
        
            
                
            
        

    
Coleen F. Brennan

Bed, Breakfast & More


Copyright © 2025 by Coleen F. Brennan

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

Coleen F. Brennan asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

Coleen F. Brennan has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.

This book contains explicit sexual content and is intended for mature readers only. All characters engaging in sexual acts are 18 years of age or older. The scenes depicted are consensual and intended for entertainment purposes only. Reader discretion is advised.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

By proceeding to read this book, you acknowledge that you are of legal age to read explicit content and that you understand the nature of the content contained within. The author and publisher do not endorse or condone any real-life actions that may mirror those depicted in this work of fiction.

Enjoy the story responsibly.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com


Contents

Bed, Breakfast & More
If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Lavender Seductions
About the Author
Also by Coleen F. Brennan



Bed, Breakfast & More

The escape had been a long time coming, a slow-burning fuse finally reaching its explosive end. For six agonizing months, Louisa had existed in a state of suspended animation, a ghost haunting the cavernous, echoing canyons of New York City. She was a spectral presence in her own life, drifting through days that felt like photocopies of each other, each one paler and more faded than the last. Her job as a lead architect at a brutally competitive firm, Sterling & Vance, had once been the shimmering centerpiece of her identity, a hard-won testament to her sleepless nights, her relentless ambition, her unwavering grit.

It was a source of immense pride, a steel-and-glass monument to her own capabilities. Now, it was just a source. The source of the migraines that felt like a hot spike being driven behind her right eye, the insomnia that left her staring at the ceiling while the city’s restless energy hummed through her floorboards, and the soul-crushing exhaustion that felt less like tiredness and more like a terminal illness of the spirit. It clung to her like a film, a greasy residue of unmet deadlines and hollow praise.

The city, once a vibrant, intoxicating tapestry of infinite possibility, had become a relentless, multi-pronged assault on her senses. It was a constant barrage of noise and friction. The shriek of sirens wasn’t just a sound; it was a physical jolt, a screech that scraped against her raw nerves, day and night, a constant reminder of emergencies, of things breaking and falling apart. The press of bodies on the downtown 4 train during rush hour was a suffocating violation, the damp heat of a stranger’s breath on her neck, the sharp jab of an elbow in her ribs, the olfactory nightmare of a thousand different colognes, anxieties, and unwashed realities crammed into one metal tube hurtling through the dark. And then there was the perpetual gray haze, a thin, smudgy film that seemed to seep through the sealed, double-paned windows of her sterile, minimalist apartment. It coated her white furniture in a fine layer of dust, tinted the water in her glass, and settled deep into her bones, a chilling dampness that no amount of heating could ever seem to banish.

The breakup with Chloe hadn’t helped; it had, in fact, been the final Jenga block pulled from an already teetering tower. Their ending wasn’t a dramatic, plate-smashing affair—there were no cinematic tears in the rain, no screaming matches that brought neighbors to their doors. It was a slow, silent, creeping erosion, a relationship dying of neglect. They had simply… stopped. Stopped the easy back-and-forth of daily texts, stopped sharing the small, absurd details of their workdays, stopped cooking together while dancing badly to old soul music in the kitchen. They stopped talking, truly talking, their conversations shrinking to logistical necessities: “Did you pay the electric bill?” “I’m working late tonight.” “We’re out of milk.”

The absence of touch was even more profound. A hand that once would have instinctively found the small of her back now remained firmly by Chloe’s side. A casual kiss goodbye became a hurried peck on the cheek, and then nothing at all. They had stopped seeing each other, not just in the physical sense, but in the way that matters. They looked at one another and saw only a roommate, a familiar piece of furniture, a reflection of their own unhappiness.

The final conversation had been as perfunctory and devoid of emotion as canceling a magazine subscription. It took place over lukewarm coffee at their usual spot, a place where they had once held hands across the table and talked for hours. Chloe had looked down at her cup, stirring a swirl of almond milk into the dark liquid, and said, “I don’t think this is working anymore, Lou.” Louisa had felt not a surge of pain, but a hollow, unsurprised numbness. “No,” she had agreed, her voice flat. “I guess it isn’t.”

There were no pleas, no rebuttals, just a quiet, tired acceptance. Chloe moved out two days later. The silence that followed her departure was a physical presence in the apartment. It was louder, more deafening, than any argument they could have had. It screamed from Chloe’s side of the closet, now empty save for a few forgotten wire hangers. It echoed from the second coffee cup that no longer stood beside hers on the drying rack. It pulsed from the empty space on the sofa.

Louisa found herself utterly adrift, untethered from the two great anchors that had defined her existence: her career and her relationship. She was a high-achieving, award-winning, financially successful professional woman who, when she looked in the mirror, saw an absolute and unequivocal failure. The reflection that stared back was a stranger with dark circles under her eyes and a permanent tension in her jaw. The failure was a bitter, metallic taste in the back of her throat, a constant companion that whispered to her in the dead of night.

