in the apartment, shutting the door behind her. “Your roommate’s out, is she?”

“Yeah, at the concert—I think she’s at the pub near the stadium?”

Seph hands dug in her jacket pockets as she looked around, her gaze running over the art.

Closing her roommate’s bedroom door, Lucy then turned, feeling the excitement bubble up in her chest. “Did you want a drink of water or something else?” she asked.

Seph continued to walk around the room, looking over the decor as she shook her head. “No. I take it this is your room?” she asked, pointing to the open door.

Lucy nodded, quickly ducking over to it. The room was tidy, but her work laptop was still open. Closing it quickly, she shut off the monitor.

“Hiding your porn?” Seph asked.

“Hah, no. Protected documents—I doubt it’d be any use to most since it’s mostly just complaints but there’s a clause in my contract that says I have to protect it.”

“You do complaints?”

“Mm. Independent Review Office. Some insurance is underwritten by the government. I work as part of a team to ensure the people who manage the claims are following the legislation and State Insurance Regulatory Authority when they make decisions.”

“Sounds messy.” Seph’s eyes flicked over the room and paused at the art on the wall. She reached up to a shelf, touching over the miniatures Lucy had on display, before moving on. “Did you buy these?” She gestured to both the minis and the art.

“I did it,” Lucy said. “All of it. Painting has always been a hobby of mine, but I…um, ended up studying other stuff at uni, instead.”

“Do you regret not studying art?”

“No, the good thing about art is that it’s pretty easy these days to find videos on the internet on techniques, but I actually used to be a member at a local art gallery. I’d do some classes there with different travelling artists and I think that was a bit more fun, to be honest, than learning art at university.”

Seph nodded. “I get that.”

“Did you study music?”

“In high school I did…for a while. But I became self-taught for the most part, learned from other musicians, similar to you.”

Lucy stepped forward, shivering at the concentration on Seph’s face. It’d been some time since anyone had taken an interest in her work. Most of her friends were familiar with it, and with her job being so busy, she hadn’t had time to work on any large projects. She was busy trying to build her career.

“What’s this?” Seph pointed to a poster.

“Oh, that’s from my first web comic,” Lucy said. “It’s about a girl travelling around Australia and learning different stories from her culture. I had an offer to turn it into a graphic novel, but the deal fell through and it kinda of crushed me.”

“What happened?”

“To be honest, I don’t know. They retracted their offer and I never really found out why.”

She let Seph explore the old pieces she had hanging up, ones she was particularly proud of, and then when Seph turned back to look at her, Lucy felt as if the air in the room had become thin.

The woman was stunning—all sharp angles and hard muscles.

“I can hang your jacket if you like,” Lucy offered.

Her eyebrows quirked, but Seph shrugged off the jacket, handing it over.

Lucy took it, her gaze holding the other woman’s as she hung it on a wooden hanger. She placed it on a hook on the back of her door then turned back to face her.

Touching Seph’s bicep, Lucy felt the woman flex beneath her fingertips.

“How long were you waiting for me to do that?” Lucy asked.

“About as long as you were waiting to touch them,” Seph responded, before leaning down to kiss her again. It was a soft, gentle kiss and she pulled back, looking into Lucy’s eyes. “What do you like, Laundry Girl?”

“When people say my name.”

Seph smiled. “We’ll see. But my mouth will be busy.”

Lucy smiled, humming to herself as she bounced on her toes. “What do you like?”

“Naked pretty women.”

“Mm. I can do that,” Lucy said, beginning to undress herself. She removed her shirt first, and then her jeans—before Seph reached forward.

She traced her fingertips over the softness of Lucy’s belly and up her ribs before she undid the bra and dropped it to the ground.

Lucy stepped closer, kissing Seph to taste the whisky again as she pushed her onto the bed and climbed onto her lap.

The other woman’s hands held Lucy’s waist before she moved to palm her breast, gentle as she pinched the nipple between her middle and ring finger.

Lucy gasped, grinding on her thigh to urge her to do it again. It was a warm feeling, to have Seph take control—but Lucy didn’t want to wait.

