
        
            
                
            
        

    
Coleen F. Brennan

Poker Face


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

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



Poker Face

The patina of memory coated their friendship, thick and burnished like old silver that has been lovingly, repeatedly polished over years. It had begun, as so many things did, in the institutional beige of a college dorm room, a space that smelled perpetually of industrial-strength cleaner and the faint, sweet scent of despair that clings to cinderblock walls. Amie, with her meticulously organized desk where pens stood at attention in their holder and her color-coded class schedule was taped to the wall with surgical precision, had taken one long, appraising look at Jessie’s side of the room. It was a glorious, chaotic explosion of culture and life: peeling band posters for groups Amie had never heard of, half-finished charcoal sketches pinned precariously to a corkboard, and a mountain range of clothes that had never quite made it into the closet. Amie had sighed then, a deep, put-upon exhalation that held the dramatic weight of a world-weary philosopher.

Jessie had just laughed, a bright, startling sound that seemed to physically crack the sterile air, a peal of bells in a silent library. She’d then ducked under her bed, the springs groaning in protest, and emerged with a warm can of beer. “Truce?” she’d offered, holding it out. The can was slick with condensation, the beer inside undoubtedly flat, but it was an offering of peace, a clear-eyed acknowledgment of their differences. It was the first brick laid in the foundation of a structure that would come to define the sprawling, messy, beautiful decade of their twenties, a sanctuary built of laughter and shared secrets.

They’d navigated the treacherous, churning waters of university together, two sailors in a tiny boat on a vast ocean. Jessie was the impulsive one, the capricious wind in their sails, the one who’d whisper devilishly on a Thursday night, convincing Amie to skip a Friday morning chemistry lecture for a spontaneous road trip to the coast. They would pile into her beat-up convertible, the vinyl seats cracked and hot against their skin, the engine rumbling like a contented beast. The car smelled perpetually of salt, old French fries, and the intoxicating scent of freedom as they flew down the highway, music blasting from the tinny speakers and the wind whipping their hair into a frenzy.

Amie was the anchor, the steady, grounding force that kept their little boat from capsizing. She was the one who’d drag Jessie back from the precipice of academic probation with marathon late-night study sessions. These sessions were fueled by bitter, grainy instant coffee and slices of cold, stale pizza, their only companions in the echoing, cavernous library. Under the relentless hum of the fluorescent lights, Amie’s patient explanations of complex economic theories became a steady drone, a lifeline that pulled Jessie back to shore. Jessie would watch her, mesmerized by the focused intensity in Amie’s eyes, the way she’d bite her lip when concentrating, and feel a surge of affection so powerful it was almost painful.

There had been boys. A long, mostly forgettable parade of them who had moved through their lives like transient weather patterns. Jessie’s were artists and musicians, men who burned with a fierce, fleeting intensity and then flickered out, leaving behind a trail of bad, overwrought poetry and broken guitar strings. Amie’s were pre-law and business majors, sensible and safe choices who spoke of five-year plans and investment portfolios. They were inevitably drawn to her quiet beauty, but found her matching quiet intensity and unspoken depths too difficult, too much work, to navigate. They wanted a calm harbor, not a deep ocean.

Through every single breakup, they were each other’s solace, a two-person support system. Amie would become a silent, sturdy wall for Jessie to rail against, holding her friend tightly while she raged and cried, letting the hot, angry tears soak the shoulder of her favorite worn-in sweatshirt until the storm passed. Jessie, in turn, would become Amie’s jester, her chief distraction artist. She’d rent the most terrible romantic comedies she could find, buy tubs of expensive ice cream, a chocolate fudge brownie for her, a mint chip for Amie, and sit with her on the sofa, coaxing out her quiet, simmering grief with gentle jokes and absurd observations until the first fragile hint of a real smile broke through Amie’s sadness.

The line, the gossamer-thin boundary between friendship and something more, had almost been crossed once before. It was the spring of their junior year, in the raw aftermath of Amie’s particularly brutal split from a finance major named Ryan. He was a boy with a cruel, careless tongue who had managed to call her “too much” and “too quiet” in the same devastating breath. They were sprawled on the floor of their dorm room, sharing a bottle of cheap merlot Jessie had liberated from a fraternity party, the wine staining their lips a dark, bruised purple. The air was thick with the fruity scent of the wine and the delicate, clean smell of Amie’s lavender shampoo.