One rain-slicked Tuesday evening, the kind of New York night where the city lights bleed and smear across wet asphalt, she’d finally snapped. She was huddled over her company-issued laptop, the blue light stinging her tired eyes, a half-empty mug of lukewarm, bitter coffee sweating onto a stack of architectural plans. The rain beat a frantic, incessant rhythm against her windowpane, a sound that mirrored the frantic, trapped-animal feeling in her chest. She didn’t want another weekend spent in a stupor, binge-watching grizzly true crime documentaries until the sun came up, the grim stories a strange and morbid comfort against her own quiet despair.

She didn’t want another hollow Tinder date with a woman who looked nothing like her pictures and spoke only about her ex, a conversation that felt more like a job interview for a position she didn’t even want. She needed air. Real air. Air that was thick and alive, carrying the rich, loamy scent of damp dirt, decaying leaves, and the sweet perfume of growing things, not the acrid, metallic tang of exhaust fumes and hot garbage. She needed quiet. A quiet that wasn’t just the absence of noise, the sterile silence of her empty apartment, but a positive presence in itself. A deep, resonant silence that could soak into her skin and soothe the frenetic buzzing in her brain.

With a sudden, decisive movement, her fingers flew to the keyboard. They typed “quietest places on the East Coast” into a search bar, the gesture feeling less like a query and more like a digital prayer launched into the void. She scrolled with a kind of desperate haste, dismissing glossy, high-end luxury spas with their promises of juice cleanses and celebrity-endorsed meditation apps. She bypassed slick, minimalist wellness retreats, their clean lines and monochrome aesthetics feeling just as cold, sterile, and unforgiving as her own apartment. They promised peace but looked like beautiful, expensive prisons.

Then, she saw it. Tucked away on a humble travel blog, a site dedicated to “finding the magic in the mundane,” was a single photograph of a room. It arrested her. She stopped scrolling, her finger frozen on the trackpad. The room was flooded with a thick, golden, late-afternoon light, the kind of light that seems to have weight and texture, filtering through the old, wavy glass of a large, mullioned window. A magnificent four-poster bed, carved from dark, rich wood, stood against one wall, its frame draped in what looked like gossamer-thin white fabric. And in the corner, nestled like a treasure, a massive cast-iron claw-foot tub was surrounded by a literal jungle of plants.

It was an impossible, glorious number of them, lush ferns unfurling their delicate, lacy fronds; long tendrils of ivy tumbling from rustic wooden shelves; a proud, defiant monstera with huge, fenestrated leaves reaching, like a supplicant, toward the ceiling and the light. The room felt alive, breathing. The caption beneath the photo was simple, unadorned, and perfect: “Find your peace at The Gilded Fern B&B.”

Something in her chest, a knot of tension she hadn’t even realized she was carrying, loosened its grip. It was a physical sensation, a warm unfolding just beneath her sternum. An inexplicable pull, a magnetic, internal whisper that bypassed all her logic and skepticism, said, with absolute clarity, Go there. Before the rational, anxious part of her brain could intervene with questions about deadlines, budgets, or the sheer foolishness of it all, she had clicked the link. She booked a week-long stay without a second thought, her fingers flying across the keys as she entered her information. The confirmation email, when it popped into her inbox with its cheerful, unassuming subject line, felt more significant, more real and solid, than the multi-million-dollar blueprints for a skyscraper that were sitting, ignored, on her desk.

The drive itself was a form of rolling therapy, a gradual decompression. The transition was slow, almost imperceptible at first. The relentless, suffocating grid of the city, with its angry yellow taxis and frantic pedestrians, gave way to the sprawling, repetitive geometry of the suburbs, which in turn melted away into winding, two-lane country roads. The concrete and steel fell away, replaced by green. The trees grew taller, thicker, their leaves, in a thousand shades of late-summer emerald, kelly, and lime, forming a dense, protective canopy that threw a moving-picture show of dappled shadows onto the sun-warmed asphalt. Louisa rolled down all her windows, letting the humid, fragrant air rush in and replace the stale, recycled chill of her car’s air conditioning.

The air was a revelation. It smelled of damp, fertile earth after a sun-shower, of freshly cut grass, of blooming wildflowers, and of something wild and intoxicatingly sweet she couldn’t quite name. Honeysuckle, maybe, or wild jasmine. It was the scent of life, untamed and unmanaged. With each passing mile, she felt the city’s tense, proprietary grip on her slacken, the iron-hard knots in her shoulders and neck beginning to dissolve like sugar in hot water. She let her jaw go slack, feeling muscles she hadn’t realized were clenched release their hold.

By the time she turned onto the long, curving gravel driveway of The Gilded Fern, the sun was beginning its slow, majestic descent, setting the western sky ablaze. It wasn’t just a sunset; it was a masterpiece, the clouds painted in violent, beautiful strokes of molten orange, flamingo pink, and deep, bruised violet. The B&B was even more beautiful, more achingly perfect, than she had dared to imagine. It was a classic Victorian manse, a gingerbread fantasy painted a soft, buttery yellow with crisp, immaculate white trim on the eaves and around the windows.