Kissing down Seph’s neck, she moved over the clavicle, pressing her mouth over the tattoo as she snaked her way down. Lucy stopped briefly to lick over the nipple—her mouth sucking over it quickly in a tease—before she continued on her path down, climbing off her lap and slipping between her thighs.

“Oh,” Seph said, with a laugh. “Been a while since a girl went for that herself.”

Lucy looked up at her, smiling as she undid the belt buckle and tugged Seph’s jeans down. “I know what I want.” She reached for the waistband of the briefs and pulled those down too.

Kissing over the hip bone, Lucy pressed her mouth quickly over the dark pubic hair and then slid her tongue between the woman’s folds, parting them.

Seph sucked in a slow breath, her ribs expanding as Lucy did it again.

Lucy slid her mouth away, across to Seph’s thigh, drawing her tongue over the crease where her joint met the hip.

Seph’s hand curled in the blankets as Lucy continue to trace her mouth over her.

Going down on a woman had always felt like worship to Lucy. She could take her time and make it slow or she could quicken it and have it as a desperate, heated event.

Her mouth slid over the labia, drawing it over her tongue before she moved up, flicking over Seph’s entrance to taste the spilling arousal.

Seph was growing wetter and wetter as she panted. She looked so good arching against Lucy, gasping as she ground her hips against Lucy’s mouth, urging her on.

Lucy moved her focus up, over the clit, as she shifted her hand between slick folds, using two fingers to edge inside of her.

Seph tightened around her fingertips and, watching closely, offered Lucy a short laugh. “You’re good at this.”

“I know,” Lucy said before flicking her tongue. She curled her fingers inside of her, finding the sweet spot that had Seph squeezing.

Satisfied she was on the right track, Lucy returned her attention to the woman’s clit, flicking her tongue over her until the woman’s thighs began to twitch, her hands curling tighter and tighter in the sheets.

Reaching out with her spare hand, she took one of Seph’s hands and urged it to her own head as Seph stared down at her, her brows raised innocently.

Seph’s mouth quirked in a smile before her lips parted and her eyes fluttered as she grew closer and closer. Her hand curled in Lucy’s hair, dragging bluntly against the scalp as she urged her harder.

Lucy held her pace, continuing to stroke deep inside before Seph’s thighs tensed, her back arching.

“Fuck, Lucy!” she said.

Lucy’s body warmed from the top of her head to her toes as Seph squeezed and pulsed around her fingers, her hand tugging in Lucy’s hair. And then, too soon, she was pushing Lucy away.

Obeying, Lucy slowly slid her fingers out as her lover sank back on the bed, panting, as a flush coloured her.

“Fucking hell,” Seph panted.

Lucy hummed, popping her wet fingers in her mouth and grinned. “I knew I’d get my name from you.”

Seph laughed. “Is that why you did it?”

“No, I wanted to know what you tasted like,” Lucy said, smiling. “But it was nice to hear you say my name.”

Rolling her eyes, Seph sat up and looked at her. “And what are we going to do about you?”

Lucy shivered at the darkened tone, a pleased hum running through her. She looked at Seph’s lap and wondered what it would be like throw herself over it, ass in the air. But she held her tongue. Discussing something so personal as your kink preferences wasn’t something you did with a random stranger you met at a laundromat. That was something you did with, maybe, a person you already knew was into that.

”You gonna answer me, Laundry Girl?”

“What happened to ‘fuck, Lucy’?” Lucy asked.

The woman’s eyes darkened.

Lucy bit her lip, enjoying the frustration that built there.

“I should spank you.”

Her heart fluttered, the image pressing tight behind her eyes. “Promises,” she found herself saying.

Seph stood and Lucy found herself dwarfed beneath her height once more, allowing her lover to help her to her feet before Lucy kissed her hard.

And then Seph slowed it down, drawing her mouth over hers, tasting her.

