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Round Two

It had started, as so many of their most memorable nights did, with a phone call and a bottle of cheap wine. Or in this case, the dregs of one. Shirley had been crying for the better part of an hour, a raw, continuous outpouring that left her throat scraped and her sinuses burning. She was curled up on her sofa, a tight, defensive ball of misery, with a threadbare quilt her grandmother had made pulled right up to her chin. The quilt, a patchwork of faded floral fabrics, smelled of cedar and time, a scent that usually brought comfort but now only seemed to highlight her profound isolation. The hollow echo of Tommy’s departure still rang in her ears, a low, persistent hum beneath the sound of her own ragged breathing. The front door had clicked shut with such finality, a sound that severed a four-year-long cord.

Four years. The number felt both impossibly long and insultingly short. Four years of lukewarm dinners, plates of food shared in a silence that was not companionable, but vacant. The clinking of cutlery had been their only conversation. She thought of the countless nights of polite but passionless sex, a mechanical act of maintenance rather than a union of bodies and souls. It was a duty performed in the dark, followed by the immediate, lonely turning away of his back. For years, she had felt like a well-appointed piece of furniture in his life, something aesthetically pleasing and functional, but ultimately inanimate, an object he navigated around rather than engaged with. The final argument, if it could even be called that, hadn’t been a spectacular, plate-smashing explosion. There was no cathartic release, no furious crescendo. It had been a quiet, deflating sigh of an ending.

He was leaving. It was delivered with the same emotional weight as telling her they were out of milk. He’d packed a single duffel bag while she was at work, a testament to how little of himself he had truly woven into their shared space. The note he’d left on the gleaming granite of the kitchen counter was as emotionally resonant as a grocery list: Shirley, I’m gone. This isn’t working. I’ve taken my things. Tom.

Her thumb, trembling slightly, had hovered over her phone’s contacts list, the cool glass screen a barrier between her and a world of superficial connections. It was a meaningless, desperate scroll through names that felt distant and fundamentally inadequate. There was coworker Brenda, who would offer platitudes and then gossip about it by the coffee machine tomorrow. There was her cousin, Mark, who would just suggest she “get back out there.” Each name that slid past her thumb was a reminder of how few people truly knew the landscape of her heart. But there was only one person who would understand the topography of this specific devastation, one person who would drop everything without a second thought.

Ida.

The name itself was a small anchor in the churning sea of her grief.

Ida.

She had answered on the second ring, her voice a cheerful, sangria-and-sunshine sound that felt a world away from Shirley’s gray, tear-soaked reality. “Hey, Shirl! What’s up? You’ve caught me in the middle of an artistic crisis. I’m just about to ruin a perfectly good canvas with what I think is a sunset, but it’s currently looking more like a dumpster fire after a rave.”

Shirley tried to form words, to match her friend’s lighthearted energy, but the attempt was a failure. The sound that escaped her was not a word but a sob, a wet, ugly, guttural thing that she couldn’t contain. It clawed its way up her throat and broke into the air between their two worlds. It was the sound of a dam breaking, of four years of swallowed disappointments finally spilling over.

The sunshine in Ida’s voice vanished instantly, extinguished as if by a sudden storm. It was replaced by a sharp, crystalline focus, a laser beam of concern. “Shirley? What is it? What’s wrong? Talk to me.”

“He’s gone,” Shirley managed to choke out, the words tasting like ash and stale regret in her mouth. Her tongue felt thick, clumsy. “Tommy. He left.”

There was a distinct clatter on the other end of the line, a sharp, percussive sound followed by a splash that Shirley recognized as a paintbrush being dropped hastily into a mason jar of water. “I’m on my way,” Ida’s voice was now stripped of all artifice, a low, determined command. “Don’t move. Stay right where you are. Do you have wine?”

“The end of a bottle of red,” Shirley whispered, her voice barely a thread of sound. She glanced at the bottle on the coffee table, the dark red liquid clinging to the bottom like dried blood.

“Not nearly good enough,” Ida declared, her voice already sounding distant, as if she were moving, gathering things. “I’m stopping for provisions. Twenty minutes, tops. Lock the door behind him and put on the trashiest reality show you can find. Drown out your own thoughts. Doctor’s orders.”

True to her word, Ida had appeared precisely nineteen minutes later, a one-woman cavalry against sadness, her fist rapping a familiar, jaunty rhythm against the door. When Shirley peered through the peephole, the warped, fish-eye view of her friend’s determined face was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen. She fumbled with the deadbolt, her fingers clumsy and weak, and swung the door open.

