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Vacationing with A Scott

The breakup had been as quiet and bloodless as the rest of their relationship, a slow, silent bleed-out over two years. Mark had packed his sensible, hard-shelled suitcases with his neatly folded shirts, each crease a testament to his orderly mind. While he moved with methodical purpose, a quiet hum of activity in their otherwise silent home, Melody sat on the very edge of their shared queen-sized bed, the plush memory foam refusing to yield under her slight weight. The silence in their pristine Boston apartment, a space she had once found calming but now felt was a sterile vacuum, screamed louder than any argument they’d ever had. It was a pressure in her ears, a physical weight on her chest that made each breath a conscious effort. She could hear the whisper-soft rustle of starched cotton, the crisp snap of a suitcase latch, the soft thud of his leather shoes on the polished hardwood floors. Each sound was a small, sharp nail being hammered into the coffin of their life together.

It wasn’t a lack of love, not in the dramatic, movie-script sense of the word. She knew, in a distant, academic way, that Mark cared for her. It was a lack of everything else: passion, spontaneity, the kind of wild, joyful chaos that Melody secretly craved like a vitamin deficiency. That feeling had started as a faint whisper in the back of her mind and had grown into a roar that drowned out all his sensible reassurances. Mark was a spreadsheet of a man, his life organized into columns and rows, his emotions balanced and accounted for. She, by contrast, was a sprawling, unfinished poem, full of crossed-out lines, messy revisions, and a desperate yearning for a rhyme she couldn’t quite find.

The chasm between them had revealed itself in a thousand tiny moments. He’d told her she was being “unrealistic” when she’d mused aloud one evening about quitting her perfectly adequate paralegal job to try pottery. She had described the feel of wet clay spinning through her fingers, the grounding, earthy scent, the satisfaction of creating something beautiful from a lump of nothing.

Mark had listened with a small, tight smile before launching into a detailed financial projection of pottery studio fees versus her current salary, effectively crushing the fragile dream with the heel of his logic. He’d sighed with a long-suffering patience that felt more insulting than anger when she’d suggested, on a bright, crisp autumn Saturday, a last-minute road trip to Vermont to see the foliage. “But Melody,” he’d said, gesturing to their shared digital calendar, “we have our reservation at The Gilded Spoon tonight. I made it six weeks ago. And next month is our meticulously planned vacation to the resort in Florida.” The way he said “meticulously planned” was meant to be a comfort, but it felt like a cage.

The final straw, the tiny pressure point that caused the entire structure to crumble, had been a photograph. She was flipping through a travel magazine while Mark scrolled through stock market reports on his phone, the blue light casting an impersonal glow on his focused face. It was a two-page spread of the Scottish Highlands, all misty, melancholic peaks, brooding, ink-dark lochs, and a sky so vast and dramatic it made her chest ache. “God, I want to go there,” she’d whispered, the words a prayer. She traced the jagged outline of a craggy mountain with her fingertip, the glossy paper cool and smooth beneath her skin, imagining the bracing wind, the scent of peat and damp heather. Mark, without looking up, his thumb making a soft, rhythmic swiping sound on the screen, had replied, “The weather’s terrible. And think of the midges.”

And in that moment, something within her snapped. It wasn’t a loud, violent break, but the quiet, final, irreversible click of a lock disengaging. It was a feeling of sudden, shocking clarity, as if a fog had lifted. She saw him not as her partner, but as an anchor holding her in a placid, waveless harbor while a wild ocean beckoned just beyond the breakwater. The midges. He had dismissed a landscape that called to her soul with a complaint about insects.

Two weeks later, her hands trembling with a cocktail of terror and exhilaration, she was online, booking a one-way ticket to Glasgow. She found a listing for a tiny stone cottage in a village she couldn’t pronounce, and with a surge of adrenaline that made her blood sing, she paid for a month-long stay. It was a trip for herself, a pilgrimage to rediscover the woman she’d been before Mark had methodically, lovingly, and devastatingly planed away all her interesting edges.