Lucy moaned as the woman’s teeth dragged over her bottom lip, before Seph kissed down her neck, biting down until Lucy’s knees weakened, her body relaxing beneath the skilled mouth.

Seph’s fingers hooked over the waistband of her cotton underwear and all at once they were gone, lost around her ankles.

Cool air brushed over Lucy’s sex. But before she could shift to the bed, Seph took hold of her hips and lifted her as if she weighed no more than a half-filled laundry basket, before throwing her onto the mattress.

The throw wasn’t hard. Seph had been careful, more playful than anything else, and yet Lucy’s chest rose and fell with heavy breaths. If Lucy wasn’t completely aroused before, she was now. Every part of her felt like she was living a Viking sexual fantasy. Right now all she wanted was to let Seph do whatever she wanted to her.

Spreading her thighs, Seph settled between Lucy’s legs, her teeth scraping over the pulse in her neck.

Lucy melted against the touch, exhaling a soft sigh before Seph’s fingers slid between their bodies, coming to stroke over her vulva.

She was slow, until Lucy began to rock against her fingers, urging where she felt her nerve endings come alive.

Seph easily followed the non-verbal direction.

Lucy found herself panting already, holding onto the woman’s shoulders. Between the mouth on her neck and the fingertips on her clit, she found herself edging closer and closer to orgasm. But Seph was holding her steady, drawing the pace back down before quickening it again.

Lucy had no idea how long she was suspended in pleasure for, as sparks ran up her spine, making her muscles twitch, before they were interrupted by an alarm.

“Wha—?”

“Ignore it,” Seph said, continuing to fuck her.

The blaring died away and Lucy fell back into focusing on what the woman was doing to her.

The noise started up again.

“Fucking hell,” Seph cursed, pulling away. “I’m sorry. I’ll just…” She shifted off the bed to dig into her jeans and pull out her phone.

Lucy sat up, as Seph clicked the sound off and went to set it aside. Then she paused, scrolling through messages.

“Everything okay?” Lucy asked.

Seph made a hum, before glancing away from her phone, looking conflicted. “Look, I…I’m sorry. There’s a problem that I need to deal with,” she said, typing a quick message before sighing and setting the phone down. She paused, glaring at the wall, before dropping back on the bed beside her.

“It’s fine,” Lucy assured her, despite the disappointment sinking in her stomach. “I get it, things come up. Is it about the concert?”

“Yeah. Look, I feel like a piece of shit doing this but I have to run off.”

Lucy nodded. “I get it.”

Sighing before standing up, Seph began to get dressed.

Lucy swallowed back the disappointment and started dressing as well, despite the uncomfortable wetness between her thighs. “We should probably check on the dryer anyway.”

Seph nodded. “Do you mind if I just wash up quickly?”

“No, go ahead. It’s the door by the kitchen.

Seph left the room as she pulled her jacket on.

As her lover washed up, Lucy moved to her mirror to fix herself. As she looked closely at her reflection, a redness against the brown of her skin spread across her cheeks. Her long, dark hair was a mess, strewn out in a tangle.

An ache washed over her as she felt the absence of a body pressed against her all the more. Combing her fingers through her hair to tidy it up, she tried to ignore how her body felt wound up from all the teasing. And then she dressed, smoothing out her clothes just as the sound of water in the pipes ceased.

They were quiet as they left the apartment, heading back to the laundromat.

When they arrived downstairs, Lucy pulled out her clothes from the dryer and handed the shirt back to Seph, who pulled it on again, the stain now gone.

“What was so important about that shirt?” she asked.

“Superstitious, but I always wear it to the first night of a concert,” Seph said. “Can’t say the luck’s worn off when I got to see you.”

Lucy frowned. It seemed odd to wear a lucky shirt to a concert, but it wasn’t her superstition. “Well, give me your phone. You can delete my number later but at least let me give it to you while you’re here.”

Seph paused before nodding. She pulled out her phone, opening it up to Contacts, and handed it to her.

Lucy adding her details in with the name as “Laundry Girl” and handed it back. “There.”

