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Ella & Anna

The scent of pumpkin spice candles, warm and cloyingly sweet, battled for dominance with the powdery, chemical tang of cheap drugstore makeup in the stagnant air of Ella’s small apartment. It was a fragrance combination that screamed “autumnal effort,” a manufactured festivity that felt utterly foreign to her current state of mind. For a full week, possibly longer, her black cat costume had been laid out on the worn armchair in the corner of her bedroom. It wasn’t just an outfit; it was a silent, spandex accusation, a sleek black question mark hanging over her apathy. The thin, synthetic fabric seemed to watch her, judging her reluctance, reminding her of a version of herself she no longer recognized.

Halloween had, for as long as she could remember, been her favorite holiday. It was a treasured, sacred night of joyous rebellion, a carnival of playful transformation where the mundane rules of daily life were gleefully suspended. She loved the crispness in the air, the collective permission to be someone, or something, else for a few hours. The costumes, the spooky decorations, the unrestrained glee of children and adults alike; it had always been a source of pure, uncomplicated magic for her.

But this year, the magic felt forced, a tired parlor trick she’d seen one too many times. The excitement that used to bubble up inside her starting in mid-September was now just a ghost of what it once was, a faint, wispy memory of a feeling she could no longer access. Her breakup with George three months ago had acted like a strange, emotional desaturating filter, leeching the color out of more than just the brilliant golds and crimsons of the changing leaves. The whole world seemed muted, rendered in shades of gray she hadn’t known existed.

George had despised Halloween. He’d rolled his eyes at her elaborate costume plans, scoffing at the decorations she’d spend hours putting up. He’d called it childish, a pointless excuse for adults to debase themselves and act like idiots. Looking back now, through the painfully clear lens of hindsight, Ella realized the poison of his criticism hadn’t been limited to All Hallows’ Eve. He’d systematically hated anything that brought her uncomplicated, unadulterated joy.

Her love for cheesy 80s fantasy movies, her tendency to dance in the kitchen while cooking, her delight in finding a perfectly weird-shaped vegetable at the farmer’s market, he had a condescending comment for all of it, a subtle chipping away at the things that made her her. He had wanted a partner who was serious, curated, and as unimpressed with the world’s simple pleasures as he was. And for a while, she had tried to be that person, dulling her own shine to better match his perpetual shade. The breakup had been painful, but the slow, dawning realization of just how much of herself she had suppressed was a unique, lingering agony.

“You are going to this party,” her best friend Nadine’s voice had boomed through the phone an hour earlier, each word a command, leaving no room for argument. The sound was so vibrant it seemed to physically push back against the oppressive quiet of Ella’s apartment. “There is zero room for negotiation on this. It’s my very first Halloween in the new house! The spooky season housewarming of the century! You are contractually obligated by the twenty-year-old unbreakable vows of bestie-dom to attend, consume excessive amounts of my lethally spiked cider, and make at least one highly questionable decision. I’ve already performed a ritual over the punch bowl, chanting and everything, to specifically attract hot, emotionally available, and artistically inclined women. The spell is cast. The die is set.”

Ella had managed a laugh, a sound so unused it felt like a rusty hinge creaking in her throat. The noise surprised her, a brief flicker of light in the gloom she’d been inhabiting. “Is that what you’re calling your relentless meddling now? A charm?” she’d rasped, tracing a pattern on her dusty coffee table.

“Semantics, darling, semantics. One woman’s meddling is another’s magical intervention,” Nadine had retorted breezily. “Look, I know you’re still in the sad-sack phase of the breakup recovery program, and that’s fine. Be a sad sack. But tonight, you’re going to be a sad sack in a cat costume at a killer party. Just get your cute little cat-butt over here. My magnificently haunted house requires its resident feline predator to stalk the premises and maybe, just maybe, pounce on some unsuspecting prey. I command it.”

So here she was, standing in front of her full-length mirror, fulfilling her contractual obligations. She tugged at the thin, unforgiving synthetic fabric of the bodysuit, the material clinging in some places and bunching awkwardly in others. It felt like a second skin, but not in a cool, empowering way; more like a cheap, ill-fitting epidermis. She leaned closer to the glass, applying a final, shaky swipe of black liquid eyeliner to create exaggerated whiskers on her cheeks. The tip of the brush was cold against her skin, the inky line stark against her pale face. She felt a pang of nostalgia for the years she’d spent hours on intricate makeup, transforming herself into a zombie prom queen or a celestial goddess. Tonight, three lines on each cheek felt like a monumental effort.

With a sigh, she picked up a tube of spirit gum, the sharp, chemical scent stinging her nostrils as she painstakingly glued on the fuzzy black ears. She fluffed her short, messy brown hair around them, trying to create an illusion of seamlessness. The effect staring back at her in the mirror was… passable. Underwhelming. She looked less like a sleek, dangerous predator and more like a lost, slightly bewildered kitten that had wandered away from its mother. A deep, weary sigh escaped her lips, fogging the mirror for a moment. Maybe she could just make a brief appearance. A fly-by. She’d congratulate Nadine on the house, marvel at the decorations, have half a cup of the fabled punch, and be back in bed by eleven, curled up with her cat, Proust, and a good book. That, she decided, sounded like a perfectly acceptable version of victory for the night.