A sprawling wraparound porch, big enough to host a party, was dotted with comfortable-looking white wicker chairs and hanging baskets overflowing with lush, verdant ferns. And clinging to a trellis that flanked the front steps were climbing roses, their branches heavy with a profusion of pale pink, almost white, blossoms, their delicate scent perfuming the evening air. It didn’t look like a business. It didn’t have the sterile, impersonal feel of a hotel. It looked like a home. A place where generations had lived and loved, where children had been born, where secrets had been whispered on the porch swing, where solace had been a foundational element of its very architecture.

She put the car in park and sat for a moment, just breathing, letting the profound stillness of the place settle over her. She closed her eyes. The only sounds were the gentle, satisfying crunch of her tires settling on the gravel and the distant, melodic, and complex symphony of birdsong as the avian residents settled in for the evening. Their calls were a liquid, cascading music that filled the vast, quiet space. For the first time in what felt like years, her mind was quiet. The relentless inner monologue of anxieties, to-do lists, and self-recrimination had simply… stopped.

Taking a deep, cleansing breath that seemed to reach the very bottom of her lungs, she stepped out of the car. The gravel crunched under her city-worn boots as she walked up the wide wooden steps, her footsteps echoing softly in the twilight air, a solitary, hopeful sound. Before her knuckles could even make contact with the heavy, dark oak of the front door, it swung open wide as if she were an expected, long-awaited guest.

A woman stood there, her silhouette framed by the warm, golden light from within. She was wiping her hands on a simple, flour-dusted linen apron worn over a dark green dress. She had a glorious, chaotic cascade of fiery auburn hair, the color of autumn leaves set ablaze by the sun, pulled back into a messy but undeniably elegant bun at the nape of her neck. A few rebellious, corkscrew curls had escaped to frame her heart-shaped face. Her skin was pale, almost translucent, and dusted with a delicate constellation of freckles across the bridge of her nose and her high cheekbones.

But it was her eyes that stopped Louisa dead in her tracks. They were a startling, breathtaking shade of green—not emerald, not jade, but the complex, living color of moss after a deep and nourishing rainstorm. They were flecked with tiny hints of gold and amber, and they crinkled at the corners as she smiled. It wasn’t a practiced, hollow, customer-service smile; it was utterly genuine, a spontaneous blooming of warmth that reached all the way to her eyes and seemed to light her whole face from within. It was completely and utterly disarming.

“You must be Louisa,” the woman said, and her voice matched the rest of her. It was as warm, resonant, and inviting as the house itself. “I’m Christina. Welcome to The Gilded Fern.”

“Hi,” Louisa managed to say, her own voice sounding thin and reedy to her ears. She felt suddenly, unexpectedly shy, like a teenager on a first date. “I am. It’s… It’s absolutely beautiful here.” The words felt inadequate, a pale imitation of the overwhelming sense of peace and beauty that was washing over her.

“I’m so glad you think so.” Christina’s smile widened, revealing a slight dimple in her left cheek. “Come on in, out of the evening chill. Let me get you settled. I hope you don’t mind, I took the liberty of putting you in the Aviary Suite. It gets the very best of the morning light, and I had a feeling you might appreciate that.”

The Aviary Suite. The name itself was poetry. It was the room from the photograph, the room that had acted as a siren call across hundreds of miles of concrete and asphalt. Louisa’s heart gave a distinct, hopeful little flutter, a nervous, excited thrum against her ribs. “That’s amazing,” she admitted, a self-conscious smile touching her own lips as she followed Christina over the threshold and into the house. “That room is the entire reason I booked this trip.”

The interior was just as charming and magical as the outside had promised. The air inside felt different, cleaner, softer. It smelled of lemon polish, the comforting scent of old, well-cared-for wood, and the heady, sweet perfume of fresh-cut flowers, a large, informal bouquet of lilies and delphiniums in a porcelain vase on a dark wood hallway table. Christina led her up a wide, creaking staircase, the polished oak banister smooth and cool beneath Louisa’s hand. The walls lining the ascent were a gallery of antique botanical prints in mismatched frames, detailed, elegant drawings of ferns, flowers, and strange, exotic-looking fungi.

“I have to warn you, the house definitely has its own personality, its quirks,” Christina said, glancing over her shoulder as they climbed. Her voice was conspiratorial, friendly. “The floors groan at inopportune moments, the pipes in the walls sometimes sing a rather strange opera when the hot water is running, but it’s all part of the charm. Or so I tell myself when something needs fixing.”

She pushed open a heavy white door at the far end of the upstairs hall, and Louisa stepped into the photograph that had captivated her online. But a two-dimensional image couldn’t possibly have prepared her for the reality of it. It was even better in person. The scale of it, the tangible, sensory reality of the space, was overwhelming. The air was warmer in here, thick with sunlight and the smell of green, living things. Christina stretched out her arms, a graceful, encompassing gesture that took in the whole magnificent space. “So,” she said, her moss-green eyes sparkling with pride. “What do you think? Does it live up to the hype?”