“So I see,” Seph said, giving a small laugh at the name before tucking it away. She stepped forward, wrapping her hand around Lucy’s waist, tugging her close as she kissed her like their lives depended on it.

Lucy sighed as they stumbled backwards, against the dryer, her fingers curling against the cold metal to keep herself steady as kissed Seph back hungrily.

Finally, Seph pulled away, pressing a last, quick kiss to her lips. “I’ll see you around, Laundry Girl.”

Lucy hoped so. She’d never been kissed like that before. It might ruin kissing for her for the rest of her life.


 

Chapter 2

“Where the fuck have you been, eh?” Lionel snarled as Seph entered the room.

“None of your fucking business,” she snapped back, looking over the band.

Nic was sitting back, his dark skin blending into the shadows as he sipped a scotch, looking like he wanted to pretend he wasn’t even there. Jane was standing off to the side, hand cradled in her other arm.

When Seph stared at Lionel, he turned away, returning to fucking around with his off-stage guitar. “What happened?” she demanded.

“Jane’s gone and fucked her hand again,” Lionel said. “What the hell are we meant to do?”

Seph moved to where Jane was sitting, her hand cradled as she looked up at Seph, brow pinched. “It’s all cramped up again. I’ll need another cortisone shot before I can play again.”

“We’ll get you a doc, hey,” Seph said, crouching before her. “Let me have a look.”

Jane opened her hand, showing how it was cramping. She whimpered as Seph tried to move it.

“We’ll play, don’t worry about it,” Seph said. “We’ll switch it up; Nic can play keyboard and acoustics, I’ll play lead—”

“Of course you fuckin’ will,” Lionel said.

Seph’s eyes snapped to his. “Fine, you can play lead, I don’t give a fuck. You play bass better than anyone fucking else can, but if you want to play lead, go for it!”

Lionel huffed before shaking his head. “It’s fine.”

Seph paused, before relenting. “You do lead the best in Drop Deadless and Give It Up; why don’t you take those and I’ll do the others?”

Lionel’s shoulders eased and he gave a nod. “I’ll give it a shot. But Astro Girl needs to get cut.”

“Yeah, it does. We could do a cover of Turf Wars instead?”

“No,” Jane said. “Remember last time? We could do one of Harley’s stuff though. She won’t mind us covering Every Night.”

“Nope, needs to be a good finale. Every Night’s a midrange song—no one tell Harley I said that.” Sighing, Seph ran her fingers through her hair, taking a moment to breathe in the scent of Laundry Girl’s detergent before her eyes flicked open. “What about Sleepover?”

“Rainstorm?” Lionel asked incredulously. “Fuckers not on brand, hey? That’s A-class girlie pop.”

“Yeah, but crowds love a good cover. Remember when we did Kiss, Kiss a year back? We sounded great. We’ll do it like that. Sleepover is a basic four-chord song. Nic can do that in his sleep. You can smash it on bass and it’ll be great.” She paused, and everyone looked at her sceptically. “Look, pop-y as it is, it was number one for a fucking long time for a reason. It’s a good song, we’ll end on that and then say goodnight, hey?”

Everyone gave a nod, though Lionel made a noise that came out more like a grunt.

It would have to do.

“Five minutes,” the band manager, Rick, called as he ducked his head in the room. “You got this?”

Seph nodded, fixing her clothes before she closed her eyes and took a breath.

“Woof, Seph. You stink of sex,” Jane said.

There was a pause and then Lionel gave her an aghast look, “Fucking hell, were you off licking some girl’s pussy while this disaster was happening?”

“No,” she said. “I wasn’t licking pussy,” she said, glancing away as she fixed her jacket. “I spilled tabasco sauce on my shirt and went to the laundromat. She had no idea who I was. Ridiculously hot, though.”

“How hot?” Lionel asked.

“Hot, like she got me out of my pants first.”

“Ooh,” Jane said as Nic gave a wolf whistle. “Must be special to top the one and only, Seph, huh?”