Ida stood on the threshold, a vision of rescue. She carried two large paper grocery bags, one clinking with the crisp, cold promise of multiple bottles of Sauvignon Blanc, the other exuding a glorious, transportive aroma of grease, lemongrass, and chili from their favorite Thai place down the street. Her thick blonde hair, a marvel of chaos and intention, was pulled into a messy topknot, from which several strands had escaped to frame her face. A bold streak of cadmium yellow paint adorned her high cheekbone like a tribal marking, a badge of her creative battles. Her gray-blue eyes, usually so full of dancing mischief, were wide and soft with a profound, undiluted concern that went straight to Shirley’s core.

Ida took one long, comprehensive look at Shirley’s tear-streaked face, the puffy, red-rimmed eyes, the tremor in her lower lip, and her own face crumpled in sympathetic pain. Without a word, she let the bags drop unceremoniously to the floor, one slumping softly, the other landing with a heavy, clanking thud. She stepped inside and pulled Shirley into an embrace that felt like coming home after a long, brutal war. Shirley collapsed against her, her resolve dissolving completely in the safety of those arms. Ida smelled of turpentine and mineral spirits, the sharp, clean scent of her work, and underneath it, her own unique, faintly sweet scent that Shirley had never been able to place but had always associated with unconditional safety.

“I’m so sorry, baby,” Ida had murmured into her dark hair, her voice a low, fierce rumble against Shirley’s ear. Her arms were a solid, warm band around Shirley’s shaking shoulders, holding her together when she felt like she was about to fly apart. “He’s an idiot. A world-class, Grade-A, gold-medal moron. I never liked him.”

They spent the first hour on the floor of the living room, a makeshift picnic amidst the wreckage of Shirley’s life. They dissected the slow-motion train wreck of her relationship, the analysis fueled by steaming containers of pad see ew and the first bottle of chilled wine. The noodles were slick and savory, the chili flakes a welcome, fiery distraction on Shirley’s tongue, a pain she could control. Ida listened, her entire being focused on Shirley. She nodded in all the right places, her gaze never wavering, her phone left untouched in her purse. She made Shirley feel seen and heard in a way Tommy never had. He had always listened with half an ear, his attention perpetually fractured, his eyes already drifting to his phone or the flickering television screen. Ida, on the other hand, absorbed every word, every nuance, every hitched breath, as if she were committing it to memory, archiving Shirley’s pain to help her carry it.

“You know what the worst part was?” Shirley had said, the alcohol beginning to loosen the knot of grief in her chest. She swirled the pale, greenish-gold wine in her glass, watching the liquid catch the light as Ida leaned forward to open the second bottle. “It was the silence. The sheer volume of it. We could sit in a room for hours and have absolutely nothing to say to each other. Not a comfortable silence, you know? Not the kind where you’re just happy to be in each other’s space. It was… an empty silence. A vacuum. Like we’d run out of words for each other years ago and were just coasting on the fumes of a conversation we once had.” She remembered a specific evening, sitting across from Tommy at their dining table, the silence so profound she could hear the hum of the refrigerator, the ticking of the clock, the sound of her own blood in her ears. She had looked at his face, illuminated by the glow of his phone, and felt a chasm open between them that was miles wide.

Ida twisted the corkscrew, pulling the cork out with a satisfying pop. She topped up Shirley’s glass first, then her own, her brow furrowed in deep, empathetic thought. The gesture was so typical of her, Shirley first, always. “You deserve so much more than that, Shirl,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “You deserve someone who wants to know every stupid, random thought that pops into your head. Someone who wants to hear about the annoying lady on your commute or the dream you had last night. Someone who thinks the sound of your voice is their favorite song.”

Shirley had looked at her then, really looked at her, as if for the first time. The wine had softened the harsh edges of the room, casting Ida in a warm, gentle glow. Ida, her best friend since they’d been randomly assigned as partners for a life-drawing class in their freshman year of college, thrown together by fate and the shared terror of drawing a naked stranger. Ida, who had held her hand, her grip fiercely tight, when she got her first tattoo at twenty-one, whispering terrible jokes to distract her from the needle’s sting.

Ida, who had helped her move into three different apartments, assembling IKEA furniture with a foul-mouthed determination that bordered on terrifying, wielding an Allen key like a weapon. Ida, who knew without asking that Shirley took her coffee with oat milk and a half-spoonful of sugar, that she was pathologically terrified of spiders, and that she secretly loved overwrought historical dramas with terrible acting. Ida, whose laughter was the most infectious, life-affirming sound on earth.