The moment Ella stepped out of her car, Nadine’s new house assaulted her senses. The energy thrumming from the suburban two-story was a palpable force, a physical presence in the chilly October air. A deep, relentless bass-heavy beat pulsed from within, a monstrous heartbeat that vibrated up from the soles of her boots and rattled the glass in the front windows, where fake, glisteningly bloody handprints were artfully smeared. The front lawn had been transformed into a macabre graveyard. A legion of Styrofoam tombstones tilted at drunken angles, bearing witty, hand-painted epitaphs like “Here Lies George, He Hated Halloween” (a tribute from Nadine, she was sure) and “I Told You I Was Sick.” A professional-grade smoke machine, cleverly hidden behind a cluster of bushes, billowed a constant, spooky fog that lazily coiled across the porch steps and swirled around her ankles.

Stepping inside was like diving headfirst into a whirlwind of chaotic energy. The air was thick and heavy, a potent cocktail of smells: the cloying sweetness of spilled punch, the metallic tang of fake blood, a dozen competing perfumes, the faint, savory scent of mini sausage rolls from the kitchen, and the undeniable, salty aroma of dancing, sweating bodies. The volume was deafening, the music a physical wall of sound that made conversation feel like a shouting match. The visual landscape was just as overwhelming. In one corner, a vampire with a dramatic widow’s peak and a flowing velvet cape was gamely attempting a keg stand, his legs flailing in the air, cheered on by a coven of cackling witches. Near the fireplace, a woman dressed as a very scantily-clad ghost was locked in a heated philosophical debate with a surprisingly articulate Frankenstein’s monster, his neck bolts glinting in the strobe lights. The entire scene was a glorious, sensory-overloaded mess of humanity.

Ella felt her small, hastily applied cat tail catch on something and turned to see she’d snagged it on a stray length of mummy wrapping trailing from a man ambling toward the kitchen. He gave her a gap-toothed, undead grin and continued on his way. She ducked to avoid a wizard’s oversized, star-spangled robe, her ears brushing against his sleeve. This was a whole different world from her quiet apartment, and a part of her, the old Halloween-loving part, felt a flicker of grudging admiration for the sheer spectacle Nadine had orchestrated. She scanned the writhing throng of bodies, a sea of monsters, ghouls, and pop-culture icons, searching for the night’s head witch.

She finally found Nadine in the kitchen, reigning over the source of the party’s liquid courage. Nadine was a magnificent sight, resplendent in a full-on, classic witch costume. She wore a floor-length black gown, a pointy hat so tall it nearly brushed the ceiling, and a disturbingly realistic prosthetic hooked nose that wiggled when she spoke. She was standing over a massive, bubbling cauldron of luridly orange liquid, stirring it with a dramatic, oversized wooden spoon.

“You made it!” Nadine shrieked the moment she saw Ella, her voice cutting through the din. She abandoned her cauldron, throwing her arms around Ella in a crushing hug, nearly poking her eye out with the stiff, pointed brim of her hat. The fabric of her gown felt like rough velvet against Ella’s cheek. “I knew my arcane conjuring would work! The spirits compelled you to attend!”

She pulled back, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Here,” she commanded, thrusting a red plastic cup into Ella’s hand. “Drink this. It’s my special Witches’ Brew. It’s got ginger, cinnamon, a truly irresponsible amount of apple brandy, and my secret ingredient: pure, unadulterated desperation.”

Ella couldn’t help but laugh as she accepted the cup. The sweet, alcoholic scent, rich with the warmth of autumn spices, wafted up to her painted nose. It smelled like trouble and good decisions in equal measure. She took a tentative sip. The liquid was surprisingly smooth, the warmth of the brandy spreading instantly through her chest, a welcome antidote to the lingering October chill that had seeped into her bones and the deeper, more stubborn chill of her own apathy. It was delicious. Dangerous.

She took another, longer drink, letting the burn settle. Her eyes scanned the crowded living room, a moving tapestry of laughing, dancing monsters and myths. A werewolf was slow-dancing with a fairy princess. A person in an impressively accurate Xenomorph costume was trying to drink a beer through their helmet. It was absurd and wonderful. And it was in that moment, as her gaze swept across the room, that the world, which had been moving at a frantic, chaotic pace, seemed to slow on its axis and grind to a sudden, stunning halt.

There she was.

Standing near the entryway, having just arrived, was a woman in a mouse costume. And her presence, her very existence, seemed to suck all the air out of Ella’s lungs.

She wasn’t just wearing a costume; she was inhabiting it with a casual elegance that was utterly mesmerizing. It was a simple, form-fitting gray bodysuit that hugged curves Ella’s brain was struggling to catalog and process in real time. It was a masterpiece of subtle sexiness, highlighting a lean, toned physique without being overtly revealing. A long, playful pink tail, perfectly constructed, curled on the floor behind her, and a pair of delicate, fuzzy gray ears were nestled impossibly perfectly in a cascade of thick, honey-blonde hair. The hair itself was a marvel, a tumble of natural-looking waves that fell past her shoulders. She had a delicate smudge of pink makeup on the tip of her nose, and Ella could just barely make out from across the room a set of finely drawn, elegant whiskers on her cheeks.

She was not posing or seeking attention. She moved with an easy, unselfconscious confidence, a small, genuine smile playing on her full lips as she greeted someone near the doorway. Everything about her, from the graceful way she held her newly acquired cup to the slight, curious tilt of her head as she listened to her friend, screamed approachable, intelligent, and utterly, devastatingly captivating. A spark, long dormant and presumed dead in the cold ash of Ella’s chest, flickered violently to life. It was a feeling so foreign and so potent it was almost painful, a sudden jolt to a system that had been powered down for months.