Louisa could only shake her head, a slow, wondrous motion. She hadn’t truly allowed herself to expect that Christina’s B&B could be this utterly, perfectly charming. It didn’t just live up to the pictures; it surpassed them, filled them with life and breath. The room was vast, sunny, and bright, a sprawling sanctuary of vintage details and lush, thriving plant life. The four-poster bed was even more grand in person, a throne dressed in crisp, immaculate white linens that looked impossibly soft and inviting. The claw-foot tub stood proudly in its plant-filled corner, a gleaming white vessel promising hours upon hours of blissful, steaming, restorative soaking.

A faded, jewel-toned velvet armchair in a deep shade of teal sat next to a tall, built-in bookshelf that was overflowing with a chaotic, beloved collection of paperbacks, their spines cracked, their pages softened with use. A sturdy, handsome oak writing desk was positioned perfectly under the largest of the three windows, offering a commanding view of the gardens below. Every single object in the room, from the tarnished brass drawer pulls on the antique dresser to the delicate, hand-stitched quilt folded at the foot of the bed, seemed to have a history, a story to tell. It was a room that felt deeply lived-in, profoundly cared for, and imbued with a palpable, resonant peace.

“It’s… amazing,” Louisa breathed out, the word feeling utterly insufficient. “Seriously! And…” She trailed off, feeling the immense, crushing weight of the city, the silent grief of the breakup, the leaden burnout from her job, begin to lift from her shoulders. It was a physical sensation, as if she were shrugging off a heavy, sodden coat. In its place, a sense of rightness settled in, the uncanny feeling of coming home to a place she had never been before. She felt a silly, entirely unexpected urge to cry, not from sadness or despair, but from sheer, unadulterated relief. The tears pricked at the back of her eyes, hot and sudden.

Christina’s green eyes were soft with an unnerving, profound understanding, as if she could see the frayed, unraveling edges of Louisa’s soul right there in the golden afternoon light. “I’m glad,” she said gently. “That’s all I want for my guests. For them to feel like they can truly, finally breathe here.” She moved to a nearby fiddle-leaf fig tree, her fingers gently fussing with a large, glossy leaf, her movements as tender and nurturing as if she were stroking the cheek of a child. “It will just be you staying with us this week, correct? I couldn’t quite remember if I saw a husband or partner listed on the reservation form.”

The question was casual, perfectly professional, the kind of query she must have posed to hundreds of guests. But Louisa, whose senses felt acutely sharpened by the new environment, noticed the subtle flush that rose to Christina’s freckled cheeks, a delicate, tell-tale pink that bloomed just below her eyes. It was a fleeting flicker of something vulnerable, something personal, a tiny crack in the confident hostess’s otherwise seamless facade that made Louisa’s own heart give a surprised, accelerated beat. For a fleeting moment, she considered giving a vague, non-committal answer, a practiced deflection. It would be easy. But standing there, in that honest, sun-drenched, beautiful room, with this surprisingly, intensely captivating woman, evasion felt deeply wrong. It felt like dragging the city’s guardedness, its shadows, and its armor into this pristine sanctuary.

“Yes, it’s just me,” Louisa confirmed, her voice miraculously steadier than she felt. She took a small, fortifying breath, a conscious choice to be open. “And quite honestly, I’m gay. So there’s definitely no husband in the picture.”

The words hung in the sun-drenched air for a beat, a quiet declaration. Christina’s warm expression didn’t change, but the slight, almost imperceptible tension in her shoulders seemed to melt away completely. A slow, deeply genuine smile returned to her lips, and this time it held a new light, a distinct glimmer of shared understanding that felt as intimate and binding as a secret handshake.

“Good to know,” Christina said, and the simple, two-word phrase was imbued with a potent, personal warmth that had absolutely nothing to do with the afternoon sun slanting through the windows. “Well, I’ll let you get settled in. Breakfast is served from eight to ten in the morning room downstairs. If you need anything at all, absolutely anything, just let me know.”

Louisa watched her go, listened to her soft footsteps retreating down the hall, and the gentle creak of the stairs. A faint, lovely scent of her, something like cinnamon and clean laundry and warm skin, lingered in the air. She walked over to the large window by the desk and looked out over the sprawling, slightly untamed garden below, where roses and lavender grew in a riot of color. The peace she had been so desperately seeking was here; she could feel it in her bones, a low, steady hum. But now, it was accompanied by a new, entirely unexpected feeling: a quiet, insistent thrum of intrigue, a nascent, blossoming curiosity about the woman with the rain-forest-green eyes and a blush that betrayed more than words ever could.

Later that night, after a long, soul-cleansing, transformative soak in the claw-foot tub, Louisa felt more like herself than she had in years. The water had been scalding hot, the steam thick and cleansing, and the lavender bath salts Christina had left for her had filled the air with their calming, herbal scent. She’d stayed in until her fingers were wrinkled and the water had cooled, feeling the city’s grime and psychic weight literally wash away from her.