So here she was, three weeks into her grand solo adventure, feeling decidedly more solo than adventurous. The hiking was magnificent, a brutal, soul-cleansing exercise that left her muscles screaming in protest each evening and her mind blissfully, blessedly empty. She’d spent the day scrambling over hillsides cloaked in a sea of vivid purple heather, the air so crisp and clean it felt like drinking ice water, scented with the rich perfume of damp earth and distant, impending rain. The solitude, however, was a sharp, double-edged sword. It was freeing, yes, to walk for hours and hear nothing but the wind, the cry of a lone bird, and the frantic beating of her own heart. But at night, when she returned to the cottage, the absolute silence pressed in on her, a palpable entity that amplified the small, lonely sounds of the house, the groan of the pipes, the whisper of the wind in the chimney, and served as a constant, thrumming reminder of her profound aloneness.

Melody’s long red hair, a fiery banner of defiance she’d stubbornly refused to tame for Mark, who preferred it in a “professional” chignon, was pulled back into one messy, unraveling braid. Strands of it stuck to her sweaty neck, damp and unruly. She wasn’t wearing a scrap of makeup; her face was scrubbed clean by the wind, her freckles stark against skin pinkened by the sun. Her hiking clothes—practical, mud-splattered, and sublimely comfortable—did not make her feel particularly cute. Her waterproof trousers were stiff with dried mud around the cuffs, and her thermal top smelled faintly of sweat and exertion. But what was the point of trying to look appealing on a solo vacation? She wasn’t going to meet anyone. It wasn’t why she was here. At least, that’s what she kept telling herself, a mantra repeated in the rhythm of her footfalls to ward off the persistent, dull ache of loneliness that sometimes ambushed her at dusk.

It had been a long, strenuous day of navigating treacherously boggy patches that tried to suck the boots right off her feet and greeting flocks of profoundly disinterested sheep, who would only lift their heads to stare at her with blank, yellowish eyes before returning to their relentless grazing. As the sun began to bleed its final, glorious colors across the vast, bruised-purple sky, Melody found herself trudging into the nearby village. She was drawn by a beacon of warmth and life: the buttery, golden light spilling from the mullioned windows of the local pub, The Crofter’s Arms. The painted wooden sign, creaking softly in the evening breeze, promised sanctuary.

Inside, it was everything she’d secretly hoped for, a perfect cliché brought to life. The ceilings were low, crossed with heavy, dark-stained beams that looked as old as the hills themselves. A colossal fire crackled and spat in a stone hearth big enough to stand in, throwing dancing shadows on the walls and casting a welcoming, flickering glow over the patrons. The air was filled with the low, companionable murmur of conversation, a tapestry of thick, incomprehensible accents punctuated by the satisfyingly solid clink of glasses and the occasional burst of laughter.

The atmosphere was thick and layered with scents: the sharp, resinous perfume of woodsmoke, the yeasty tang of old ale, the savory aroma of fried fish and chips, and the damp, earthy smell of wool coats drying by the fire. She felt a knot of tension she hadn’t even realized she was carrying in her shoulders begin to dissolve, melting away in the radiant heat. She spotted a small, unoccupied table in a dim corner, a perfect little nook for solitary observation. She slid her heavy pack off her weary shoulders, letting it fall to the floor with a grateful thud, and made her way to the bar, her leg muscles protesting every step.

“Just a pint of the local, please,” she said to the burly, bearded bartender. Her voice felt rusty and thin, strange in her own ears after a full day of disuse. It cracked slightly on the last word.

“The Ossian?” he grunted, not a question so much as a confirmation, his hand already reaching for a clean, branded glass. She watched his practiced movements, the smooth pull of the tap, the creamy head forming on the dark amber liquid. She nodded, fumbling in her pocket for the correct change, paid, and carried the sweating pint glass, cool and solid in her hand, back to her corner.

She had just taken the first, long sip of the cool, crisp beer, letting the liquid wash over her tongue. It was glorious, malty, and complex with a bitter, hoppy finish that was a world away from the bland, mass-produced lagers she was used to. It tasted of the land itself. It was at that precise moment that she felt a gentle but firm tap on her shoulder. “Excuse me,” a voice with a lilting, musical quality said, the sound cutting cleanly through the pub’s low hum. “I’m awfully sorry to bother you, but are you from Boston, by chance?”

Melody turned, her tired heart giving a strange, acrobatic little flutter in her chest. Standing there, illuminated by the soft glow of a nearby sconce, was a woman with a smile so bright and warm it could have powered the entire village through a winter blackout. She had a cascade of short, artfully tousled blonde hair, the kind that looked effortlessly chic. Her eyes were the startling, vivid color of a cloudless summer sky, and a light smattering of freckles was dashed across the bridge of her nose, making her look both youthful and wise. She radiated an easy, unforced confidence that Melody found instantly captivating. “Sorry, it’s just…” the woman continued, her smile widening. “I heard your accent when you ordered your beer. I’d recognize that sound anywhere. The way you flattened your ‘a’ in ‘pint’. It’s unmistakable.”