“Who is that?” The question slipped out of Ella’s mouth before she could stop it, her voice emerging as a breathy, unfamiliar squeak.

Her eyes were glued to the woman, unable to look away. She tried to cover her sudden, transparent interest by taking a long, deliberate swallow of her punch, the sugary liquid failing to cool the heat that was suddenly blooming in her cheeks. She felt as conspicuous as if a spotlight had just been trained on her.

Nadine’s gaze followed hers. A slow, knowing, wicked gleam ignited in her eyes, making her look every bit the powerful, machinating witch she was dressed as. Her prosthetic nose twitched. “Oh, that’s Anna.” The smile that spread across Nadine’s face was pure, unadulterated triumph. “Oh, wow,” she said, her voice dropping, taking in Ella’s cat getup and Anna’s mouse costume. “You guys look like a cartoon couple already. A classic predator-prey dynamic. That’s adorable. Fate, my friend. Fate.”

Nadine’s grin widened, and she leaned in, lowering her voice to a conspiratorial whisper that sent a thrill of anticipation shivering down Ella’s spine. The air around them seemed to crackle. As Nadine turned to go back to her cauldron, her duty as hostess not yet fulfilled, she threw one final, devastatingly effective grenade over her shoulder. “She’s bi too, you know,” she whispered, the words a perfectly aimed arrow.

The words hung in the air like a visible, shimmering spell. Ella’s heart, which had been beating at a slightly elevated pace, gave a single, powerful thud against her ribs that felt like a physical blow. She’s bi, too. It wasn’t just a fantasy now. It was a possibility. A tangible, terrifying, exhilarating possibility. She watched as Anna laughed at something a man dressed as Captain Jack Sparrow was saying, her head thrown back in genuine amusement. The colored lights from a string of skull-shaped LEDs hanging from the ceiling caught in the gold of her hair, making it shimmer. She was beautiful. It was an objective fact, but it went beyond that. She wasn’t just runway-model pretty, an intimidating, untouchable kind of beautiful. She was genuinely, stunningly beautiful in a way that felt warm, real, and inviting.

A decision, swift and decisive, formed in Ella’s mind. She cleared her throat, the sound lost in the music, and resolved to make the first move. This was a radical departure from her standard operating procedure. Her dating life, both before and tragically during her time with George, had consisted mostly of passivity. She was the one who waited to be approached, who responded to interest rather than initiating it. It was a strategy born of shyness and a deep-seated fear of rejection, and it had yielded a string of predictable, uninspired, and ultimately disappointing results.

But something was different tonight. Maybe it was the potent anonymity of the costume, the liberating feeling of being a slightly more daring version of herself for a few hours. Maybe it was the two large gulps of Nadine’s enchanted brandy-punch that were now singing a siren song in her bloodstream. Or maybe, just maybe, it was that Anna seemed so genuinely friendly, on top of being the cutest damn mouse Ella had ever seen in her entire life.

Taking a deep, fortifying breath that filled her lungs with the party-scented air, Ella straightened her tail, smoothed down the front of her bodysuit, and began to weave her way through the densely packed crowd. Every step felt momentous, freighted with meaning. She internally cast herself in a dramatic narrative to bolster her courage: she was a panther stalking her prey, a sleek huntress on the prowl. The story she was building in her head was patently ridiculous, a flimsy shield against her own hammering anxiety, but it was the only thing keeping her feet moving forward, one after the other.

She finally reached the small circle where Anna was standing, now politely trying to extricate herself from the pirate’s monologue. Ella hovered at the edge of their conversation, her heart a wild drum against her ribs, waiting for a natural lull, a seam in the conversation she could slip through. The moment the pirate paused for breath, Ella slid in.

“Excuse me,” Ella said, her voice managing to sound far steadier and more confident than she felt. Anna turned, and her eyes, a clear, startlingly bright blue, landed on Ella. They were even more captivating up close. They crinkled at the corners as a polite, questioning smile touched her lips. “I just have to say,” Ella continued, her courage buoyed by that small smile, “I think your costume is brilliant.”

Anna’s gaze traveled down her own gray bodysuit, a flicker of confusion in her eyes, and then back up to Ella’s all-black ensemble. Her eyes took in the ears, the tail, the eyeliner whiskers. A look of dawning comprehension spread across her features, slowly, like the sun rising. It was followed by a laugh. Not a polite chuckle, but a genuinely delighted, musical laugh that was even better up close. The sound seemed to bypass Ella’s ears and sink directly into her chest.

“Oh my god,” Anna said, her hand flying up to cover her smiling mouth. “Are you a cat?”

“Guilty as charged,” Ella replied, and this time, a genuine, unforced smile finally broke through her wall of nerves. The relief was immense.

“Well, I guess that makes us… a set,” Anna said, her own smile widening into a grin that was both playful and incredibly warm. They shared a laugh, a real one, over the sheer, absurd coincidence that they had turned up wearing an inadvertent couple’s costume without ever having met. It was the perfect icebreaker, a silly, cosmic gift from the universe, or, more likely, a direct result of Nadine’s powerfully enchanted punch bowl.

“I’m Ella, by the way,” she said, feeling the need to ground this surreal moment in reality. She shifted her weight, suddenly aware of every part of her body.

“Anna,” the mouse replied, her voice soft but clear. “It’s really nice to meet you, Ella. And thank you. You just saved me from a very long, very detailed story about nautical knots from Captain Jack Sparrow over there.”