Amie’s quiet, racking sobs had finally subsided into watery, hiccuping breaths, her head resting heavily in Jessie’s lap. Jessie had been stroking her hair, a slow, repetitive motion meant to soothe. Her fingers traced the soft line of Amie’s scalp, feeling the fine, silky texture of her brown hair, and her heart ached with a fierce, protective feeling that felt startlingly different from simple friendship. It was a sharp, possessive pang, a low growl in her soul that wanted to hunt down Ryan and do him harm for making this incredible woman feel small.

The air in the room had grown thick and still then, too. The world outside their window fell away, and all that existed was the pool of moonlight on the floor, the scent of wine and lavender, and the soft weight of Amie in her lap. Jessie had looked down at Amie’s face, tear-streaked and exquisitely vulnerable. She’d seen the soft, swollen parting of her lips, the mesmerizing flutter of her damp eyelashes against her pale cheek. Something primal and overwhelming, a desire so potent it stole the air from her lungs, had surged through Jessie. She had leaned down, slowly, her own lips just a whisper, a breath, away from Amie’s. But just as she was about to close the infinitesimal distance, Amie had stirred, letting out a soft, sleepy sigh. She shifted her head, nuzzling her face against the soft cotton of Jessie’s t-shirt over her stomach, an innocent, trusting gesture that shattered the spell completely.

The moment was broken. A silent, shared pact had been made without a single word: they would not speak of it. They would pretend it was just the wine, just the grief, just a moment of comforting affection that had strayed too close to the precipice. They had never spoken of it since, but the memory lingered between them, a ghost note in the symphony of their friendship, a subtle dissonance only they could hear.

Years later, graduated and navigating the bewildering, exhausting landscape of proper adulthood, that unspoken note remained, a low, persistent hum beneath the surface of their daily lives. They’d moved into a small apartment together in a quiet, leafy neighborhood, a progression of their bond so natural that neither of them ever questioned it. And now, on a sweltering July night that felt heavy enough to suffocate, that ghost was beginning to feel very, very real, rattling its chains and demanding to be seen.

The bottle of Patron sat between them on the floor, half empty, a glass sentinel bearing silent witness under the dim, buttery glow of the living room lamp. The air was thick with the oppressive weight of a southern summer, the kind of clinging, viscous heat that made skin stick to the worn leather of the sofa and hearts race a little faster, a frantic drumbeat against the ribs. The slow, rhythmic whine of the ceiling fan did little more than stir the stagnant heat, pushing it around the small room in lazy, useless currents. The night had started with an innocent simplicity that now, in retrospect, felt like a lifetime ago. Just two friends, a battered deck of cards, and a shared desire to sweat out the soul-crushing boredom of another Tuesday.

It was in the pleasant, syrupy buzz of the expensive tequila, a celebratory gift from Jessie’s parents for a promotion she’d gotten, settling warm and heavy into their veins, that the idea had taken root. “Are you absolutely certain you want to do this?” Amie asked, her voice a low, concerned murmur that barely rose above the fan’s persistent hum. She raised a skeptical eyebrow as she shuffled the worn cards, her movements a flash of practiced, fluid ease. Years of late-night games of gin rummy, hearts, and bullshit had made her hands deft and sure, the cards whispering as they fell into place.

Jessie smirked, a familiar, mischievous glint sparking in her dark blue eyes, a look that Amie knew always, without fail, preceded trouble. She tucked her bottom lip between her teeth, a nervous habit that belied the confident, almost predatory posture she held. “What’s the matter? Scared you’ll lose, babe?”

Amie let out a short, breathy laugh, the sound tight in her throat. She shook her head, her brown hair catching the lamplight as she began to deal the cards onto the scratchy beige carpet. “Not a ghost of a chance.”

They had known each other for eight years. Their friendship was a profound, foundational thing, a load-bearing wall in the architecture of their lives. It was built on a sturdy scaffolding of inside jokes only they understood, of stolen fries from each other’s plates without asking, and of hushed, soul-baring confessions whispered at three in the morning when the world was asleep and their deepest truths felt safe to speak into the darkness.