A strange, unfamiliar, and yet deeply recognizable feeling had unfurled in Shirley’s chest, a slow, blooming warmth that had nothing to do with the Sauvignon Blanc. Ida was describing exactly what she wanted in a partner, in a life, and Shirley was looking right at it. The realization was so sudden, so potent, it almost knocked the wind out of her. It was a physical jolt, like missing a step in the dark. Had it always been there, this low, insistent thrum of awareness just beneath the placid surface of their friendship?

Her mind suddenly flashed back to a memory from a few years ago, a hot summer afternoon spent helping Ida paint her new studio. They were both speckled with various shades of blue and white, laughing so hard Shirley thought her ribs would crack, listening to a playlist of 90s rock on a staticky radio. Ida had reached out, her expression uncharacteristically serious, to wipe a smudge of cerulean blue from the bridge of Shirley’s nose. Her thumb, calloused from her work, had lingered for a fraction of a second too long, a breath held between them. Her gaze had softened, her usual playful spark momentarily eclipsed by something deeper, rawer.

The air in the paint-scented room had crackled with a possibility that Shirley, at the time, had been too afraid, or perhaps too willfully oblivious, to acknowledge. Scared of the intensity in that look, she had laughed and ducked away, breaking the moment, and they had gone back to bickering over who had the better roller technique. But the memory of that touch, the ghost of Ida’s thumb against her skin, had stayed with her, a tiny, buried ember.

Now, on the couch, surrounded by the debris of their impromptu wake for her failed relationship, empty Thai cartons, two drained wine bottles, crumpled napkins, that same electricity was back, a hundred times stronger, a gathering storm. The trashy reality show Ida had prescribed was a meaningless flicker of garish light and canned sound in the background. The only thing that felt real, the only thing in sharp focus, was Ida. Her knee was brushing against Shirley’s thigh, a small point of contact that sent sparks shooting up her leg. Her scent, turpentine, jasmine, and that indefinable Ida-ness, filled the small, intimate space between them on the cushions, a fragrance more intoxicating than any wine.

“What?” Ida asked, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. The TV’s light caught the faint shimmer of gloss on them. “You’re staring.”

“I’m just…” Shirley started, her throat suddenly as dry as desert sand. She swallowed, trying to find moisture, to find the right words. “I’m just really, really glad you’re here.” The words felt like a colossal understatement, like trying to describe the ocean by showing someone a glass of water.

“Always,” Ida said, her voice dropping to a whisper that vibrated through the charged air between them. Her smile faded, replaced by that same soft intensity from the studio. She reached out, her movements slow, deliberate. Her cool fingers gently tucked a stray strand of dark hair behind Shirley’s ear. It was the same gesture, the same charged, lingering touch from the memory, but this time, Shirley didn’t pull away. She didn’t break the spell. She leaned into it, a magnetic, undeniable pull, her eyes fluttering closed at the sheer relief of it.

The world seemed to slow down, to mute itself. She could hear the soft, sharp intake of Ida’s breath. She could feel the gentle warmth of her palm as it moved from her hair to cup her jaw, her thumb stroking reverently along her cheekbone. When Ida’s lips met hers, it wasn’t a surprise. It felt like an inevitability, a conclusion pre-written years ago. It was a lock clicking perfectly into place after years of fumbling with all the wrong keys. The kiss was soft at first, a delicate, questioning pressure, asking a question Shirley had only just learned the answer to. Then, as Shirley responded, a soft sound of surrender escaped her throat as she pressed back; it deepened, becoming a conversation they had been waiting a decade to have, full of pent-up longing and unspoken truths.

The transition from the couch to the bedroom had been a blur of tangled limbs, breathless laughter, and a giddy sense of transgression. It felt less like a seduction and more like a joyful, frantic discovery of a treasure map they’d been holding all along without realizing it. They stumbled down the short hallway, kissing, their hands exploring with a desperate, hungry curiosity. There, in the sanctuary of Shirley’s bedroom, with the city lights painting soft stripes across the walls, the night had unfolded in a series of revelations. Ida, it turned out, was a worshipper. She had explored Shirley’s body with a reverence and an almost scholarly attention to detail that left Shirley completely undone, her mind wiped clean of everything but the sensations Ida was creating. This memory, vivid and incandescent, was what Shirley clung to now, the morning after, as consciousness slowly, languidly returned.