Melody felt a hot, mortifying flush creep up her neck and flood her cheeks, a betrayal by her own circulatory system. Mark had always teased her relentlessly about her accent, performing a cruel, exaggerated parody of it at dinner parties, calling it ‘uncultured’ and ‘common.’ Over the years, she’d grown deeply, painfully self-conscious of it, trying to iron out the distinctive vowels, to sound more generic, more like him. “Um,” she stammered, feeling suddenly clumsy and grotesquely plain in her muddy boots and functional trousers. She was intensely aware of the mud caked on her knees and the grime under her fingernails. “I am. How could you possibly tell?”

The blonde grinned, a wide, genuine expression that crinkled the corners of her bright blue eyes in the most charming way. “I went to uni in Boston, spent a glorious year there on an exchange. Best year of my life. What an accent you lot have. Absolutely loved it. It sounds like home, in a weird way. I’m Fiona, by the way.” She extended a hand, and Melody took it automatically. Her grip was warm and surprisingly strong, her skin smooth and calloused in a way that suggested she worked with her hands. It was a handshake that felt capable and sure.

“Melody.” The name felt inadequate, flimsy.

“Melody,” Fiona repeated, testing the name on her tongue, her accent making it sound exotic and lovely. “That’s a beautiful name. It suits you. Listen, can I buy you another pint, Melody from Boston? To make up for startling you like that.”

It was at that very moment, as Fiona’s smile washed over her, a wave of warmth that was utterly without judgment or agenda, that Melody knew, with a certainty that was both terrifying and thrilling, that she was well and truly fucked.

They talked for hours, the passage of time dissolving into the warm, smoky air of the pub. The crowd thinned out around them, the boisterous groups departing one by one until only a few quiet old-timers remained, nursing their whiskies by the fire. But Melody and Fiona were lost in their own world, a bubble of intense connection spun around their small corner table. Fiona wasn’t just beautiful, a fact that Melody’s brain was still struggling to process; she was sharp, wickedly funny, and passionately, profoundly in love with her homeland. She worked as an archivist for the National Trust for Scotland, and she spoke of Scottish history not as a series of dry, dusty dates from a textbook, but as a living, breathing story. It was a narrative populated by bloody battles fought in the rain, tragic, defiant queens, and a resilient, stubborn people who had clung to their culture against all odds. She made the past feel present, tangible.

Melody, in turn, found herself opening up in a way she hadn’t with anyone in years, not even her closest friends back home, to whom she’d only given the polished, palatable version of her breakup. With Fiona, the truth came spilling out, messy and unedited. She told her about the breakup, about the suffocating quiet of her life with Mark, about the deep, unsettling feeling of being lost in her own life, a stranger to herself. She told her about the impulsive trip to the Highlands that was meant to help her find… something, though she still wasn’t sure what. Throughout it all, Fiona listened with an unwavering, focused attention, her vivid blue eyes never leaving Melody’s face, making her feel as if her small, confused story was the most fascinating epic she had ever heard.

When Melody mentioned her vague plan to visit a nearby ruined castle the next day, a landmark circled in her guidebook, Fiona’s eyes lit up with a sudden, infectious enthusiasm. “Dun Fionn Castle? Oh, you can’t just follow the tourist path,” she said, leaning in conspiratorially, her voice dropping to a low, intimate murmur that sent a shiver down Melody’s spine. “It’s a travesty. They rope off the best bits and give you this dreadful, sanitized audio guide. They miss everything that matters. Tell you what,” she said, a decisive spark in her eyes, “I’ve got some leave days piled up, just sitting there. Let me take the day off work tomorrow. I’ll play tour guide. The real tour.”

Melody’s heart gave a hopeful, painful leap. She felt a protest rise to her lips out of sheer habit, the ingrained reluctance to accept such a generous offer. “Oh, you really don’t have to do that. I couldn’t ask you to.”

“I’m not giving you a choice,” Fiona said, her smile softening but her gaze holding firm. Her voice dropped another notch, becoming softer, more intimate, a sound that seemed to bypass Melody’s ears and resonate directly in her chest. “I want to. It would be my pleasure.”