But tonight, something felt irrevocably different. It was more than just the oppressive heat or the golden, liquid burn of the tequila. There was a palpable shift in the atmospheric pressure between them, a low-level electrical charge that made the fine hairs on Amie’s arms stand on end, a strange tingling sensation that traveled up her spine. It was a spark of awareness neither of them wanted to acknowledge outright, a dangerous and thrilling flicker in the periphery of their shared space. Maybe it was the tequila, patiently lowering inhibitions one salty, lime-kissed shot at a time. Maybe it was the heat, melting away the carefully constructed walls they had built around that one, forbidden room in the house of their friendship.

Or maybe, just maybe, it was something that had been simmering deep beneath the surface for eight long years, waiting for this exact combination of heat and pressure and opportunity to finally, violently, boil over.

The game began with the familiar, comfortable rhythm of their friendship: playful taunts and teasing grins that flashed across the small space between them on the floor. The carpet was a slightly scratchy, low-pile beige, and Amie could feel its rough texture pressing into her skin through the thin fabric of her black leggings. She could smell the faint, citrusy scent of Jessie’s body wash mingling with the sharp, agave aroma of the tequila.

Jessie lost the first hand spectacularly, a terrible, transparent bluff with a pair of threes that Amie saw through the instant Jessie tried to school her features into a mask of nonchalance. “Read them and weep, my friend,” Amie declared, fanning out a king-high flush with a dramatic flourish.

With a theatrical groan that was pure performance, Jessie peeled off her brightly patterned socks, wadding them into a ball and tossing them onto the coffee table, where they landed with a soft, defeated thud. “Beginner’s luck,” she muttered, but the wide, irrepressible grin playing on her lips told a different story entirely. She was enjoying this, every second of it.

Amie lost the second round, wildly overplaying a straight draw that never materialized. Her favorite, oversized university hoodie, a garment so soft from a decade of wear it felt like a second skin, and which smelled faintly of her own vanilla perfume, hit the floor next. It landed in a soft heap, revealing the simple grey t-shirt she wore underneath. The pile of discarded clothing began to grow between them, a soft, precarious Jenga tower of their inhibitions. A pair of Jessie’s faded denim shorts. Amie’s leggings leave her legs bare to the warm air. Jessie’s novelty t-shirt, emblazoned with a sarcastic slogan that made Amie snort with genuine, helpless laughter.

Their laughter grew louder and more frequent with each round, the sound itself changing, becoming sharper, higher, edged with something electric and breathless that neither of them dared to name. It was the frantic, giddy laughter of people standing on a precipice, staring down at a terrifying, exhilarating drop, daring each other to jump. By the time Jessie had a disastrous run of bad luck and found herself down to her bra and panties—a practical, sporty set in black cotton—Amie had stripped down to a thin white tank top and a pair of soft, grey boy shorts that hugged the curve of her hips.

They sat across from each other on the floor, their legs folded in a loose, comfortable tangle, the discarded deck of cards scattered between them like fallen autumn leaves. The Patron bottle stood sentinel over the scene, a silent, glassy-eyed judge. Their shoulders were shaking, not just with laughter anymore, but with a physical manifestation of the fraught combination of mirth and the raw, jangling nerves that coursed through their veins like a current. The air was no longer just hot; it was charged, humming with a silent, vibrant frequency that vibrated in Amie’s teeth.

“One more round,” Jessie challenged, her voice a little huskier than before, the sound slightly roughened by the liquor and the palpable, rising tension. Her eyes, usually so full of easy, sparkling humor, held a new kind of intensity. It was a direct, searching quality, a heated gaze that made Amie’s stomach perform a series of nervous, fluttering acrobatics.

Amie licked her lips, a slow, deliberate motion. They felt strangely dry. She could feel a creeping heat spreading up her neck and fanning across her cheeks, a deep blush that had nothing to do with the temperature of the room and everything to do with the undivided attention of the woman sitting across from her. Jessie’s gaze followed the slow, sensual movement of her tongue, and the air between them seemed to physically crackle. “You’re on,” Amie agreed, her voice barely a whisper, a thread of sound in the charged silence.

The cards were dealt, the sound of them sliding across the carpet unnaturally loud. Jessie’s knuckles brushed against Amie’s as she slid them across the floor, an accidental, fleeting touch that sent a powerful jolt up Amie’s arm, a shock of static electricity that made her gasp. Her heart began to pound against her ribs, a frantic, heavy rhythm that echoed in her ears, drowning out the whine of the fan. She carefully picked up her five cards, her hand trembling slightly as she shielded them, peeking at the faces. Not great. A pair of nines. Serviceable, but easily beaten. She would have to rely on a bluff, on her years of studying Jessie’s tells.