“The perils of a Halloween party,” Ella deadpanned, feeling a heady sense of victory. “Happy to be of service. Are you enjoying the punch? I’ve been told it has magical properties.”

“It’s dangerously good,” Anna agreed, her blue eyes sparkling. “I was just thinking I could use another one, actually, before I get cornered by a mummy.”

Ella held up her own cup, which was now conspicuously, conveniently empty. Hope, bright and sharp and painful, pierced through the fog of her recent life. “Want some company to the cauldron?” she asked, her voice light.

“I’d love that,” Anna said, and the simple, unhesitating warmth in her voice was all the confirmation Ella needed. This was real. This was happening.

Together, the cat and the mouse headed toward the kitchen, the crowd parting for them slightly. The kitchen was a temporary oasis, less crowded and blessedly quieter than the pulsing chaos of the living room. Fake, stringy cobwebs drooped from every corner and cabinet, and a large jack-o-lantern sat aglow in the center of the island, its carved face grinning maniacally at them. They wordlessly refilled their cups from Nadine’s cauldron, the orange liquid sloshing against the plastic. Leaning against the cool laminate counter, their shoulders were so close they were almost touching. The proximity sent a low hum of electricity through Ella’s side.

“So, are you a friend of Nadine’s?” Anna asked, breaking the comfortable silence as she stirred her drink with a finger, a small, thoughtful gesture.

“She’s my best friend,” Ella confirmed, a surge of affection for her meddling friend rising in her chest. “We’ve been getting into increasingly elaborate forms of trouble together since middle school.”

“That explains it,” Anna laughed, a soft, lovely sound. “She definitely has that fiercely loyal, take-no-prisoners vibe. I work with her. She’s the senior art director at the advertising firm where I’m a graphic designer.”

“No way! Nadine’s your boss?” Ella joked, her eyebrows shooting up in surprise. “You have my deepest and most sincere sympathies.”

Their conversation flowed with a surprising, startling ease that felt both brand new and deeply familiar. They talked about their jobs. Ella confessed she was a children’s librarian, a fact that made Anna’s eyes light up with genuine delight. Anna, in turn, described her work in graphic design with an infectious passion. They quickly discovered a shared, fervent love for old, campy horror films and a mutual, deeply held disdain for candy corn, which they both agreed was a waxy abomination.

With every exchanged story, every shared laugh, Ella felt the flimsy artifice of her cat costume, her entire constructed party-persona, fall away. It was being replaced by a raw, thrilling, and terrifyingly real sense of connection. Anna wasn’t just a pretty face in a clever costume; she was witty, startlingly intelligent, and possessed a warmth that seemed to radiate from her very core, thawing parts of Ella’s heart that she hadn’t even realized were frozen solid.

They migrated back into the main party area, but the thought of rejoining the larger chaos was unappealing. A loud, boisterous round of Cards Against Humanity was starting in the living room, but Ella and Anna were too lost in their own world to bother joining in. They found a small, unoccupied space on the main staircase, which was blessedly removed from the epicenter of the noise. They sat down on a step side-by-side, their knees brushing every time one of them shifted. The contact sent tiny volts of electricity up Ella’s leg. The rest of the party, the music, the shouting, the laughter, faded into a dull, colorful, ignorable roar.

All Ella could focus on was the present, perfect bubble of their shared space. She watched the way Anna’s blonde hair fell across her shoulder, the sharp intelligence in her bright blue eyes as she spoke, the delightful way her lips curved when she smiled, revealing a hint of her teeth. The initial spark of desire that had flickered to life in her an hour ago was no longer a flicker. It was a low, steady flame burning in the pit of her belly, sending heat through her entire body. The impulse, the same wild, uncharacteristic one that had propelled her across the room in the first place, rose up again, bolder, more insistent, and far more demanding this time.

“I really want to kiss you,” Ella whispered, the words tumbling out of her mouth before her overthinking brain could snatch them back. The instant they were spoken, a wave of heat flooded her face, a vivid, mortifying blush she could feel creeping up her neck and into her cheeks. She held her breath, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. Had she been too forward? Had she completely, humiliatingly misread the crackling, charged energy that felt so tangible between them?

Anna didn’t answer right away. She just stared at Ella, her own smile faltering into an expression of surprise. Then, slowly, she bit her lower lip, a small, almost imperceptible gesture, and gave a single, deliberate nod. Her eyes, wide and luminous in the dim, atmospheric light of the hallway, were filled with the same raw, undisguised wanting that Ella felt churning restlessly inside her. It was all the permission, all the encouragement, all the universe she needed.

Ella leaned in, closing the small, electrically charged distance between them. The kiss was immediate and explosive, a chain reaction of sensory information. It was quick but shockingly deep, tongues slipping into each other’s mouths with a startling, fated confidence. Anna tasted of apple brandy, warm cinnamon, and something else, something uniquely her, a subtle sweetness like vanilla and honey that was utterly intoxicating. Her lips were even softer than Ella could have possibly imagined, yielding and warm. When Anna’s tongue met hers, a jolt of pure, unadulterated electricity shot down Ella’s spine, making her toes curl inside her boots.

A moment later, Anna’s hand came up to cup the back of Ella’s neck, her fingers tangling in the short strands of her hair, pulling her imperceptibly closer, deepening the kiss. This wasn’t a tentative, exploratory kiss; there was no hesitation, no testing of the waters. It was a kiss of mutual, urgent recognition. A kiss that shattered the last of Ella’s apathy. A kiss that said, clear as a bell, there you are. I’ve been waiting.