The next day was a dizzying, sun-drenched blur of magic. Fiona picked her up from her lonely rental cottage in a battered but clearly beloved Land Rover, the engine rumbling like a contented beast. On the passenger seat, waiting for Melody, was a thermos of steaming hot tea and a paper bag filled with still-warm scones. The car smelled of faint lavender from an air freshener, old leather, and a hint of dog, a lived-in, comforting scent that was the antithesis of Mark’s sterile new car smell.

Fiona didn’t just show Melody the castle; she brought it to life. Standing in the great hall, now roofless and open to the sky, Fiona pointed out the faint, eroded mason’s marks on the stones, giving names to the men who had carved them centuries ago. She told her the brutal, tragic story of the clan who had lived and fought and died within these walls, making Melody feel the ghosts around them. She led her up a crumbling, narrow spiral staircase, warning her about the loose stones, her hand hovering near the small of Melody’s back, to a view from the battlements that stole the breath from her lungs. The entire countryside was spread below them like a map, a patchwork of emerald fields and dark, brooding moorland.

In the afternoon, they abandoned the car and hiked to a hidden waterfall Fiona knew, a place unmarked on any map. It was a thunderous cascade of pure, shockingly cold water tumbling into a peat-dark, mysterious pool. The air was thick with the spray, which beaded on their skin and hair, and the roar of the water was a powerful, cleansing sound. The entire day, a potent, unspoken current of electricity crackled between them. It was there in a shared, lingering look over the plastic thermos cups as they sipped their sweet, milky tea. It was in the way their fingers brushed, a brief but searing contact, as Fiona helped her over a high wooden stile. It came to a head in a moment when they stood side-by-side on a windy precipice overlooking a vast, empty glen, their shoulders pressed together against the buffeting wind, the solid warmth of Fiona’s body seeping through their jackets, a small, shared anchor in the wildness.

As the sun began its slow, spectacular descent, painting the clouds in impossible shades of deep rose pink and molten orange, they headed back. But not to Melody’s lonely rental cottage. Instead, Fiona turned down a narrow, unmarked lane. “My place is just up here,” she said casually. She had also booked a countryside cottage for the month, a small stone haven nestled in a shallow glen a few miles from the village, a happy coincidence that felt more like fate. It was a beautiful, unnaturally balmy evening, and the air was fragrant and still. They sat in the Land Rover for a long moment after Fiona had killed the engine, the ticking of the cooling engine the only sound in a silence that was thick and heavy with unspoken things.

“That was… an absolutely amazing day,” Melody said finally, her voice slightly breathless. It was a potent cocktail of lingering excitement from their hike and a sharp, rising tide of attraction that made her skin tingle and her stomach feel hollow.

“Yes, it was,” Fiona replied softly, turning to face her in the cramped front seat. The fading, golden sunlight caught in her short blonde hair, creating a shimmering halo around her head. Her blue eyes, usually so bright and effervescent, were dark and deep with an intensity that Melody felt mirrored the frantic, heavy beating of her own heart.

Melody felt like she was on autopilot, her body and heart finally in agreement, moving with a will of their own, guided by a deep, instinctual need that had been dormant for years, buried under layers of practicality and compromise. She reached out, her movements feeling slow and dreamlike, her hand finding the warm, solid curve of Fiona’s waist. Her fingers spread over the soft, nubby fabric of her jumper, feeling the firm muscle beneath. She leaned in, her mind a dizzying whirlwind of “this is crazy, this is insane” and “don’t stop, please don’t ever stop,” and captured Fiona’s lips in the most delicate, tender kiss she had ever, in her entire life, had.

It started so softly, it was barely there, a gentle, tentative exploration, a question asked and answered in the barest whisper of contact. It was hesitant, sweet with the lingering taste of the sugary tea they’d shared, and utterly, sublimely perfect. Then, a small, breathy sound, half sigh, half moan, escaped Fiona’s throat and vibrated against Melody’s lips, and the kiss deepened instantaneously. Her mouth opened eagerly for more, her tongue slipping past Melody’s lips to tentatively, reverently trace their inner seam before plunging into the welcoming warmth of her mouth. Melody’s senses exploded in a shower of sparks. Fiona tasted of sweet tea and something else, something uniquely, addictively her own—a taste like clean air and sunlight and a faint, musky warmth that was intoxicating. A warm, sultry breeze, fragrant with the heavy, sweet scent of night-scented stock from the cottage garden, blew through the open window of the living room as the pair, clumsy with a sudden, desperate urgency, moved from the small entryway to the sofa.