Shirley’s eyes fluttered open, gritty and heavy. For a disorienting second, she had no idea where she was. The light was different, softer and more golden than the usual stark morning light of her own bedroom. It was filtering through unfamiliar linen curtains, casting a warm, buttery glow across the room. But then the night’s events came flooding back to her, not as a coherent narrative but as a tidal wave of sensory detail that made her blush from her chest to her hairline. The greasy-good taste of the Thai food, the crisp, green taste of the wine, the heart-stopping honesty of that first kiss on the sofa. The fumbling, laughing journey to the bedroom had morphed into something desperate and astonishingly beautiful. And then her eyes fell on Ida’s naked body, and the world snapped into perfect, terrifying focus.

She was stretched out on her stomach under the satin sheets in Shirley’s guest room, which had always felt more like Ida’s room anyway. Her thick blonde hair, usually so artfully styled or thrown into a chaotic bun, was splayed out across the white pillowcase like a spill of molten gold. One arm was flung languidly over her head, the other tucked beneath her, and in the gentle morning light, Shirley could see the elegant, powerful curve of her spine, the gentle swell of her hip, the long, athletic line of her leg disappearing beneath the sheets. Her back was a landscape of muscle and grace, dotted with a few faint freckles.

Fuck, Shirley muttered silently into the plushness of her own pillow, the single word a woefully inadequate container for a universe of conflicting emotions. Panic, sharp and cold as ice water, pricked at the edges of her bliss. I’ve ruined it. I’ve completely, irrevocably ruined the best, most important thing in my life. But then another thought, warm and wicked and deeply satisfying, chased the panic away like a predator. But if it was ruined, what a spectacular way to go out. Shirley rolled onto her back and looked up at the familiar, textured ceiling of her guest room. She let out a long, shaky exhalation. The room was Ida’s, through and through, in spirit if not in deed. A formidable stack of art history books teetered on the nightstand, threatening to collapse under its own intellectual weight. A half-finished charcoal sketch of a sparrow was taped to the wall above the dresser. And the air itself smelled faintly of her jasmine and sandalwood perfume, which had seeped into the pillows and linens from her many platonic sleepovers. This was their shared space, a repository of their history. And last night, they had taken that history, torn it up, and rewritten the terms and conditions entirely.

She let herself get swept up in the vortex of memory, a willing captive to the pleasure of it. She remembered the feeling of Ida’s weight settling onto her, solid and real and so very welcome. The desperate, seeking the press of their mouths, a taste of wine and hope. She remembered Ida lifting herself to straddle Shirley’s lap while they were still in the living room, a bold, decisive move that had stolen Shirley’s breath and made her heart hammer against her ribs. She could still feel the phantom sensation of her own hands sliding up the back of Ida’s soft cotton sweatshirt, hungry for the warmth of the skin beneath. She remembered the sharp, surprised gasp Ida had given when Shirley’s fingers had finally met the warm, smooth expanse of her back, tracing the delicate, bumpy line of her spine. It had been a sound of pure, unadulterated surprise and pleasure, a sound that Shirley had immediately wanted to hear again.

It was just supposed to be a harmless, innocent girl’s night, a well-rehearsed rescue mission to save Shirley from the wreckage of her own heart. But it had turned into so much more, so much better. It had become a revelation, a peeling back of layers to reveal a truth that had been hiding in plain sight. Making sure that Ida was still fast asleep, listening to the soft, even rhythm of her breathing, a gentle puff of air with each exhalation—Shirley felt a familiar ache begin to build deep in her belly. It was a greedy, insistent pulse, a hunger that last night had only seemed to amplify rather than satisfy. Carefully, slowly, she maneuvered her hand under the sheets, her movements cautious so as not to disturb the sleeping goddess beside her. Her hand slid down the front of her own borrowed, silky panties, Ida’s panties, she realized with a fresh jolt of electric heat. Her fingers found the damp, slick fabric and moved across her own clit, the pressure a ghostly, tantalizing echo of Ida’s expert touch from only a few hours before.