When they finally, reluctantly, broke apart, both of them were breathless. The world came rushing back in fuzzy, muted tones, the music from the living room a distant, muffled thump. Ella stared at Anna, whose lips were now slightly swollen and glistening, her cheeks flushed with a beautiful, rosy color. The carefully painted-on mouse whiskers were just a little smudged, a detail that was both endearing and incredibly erotic.

“Wow,” Anna breathed out, her voice a husky whisper that did dangerous things to Ella’s insides.

“Yeah,” Ella agreed, her own voice barely audible, scraped raw with a feeling too big to name.

Was it the costume? Was it the ridiculous, flimsy spandex and plastic ears that had given Ella the sudden, uncharacteristic burst of boldness she so desperately needed? Did the cat ears and the drawn-on whiskers somehow provide her with a feline prowess she never knew she possessed? Whatever it was, the costume, the punch, the alignment of the stars, the feeling was intoxicating. She felt powerful, decisive, and utterly consumed by a single, overwhelming, primal need. The thought of going home alone now, of letting this incredible, charged, life-altering moment dissipate into the cool night air like so much smoke, was simply unbearable.

“Do you want to get out of here?” Ella asked, her voice low and steady, a stark contrast to the frantic, panicked fluttering in her chest. “My place isn’t far.”

If she had surprised herself by asking, she was even more surprised by the immediacy of Anna’s response. Anna said yes. The word was instantaneous, definitive, spoken with a breathless, palpable eagerness that perfectly mirrored Ella’s own.

“Yes,” Anna repeated, as if to reassure herself that the moment, the offer, the entire night was real. Her eyes were wide and bright. “Absolutely. Yes.”

They didn’t bother with long, drawn-out goodbyes. The spell of the party was broken; its purpose had been served. Ella fumbled for her phone, shooting Nadine a quick text: “Leaving with the mouse. Your charm worked. I owe you big-time brunch.” She didn’t even have to put the phone back in her pocket before it buzzed with an immediate reply: a string of three winking-face emojis. Of course.

Hand in hand, they slipped out the back door, avoiding the lingering smokers on the front porch. The cool night air was a shocking, clarifying slap to the face after the suffocating heat and noise of the party. It smelled clean, of damp earth and fallen leaves. The walk to Ella’s apartment, only a few blocks away, passed in a blur of charged silence and frantic, unspoken energy. Their hands were clasped tightly together, a lifeline in the dizzying, confusing sea of what was about to happen. Ella was acutely aware of the warmth of Anna’s palm against hers, the way their fingers were intertwined, a perfect, natural fit.

They burst through Ella’s front door with an energy that could only be described as primal and urgent, as if there had been an actual, high-stakes cat and mouse chase leading up to this very moment. The moment the door clicked shut behind them, plunging them into the relative, muffling quiet of Ella’s entryway, the tension that had been building for hours finally snapped.

It was Anna who moved first. She let her purse drop to the floor with a soft thud and surged forward, her body a vector of pure want. She captured Ella’s mouth in another searing, desperate kiss, backing her up against the cool plaster of the wall. Ella’s hands, acting on their own accord, flew to Anna’s hair, her fingers tangling in the soft, wavy strands, pulling her closer, hungry for more. It was a messy, frantic kiss, full of teeth and searching tongues and the low, desperate sounds of two people who had been starved for something they couldn’t name.

They both tore off their animal ears, flinging the plastic headbands unceremoniously onto a nearby chair, a chaotic clatter in the quiet. Then came the rest of their costumes, peeling away the thin layers of their playful alter egos to get to the real, wanting, desperate skin beneath. Zippers were undone with fumbling, eager hands. Spandex was tugged down impatiently over the hips. The flimsy gray and black fabrics pooled at their feet, a heap of discarded identities on the small entryway rug. And then they were naked, skin to skin, the cool air of the apartment raising instant goosebumps on their arms and chests.

Ella gasped as the full length of Anna’s warm, naked body pressed against hers. The feeling was overwhelming, a sensory explosion. Without thinking, she pushed her fingers through Anna’s thick, glorious hair, gripping the back of her head as she pinned her against the wall. The wall was cool and solid behind Anna’s back, a grounding contrast to the heat and softness of her body.

“You are the sexiest little mouse I have ever seen,” Ella whispered, her breath hot and gusting against Anna’s ear, the words feeling both silly and profoundly true.

Anna let out a short, sharp laugh, a breathy, shaky sound that was full of pure pleasure and giddy anticipation. Her head tilted up, her long, elegant neck exposed, a silent, vulnerable offering. Ella didn’t need a second invitation. She lowered her head and pressed her lips to Anna’s throat, tasting the faint salt of her skin mixed with the lingering scent of her perfume. She moved slowly, deliberately, kissing and nipping gently at the sensitive, pale hollow where her neck met her collarbone. Anna moaned, a soft, encouraging sound deep in her chest, her head falling back against the wall with a soft thump.

“But your whiskers… they’re probably going to get ruined,” Anna murmured, her voice thick and slurred with arousal, her eyes fluttering closed.

Ella smiled against her skin, a predatory, satisfied smile. “Yours too.”

