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Kelly breathes in the rich aroma of chocolate fudge. She can already taste the sweetness.

Milk chocolate fudge swirled with vanilla, each square piece decorated with a tiny dollop of frosting to soften the texture. Perfection. Twenty-four pieces of gooey goodness form a perfect grid on a silver tray. Is this too overboard? Maybe. Is it enough? Well, that depends entirely on her roommate.

Too bad she can’t pull on some latex and put her bratty, gothic roommate in her place. Kelly hums, resting a finger on her lips from the thought. She idly presses her thighs together, imagining it, her adorable roomie, blushing, squirming, and begging under her fingertips. Her toy. Maybe even her newest pet.

A girl can dream.

Normally, Bethany was the best roommate anyone could ask for. Didn’t invite anyone over unannounced, made sure not to clutter up the place, didn’t make noise or blast music, and best of all, she didn’t steal lunch meals from the fridge like her previous roommate.

But then yesterday, disaster struck. Kelly had loaded her clothes into the washer and stripped down to just her pink panties when Bethany barged into the laundry closet. The interaction began well enough, awkward maybe, but manageable. It’s not like Kelly has any qualms about others seeing her naked, especially not her roomie, though she might have teased her a bit too much when she noticed the crimson red hue flooding Bethany’s cheeks. And that’s not to mention where her roomie was staring.

In her defense, it was cute!

Unfortunately, it was a bridge too far. Bethany snapped at Kelly and told her to cover up in a flustered flurry. Words were exchanged. Bethany spiraled into embarrassed rage.

“I’m—I’m just stressed. Alright?! Go flirt with someone else or whatever you do. Just don’t bother me,” Bethany had demanded, then scurried off.

Kelly knew Bethany had been under a lot of pressure at work lately, but she hadn’t known it had gotten so bad. She shakes her head. It’s clear she went a step too far. With things shaky at best from yesterday’s troubles, she didn’t want to add more stress for her roomie. So instead of heating things up, she decided to cool things off, literally. 

The fudge she made hours ago is finally set. The last thing she would want to do is hand over a gift only to burn Bethany’s mouth, even if it might cause an adorable squeak. To be fair, there’s something cute and downright sexy about seeing her roomie grumpy, but she isn’t going to let that stop her from trying to brighten her roomie’s day.

Kelly wryly smiles as she looks at the tray. After yesterday’s argument, something had to be done.

She gently wraps her fingers around the edge of the tray, careful not to jostle the fudge. The sleeves of her purple shirt dangle over her arms, while its hem trails over her hips. There are so many ways this could go wrong, but she’s determined to set things right.

With trepidation, she walks through the shared living room and stops in front of Bethany’s door. She balances the tray on one palm and knocks.

“Bethany? I brought you something. An apology for yesterday,” Kelly calls out, giving two more knocks that reverberate through the closed door. 

“I’m... Just give me a second!” Bethany hollers.

Frantic scrambling echoes behind the door, causing Kelly to bite her lower lip. Had she made a mistake? Should she return later at a better time? She wouldn’t want to interrupt something private. Before she can retreat, the door swings open.

Bethany stares at her while wearing only a simple bathrobe. Her neon blue hair pools down to just her shoulders. Her cheeks are flustered pink. Her usual gothic attire is nowhere to be seen.

“H-Hello,” Bethany stammers. She holds a white towel against her chest, her arms trembling. In the next moment, she lets it go. The towel slumps to the floor.

Kelly barely contains her shock. Her roommate stands in the doorway wearing nothing at all. No undergarments, no clothes, not even socks for her feet. Kelly’s gaze trails over soft, pale skin and bare breasts, taking in everything in between.

The door listlessly sways. The hinges creak. But Kelly can only think of one thing to say.

“Why are you naked?!”
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Kelly steadies her arms, barely holding onto her freshly made fudge as she stares at her roommate, who is currently bearing it all. It’s the last thing in the world she expected. Bethany looks stunning. Her silky skin and dark brown eyes make Kelly’s heart skip a beat. A taste of intoxicating sweetness fills her lungs, and she hasn’t even taken her first bite of fudge.

“S-Sorry! Um...” Bethany stammers, squeezing her arms against her breasts. “I’m sorry for yesterday. You can wear whatever you want. And... And this is my way of making it up to you.” Her cheeks burn an even brighter red.