She’d unpacked her small suitcase, arranging her few belongings in the vast, cedar-scented antique wardrobe, an act that felt surprisingly grounding, a way of claiming the space as her own. Dressed now in her oldest, softest pair of slouchy gray sweatpants and a threadbare, worn-out t-shirt from her college days, she was curled up in the embrace of the teal velvet armchair, completely absorbed in a novel she’d plucked at random from the bookshelf, when there was a soft, hesitant knock on her door.

Her heart gave a little skip, a sudden, sharp leap against her ribs. It was late, well past ten o’clock. She wasn’t expecting anyone. Padding across the cool, wide-planked floor, her bare feet silent on the old wood, she pulled the heavy door open just a few inches.

When she opened it, she saw Christina standing there, bathed in the soft, buttery light of the hallway sconce, holding two steaming mugs. The functional apron and linen dress were gone. She was wearing a pair of silk pajamas, the color of a deep, twilight sky, a rich lapis lazuli that shimmered and shifted as she moved. The fabric draped elegantly, fluidly over her frame, hinting at the soft curves of her body beneath. It was such a stark, startling difference from Louisa’s own lived-in, shapeless sweats, and Louisa felt a sudden, acute, almost painful awareness of her own dishevelment, her own lack of grace. Christina’s glorious auburn hair was down now, a free-falling tumble of soft waves that brushed against her shoulders, and her face was bare of any makeup, making her freckles stand out like tiny specks of cinnamon against her creamy skin.

“I really hope I’m not disturbing you,” Christina said, her voice a low, intimate murmur that was barely above a whisper. “I was just making myself some chamomile tea, and I thought, maybe, you might like a cup. It’s supposed to help with sleep.”

“Is this a service you provide for all your guests?” asked Louisa, her voice coming out a little huskier, a little rougher than she intended. She stepped back from the door, a clear, unspoken invitation hanging in the charged air between them.

Christina’s lips curved into a small, private, almost secret smile as she crossed the threshold into the room. “No,” she said softly, her eyes holding Louisa’s. “Just my favorites.”

The room’s atmosphere shifted instantly. The warm, comforting scent of chamomile mingled with the clean, unique scent of Christina, filling the space and heightening Louisa’s senses until they felt raw and alive. She could hear the faint, luxurious rustle of the silk as Christina moved to place one of the mugs on the writing desk. She could see the way the moonlight, now streaming through the large window, caught in the fiery strands of her hair, turning them to threads of copper and gold. The air itself seemed to crackle with a quiet, potent, almost visible energy. Louisa took the warm ceramic cup, her hand trembling slightly as she made sure to place a coaster underneath it on the polished wood. It was a small, absurdly domestic, grounding gesture in a moment that felt anything but.

She turned back to Christina, who was standing just a few feet away, watching her with an expression that was a complex, vulnerable mixture of uncertainty and profound hope. The silence stretched between them, but it was not empty. It was filled with all the unspoken things, all the nascent possibilities that had been building since the moment the front door had opened. Louisa knew, with absolute certainty, that she was standing at a crossroads. She could thank Christina for the tea, wish her a good night, and gently close the door on this fragile, burgeoning, terrifyingly beautiful possibility. She could retreat back into her shell. Or, she could step forward. She could choose, for once, to be brave.

She took a single step closer to Christina, closing the small, electrically charged gap between them. She could feel the warmth radiating from Christina’s body, could almost feel the beat of her heart. Slowly, deliberately, as if moving through water, she reached up. Her fingers, still clumsy with nerves, brushed against the impossibly soft, smooth skin of Christina’s cheek as she tucked a stray, errant curl behind her ear. Christina’s breath caught in her throat, a tiny, audible hitch, a sound of pure surprise and want that sent a jolt of liquid electricity straight through Louisa’s core.

In that heart-stopping, suspended moment, with her hand cupping Christina’s face, Louisa saw the decision reflected back at her in Christina’s wide green eyes. A flash of raw vulnerability, of unabashed want, of a precipice willingly, eagerly reached. Before Louisa could second-guess herself, before the cautious, wounded, city-dweller in her could slam down the gates and erect a wall, Christina leaned in the final inch and gently, tenderly, pressed her lips against Louisa’s.

It was a soft, tentative kiss at first, a whisper of a question. Is this okay? Louisa’s lips parted in answer, an unequivocal yes, and the kiss immediately deepened, becoming more confident, more certain, more hungry. It tasted of chamomile and honey, and something uniquely Christina, something warm and sweet and utterly, dangerously intoxicating. Louisa’s hands moved from Christina’s face down to her waist, her fingers splaying across the small of her back, pulling her closer, feeling the surprising strength in her slender frame through the thin, slick silk. Christina’s arms wrapped around Louisa’s neck, her fingers tangling in the short, soft hair at her nape, sending a cascade of shivers down her spine. The large window over the bed was open just a crack, and the rhythmic, ancient sound of crickets rode on the back of a cool night breeze as the two women moved, as if in a dance, toward the bed together, their lips never once breaking contact.