Naked, they moved from the entryway to Ella’s bedroom, a clumsy, tangled procession of limbs and frantic, stolen kisses. The bedroom was dark save for the cool, sterile light of the streetlamp filtering through the blinds, casting stripes of silver and shadow across the rumpled duvet. It looked like a film noir set. Ella pushed Anna gently onto the bed, the mattress sighing under her weight. She followed her down until she was hovering over her, supporting her weight on her forearms.

The sight of Anna lying out before her, blonde hair fanned out like a halo on the dark gray pillows, blue eyes dark and wide with desire, lips parted and still glistening from their kisses, made Ella’s entire body ache with a hunger so profound it was almost painful. She wanted to devour her. The predatory instinct she’d joked about in her head earlier was no longer a game; it was a real, tangible, all-consuming need. She crawled on top of Anna, straddling her hips, reveling in the sudden, intoxicating feeling of power and control.

“You uh… You don’t have to be too soft and gentle with this mouse,” Anna said quietly. Her voice was a little shaky, revealing a hint of nervousness, but her gaze was steady, direct, and shockingly bold. Her blue eyes, even in the dim light, seemed to glint with a playful, challenging spark.

That one sentence, that single, perfect, unexpected offering of submission and trust, was like throwing a lit match into a puddle of gasoline. A bolt of pure, white-hot lust shot through Ella, right to her core. Her pussy throbbed, a sudden, heavy ache. A low, guttural sound, halfway to a growl, rumbled in her chest, a sound she didn’t recognize as her own. This was what she wanted. This was what she needed, something she hadn’t even known she was missing. She took Anna’s hands, her touch firm, and pinned them to the pillow above her head, holding both of her wrists easily in the grip of one of her own. The position was dominant, commanding, and Anna melted into it instantly, a soft, yielding sigh escaping her lips as her body went pliant beneath Ella’s.

Ella kissed her again, hard, a kiss of possession now, a claim. Then she moved lower, trailing a line of hot, open-mouthed kisses down the long column of her throat, over her collarbone, and down to her chest. Anna’s moans were becoming louder now, uninhibited sounds of pure pleasure that echoed in the quiet room. “Ella…” she breathed, the name a prayer.

She reached her breasts. They were beautiful, full and round, with pale pink areolas that were already pebbled and tight in anticipation. Ella slid down Anna’s body and began to suck on her nipples. She laved her tongue over the right one, coating it in saliva before drawing it deep into her mouth, pulling with a gentle, insistent suction that made Anna gasp and arch her back, lifting her hips off the mattress. She was exquisitely sensitive. Ella took two turns with each one, tormenting them equally, rolling her tongue across the sensitive pink peaks, flicking the very tip with a wicked precision before moving to the other breast to lavish it with the same devoted, ravenous attention. She loved how responsive Anna was, her whispered affirmations a constant stream of encouragement. The “oh gods” and “yes, exactly like that” and breathless “fucks” spurred Ella on, amplifying her own arousal tenfold.

With another growl that didn’t sound like hers, a raw, animalistic sound from deep in her throat, Ella roughly pushed Anna’s legs back, spreading her wide, exposing the soft, downy patch of blonde hair between them. The position was vulnerable, completely open, and utterly, mouth-wateringly enticing. Anna’s breath hitched, her eyes fluttering. Ella crouched between her thighs, her own wetness dripping onto the sheets, a testament to her overwhelming need.

She stared up at Anna’s face, making sure she had her attention, as she sank her mouth against Anna’s pussy. The scent was intoxicating, musky, sweet, and purely, undeniably female. She breathed it in deeply, her fingers digging into the soft flesh of Anna’s inner thighs, holding her in place. The hair was soft against her cheek. With deliberate slowness, she swiped her tongue up the entire length of the slit, tasting Anna’s slickness, and was rewarded with a sharp, choked cry that was music to her ears.

“Fuck, Ella,” Anna panted, her hips already beginning to buck, a primal, instinctual rhythm. She squirmed as Ella’s tongue made its way to her clit, discovering the hard little pearl hidden among the soft, slick folds. She circled it, teased it, laved it, before settling in and beginning to massage it with a steady, relentless up-and-down rhythm. Anna’s hands, still held above her head by Ella’s firm grip, clenched into tight fists, the knuckles white. Her head thrashed from side to side on the pillow, her moans becoming more frantic, higher-pitched.

Pleasure, visible and electric, spread through her in the form of a heatwave, a flush covering her chest and neck. Ella could feel the tension building to an unbearable degree in Anna’s body, the muscles in her thighs quivering uncontrollably under her grip. She pressed harder, her tongue moving faster, her entire being focused on the single, driving purpose of pushing Anna over the edge. Ella was surprised and thrilled at how quickly Anna came. There was a sudden, sharp intake of breath, a tightening of every single muscle in her body. Her fingers, which had been fisted, pushed through Ella’s short hair as she reflexively ground her pussy up against her mouth, seeking more friction, more pressure, more of the exquisite torture.

“Oh, fuck! Oh my god, FUCK!” Anna gritted out, her voice loud and raw and wonderfully unrestrained. Her hips slammed against Ella’s face in a final, frantic, uncontrolled movement before her whole body went completely rigid. Ella could tell it was a strong, world-shattering climax. A powerful wave of shudders wracked Anna’s frame, and a low, guttural cry was torn from her throat, a sound of pure, untethered release. Ella didn’t stop, gentling her touch but continuing to lick and soothe the hypersensitive flesh as the aftershocks rolled through her, tasting the sweet-salt evidence of her pleasure. The sounds and the visceral reaction from Anna… they were turning her on immensely. The sight of this beautiful, confident, breathtaking woman coming completely, gloriously undone at her touch was the most powerful aphrodisiac she had ever known.