She closed her eyes, the darkness behind her eyelids a canvas for her memories. She remembered how Ida’s tongue had felt there last night. Shockingly deft, unerringly confident, as if she had studied blueprints of Shirley’s body. Ida had mapped her with an artist’s eye for detail and a lover’s devotion, paying homage to places Tommy had treated like an afterthought or ignored completely. She remembered how her best friend, the woman who had once helped her drunkenly sing an entire Bon Jovi album at a nearly empty karaoke bar, whose shoulder she had cried on more times than she could count, had held a vibrator against her clit as her mouth closed possessively over each of Shirley’s breasts in turn. The combination of the deep, rumbling vibration thrumming through her core and the hot, wet, insistent pull of Ida’s mouth had sent her spiraling, shattering her into a million glittering, weightless pieces. She remembered, too, how Ida had squirmed and moaned as Shirley, emboldened by her friend’s uninhibited passion, had decided to return the favor. She had kissed her from head to toe, learning the briny taste of her skin, discovering the exquisitely sensitive spot behind her knee, marveling at the way a soft kiss on the inside of her thigh made Ida gasp and arch her back, a perfect, elegant curve.

Shivers of pleasure, sharp as tiny needles, snaked up Shirley’s spine as she lay there now, her own touch a pale imitation of the memory. Her hips began to press up instinctively in response to her own fingers on her sensitive clit, a betrayal of her desire to remain still and a confirmation of her body’s overwhelming need. Her pussy was throbbing with it, slick and heavy and demanding. It didn’t matter how hard she had come last night, how thoroughly Ida had unmade her and put her back together again, piece by glorious piece. She needed to get off again. Now.

Harder and faster, Shirley rubbed her clit through the thin, slippery silk of the panties, the friction sending waves of delicious heat through her entire lower body. She tried to keep her breathing steady and still, biting down on the inside of her cheek to muffle any sound. A delicious, illicit thrill bubbled up inside her, fueled by the fact that Ida was right there, sleeping soundly just inches away, completely oblivious to the private encore Shirley was conducting. The risk of it, the sheer audacity of her own desire, was an aphrodisiac in itself. Shirley pictured their final moments from the night before, her arms wrapped tightly around Ida’s body, the feeling of their sweat-slick skin clinging together as they kissed at the very apex of their frantic, joyful lovemaking. They were damp with sweat and shared pleasure as their tongues slid into each other’s mouths, a messy, greedy, final exploration. Their mingled moans had created a chorus in the quiet room, a secret symphony only they could hear.

Shirley bit her bottom lip, hard, to keep from moaning aloud as her climax finally broke open, a silent, convulsive wave that rocked her from the inside out. Renewed pleasure tugged insistently at her belly, made her pussy tighten and clench around the memory of Ida’s fingers inside her. She fought the powerful urge to twist and writhe under the sheets, to announce her satisfaction to the morning sun. Instead, she pressed her face deep into the cool cotton of the pillow, swallowing back the groan that had gathered in the back of her throat. The release was intense but utterly quiet, a secret she kept for herself in the still, golden morning air.

Moments later, after the last delicate tremor of her orgasm had subsided, Shirley’s body felt heavy and wonderfully languid, as if her very bones had turned to liquid gold. She relaxed completely against the bed, her muscles unspooling one by one, and closed her eyes once more, drifting in a sea of contentment. She didn’t know how much time had gone by. It didn’t feel like much, just a few stolen moments of selfish, necessary bliss.

All she knew was that when she opened her eyes again, Ida was lying on her side, propped up on one elbow, smiling at her. The smile wasn’t teasing or triumphant; it was soft, gentle, and so achingly tender it made Shirley’s heart clench. Her head was being propped up by one hand, fingers lost in her tangled blonde hair, and her makeup was smudged artfully around her gray-blue eyes, a beautiful testament to the night’s passionate activities. The smear of dark eyeliner under her lower lashes made her look like a rock star the morning after a legendary, sold-out show.

“Hey, you,” she said quietly, her voice a low, husky rasp, thick with sleep. “How did you sleep?”

Shirley felt a hot blush creep up her neck and spread across her cheeks. Had she been caught? Did Ida know what she’d just done? Was her own scent of release hanging in the air between them? She rubbed her fingers into her eyes, feigning grogginess, trying to buy a moment to compose herself. “Amazingly,” she answered, the word entirely and profoundly truthful. “Like the dead. What about you?”

“Same.”

Ida’s lips stayed slightly parted after she spoke, the single word hanging in the air between them like a held breath. She looked like she was on the verge of saying something else, something important and heavy. The soft smile faltered for just a second, replaced by a flicker of… apprehension. Worry.