They stumbled, a tangle of limbs and soft, breathless laughter, landing in a heap on the edge of the plush mattress. The kiss finally broke, and they looked at each other, their faces illuminated by the ethereal silver of the moonlight streaming through the window. Christina’s pupils were blown wide, dark pools of desire in her mossy eyes. Her lips were swollen, damp, and impossibly pink. Louisa felt a powerful, primal surge of desire, so pure and uncomplicated and clean that it almost frightened her.

With fumbling, eager, almost frantic hands, they helped divest each other of their tops. Louisa tugged her old, familiar gray t-shirt over her head, feeling a fleeting pang of self-consciousness that was instantly, completely erased by the look of raw, unvarnished appreciation on Christina’s face. As Christina’s hands found the delicate silk of her own pajama top, she shrugged it off her shoulders with a liquid grace, letting the sapphire fabric fall in a shimmering pool on the floor. Louisa’s breath hitched. In the moonlight, Christina’s bare breasts were a revelation.

They were perfect, high and full, their areolas a dusky, tender rose against her pale skin. In the silvery light, they seemed to glow, luminous and unreal. Louisa reached out, her fingers tracing the delicate, heavy curve of one breast, letting her thumb roll slowly, deliberately, over the hard, pebbled peak of the nipple. Christina gasped, a sharp intake of air, her head falling back against the pillows, a silent, eloquent testament to her pleasure.

“Let’s get you out of these pants,” Louisa whispered, her voice thick and unfamiliar to her own ears.

Christina lay back, a languid, trusting gesture, while Louisa knelt before her and hooked her fingers into the waistband of the silk pajama bottoms. The fabric slid down her long, elegant legs with a soft, satisfying hiss, revealing the rest of her. She wasn’t wearing any panties underneath, and the sight of her slim, completely naked body stretched out on the white sheets made Louisa’s pussy throb with a fierce, demanding, almost painful ache. Christina’s hips were softly curved, her stomach flat and smooth, and at the juncture of her thighs was a neat, perfect triangle of fiery auburn curls, a shade darker and richer than the hair on her head. The moonlight was exceptionally bright that night, casting a pale, otherworldly glow across their bodies, turning the landscape of Christina’s form into a breathtaking terrain of shadow and light. Louisa felt like an explorer on the verge of a magnificent, uncharted discovery.

She didn’t hesitate. She moved up the bed as Christina lay on her back and parted her own thighs in welcome. The scent of her arousal, clean and musky and intoxicatingly sweet, rose to meet Louisa, and it was the most potent, glorious perfume she had ever known.

“Mmm, fuck,” Christina whimpered, the sound barely a whisper. Her voice was shaky and soft, a fragile thread of sound in the quiet room. “That feels…”

Louisa glanced up at Christina’s face to see that it was twisted in an expression of pure, unadulterated pleasure. Her pink lips were parted, and her eyes were squeezed shut, her long, dark lashes stark against her pale skin. Louisa wanted to watch her, to memorize every detail of her undoing. She wanted to be the sole cause of it. Christina’s chest was rising and falling faster and faster. Louisa slid her tongue against the slick, wet opening of Christina’s pussy, a first, tentative taste. She was so wet, slick, and salty, and exquisitely sweet. Louisa lapped at her gently, prodding the tender flesh before kissing her way up the sensitive inner lips to Christina’s clit. There was a soft patch of coppery hair at the top, and Louisa could feel the dampness still clinging there from Christina’s recent shower, now mingled with the glorious dew of her desire. The combination was exquisite, overpowering.

Christina moaned, a low, guttural sound that vibrated from Christina’s body right through Louisa’s skull. She reached down, her hand unsteady, to gently push her fingers through Louisa’s short brown hair, not to direct her, but to anchor herself as the waves of sensation began to build and crest. Her thighs trembled on either side of Louisa’s face, a testament to the powerful pleasure rippling through her. It wasn’t every day that someone like Louisa walked into her quiet, orderly B&B. It had been years, a lifetime it felt like, since Christina had felt this kind of spark, this immediate, visceral, and overwhelming connection. She had taken a monumental risk by bringing the tea to Louisa’s door, a bold, uncharacteristic step out of her quiet, self-contained life, but it had paid off so clearly, so immediately, so beautifully.

“Oh, God,” Christina sighed, the words breathy and reverent. “Just like that. Don’t stop. Yes!”

Her spine arched dramatically off the bed, her hips lifting instinctively, pushing herself more firmly toward Louisa’s mouth. Louisa tightened her grip on Christina’s thighs, holding her steady, keeping her spread open and vulnerable while she tongued her clit even harder now, with a steady, relentless, driving rhythm. Christina’s tiny noises were adorable, a series of soft, broken whimpers and sharp, surprised gasps that only served to make Louisa even more turned on. She was a symphony of pleasure, and Louisa was her devoted conductor. She looked up just as Christina came, watching her gaze, now open and hazy and unfocused, aimed down at her, desperate and hot and grateful. Christina’s body convulsed around her, a beautiful, shuddering release that sent a powerful wave of sympathetic pleasure through Louisa’s own body.