“Fuck off. Now you shitheads go and get your crap ready before we go on, hey? And Jane…relax. We’ll get Rick to find a doc for you tomorrow, ’kay? You just go up and stand by vocals?”

“Easy.”

They prepped quickly, with Seph drinking a bottle of water before she was signalled to head on stage. There was nothing like that moment. The high of knowing they were live before tens of thousands of people.

But as Seph got out on stage, everything faded away.

They sung through their setlist and as they came out to their final song, she looked behind her, checking on the band before she turned back to the crowd. “Got something a little special for you all. Thought we’d shake it up, for the one and only Sydney, tonight.”

And then Nic brought the familiar beat rise and drop of the song and the crowd screamed. The exhilaration of it ran through her.

She could feel Laundry Girl’s breath against her as she sang through the chorus.

They played through and when the encore was done, Seph wished the city a goodnight, her muscles relaxing as she walked backstage.

After fixing up a few things, the band went off to wind down. Lionel would likely go off and find a groupie. Nic would go out and drink at whatever bar had a private room for him; Jane was probably going to vape back in the hotel, reading a book until she went to sleep and then wake up and order room service.

Seph returned to the hotel with Jane, slipping around the back to avoid the crowds that somehow always discovered they were there, no matter what they tried.

Once in her room, she dug through her bag, looking for her prized possession. Seph had plans to finish what she started.

There, wrapped up in a satin drawstring bag, she found it.

Putting it on, she pulled out her phone from her jeans and dialled Laundry Girl’s contact.

“ ‘ho’s this?” came the sleepy drawl.

“Hey, Laundry Girl. You up?”

There was a pause and then a laugh. “Concert over?”

“Mm-hmm. Crisis averted, too. If it’s not too late for you, I thought I’d come and finish what I started. Feel a bit guilty leaving you high and wet like that… Thought I’d pick up where I’d left off?”

Laundry Girl gave a short laugh, before humming as she seemed to shuffle, material rustling against the phone. “Katie texted she was staying at Joel’s. Buzz number twelve when you arrive and I’ll let you up. But you should know that I did take care of myself after you left…” There was a soft sleepy purr to the voice that sent a thrill running down Seph’s spine.

She wondered how Lucy dressed for bed. She seemed a T-shirt and panties kinda girl. Maybe a satin nightgown…or perhaps she slept naked? Wasn’t that a thrilling thought.

* * *

Seph rang the apartment door and waited until she heard the intercom make a garbled noise before it buzzed, letting her in. Making her way up the stairs, Seph ran one hand through her hair as she knocked on number twelve and waited.

The door opened and there, in a matching T-shirt and drawstring shorts pyjamas set, was the beautiful woman who had given her the best orgasm she’d had in over a year.

“Hey,” Seph said.

“Hey,” Lucy replied before stepping aside and letting her in.

This time, Seph didn’t take her time. As soon as the door was shut, she grabbed and pinned the woman to it, kissing her quick and hard just to feel her moan against her.

Lucy’s hands tangled in Seph’s hair and quickly pulled at her jacket, apparently eager to run her hand over Seph’s body and feel her muscles. Seph flexed for her and Lucy hummed approvingly against her mouth.

Good. Grabbing her waist, she lifted her up.

Seph carried her back to the bedroom, careful to ensure she didn’t hit her head on the doorway. Lucy gasped before making another approving noise. Seph sat on the bed, dropping her onto her lap.

Lucy’s hips rocked before she paused, pulling away with a charming smile. “Is that an oboe in your pocket, perhaps?”

“No one has pockets that deep,” Seph said.

Lucy sat up and wiggled her hips.

“We don’t have to—”

“Oh, no, I love it,” Laundry Girl said, looking at her intensely. “I’m just wondering when you had time to run and get it. Do you live nearby?”

“My hotel is.”

The woman gave a soft frown before smiling, disguising the shift in mood.

“I’m here for a couple of days, though, if you wanna chill?”

“‘Chill’,” Laundry Girl echoed. “Sure, let’s see how good you are with this, first,” she teased, fingers tugging at the loops of Seph’s pants, undoing the belt before she reached for the button and fly.