Slowly, gradually, Anna’s body relaxed. Her legs, which had been tensed and straining, fell limp against Ella’s shoulders. Her breathing was ragged, coming in deep, shuddering gasps. Her eyes were heavy-lidded and glassy as she managed to prop herself up on her elbows and look down at Ella. Her honey-blonde hair was a tangled, glorious mess, testament to her abandon. Her lips were swollen, and her cheeks were flushed a deep, beautiful red. She looked thoroughly wrecked, and utterly, incandescently gorgeous.

“What do you like?” Anna asked, her voice a husky, sandpaper rasp. She swallowed, her gaze intense and searching, full of a new kind of power. “I want to return the favor.” She paused, and her eyes, if possible, darkened further. “You can… use me.” Anna swallowed again, hard, as if the words felt new and strange and powerful on her tongue.

Ella bit her lip, a sharp, electric thrill shooting through her entire nervous system. The words, the specific offer, the look of focused intensity in Anna’s eyes—it lit a raging bonfire in her core. She hadn’t even known this was something she craved, this specific dynamic, until this very moment. The sheer power of it, the depth of intimacy it implied, the raw, trusting submission in Anna’s tone. The idea sent a fresh wave of arousal washing through her. She liked the sound of that. She liked it very, very much.

Moments later, the positions were reversed. Anna was on her back, her head propped up on a pillow, looking up at Ella with an expression of pure, rapt attention. Ella was straddling Anna’s face, her thighs pressing firmly against either side of her head. The position was intensely vulnerable, an act of total trust, but with Anna looking up at her with such open, unrestrained wanting, it felt less like vulnerability and more like an enthronement. Ella slowly lowered herself, letting the soft hair between her legs brush against Anna’s nose and mouth. She rocked her hips, a slow, teasing grind, her head lolling to the side as pleasure, sharp and immediate, began to pool and build between her legs.

Anna lapped eagerly at her cunt, her tongue darting out to taste her, her muffled moans of appreciation a low, delicious vibration against Ella’s most sensitive skin. After a moment, Ella tilted forward to create a better, deeper angle, hooking her ankles behind Anna’s shoulders to lock them in place. She closed her eyes, shutting out the world, and used Anna just how she liked, just how she needed. She set the pace, a slow, languorous, deliberate roll of her hips, building the tension with an excruciating, delicious slowness. Anna seemed to understand instinctively, her tongue and mouth working in perfect, fluid concert with Ella’s movements, sometimes slow and teasing, sometimes fast and frantic, expertly following her lead without a single word needing to be spoken.

“Ugh, that’s… oh… so good,” Ella panted, her knuckles white where she was gripping the wooden headboard for balance. She was gripping the ornate carving as she rolled and rocked on Anna’s face, the friction of her deft tongue and the pressure of her mouth sending shockwaves of pure pleasure through her. After a while, she forced her heavy eyelids open, needing to look down, to see. The sight stole her breath. Anna’s eyes were locked on hers, her pupils blown wide and dark, her gaze filled with a fierce, focused, almost religious adoration. Ella loved the expression behind her eyes, a mesmerizing mix of intense concentration and sheer awe. The sight of her slightly smudged, half-gone mouse whiskers was a comical, endearing detail in the midst of their profound, earth-shattering intimacy.

Ella groaned, a deep, guttural sound torn from her throat. The combination of the almost unbearable physical pleasure and the raw, emotional connection she saw in Anna’s worshipful gaze was almost too much to bear. A powerful wave of arousal washed over her, stronger than anything she had felt before, her body shuddering as it crested. Her entire body tensed, the pleasure coiling tight and hot in her stomach, ready to snap. “Oh fuck, fuck, FUCK!” she gasped out, her hips stuttering and slamming against Anna’s mouth. She looked down, her own mouth gaping as she came, unable to form words. Her vision blurred, the room tilting and spinning as the orgasm ripped through her, a violent, beautiful, uncontrollable storm. And through it all, through the explosion of sensation and the loss of control, Anna’s beautiful blue eyes were still on hers, unwavering. Her muffled moans of approval vibrated over Ella’s pussy, seeming to pull the climax from her, celebrating and savoring every last tremor that shook her body.

When the last vestiges of pleasure had been gloriously, thoroughly wrung from her, Ella rolled off of Anna and collapsed onto the mattress beside her. She was catching her breath, her body feeling boneless, heavy, and blissfully spent. They lay tangled together in the silver stripes of moonlight, limbs intertwined, hearts pounding in a frantic but unified rhythm. The air in the room was thick and warm, heavy with the scent of their sex. After a few minutes of shared, silent, awe-filled recovery, Ella’s throat felt as dry as sandpaper.

“I need water,” she rasped, pushing herself up on a shaky elbow. “You want some?”

“Please,” Anna breathed, her eyes still half-closed, a lazy, contented smile playing on her swollen lips.

Ella swung her legs over the side of the bed, her knees shaky. Her apartment felt entirely different now, the very air charged with a new, vibrant energy. The pumpkin spice candle had long since burned out. When she came back from the kitchen, a glass of cool water in each hand, she stopped dead in the doorway of her bedroom.