Christina was catching her breath, her chest heaving, her whole body trembling with aftershocks, when Louisa slid her face from her clit down to her entrance, where Christina was wet and warm and slick with her own release. Louisa lapped up every last precious drop, unwilling to waste any of it. It was an act of worship, of utter devotion to this woman’s pleasure. “Mmm, you taste amazing,” she said, her voice muffled against Christina’s inner thigh, finally sitting up to straddle her hips.

Christina’s green eyes, still cloudy and dark with the aftershocks of her orgasm, fluttered open and focused on Louisa. She bit her lower lip, a gesture that was both shy and incredibly, devastatingly sensual. “Thank you,” she rasped, her voice raw. “And now I think it’s your turn to strip down.”

Louisa didn’t have to be asked twice. A fresh thrill, sharp and electric, shot through her. She stood up beside the bed and pulled off her sweatpants and panties in one fluid, decisive motion, revealing her own pussy, which was neatly trimmed and nearly as wet as Christina’s, somehow, slick and glistening with her own desperate anticipation. The cool night air on her bare skin was a delicious, illicit shock.

“Come here,” said Christina, her voice low and commanding now, a stark contrast to her earlier breathless whimpers. She shifted on the bed, propping herself up against the mountain of soft pillows. “I want you to ride my face.”

“Oh, fuck,” groaned Louisa. The words were a prayer, an exclamation of disbelief, and pure, unadulterated, bone-deep lust. As the cool night breeze moved through the open window, rustling the sheer white curtains like ghostly dancers, Louisa moved over Christina, positioning herself. She gripped the cool, carved wood of the antique headboard for balance and slowly, deliberately, lowered her pussy onto Christina’s waiting mouth. A violent, convulsive shudder rolled over her shoulders and down her spine as Christina’s tongue, warm and wet and shockingly deft, slid against her. It wasn’t tentative at all; Christina knew exactly what she was doing.

Louisa looked down to see Christina staring right up at her, her moss-green eyes wide and intensely focused, her expression one of fierce concentration and utter, reverent adoration. It was a gorgeous, breathtaking sight, this beautiful woman underneath her, eagerly, greedily tasting her. Christina moaned the whole time, a low, continuous hum of appreciation that vibrated directly against Louisa’s most sensitive flesh, and Louisa started to slowly, then more urgently, grind against her, finding a rhythm that was all her own. She’d come to this bed and breakfast for a little rest and relaxation, to quiet the relentless noise in her head. She had never, in her wildest fantasies, expected to find this chaotic, brilliant, overwhelming symphony of sensation.

She’d never expected to find Christina.

When Louisa came, it was the sort of orgasm that hit her in successive, powerful, all-consuming waves. It rolled from her center up to her shoulders and down the length of her spine, making her toes curl and her calf muscles cramp. Her vision blurred at the edges, the moonlight fracturing into a dazzling, shifting kaleidoscope. She closed her eyes and let the pleasure wash over her, a tidal wave of pure feeling that obliterated every last remnant of her city-born numbness, every carefully constructed wall. All she could feel, all she was, was the glorious friction, Christina’s tongue working its relentless magic on her clit with just the right amount of firmness and speed.

Louisa continued to rock back and forth, riding out the long, shuddering waves of her orgasm on Christina’s face. Finally, boneless and utterly, blissfully spent, Louisa rolled over, falling onto the bed next to her B&B host. The two women didn’t talk for a few long, languid moments. They just lay side by side, chests rising and falling in near-perfect unison, their breathing slowly, gradually returning to normal. The only sound was the ever-present, hypnotic chorus of the crickets outside and the soft, sibilant whisper of their own breath.

The moonlight moved like a slow, searching hand over their naked bodies, tracing the gentle curves of their hips, the soft swell of their breasts, the long, tangled lines of their legs. Louisa turned her head on the pillow, which smelled of lavender and Christina, and looked at her hostess’s serene profile. “It was already so peaceful here,” said Louisa quietly, her voice rough with spent emotion and gratitude. “But I have to say, now I’m even more chilled out.”

Christina giggled, a low, musical, contented sound that made Louisa’s heart feel impossibly, dangerously full. “Good.” She rolled onto her side to face Louisa, her glorious auburn hair messy and tangled around her face like a wild, fiery halo. She propped her head up with one hand, a gesture of easy, comfortable intimacy that felt like they had been doing this for years.

She dragged the tips of her fingers over the sharp curve of Louisa’s collarbone, a feather-light, almost imperceptible touch that sent a new, surprising set of shivers across Louisa’s skin. Her fingers trailed lower, tracing the delicate line of Louisa’s sternum, moving with agonizing slowness down over her stomach until Louisa looked up at Christina with an amused, breathless, incredulous expression. “Are you trying to kill me?” she said, laughing, the sound weak but genuinely happy.

Christina smirked, a wicked, playful light dancing in her green eyes. She began to roll her fingers over Louisa’s nipples, first one, then the other. They hardened instantly against her touch, two tight, aching peaks pleading for more attention, and Louisa’s breathing picked up again, hitching in her throat.