The old piece of furniture, a floral-patterned relic, creaked in loud protest from their combined weight as Fiona, with a surprising, easy strength, maneuvered them so she was lying down on top of Melody, her body a perfect, warm, and substantial weight pressing her down into the soft, worn cushions. The kiss broke, but only for a moment, only so Fiona could chart a new, more adventurous course. She lowered her head and kissed the exquisitely sensitive side of Melody’s neck, her lips soft and hot against the cool skin. She used her nose to brush back the loose, fiery strands of red hair that had escaped Melody’s messy braid. Her lips were reverent, precise, mapping the delicate line of Melody’s jaw, the tender hollow beneath her ear, and lingering on the frantic, bird-wing pulse fluttering at the base of her throat.

Her lips pressed against Melody’s pale skin, each touch a spark igniting a blazing trail of fire across her nerve endings, a chain reaction of pure sensation. The redhead moaned below her, a low, guttural sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure that she didn’t recognize as her own. It was a raw, animal noise, the sound of a woman awakening from a long, dreamless, and profoundly thirsty sleep.

Melody trembled as Fiona’s lips moved lower and lower, a slow, delicious pilgrimage down the column of her throat and across the sharp ridge of her collarbone. They lingered there, teasing the delicate, sensitive bone with soft, open-mouthed kisses before descending further into the shadowed valley between her breasts. With an agonizing, deliberate slowness that made Melody’s stomach clench, Fiona hooked her fingers into the neckline of Melody’s thin cotton tank top and the strap of her practical sports bra, pulling the thin layers of fabric down in one smooth, decisive motion.

Her breasts, pale and full, were suddenly exposed to the cool evening air, her nipples instantly puckering into tight, hard points. She looked up at Melody then, her blue eyes dark and hooded with a fierce desire, a silent, potent question held in their depths. Melody could only nod, her breath hitched somewhere in her throat, her entire being focused on that single, non-verbal consent. Fiona’s gaze held hers, a lifeline in the overwhelming surge of sensation, while her tongue, hot and wet, slid with exquisite pressure across the peak of one of her light pink nipples.

Melody shivered, a violent, full-body tremor that started deep in her core and radiated outwards to her fingertips and toes. She whimpered, the sound torn from her lungs, raw and needy. It felt like a direct electrical connection to her core, a lightning strike of pure, unmediated sensation that made her hips instinctively arch off the sofa cushions, seeking more pressure, more contact. And her noises only got louder and less inhibited when Fiona switched her devoted attention to the other breast.

She was merciless, laving the nipple with long, wet strokes of her tongue before she pulled the entire peak into the hot, wet cavern of her mouth, getting it nice and wet, suckling with a gentle but insistent pressure that sent shockwaves of incandescent pleasure through Melody’s entire system. Meanwhile, as her mouth worked its dark magic, Fiona’s free hand slid down from Melody’s waist to the front of her sturdy hiking pants. She pressed the heel of her palm against the thick, unforgiving denim, rubbing her pussy through the material in slow, firm, grinding circles that were maddeningly effective.

This devastating combination of sensations—the sharp, pulling pleasure at her breast and the grinding, building friction between her legs—had an intense, overwhelming effect on Melody, whose breathing quickly grew shallow and needy. Each gasp for air was punctuated by a small, desperate moan that she was powerless to suppress. The world had narrowed to this worn floral sofa, this incredible woman, this exquisite, beautiful torment.

“Let’s get you out of these,” Fiona muttered, her voice a low, husky rumble against Melody’s chest, the vibration traveling straight through her breastbone. She lifted her head, her blue eyes looking playfully and teasingly down at the woman who was completely unraveling below her. There was a challenge in her gaze now, a devilish glint, a promise of what was yet to come.

Melody, desperate for more, for closer, for skin on skin, lifted her hips without a word, a silent, eager offering, giving Fiona the access she needed. She felt Fiona’s deft, capable fingers at her waist, the small, distinct pop of the metal button coming undone, the harsh rasp of the zipper being pulled down. Fiona shimmied the heavy, mud-caked pants down her legs, the rough denim scraping against skin that prickled with goosebumps from the cool air and the raw, electric anticipation. Her legs felt strangely heavy and leaden, yet also hypersensitive to every touch.