“I just…” she began, her gaze dropping from Shirley’s face to the rumpled expanse of the sheets between them. “How are you feeling about… all of this? I know I initiated it last night, I pushed things, and now, looking back in the cold light of day, I worry that I overstepped. Massively. That I took advantage of you being so upset about Tommy. I don’t want to make things… complicated. Or worse, to lose you.” Her voice trailed off, thick with an uncertainty that was so utterly unlike the usually confident, charge-ahead Ida. She could barely finish her sentence, her vulnerability a raw, open wound, before Shirley’s mouth was on hers.

There was no thought, no calculation, no conscious decision. It was pure, undeniable instinct, a magnetic pull that was as impossible to resist as gravity. The moment her lips touched Ida’s, all of Shirley’s lingering worries, about their friendship, about the future, about what this all meant, evaporated like morning mist in a hot sun. It was like closing a circuit that had been left open for a decade. Every nerve ending in her body seemed to fire up at once, lighting up a switchboard that had been dark and silent for years. When she thought about it, it had always been like this, their entire friendship. That constant, low-level hum of awareness, the invisible gravitational pull she felt whenever Ida was near. Why hadn’t she ever made a move? Why had she spent four years with Tommy, trying to force a spark, when this bonfire was waiting for her all along? Why had she spent years convincing herself that the fierce, protective, all-consuming love she felt for Ida was purely platonic? Why hadn’t she seen the signs that Ida was just as interested as she was? The lingering touches that lasted a half-second too long, the looks that held a universe of meaning, the way Ida’s compliments always felt more visceral and true than anyone else’s.

With their mouths still connected, a silent, fervent conversation passing between them that was more honest than any words could be, Ida rolled smoothly on top of Shirley, her body a perfect, warm, welcome weight. She moved with a fluid, athletic grace, kicking off the confining sheets as she went, exposing them both to the cool morning air. The sudden chill on Shirley’s skin was immediately replaced by the radiating heat of Ida’s body pressed against hers. A needy, wanting gasp left Shirley’s throat as Ida shimmied down her body, her mouth leaving a trail of wet, hot, open-mouthed kisses on Shirley’s neck, her collarbone, the tender swell of her breast.

“Fuck, Ida,” Shirley said shakily, her hands coming up to tangle in Ida’s messy blonde hair, gripping the soft strands as an anchor. Her rational mind was trying to catch up, to insert a note of caution, a flimsy protest. “We should… we should talk about this. Properly.”

Ida paused her delicious downward journey, her lips hovering just above Shirley’s stomach. She looked up, her gray-blue eyes dark with a stormy desire but clear and bright with sincerity. “I want to, if you do,” she said, her voice low and serious, each word laden with meaning. “Only then. If you have any hesitation, any fragment of regret, we stop right now. I mean it, Shirl. Your heart is the last thing in the world I ever want to break.”

The raw earnestness in her voice, the profound vulnerability shining in her eyes, shattered the last of Shirley’s paper-thin reservations. This wasn’t a mistake. This wasn’t taking advantage. This was a homecoming.

“Yes,” Shirley nodded desperately, the single word a prayer, an affirmation, a command. “Yes, I want it. I want you.”

A slow, devastatingly playful smirk slid up one side of Ida’s face, the familiar, mischievous Ida returning now that she had the explicit consent she so clearly needed. The sight of it sent another electrifying thrill right through Shirley’s core. Ida reached the apex of Shirley’s thighs and wasted no time, her long, clever fingers deftly hooking into the waistband of the silk panties and pulling them down her legs. Shirley shivered, a full-body tremor that was one part raw anticipation and one part a sudden, mortifying self-consciousness. She remembered, with a fresh wave of heat, that she had masturbated that morning, minutes ago, really, with Ida still in bed next to her. The evidence of it was still damp on her skin, mixed with the slickness of her renewed arousal. How was it possible she was still so desperate, so achingly ready to come even after that? It must have been the magic of Ida. The simple, undeniable, elemental fact of her.

Ida seemed to notice her shiver, her brief flicker of insecurity. She paused again, her gaze softening with that tenderness that undid Shirley completely. “You’re so beautiful,” she whispered, as if reading her mind, her voice a balm on Shirley’s frazzled nerves. “Everything about you is perfect.”