“Fuck,” she muttered under her breath, a fresh wave of longing, potent and deeply surprising in its intensity, moving through her already sated body. She hadn’t known it was possible to want someone again so soon, so fiercely.

That look of renewed, dazed desire on Louisa’s face was all the invitation Christina needed. A fresh wave of longing moved through her as well, a mirror of Louisa’s own, and she crawled on top of her guest, her knees bracketing Louisa’s hips. She was the moon, and Louisa was the tide, and she was pulling her in again, relentlessly. She lowered her head and sucked one of Louisa’s breasts deeply into her mouth, her tongue laving the nipple, her teeth grazing it with a gentle, maddening pressure. Louisa trembled violently underneath her, her back arching off the mattress, and the feeling of Louisa’s helpless response made Christina’s own pussy throb with a renewed, insistent, demanding ache.

Christina’s mouth and hands were a sweet torment of pleasure, exploring every inch of Louisa’s torso with a scholar’s attention before moving lower. When Christina reached Louisa’s legs, she slid between them and gently pushed them open as she dragged two fingers across her pussy. She noticed with a thrill how incredibly wet Louisa already was again. Strings of stickiness seeped out and clung to her inner thighs, glistening like silver threads in the moonlight, and Christina eagerly licked them up, loving the salty-sweet taste of her. “I hope you’re ready to come again,” she said playfully, her voice a husky, confident promise against Louisa’s sensitive skin.

She pushed two fingers past Louisa’s slick folds and deep into her warm wetness. Instantly, Louisa convulsed, her whole body jerking from the sudden, profound sensation of Christina’s fingers, moving inside of her like two quotation marks, silently saying, come for me. Christina knew just how to finger her, how to curl her fingers in that perfect, beckoning come-hither motion, pressing firmly against the sensitive, ridged wall of her vagina, finding that magic spot that sent lightning bolts of pure pleasure through Louisa’s entire system. She was an expert. She knew, intuitively, how to make Louisa feel good.

Louisa kept her eyes wide open this time, not wanting to miss a single second of the exquisite experience. The atmosphere in the room was surreal, with the crickets still singing their repetitive, timeless lullaby, the cool night air on her heated skin, and Christina’s striking, beautiful eyes lit up by the moon, focused entirely, devotedly on her. They couldn’t stop looking at each other, a silent, intense, powerful communication passing between them as Christina relentlessly fingered Louisa all the way into another shattering, world-ending orgasm.

Louisa’s jaw opened and closed, but no sounds came out this time. The second climax had been even more intense than the first, a deeper, more profound, soul-shaking quake that caused her to twitch and shake all the way down to her toes. It was a complete and total surrender. Christina slowly pulled her fingers out, slick and glistening, and looked at them with a deep, satisfied expression. But she wasn’t quite done yet. She slid down Louisa’s body and got onto her belly, dipping her mouth to Louisa’s pussy one final time.

Making Louisa gasp, Christina began to clean up her wetness, running her tongue with exquisite, painstaking tenderness from top to bottom and gently prodding her swollen opening. Louisa’s thighs trembled uncontrollably. She felt weak, drained from having just come, and her pussy was extra sensitive, every lick and swirl of Christina’s tongue sending powerful aftershocks of pleasure through her. When Christina finished, having licked her completely, reverently clean, she moved back up the bed.

She smiled at Louisa, a soft, sated, cat-like smile, and sighed contentedly. “It’s getting late,” she said, her voice full of a genuine, deep regret. “I have to be up obscenely early for breakfast duty.”

The spell was broken, but the magic lingered, thick and sweet in the air. Louisa watched, mesmerized, as Christina dressed, slipping back into the silk pajamas that Louisa had almost forgotten existed. The simple, domestic act of her dressing felt incredibly, achingly intimate. Louisa, still naked and tangled in the rumpled white sheets, felt weak at the knees as she followed Christina to the door.

“See you tomorrow,” said Louisa, her voice scratchy and raw from her unspoken cries.

Christina turned in the doorway, the warm hall light behind her creating a perfect halo effect around her fiery hair. She leaned in and gave Louisa a quick, sweet, lingering kiss on the lips, a clear and wonderful promise of more to come. “See you then.”

Louisa closed the door and leaned her forehead against the cool, solid wood, her body humming with a vibrant, electric energy she hadn’t felt in a decade. The room was the same, but every single thing within it was different, transformed. The moonlight, the crickets, the lingering scent of chamomile and sex in the air, it was all part of a new story now, their story. She walked back to the massive bed and slid beneath the sheets, the fabric cool and smooth against her overheated skin. The place beside her in the bed was still warm from Christina’s body. For the first time in a very, very long time, Louisa fell asleep with a genuine, effortless smile on her face, dreaming of moss-green eyes and the sweet, hopeful taste of tomorrow morning.
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About the Author

I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

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

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

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.

[image: Circle of Temptation]

Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Velvet Key Series

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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