Kelly stands frozen, lost for words. What does she even say? Her gaze traces the beautiful, bare lines of Bethany’s skin, taking in the nervous rise and fall of her chest, the adorable, heated blush, and the bashful radiance of Bethany’s pose.

“Please don’t be mad,” Bethany pleads, her meek voice finally breaking Kelly from her trance.

“Mad?” Kelly asks, her usual confidence snapping back into place. “What’s there to be mad about? Though I usually have my towel raised a little higher than you.” Kelly smirks, wagging a finger toward the discarded towel pooled over Bethany’s bare feet.

“Um...” Bethany’s blush deepens to a rosy red, and her eyes grow wide as saucers. “So, you’ll accept my apology? For the argument? For me, making a fool of myself? I-I...”

Kelly raises an eyebrow, bending her gaze over her roommate. Bethany holds herself like a cute, naked puppy begging to be teased. Kelly holds herself back, but just by a pinch. 

“I said I was fine with it, didn’t I? I even made some treats for you.” She tilts the tray forward, revealing the perfectly square grid of fudge.

Bethany’s shoulders drop, seeming to lose some of the tension she was carrying, but it doesn’t stop her blush. She starts to speak, then stops, her mouth moving, but no sounds arrive until she finally casts her gaze toward the floor.

“Then... there’s something else I want to admit. Yesterday... it wasn’t about your clothes, or you running around in your underwear. It’s that... when you...” Bethany purses her lips, releasing a ragged, nervous breath. Her hands clasp her bare sides. “There’s no easy way to say this, but I think I have a crush on you. It’s why... It’s why seeing you does things to me. My thoughts get fuzzy. And those times I see you put on latex, and leave to meet other women... I... I...”

The words Kelly prepared fall apart as her thoughts crash into each other. A crush. Her roomie has a crush? On her? The words don’t connect, could never connect. And yet here they are out in the open, entirely bare. Her bashful, shy roommate has a crush and admitted it out loud.

“Really?” Kelly blurts out. Great brain. That was the best you could think of? She would slap herself if her hands weren't full.

Bethany flinches and steps backward, her bare feet sinking into the plush carpet as she retreats into the safety of her bedroom.

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t... I shouldn’t have said anything. I know it’s crazy. We’re roommates. But seeing you like that... like this... the way I am right now... You probably never want to talk to me again. But I just thought you should know.” Bethany desperately reaches for her doorknob.

“No! That’s not what I think at all. Why would I hate you for that?” Kelly springs forward, using her body to block the door from closing. “You really have a crush on me?” she asks, eyes wide, still trying to process everything as the reality begins to sink in.

Bethany pauses mid-step, her posture faltering as her head lowers. “I do. For such a long time. I-I wish... all those times I asked you for relationship advice? They were about you. When I see you put on those outfits... when you head out in those clothes... for your...” Bethany wraps a hand tight around her left wrist. “I wish it was me you were going to see.”

Like magic, the pieces click together in Kelly’s mind. The weird questions. The overly specific scenarios. Her own advice telling Bethany to be bold, take the risk, and find out. Before Kelly can stop herself, she bridges the distance between them. The sudden surge of confidence surprises even her. She thrusts the silver tray forward.

“Take one. Take as many as you want,” Kelly says, her voice a little too forceful, a little too demanding. Yet, in this moment, it feels entirely right.

Bethany hesitates. Her cheeks burn pink before she tentatively slips an arm away from her chest, pinching a piece of fudge between her fingertips. A thrill travels straight down Kelly's spine just from that shy, upward glance. Bethany is just too adorable. And when she’s flustered? Well, there’s something incredibly sexy about that too.

“Thank you,” Bethany whispers. She holds the treat in her hand, taking the smallest, most delicate nibble. Then another, much larger bite. “Mmm... It tastes good.”

“I’m glad,” Kelly smiles, carefully holding her tray steady.

As the last crumb disappears, Bethany looks at the tray, then back up to Kelly. “Do you want some? I know you made it, but...” Bethany lifts a fresh piece of fudge, her fingers trembling slightly, her cheeks a gorgeous red.

Kelly raises an eyebrow, her smile widening. “I’d love to.” Kelly leans forward, parting her lips. Bethany slides the treat inside, and Kelly feels the faint pressure of silky fingertips against her upper lip. She seals her eyes.

The rich, sweet flavor of chocolate and vanilla floods her mouth, releasing a deep, decadent aroma. But tasting it directly from Bethany's hand makes it taste entirely different and far
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