When Fiona reached for the simple elastic waistband of Melody’s plain cotton panties and pulled those down too, following the same path as the discarded trousers, Melody let her legs fall open in a gesture of absolute, unconditional surrender and invitation. Her entire body was thrumming like a high-tension wire, a tautly strung instrument being played by a master virtuoso.

“God, I need you so bad,” she whispered, the words raw and achingly honest, torn from a place of deep, newly discovered want that stunned her with its intensity.

The words were all it took. They seemed to snap the last fragile thread of Fiona’s control. With a low, hungry groan that seemed to come from deep in her chest, she slid down Melody’s body, her movements fluid and predatory. She kissed the pale, trembling skin of Melody’s inner thighs, her lips and tongue leaving a trail of shimmering, wet fire. She nuzzled the soft nest of red curls at the apex of her thighs, inhaling deeply, a possessive, appreciative sound, as if she were memorizing her scent. The old, floral-patterned couch was barely big enough for the two of them, but it didn’t matter. In that moment, it was the entire universe.

Melody let one of her legs hang off the edge, the back of her knee resting on the worn upholstery, opening herself up even more to Fiona’s impending administration. And then Fiona began to kiss her pussy. She was astonishingly gentle at first, barely grazing her lips against her, a whisper-light touch of her tongue against her swollen outer folds, a puff of hot breath that made Melody cry out and buck her hips. But when Melody’s thighs began to shake uncontrollably, a violent tremor that started deep in her pelvis and radiated outward, Fiona sank her mouth hard and greedily against Melody’s clit. There was no more teasing, no more gentle exploration, only a raw, consuming, almost desperate hunger.

“Fuck!” Melody cried out, the sharp sound swallowed by the soft furnishings of the small room. Her back, slick with a fine sheen of sweat, curved away from the couch, her hands fisting in the fabric of the cushions on either side of her head. Her face was drawn tight with a delicious, unbearable tension, her eyes squeezed shut as pure, unadulterated pleasure started to surge through her in warm, relentless, crashing waves. She was completely lost, adrift on an ocean of sensation she’d only ever dreamed of in vague, half-formed fantasies.

Fiona’s tongue was an instrument of beautiful, unparalleled torture, moving in quick, deft circles over her clit, then flicking sharply, then lapping at her with a steady, maddening, hypnotic rhythm. Instinctively, Melody lifted her hips, pushing up from the sofa to meet each devastating stroke, chasing the feeling, desperate for it, her body moving with a wisdom all its own.

“You’re getting so wet for me,” Fiona said, her voice a breathy, distorted murmur against Melody’s most sensitive flesh, the words themselves a form of delicious friction. As she spoke, she teased Melody’s slick, weeping entrance with the tip of her finger, circling the opening before slipping it inside. The feeling of being filled, even by a single digit, was shocking and perfect, making Melody gasp. Fiona slid her finger in and out slowly, coating it in slickness, then added a second one, stretching her, filling her more completely, hitting a spot deep inside that made her see stars.

“Oh my God! Fiona!” Melody sobbed through gritted teeth, her head thrashing from side to side on the cushion. This was the last thing, the very last thing, she could have possibly expected on her grand solo adventure—to find this level of incandescent, soul-altering pleasure in the arms of a near-stranger in a cozy Scottish cottage. But she was so unbelievably happy she’d found it. So happy she’d found Fiona, with her skilled, wicked tongue and her clever, clever hand, and her playful, devastatingly sexy eyes that kept looking up at her from between her thighs, tracking every flicker of emotion on her face, reveling in her undoing.

Fiona, seeing the raw desperation etched into Melody’s expression, the way her lips were pulled back from her teeth, settled into a powerful, driving rhythm, fingering Melody’s wet pussy deeply and insistently, matching the steady, unrelenting beat of her tongue on her clit. The dual stimulation was almost too much, pushing Melody higher and higher, toward a precipice she could see but not quite reach. Finally, as a new, more powerful wave of tremors started to wrack Melody’s body from the inside out, Fiona looked up just in time to watch as Melody’s expression dissolved. The tension in her face shattered, smoothed away, and was replaced by a look of deep, uncontrollable, transcendent pleasure. Her mouth fell open on a silent scream, and the cutest, most heartfelt, and utterly authentic whimpers Fiona had ever heard left her lips.