She stole a glance at Jessie, whose poker face had always been laughably, endearingly terrible. She could usually read Jessie like an open book, her emotions transparent and immediate. Tonight, however, was different. Jessie’s expression was carefully, unnaturally blank, but Amie, a seasoned and devoted student of her friend’s face, caught the infinitesimal twitch at the corner of her full lip. A bluff. It had to be. Or was it the real deal, a triumphant tremor she was struggling to contain? The uncertainty was agonizing.

Amie exhaled a long, slow breath, her lungs feeling tight and constricted. She decided to risk it, to call the silent, searing challenge she saw blazing in Jessie’s eyes. She laid her cards down on the carpet with a soft, definitive snap. “Pair of nines.”

Jessie’s carefully constructed neutrality dissolved in an instant, replaced by a wide, triumphant, predatory grin. She fanned out her own cards with a dramatic flourish, the movement full of theatricality. “Three fours. Read ‘em and weep, babe.”

A genuine, frustrated groan escaped Amie’s lips. She tilted her head back, staring up at the stippled white ceiling and the slowly rotating blades of the fan, as if seeking divine intervention. “Ugh, you have got to be kidding me.”

Jessie leaned in, closing the already small distance between them until they were almost knee to knee. The scent of her skin, a complex, intoxicating mix of her citrusy body wash, the earthy smell of tequila, and her own unique, musky scent, washed over Amie in a dizzying wave. Her voice dropped into a low, almost conspiratorial register, a velvet purr that sent a cascade of shivers ghosting down Amie’s spine. “Rules are rules, Amie.”

Amie’s gaze fell from the indifferent ceiling to meet Jessie’s. The teasing light in Jessie’s eyes was still there, a familiar spark, but it was layered with something else now—something deeper, more serious, more profound. A question. Amie hesitated for only a second, a single, drawn-out beat where the entire world seemed to hold its breath, where the only sound was the frantic drumming of her own heart. Then, with a slow, deliberate movement that felt both utterly rebellious and completely inevitable, she reached for the hem of her thin white tank top.

She pulled it over her head slowly, the movement languid and strangely sensual, each inch of the motion feeling weighted with profound significance. She was intensely, painfully aware of Jessie’s eyes tracking her every move, every sliver of pale skin revealed as the fabric slid upward. The soft cotton whispered against her skin as she drew it up and off. When she tossed it aside, letting it join its brethren in the growing pile of discarded clothes, the room felt immeasurably smaller. The air felt a little heavier, as if all the oxygen had been sucked from her lungs. She was left in just her bra, a simple, unadorned piece of pale blue lace that suddenly felt as revealing as total nudity.

Jessie swallowed hard, a small, audible click in the otherwise silent room. Her gaze flickered down, taking in the sight of Amie in her bra, the delicate lace a stark contrast to the strength in her shoulders, then snapped back up to meet her eyes. The heat in Jessie’s look was undeniable now, a slow, simmering fire that threatened to burn through Amie’s skin.

“Well,” Amie began, her voice cracking slightly on the single word. She bit her lip, a nervous gesture that only served to draw Jessie’s unwavering attention to her mouth. She was suddenly, cripplingly, hyper-aware of everything. Of how close they were sitting, their knees almost touching, generating a field of heat between them. Of the way Jessie’s fingertips rested on the scratchy carpet, just inches from her own, her nails painted a chipped, dark cerulean blue. Of the subtle, intoxicating scent of their mingled sweat and perfume in the hot, still air. The moment stretched, taut and shimmering like a soap bubble, vibrant with unspoken possibilities, waiting for one of them to make a move, to apply the single point of pressure that would either shatter it into a million iridescent pieces or transform it into something new entirely.

“We should…” Amie started, the words a vague, desperate attempt to break the spell, to say something, anything to dissipate the overwhelming, crushing tension. Stop. Go to bed. Call it a night. Pretend this never happened. But she never finished the sentence. She didn’t get the chance.

Jessie moved first. Her hand, the one with the chipped blue polish, lifted from the carpet, gliding through the thick, super-heated air between them. Her touch was hesitant at first, the very tips of her fingers barely grazing Amie’s cheek, as if she were testing the temperature of the water, afraid of getting burned. But then her palm settled, warm and sure, against Amie’s skin, cupping her jaw. The contrast between the searing heat of her hand and the relative cool of the air was a shock to Amie’s system, a jolt of pure, unadulterated sensation that shot straight to her core and bloomed into a warmth that spread through her entire body.