Anna was on all fours in the center of the bed. But she wasn’t just on her hands and knees. She was staring up at Ella with a look that was anything but mousy. Her back was curved in a perfect, inviting, impossibly supple arch. Her blonde hair, a chaotic golden waterfall, was pulled past her shoulders, spilling over them. Her ass was high in the air, a perfect, pale, heart-shaped offering in the dim, forgiving light. Oh…

Ella drew in a sharp breath. The glasses of water, suddenly forgotten, nearly slipped from her sweaty fingers. The sight was so primal, so explicitly, beautifully invitational, it reignited the fire in her blood instantly. “God,” she breathed, “you look amazing.”

As if in response, Anna gave a small, almost imperceptible wiggle of her ass, a playful, cheeky movement that was pure, shameless invitation. Ella slowly placed the glasses of water on the nightstand, her movements deliberate, her eyes never leaving Anna’s form. She got onto the bed behind Anna, her body humming with a fresh, potent wave of desire. She ran her hands over Anna’s bare ass, loving the feel of the soft, smooth, cool skin, giving each cheek a good, appreciative squeeze before reaching up. She placed a hand on the back of Anna’s head and, with a firm, deliberate pressure, pushed her down until her face was pressed against the mattress. Anna made an adorable little yelp, a muffled sound of surprise and delight that quickly dissolved into a low groan as Ella’s intentions became clear.

She began to tongue her ass, tracing the delicate crease with a wet, warm path, eliciting a full-body shudder from Anna. Then she moved down to her pussy, which was already slick and dewy and ready for her again. Anna squirmed and trembled as Ella brought her to orgasm for a second time, this time with a practiced, intimate efficiency. She knew exactly where to touch, exactly what kind of pressure to apply, how to read the small, involuntary movements of Anna’s hips. In this orgasm, even stronger and more convulsive than the first, Anna’s fingers clutched and pulled at the blankets, her whole body shaking violently, her cries of release muffled by the pillow. When she finally collapsed onto her stomach, a boneless, utterly sated heap, Ella gently pulled her back up by the hips so that she could lap up every last bit of wetness between Anna’s legs. She loved the taste of her, the sticky-sweet evidence of her pleasure coating her tongue. It was a taste of victory, of complete and total possession.

Ella finally released Anna, who looked completely, devastatingly sated now. She rolled onto her back, a long, contented, almost mournful sigh escaping her lips. “Ah… Holy shit,” Anna sighed, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She brushed back her tangled, sweat-dampened hair from her forehead, her hand trembling slightly as she looked at Ella with undisguised awe. “I didn’t think… I mean, I wasn’t… looking for anything…”

Ella let out a low, throaty laugh. She knew exactly what Anna was trying to get across. The words were failing both of them. How could you possibly articulate the monumental, tectonic shift that had just occurred? There were no words for the instantaneous, explosive spark between them, and the fact that neither of them had been looking for anything remotely like this at the party made it all the more dizzying, miraculous, and terrifying.

Together, they stumbled to the bathroom, leaning on each other for support, their legs wobbly. They stood in front of the large mirror over the sink and began to rub off what was left of their makeup, their reflections greeting them like strangers. Under the harsh, unforgiving fluorescent light, they looked like survivors of a beautiful, Category 5 storm. Their whiskers were completely gone, leaving faint black smudges on their cheeks like bruises. Their hair was a certifiable disaster. Their eyes were heavy-lidded, dark-circled, and full of a profound, shared secret. Seeing Anna like this, stripped bare of the costume and the makeup, her face open and honest and smiling at their shared reflection, made Ella’s heart do a strange, hopeful, acrobatic flip.

“Do you like scary movies?” asked Ella, her voice soft in the clinical quiet of the bathroom. She held a damp washcloth, the gesture feeling strangely domestic. “If you want to, we could… I don’t know… watch one?” She trailed off, a sudden wave of shyness cresting over her. Was she pushing it? Asking for too much from this perfect, magical night?

“Yes,” Anna answered instantly, her response immediate and emphatic, cutting cleanly through Ella’s doubt. She turned from the mirror, her blue eyes shining. “Yes. I’d love to.”

The relief that washed over Ella was so immense it was almost dizzying. She lent Anna a baggy sweater, one of her old, well-worn university ones with the faded crest, and a pair of soft, fleece-lined sweatpants. The clothes, several sizes too big, swallowed Anna’s smaller frame, making her look impossibly soft, comfortable, and cuddly. The sight was even more intimate than seeing her naked.

The two of them moved to the couch in the living room. Their cat and mouse clothes were still in a crumpled heap on the floor by the front door where they’d been discarded hours ago. The sight was a strange and fitting monument to this bizarre and eventful Halloween night.

Anna leaned in close to Ella as they sat on the couch, their shoulders and hips pressed together, a large, plush blanket draped over both of them. The earlier frantic, primal, almost violent energy had softened and transformed into a warm, comfortable, bone-deep intimacy. Ella could feel the steady heat radiating from Anna’s body, could smell the lingering, clean scent of her own soap on Anna’s skin. They scrolled through Netflix titles, ostensibly looking for a movie they’d probably not pay much attention to, their fingers occasionally brushing as they navigated the screen. The night, Ella realized, wasn’t over. And as Anna’s head came to rest softly on her shoulder, a sleepy, contented, perfect weight, Ella had the distinct and wonderful feeling that this, all of this, was just the beginning.
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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.

Coleen F. Brennan


Also by Coleen F. Brennan

[image: Lavender Seductions]

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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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.

[image: Firebound Lovers]

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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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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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.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

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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