Seeing her so close, so completely undone and vulnerable, spurred Fiona on. She refused to let up, pushing her over the edge. Her tongue continued its relentless, gliding assault over Melody’s exquisitely sensitive clit, her fingers still working her pussy at the same time, stroking that perfect spot deep inside with unerring accuracy. Melody’s orgasm, when it finally broke, was a cataclysm. It was a seismic event that shook her to her very foundations. It lasted longer than any orgasm she could ever remember having, not a single peak but a series of rolling, crashing waves of pleasure that left her boneless, sobbing, and gasping for air. Her eyes fluttered back into her head, the world turning into a kaleidoscope of swirling light and shadow as her body twitched again and again, her inner muscles clenching powerfully around Fiona’s fingers.

How was Fiona so good at that when they had just met? It was uncanny, almost telepathic, as if her hands and mouth had been designed specifically for Melody’s body. It was like she was more in tune with its secret rhythms and hidden desires than Melody was herself.

Finally, after the last glorious aftershock had faded, leaving Melody limp and buzzing, Fiona slowly withdrew her fingers and moved her mouth from Melody’s still-throbbing clit down to the opening of her pussy. Strings of glistening wetness, pearlescent in the dim, warm light from the lamp, seeped out from between her swollen labia. Fiona kept Melody’s legs apart with her hands on her thighs and sank her face into the drooling pool of her arousal, licking it all up with audible, deeply appreciative sounds. Melody lifted her head weakly from the couch cushions and watched, mesmerized and electrified, as Fiona feasted on the evidence of her pleasure. She moaned and groaned like a wild thing, not with the sharp edge of climax, but with the low, contented, rumbling sounds of someone finally getting a much-needed, life-giving drink after a long, desperate thirst.

“Holy shit,” Melody panted, her voice hoarse and raw, looking up at Fiona in utter awe as Fiona finally sat up, straddling her thighs. Her short blonde hair was adorably mussed, sticking up in tufts. Her lips were swollen and red, and her chin was glistening with Melody’s juices.

Fiona grinned, a slow, wicked, deeply satisfied grin that made Melody’s heart hammer all over again. She licked her lips deliberately, tasting her. She wiped the back of her hand over her face and then leaned over top of Melody, her forearms resting on the cushions on either side of Melody’s head, caging her in. “You taste incredible.”

They kissed, and this kiss was different from all the others that had come before. It was possessive, proprietary. It was messy and deep and utterly carnal, their tongues slipping and sliding as Melody savored the complex, salty-sweet taste of herself on Fiona’s mouth. It was the most profoundly intimate thing she had ever experienced. Melody ran her hands up Fiona’s strong, smooth back and gently along her neck, her fingers tangling in the soft, damp hair at her nape, pulling her closer.

“Come on,” Melody whispered quietly, her voice saturated with a new, throbbing, urgent need. The overwhelming satisfaction hadn’t sated her; it had only kicked down the door to hungers she never knew she possessed. “Let’s get away from this couch. I want to fuck you properly.”

Fiona’s eyes widened slightly in surprise, then darkened with a fresh, potent wave of her own desire. She nodded wordlessly, a silent, fervent agreement, pushing herself up and pulling Melody to her feet. The short journey from the living room to the small cottage bedroom became a slow, seductive dance of shedding clothes. Fiona paused in the narrow, wood-paneled hallway to pull her jumper over her head, her movements unselfconscious and graceful in the dim light. A few steps later, she unzipped her jeans and kicked them aside with a casual flick of her foot. Melody, feeling bold and powerful and thrillingly alive, finally pulled off her own sweaty, stretched-out tank top and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the cool floorboards. She was totally naked now, her skin flushed rosy and exquisitely sensitive, and she had never, in her entire life, felt more beautiful or more vibrantly alive.

They embraced beside the large antique bed, which was covered with a thick, heavy woolen tartan blanket in shades of deep green and navy. It was a tangle of warm skin and searching hands, an intoxicating collision of bodies moving in one fluid, instinctive motion toward the center of it. Melody tucked herself up against Fiona’s side, reveling in the solid, comforting feel of her breasts pressing against Fiona’s firm torso, which was still covered by a practical grey sports bra. They stared into each other’s eyes, the air thick with unspoken promises, and Melody felt her pussy, still exquisitely tender and humming from Fiona’s dedicated attention, begin to ache and weep all over again.