Amie didn’t pull away. The thought didn’t even occur to her. Pulling away felt like a physical impossibility, like trying to reverse the flow of a river or command the sun not to rise. She didn’t want to. Instead, she leaned into the touch, a silent, unequivocal answer to the question in Jessie’s eyes. She tilted her head just slightly, a minute adjustment, an invitation. Just enough.

And then, their lips met.

It was soft at first, a slow, tentative, testing brush of mouth against mouth. It was a question, whispered in the language of touch. Is this okay? Do you feel this too? Are you as terrified and thrilled as I am? Amie could taste the salt and lime from the tequila on Jessie’s lips, a sharp, zesty flavor that mingled with something sweeter, something uniquely her, a taste Amie had been unknowingly cataloging for eight years. For a breathtaking, heart-stopping second, it was just that—a gentle, exploratory pressure, a moment of profound discovery. Then, Jessie’s lips parted slightly, a soft exhalation of breath against Amie’s mouth, and Amie answered in kind. The kiss deepened, transforming from a shy question into a passionate, resounding declaration. It was a kiss that felt like the answer to a question neither of them had ever been brave enough to ask aloud, a flood of dizzying relief and astonishing recognition that washed away eight years of unspoken tension in a single, tidal wave.

Amie sighed into it, a soft, surrendering sound that was immediately swallowed by Jessie’s mouth. Her fingers, acting on their own volition, came up to tangle in Jessie’s short, dark hair, gripping the soft, clean strands at the nape of her neck, pulling her closer, desperately trying to eliminate the last vestiges of space between them. The deck of cards lay forgotten on the floor, their game utterly abandoned and irrelevant. The only thing that mattered now was the searing heat of Jessie’s skin against hers, the solid, real, grounding feel of her body. The only thing that mattered was the impossible, miraculous way their bodies seemed to fit together, like two puzzle pieces that had been waiting for this exact moment all along, finally clicking into their rightful, destined place.

Jessie pulled back, but only just enough to speak, her forehead resting against Amie’s, their breaths mingling in the small space between them. Her breath was warm and sweet with tequila against Amie’s lips. She whispered the words, a confession breathed into the space between their mouths. “I’ve been waiting to do that for a very long while.” Her smile was a little dazed, her beautiful blue-gray eyes soft and gloriously unfocused.

Amie’s breath hitched in her throat, a sharp intake of air. Her own fingers, trembling slightly, came up to trace the sharp, beloved curve of Jessie’s jaw. The faint, pleasant stubble there scratched delicately against her fingertips, a new texture to learn. “Yeah?” she managed to breathe out, the word thick with wonder.

Jessie nodded, a slow, emphatic movement that brushed their foreheads together in a gesture of profound intimacy. “Yeah.”

A wide, radiant grin bloomed on Amie’s face, a perfect mirror of the dazed, incredulous happiness she saw reflected in Jessie’s. She pressed another quick, light kiss to the corner of Jessie’s mouth, then another to her cheek, then a final, lingering one back on her lips, wanting to taste her again. “Me too.”

Laughter, a sound of pure, unadulterated joy, bubbled up in Jessie’s chest. In one fluid, surprisingly strong motion, she hooked an arm under Amie’s knees and another around her back, lifting her effortlessly from the floor. Amie let out a startled yelp that immediately turned into a delighted giggle as Jessie carried her the few feet to the worn leather sofa that had witnessed years of their movie nights and tearful heart-to-hearts. Jessie tumbled them both onto the cushions in a tangle of limbs and breathless, ecstatic laughter.

The worn leather was blessedly cool against Amie’s heated skin, smelling faintly of old books and comfort. They shifted, untangling themselves with soft murmurs until Amie was lying on her back, her head propped against one of the sofa’s plush arms, and Jessie was leaning over her. She was braced on one elbow, her body a warm, welcome weight partially covering Amie’s, her hair falling forward to tickle Amie’s cheek. The playful energy still sparked between them, a low, fizzing hum, but it was now underpinned by a new, profound current of unabashed desire.