Lucy’s fingers pulled the strap out before she shifted out of her pyjama bottoms.

“Hey, don’t make the rookie mistake of going in without lube,” Seph said. “I can warm you—”

But Lucy only smiled, leaning over to open the top drawer of her bedside table and pulled out a bottle of lube. “I’m well prepared for any occasion,” she said, going to push the drawer shut.

As she did, Seph’s eyebrows rose as the collection she saw peeking out. “Did I…spy a paddle?”

Turning back, the warm brown skin of Lucy’s face looked a shade warmer in its undertone. “Maybe. Maybe not. You’ll need to prove yourself first.” Lucy opened the lube bottle.

Seph nodded, grinning. Lucy had done enough work earlier. It was Seph’s turn. She took the bottle out of Lucy’s hand. “Allow me,” she said, drawing a fair amount of lube over her fingers, watching Lucy’s expression as she flicked the lid and set the bottle aside on the drawers.

Then, with her spare hand holding Lucy’s hips, she slid her lubed fingers between the woman’s thighs, running her fingertips over the vulva.

Laundry Girl’s hips rocked as she sucked in a sharp breath, her mouth parting.

Seph was careful as she then slid the remaining amount over the toy, rubbing her fingers over the phallus, ensuring it was slick. She dragged the length of the strap against the woman, cleaning her fingers against her own thighs before she slid her fingers underneath the woman’s pyjama shirt to hold her waist.

“How slow do you like it?” Seph asked, nudging against her, dragging the length of the strap-on over her.

“I don’t want it slow,” Lucy said, leaning close. “I want you to fuck me.”

“I can do that.”

She pushed Lucy back on the bed, pinning her beneath her before she began urging the toy inside of her.

Lucy’s smile became a soft O as her eyes fell shut and her face became awash with pleasure, her body arching against the heavy movements.

She went quick and hard, thrusting long, firm movements as Lucy writhed beneath her.

Seph slid her hand down between them and stroked around her clit, listening to where the moans were cut off with a sharp gasp.

“Oh fuck.”

There it was. Lucy’s face squeezed tightly, her eyes squeezing shut as she held her breath, focusing.

“Told you I’d finish what I started.”

Lucy nodded, her nails digging into Seph’s back as she sucked in a breath and urged her touch faster and faster.

Her gasps were short and sharp in her ear and Seph loved it. The sound of her swallowing hard, humming as she urged her on, until all she could do was make brief gasps of “Mm!”

“Want me stop?” Seph teased.

“No!” came the urgent response.

Seph laughed against her, kissing her throat as she kept up the pace. Her fingers were on her lover’s clit, keeping in rhythm, fucking her hard with the strap.

Lucy’s nails dug deeper and her gasps became long, drawn-out cries as she arched…tensing until, “Shit, fucking—I didn’t mean—”

Seph felt a warmth spill over her thigh and paused before she gave a short laugh, pulling away to look between them.

Lucy tugged backwards, pulling out the strap as she stared at the wet spot on the bed. “Oh no, no, no. Shit. Fuck,” she said before covering her face with her hands.

Seph laughed again, only because she looked so damn adorable and all she wanted to do was kiss her again.

“Don’t laugh!” Lucy squealed.

Seph’s laughter ceased immediately. “Hey,” Seph said, tugging Lucy’s hands from her face. “Hey, you don’t have to be embarrassed.”

“How can you say that? I just…fucking hell, I just squirted on you.”

“Yeah, you did.” Seph smiled at her. “It’s a good thing. Tells me I did my job right. I wasn’t laughing at you,” she promised, combing Lucy’s hair back from her face. “Did someone tell you it wasn’t okay?”

“Yeah, look—it’s fine. It’s…” She took a breath and exhaled. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t apologise. If anything I feel like I deserve a ‘Thank you, Seph for that fucking-A orgasm,’ huh?”

Lucy looked at her, before giving a short laugh. Biting her lip, she still looked conflicted.
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