With a newfound confidence that felt like it belonged to a different, more daring woman, Melody took the lead. She slid her hand underneath the damp, elasticated bottom of Fiona’s sports bra, her fingers tracing the elegant line of her ribs, her thumb stroking the soft, warm skin of her stomach. Fiona’s breath hitched audibly, and she arched into the touch, a small, involuntary movement of pure pleasure. She looked so stunned and immediately, intensely turned on by the slightest touch from Melody, and that look of vulnerability and want made Melody want to tease her, to give back a fraction of the dizzying, world-altering pleasure she had just received.

A slow, predatory smile spread across Melody’s face. She bit her bottom lip as her fingers dipped lower, moving past the waistband of Fiona’s dark blue athletic underwear. She found what she was looking for immediately: Fiona was already damp, slick and ready for her, her clit a hard, prominent nub beneath the thin fabric. Melody started to stroke her, slowly at first, teasing the swollen peak with the pad of her thumb, making Fiona whimper and press her hips forward into her hand, a silent plea for more.

She mimicked the devastating rhythm Fiona had used on her, slow and lazy at first, building the tension, then working her faster and faster, relishing in the way Fiona was writhing on the bed beneath her hand, her eyes squeezed shut, her face a mask of concentration and bliss.

“Are you gonna come for me, Fi?” Melody whispered, her mouth close to Fiona’s ear, her voice low and husky, a sound she hardly recognized as her own.

Fiona’s eyes fluttered open, looking desperately up at her, gloriously lost in the maelstrom of sensations Melody was creating. “Yes,” Fiona panted, the word a ragged, broken exhalation. “God, Mel… yes… please…”

Her voice was breathless, shattered into fragments. Moments later, Fiona’s orgasm had taken over completely. Her whole body clenched in a powerful, shuddering response as the pleasure rolled over her in a tidal wave. She cried out Melody’s name, a sharp, ecstatic sound, as her back arched dramatically off the mattress, her hips bucking against Melody’s relentless, knowing fingers, which were still massaging her clit through the fabric as she came. Fiona’s chest rose and fell hard and fast, desperate, breathy sounds leaving her lips as the waves receded.

Once Fiona finally settled after the intensity of her climax, her muscles going lax and her breathing slowly returning to a more normal rhythm, Melody pulled her slick fingers out of Fiona’s panties and lay down next to her, pulling the heavy tartan blanket over both of them. The scratchy wool was a pleasant contrast to their smooth, warm skin. She felt satisfied, a deep, bone-deep contentment settling over her.

But she wasn’t totally sated. It was a strange, new feeling. The first orgasm had been a release, a violent expulsion of years of pent-up loneliness and sexual frustration. The second, bringing Fiona to the same precipice, had been about connection, about gratitude, and about a thrilling, intoxicating sense of power. But underneath it all, a deeper, more primal need was stirring, uncoiling in the pit of her stomach.

She lifted her head and looked down at Fiona, who was lying with her eyes closed, a faint, blissful, utterly beautiful smile on her lips. Melody tried to assess her mood, to read the landscape of her serene face in the soft lamplight.

As if sensing her gaze, Fiona opened her eyes. They were hazy and languid and content. “What’s going on in that cute head?” she asked, her voice soft and sleepy, thick with post-coital bliss.

Melody hesitated for only a second, the old habit of suppressing her own desires dying hard. Then she pushed it away and admitted the raw, unvarnished truth. “I kind of want more.”

Fiona’s eyebrows shot up in surprise, a reaction that made Melody’s stomach dip with momentary fear. But then her sleepy smile transformed, blooming into a wide, avid, almost feral grin. “Oh, yeah?” she murmured, her voice dropping to a seductive, conspiratorial purr that vibrated through the mattress. “Well, so do I.”

Melody felt a fresh surge of hot, liquid arousal flood her system, sharp and demanding and immediate. She sat up, the heavy blanket pooling around her waist, exposing her breasts to the cool air. She reached down and, with movements that felt purposeful and sure, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of Fiona’s panties. She took a moment to appreciate the dark, wet spot that had formed on them during her orgasm before she pulled them down Fiona’s long legs and tossed them to the floor to join the growing pile of discarded clothes. Pushing the heavy blanket aside completely, she slid down onto the bed on her belly and gently pushed Fiona’s legs apart. She hadn’t expected this during her vacation, no, but she was enjoying every single, unbelievable, life-affirming second of it now.
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About the Author

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

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

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

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

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

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

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

[image: Frost & Flame Holidays]

Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

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