She brushed her long blonde hair back behind her ears, a practical gesture that looked impossibly sexy in this context, her eyes never leaving Shirley’s as she slowly lowered her face down to her best friend’s pussy. She didn’t dive in. She started by paying reverence to the surrounding area, her lips planting a constellation of soft, adoring kisses all over, from the soft brown hair at the top of her mound to Shirley’s trembling inner thighs. Then, finally, her tongue swept across Shirley’s wet entrance in one long, deliberate stroke. She ran her tongue across the slickness there, lapping it up, and a low, guttural moan rumbled in her own throat, a sound of profound appreciation.

“You taste so good,” she said quietly, the words a hot, damp breath against Shirley’s most sensitive skin, sending a jolt straight to her brain. “You taste like… victory.” She followed the declaration by kissing Shirley’s pussy, a series of gentle, tender, worshipful presses.

Shirley’s mind short-circuited. Victory. Not just pleasure, not just desire. Victory. The word landed with the force of a revelation. This felt like a victory over the blandness, the emptiness, the four years spent feeling invisible and untouched. This felt like winning a prize she hadn’t even known she was competing for.

When Ida finally suctioned her mouth against Shirley’s clit, massaging her there with her tongue in a slow, hypnotic, circular rhythm, Shirley’s back arched away from the bed, her body a bow drawn taut, ready to fire. Feelings of hungry, ravenous arousal, sharp and demanding, had grown inside her, coiling in her gut, making her shake uncontrollably from head to toe. Shirley closed her eyes, her hands fisting in the bedsheets, as her chest heaved up and down to the maddening tempo of Ida’s tongue pulsing on her clit. It was a perfect rhythm, both soothingly hypnotic and wildly inflammatory. How is this possible? The thought looped in her mind, a dizzying refrain. How is it possible that her best friend, the person who knew all her darkest secrets and had seen her at her absolute worst, could be between her legs right now, bringing her to life in a way no one else ever had? After all these years of shared apartments, late-night talks, and platonic hugs, here they were, tangled together in bed, rewriting their entire history with mouths and hands and bodies.

“Fuck!” Shirley gasped suddenly, the sound torn from her throat, raw and uncontrolled. Her fingers twisted up the blankets, pulling them from the foot of the bed in a desperate grip, and she lifted her head to look down at Ida, a blur of blonde hair and focused intent.

Ida had inserted two fingers deep inside Shirley’s pussy, curling them in a distinct ‘come-hither’ motion that hit a spot, a nerve, a secret button that Shirley barely knew she had. Over and over, she worked her hand in a steady, relentless rhythm, pushing Shirley higher and higher toward a precipice that seemed impossibly distant just moments before. The combination of her insistent, clever tongue and her relentless, knowing fingers was the trick, the magic code to unlock Shirley completely. She was now making primal, urgent sounds that she didn’t recognize as her own, sounds that, as she later found out, made Ida’s own pussy clench and grow wet.

“Yes, Ida! Oh, god, right there! Don’t stop!” Shirley shrieked, her head lifting off the bed again as she strained toward the source of the overwhelming pleasure. Her mouth was wide open, her eyebrows pushed together in a mask of desperate, ecstatic concentration. She was chasing it, the peak that was shimmering just out of reach, a blinding white light. Ida seemed to sense it, picking up the pace without missing a beat, her tongue moving faster, her fingers pressing deeper, firmer.

Seconds later, another orgasm was shattering Shirley completely, even bigger and more profound than the one before, bigger than any she had ever had. It wasn’t a single wave; it was a series of cataclysmic explosions, one after another, rolling through her body with violent, exquisite force. And Ida didn’t stop. She didn’t pull away or pause. She kept her mouth and fingers right where they were, riding out the waves with her, anchoring her to the pleasure, murmuring words of encouragement against her skin. Despite Shirley’s body moving so much, bucking and spasming against the mattress in a frenzy of release, it was the longest orgasm Shirley could ever remember having. It just kept pumping through her, hot and intense and seemingly endless, wringing every last drop of sensation from her nerve endings until she was nothing but a quivering, whimpering, sobbing puddle of bliss.

When she had finally settled down, her body sinking back into the bed with the weight of utter depletion, muscles humming with the aftershocks, only then did Ida withdraw her fingers, slowly, gently. She slid her mouth lower, to the wetness that had overtaken Shirley’s opening, and licked it all up, a final, possessive act of cleaning and claiming her. The gesture was so intimate, so tender, it made Shirley shiver and squirm again, her whole body so exquisitely sensitive after having just come so hard that even the faintest touch was almost too much to bear.