Jessie’s gaze dropped to Amie’s chest, to the pale blue lace of her bra. With a slow, deliberate finger, she traced the upper curve of the cup before dipping lower, running her finger in a lazy, hypnotic circle around one of Amie’s areolas, just outside the lace. Even through the delicate fabric, the touch was electric, a live wire against her skin. Amie watched, mesmerized, as her own skin pebbled, crinkling in response, the tip of her nipple hardening into a tight, aching point against the material.

Jessie’s smile was wolfish, triumphant, and deeply pleased. She moved to the other breast, repeating the slow, hypnotic circling. As she did, she shifted her weight, rolling onto her back beside Amie, tucking them both into the narrow, intimate space of the sofa. The movement was a silent agreement to get comfortable, to settle in, to let this night unfold at its own pace. Amie felt a sense of profound rightness wash over her, her body instinctively relaxing into Jessie’s side, their hips and legs pressing together, thigh against thigh.

Jessie’s hand left her breast and moved to the center of her chest, her palm flat against the warm, damp skin of Amie’s sternum. She could feel the frantic, heavy beat of Amie’s heart beneath her hand, a wild bird trapped in a cage of bone. Amie’s head was turned towards her, her eyes wide and dark and luminous in the dim light. Jessie caressed the smooth skin between Amie’s breasts for a long, languid moment before she leaned forward again, her hair brushing against Amie’s cheek like a silk curtain. She lowered her head and took the nearer, hardened nipple into her mouth, fabric and all.

Amie’s mind went completely blank, every coherent thought dissolving into pure sensation. It was overwhelming, the wet, enveloping heat of Jessie’s mouth, the gentle, pulling suction, the slightly rough texture of her tongue abrading her through the thin lace. A string of incoherent, breathless mumbles fell from her lips as Jessie sucked, a soft, rhythmic pressure that sent shockwaves of undiluted pleasure through her entire body. At the same time, Jessie’s free hand found its way to Amie’s other breast, her fingers gently pinching and rolling the already-eager nipple between her thumb and forefinger. Amie moaned, a low, guttural sound of pure, animal pleasure, and instinctively pushed her chest up, pressing herself more firmly into Jessie’s mouth, seeking more of the incredible, mind-numbing friction.

Seeing Amie’s uninhibited response, the way she arched her back and offered herself so completely, sent a powerful, possessive thrill of pride cascading through Jessie. She had wanted this, had fantasized about this in vivid, aching detail for so long, and the reality was a thousand times more potent, more intoxicating. She released Amie’s breast with a soft, wet sound, her mouth disengaging. Instead of coming back up for a kiss, she began to press soft, open-mouthed kisses down over Amie’s stomach, her tongue occasionally darting out to taste the salt on her skin. Amie’s stomach muscles clenched and quivered under her lips. Jessie’s mouth traced the defined lines of her core, a testament to the yoga classes Amie was so dedicated to. As her tongue traced the faint “V” of her abs under her skin, she shifted her body further down the sofa, continuing her reverent path, kissing her way over the exquisitely sensitive curve of her tummy.

Her lips found the small indentation of Amie’s navel, her tongue dipping inside for a brief, teasing exploration that made Amie squirm and giggle helplessly. Then she moved lower, into the hollow between her stomach and the dark hairline peeking provocatively over the waistband of her panties. The scent of her, clean and female and intoxicatingly musky, grew stronger here, and Jessie inhaled deeply, her senses swimming in the aroma. As Jessie made her way to that delicious, sensitive spot where Amie’s legs met her torso, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of Amie’s boy shorts and, in a separate, deft motion, reached behind her to unhook the bra. With a slow, steady pull, she slid both garments away. The fabric whispered down Amie’s legs and up her arms, joining the pile of forgotten clothes in a heap on the floor, a testament to a game long since finished.

Amie looked up, her gaze meeting Jessie’s incredible blue-gray eyes, now dark and stormy with arousal. Jessie continued to pepper kisses along the crease of her thigh, her lips moving with an unhurried, worshipful slowness as Amie watched her, her chest rising and falling in rapid, shallow succession. Jessie’s mouth closed over the tender skin of her inner thigh, sucking a small patch of it into her mouth, creating a gentle, pulling pressure that made Amie sigh, a long, shivering release of breath.