Finally, Ida sat back into a kneeling position between Shirley’s spread legs and licked her lips, her own a swollen, rosy pink from her efforts. The morning sun poured through the window, catching the fine blonde hairs on her arms and the stray strands around her face, shrouding her in a dusty golden cloud. Her skin glowed with a fine sheen of sweat. With her blonde hair in a halo around her head and a look of profound, primal satisfaction on her face, she looked otherworldly. Shirley swallowed hard, completely in awe of how beautiful Ida looked in that moment. She had always found her very pretty, of course, in an objective, best-friend sort of way. But right now, illuminated by the morning sun and the afterglow of pleasure, she looked downright angelic. A fallen angel, perhaps, one who knew all the best kinds of trouble to get into and was more than willing to share.

“I don’t know what to say,” Shirley muttered, her voice a hoarse, shredded rasp, as Ida moved to lie down next to her, tucking herself into the curve of Shirley’s body, her arm slung possessively over Shirley’s waist.

“That was… incredible, amazing, hot as hell.” Shirley finished, laughing weakly.

Ida laughed, a low, throaty chuckle that vibrated through Shirley’s side and settled deep in her bones. She leaned in and kissed Shirley’s shoulder, her lips pressing against the small, faded rose tattoo, the one Ida had dared her to get on her twenty-first birthday. “How about you don’t say anything?” Ida murmured against her skin, her breath warm. “How about you just repay the favor?”

Shirley’s face felt hot as she blushed, a delightful, joyful warmth spreading through her chest. “I can do that.” Her heart was racing hard in her chest, a frantic, happy drumbeat of pure adrenaline and bottomless affection. This time, there was no hesitation, no doubt, no fear. Only a fierce, burning need to give Ida the same earth-shattering pleasure she had just received, to worship her in kind.

As she reached for the vibrator on the nightstand, the sleek purple wand that they had had so much fun with last night, Ida took it from her hand. A mischievous, wicked spark lit up her gray-blue eyes. “Let’s add a layer, shall we?” she whispered, and pressed the toy up against her own pussy, a low moan escaping her lips at the first touch of the buzzing vibration through her panties. While she held it there, her hips beginning to rock, Shirley started to kiss her, a deep, searching kiss filled with all the unspoken gratitude and love and years of longing she felt.

Ida’s noises grew loud and desperate when Shirley broke the kiss and brought her mouth to her nipples, sucking tenderly on each one in turn. She lavished attention on them, laving them with her tongue, gently scraping them with her teeth, just a little, the way she’d discovered Ida liked it last night in their mutual explorations.

“Yes, Shirley. Oh, God, yes, just like that,” Ida gritted out, her head thrown back against the pillows, her blonde hair a chaotic mess. Her body was rolling gently back and forth against the mattress, a hypnotic, fluid motion, like she was trying to press harder against the toy, to grind the pleasure deep into her bones.

Shirley took the cue, gently taking the vibrator from Ida’s hand so she could devote herself completely to the delicious sensation. Shirley pushed the powerful toy more firmly against Ida’s clit, finding the perfect spot and holding it steady, watching her friend’s face transform. She listened with rapt delight as Ida’s adorable, breathy noises got louder and louder. They weren’t shrieks or gasps, but a series of high, keening whimpers and breathless pleas, Shirley’s name a constant, desperate refrain. Shirley watched, mesmerized, as Ida’s body tensed, her toes curling, her fingers digging crescent moons into the mattress. The sight of her best friend, this strong, brilliant, beautiful woman, so completely consumed by pleasure, so vulnerable and open beneath her touch, was the most erotic, most moving thing Shirley had ever witnessed. It was a privilege, a sacred honor, to be the one to bring her to this place. And as Ida’s final, shattering cry filled the sunlit room, a sound of pure, unadulterated release, Shirley knew, with a certainty that settled deep in her soul and rearranged her entire world, that nothing between them would ever be the same. And she wouldn’t have it any other way.


If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Lavender Seductions


[image: photo of the author]

About the Author

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

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

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

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

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

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

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

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

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

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

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

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

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

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.

[image: Unpublished Desires]

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.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc8R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc8P.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc8S.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc8U.jpg
5|
COLEEN F BRENNAN






OEBPS/image_rsrc8W.jpg





cover.jpeg






OEBPS/image_rsrc8T.jpg
{
¥ { - /;
GARDENDF EDEN

CoLeen . GReN Circle of Teiptation SeriSgina
_COLLENF. BRENNAN L E

btation Series







OEBPS/image_rsrc8X.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc8V.jpg