Jessie knew, with a certainty that settled deep in her bones, that if she was going to do this, she was going to do it right. This moment was too precious, too sacred, too long-awaited, to be rushed. She wanted to learn every inch of Amie, to commit the taste and scent and feel and texture of her to memory, a new language to become fluent in. She scooted further down the cramped sofa, so her head was now level with Amie’s hips. In response, Amie let her legs fall open, a gesture of complete, breathtaking trust and utter surrender, her knees bent and resting on the back cushions of the sofa. Jessie arranged herself between them, lying on her belly, her head pillowed on her folded arms for a moment, just to look.

A glistening, opalescent sheen of her own moisture was already beginning to coat her pussy, a dewy testament to her body’s eager, answering desire. And for the first time ever, unobstructed, Jessie got to take a good, long look. It was, she thought with a surge of overwhelming, throat-closing emotion, the most beautiful thing she had ever seen. Inside of her plush, puffy outer labia, Amie had the most delicate, pear-shaped inner lips, narrow and neat at the top, and flaring out into soft, petal-like ruffles as they approached her vagina, revealing the impossibly pink, tender, holy flesh underneath. Her clit was peeking out from its hood, a perfect, glistening pearl, swollen and heavy and inviting.

And then there was the smell. It was incredible, a rich, musky, feminine scent that was an aphrodisiac all its own. It smelled like pure Amie, earthy and sweet and utterly, completely intoxicating. It was the scent of a field after rain, the scent of honey and salt. Jessie inhaled deeply, filling her lungs with the aroma, an involuntary act of reverence.

The sound earned a small, knowing smirk from Amie, who had been watching her face intently, her own nervousness momentarily forgotten in the face of Jessie’s blatant awe. “You like what you see?” she asked, her voice a low, teasing, confident thrum.

Jessie’s eyes never left the sight before her. “You’re so beautiful,” she breathed, the words thick with a sincerity that was almost painful in its intensity. The simple, heartfelt statement wiped the self-satisfied smirk clean off Amie’s face. Jessie reached out a tentative finger, tracing a slow line from Amie’s damp opening all the way up the delicate seam to her clit, spreading her wetness like a benediction, anointing her.

The expression that replaced Amie’s smirk was one of raw, unguarded, desperate need. It was hard to read in its complexity—vulnerable, demanding, overwhelmed—but the hand that reached behind Jessie’s head, her fingers tangling firmly in her hair, pulling her forward with surprising strength, was easy enough to understand. It was not a request; it was a command.

Jessie went forward eagerly, her lips parting as she met the soft, wet, yielding flesh. She began by suckling on those lovely, flared lips, drawing the tender flesh into her mouth and laving it with her tongue, learning their shape and texture. Amie’s pupils rolled up into her head, her eyelids fluttering as Jessie’s tongue dipped into her, tasting the sweet, saline flavor of her arousal. Amie tasted like heaven. She was nectar and ambrosia, a flavor so potent and perfect that Jessie thought she could happily drown in it for the rest of her life.

The hand that had been holding Jessie’s head softened its grip, now caressing her, fingers combing gently through her hair as she ate her pussy with a focused, single-minded devotion. Jessie didn’t need any encouragement. She felt as though she had been waiting her entire life for this single moment, to worship her best friend in the most intimate way imaginable. Her own palm came to rest on Amie’s firm stomach, feeling the muscles there quiver and dance under her touch. Her fingers found Amie’s, and she interlaced them, squeezing gently, a silent communication of love and reassurance and overwhelming gratitude passing between them.

Jessie let her tongue begin a slow, torturous journey, tracing a slick, wet path up along her glistening slit, then back down again, each pass getting closer and closer to the swollen, hidden pearl of her clit but never quite touching it. Amie was emitting a steady stream of soft oohs and mms, a private symphony of pleasure that was steadily increasing in volume and intensity with each pass of Jessie’s wicked tongue.

Finally, after drawing out the sweet torture for as long as she could possibly stand, Jessie used the tip of her tongue to push up one side of Amie’s fleshy hood, and then the other, exposing the exquisitely sensitive, pink glans beneath. Amie gasped loudly, her hips bucking slightly off the sofa. Jessie gave her exposed clit a single, playful flick with the very tip of her tongue. The reaction was instantaneous and explosive. Amie’s whole body spasmed, a sharp, aborted jerk, a cry catching in her throat as if she’d been shocked.

Jessie smiled against her and touched it again, this time more gently. She cradled the hard little nub with her tongue, enclosing it with her soft upper lip, and began to suck as gently as she could, creating a soft, consistent vortex of pleasure right at the center of Amie’s world. Amie’s breathing was starting to become ragged now, her breaths coming in harsh, frantic, desperate pants. Her soft grunts and moans were becoming increasingly primal, the unfiltered sounds of a woman losing all control. She began to grind her hips into Jessie’s face, a desperate, seeking, mindless rhythm. Taking the cue, Jessie opened her mouth wider, sucking Amie’s clit and the entire swollen peak of her vulva fully into her mouth, bathing the whole area with her slick, agile tongue.

“Oh god,” Amie cried out, her voice strained and tight with pleasure. “Baby, don’t stop! Please, keep going… Just like that… Oh, fuck, Jessie… just a little more…”

Her body began to jerk and shake in earnest as her orgasm, a tidal wave of sensation she’d been holding back, finally claimed her. Her hips bucked violently against Jessie’s mouth, her fingers tightening their grip in Jessie’s hair, her other hand clenching into a tight fist against the worn leather cushion. Jessie held on, her own body thrumming with sympathetic pleasure, her heart soaring. She continued to suck and lick, trying to draw out the climax, to make it as intense and earth-shattering as possible for the woman she adored above all others. As Amie’s violent shudders began to subside, her body gradually, slowly coming down from the shattering peak, a great, swelling sense of happiness and profound, bottomless love filled Jessie’s heart. She had done that. She had made Amie come, and come hard. She loved that she could do this for her, that she could be the source of this incredible, uninhibited, beautiful pleasure.

Gently, tenderly, she cleaned Amie with her tongue, reveling in the rich, musky flavor of her release before slowly, slowly kissing her way back up Amie’s trembling, pliant body. She kissed her inner thigh, her sharp hip bone, the quivering muscles of her stomach, the soft space between her breasts. Finally, she reached her lips, capturing them in a deep, sweet kiss that tasted of Amie’s climax and their shared history. Jessie’s strong arms wrapped around Amie’s lax, sated body, pulling her close, rolling them onto their sides so they faced each other, a tangle of limbs on the narrow sofa. They fitted against each other so perfectly, breast to breast, stomach to stomach, leg to leg, as if they were carved from the same piece of stone. It felt so right, so preordained.

Jessie looked up at her through her long eyelashes, her expression a careful construction of soft, wide-eyed innocence that was completely at odds with what her mouth had just been doing. Her voice was a sweet, dripping whisper against Amie’s ear. “Did I do okay?”

Amie let out a long, shuddering sigh, her body still humming with the powerful aftershocks of her orgasm. She snuggled closer, burying her face in the warm, familiar curve of Jessie’s neck, inhaling her scent. “Mmm, God, that was… that was amazing, baby.” The pet name slipped out, as natural and unthinking as breathing.

Jessie’s breath caught in her chest. She pulled back just enough to see Amie’s face, to search her eyes. “Am I really?” she asked softly, her voice now stripped of all its teasing quality, replaced by a raw, genuine, vulnerable hope that made Amie’s heart ache. “Hmm? Am I your baby?”

A dark blush crept up Amie’s neck and flooded her cheeks, her eyes suddenly filled with a flicker of embarrassment and panic. The word had felt so right, so perfect in the throes of passion, but now, in the quiet, fragile aftermath, it felt momentous, heavy with implications she hadn’t had time to process. She looked away, her gaze falling on the scattered cards on the floor, a relic from a different lifetime.

Jessie’s heart sank a little, a cold stone of fear dropping into her stomach. “It’s too much too soon, isn’t it?” she whispered, her voice laced with a tremor of disappointment, her worst fears realized.

Amie’s head snapped back to look at her, her eyes wide and earnest and desperate to be understood. “No,” she said quickly, shaking her head with an unexpected vehemence. “No, it’s… not if you mean it.” She took a ragged breath, her gaze holding Jessie’s, her expression full of a startling, beautiful clarity. “I think… I think I’d like that very much. I think I’d like to be your baby.”

The relief that flooded Jessie was so immense, so powerful, it felt like she could fly. She felt Amie pull her impossibly tight, her arms a strong, possessive band around her back, a silent claim. When Jessie looked into Amie’s eyes, she saw they were glazing with a shimmering film of unshed tears, her emotions raw and shining on her face. This wasn’t just sex. This wasn’t just a drunken game that had spiraled beautifully out of control. This was a beginning. This was the end of waiting. This was everything.
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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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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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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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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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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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