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When in Rome

The decision to finally book the trip to Rome had been conceived on a Tuesday night in February, a night so profoundly cold the very air in their small apartment felt thin and brittle. Outside, the world was frozen solid, and the windows had been glazed with a thick, crystalline frost, intricate patterns of ice branching across the glass like ghostly ferns. They were eating takeout Thai food, huddled on the living room floor because their small dining table had long ago surrendered its intended purpose, now serving as an unofficial and chaotic staging ground for Meghan’s freelance graphic design work—a testament to deadlines and ambition crowding out domesticity. The silence that had settled between them wasn’t the sharp, angry kind born from a fight, but something far more insidious. It was heavy, a dense, sound-absorbing blanket woven from the mundane rhythm of a life that had become a little too predictable, a little too safe.

For months, their shared existence had been a comfortable, suffocating loop of work, errands, bills, and the inevitable collapse onto the couch to watch something forgettable on a streaming service before falling into a tired, passionless sleep in a bed that felt miles wide. They were impeccable partners in logistics, co-managers of a household that ran with quiet efficiency, but the fiery, adventurous lovers who had first collided at a crowded, sweat-drenched indie rock concert seemed like characters from someone else’s story, a faded photograph from an era they could barely recall. The memory of that night, the thrum of the bass in their bones, the shared thrill of a new sound, the instant, magnetic pull, felt like a fantasy. Now, their primary shared thrill was finding a decent parking spot at the grocery store.

It was Lili who finally pierced the heavy quiet, the sound of her plastic fork scraping the last vestiges of Pad Thai from its cardboard carton unnaturally loud in the still room. “I was looking at my old college textbooks today,” she’d said, her voice soft, almost hesitant, as if she were afraid to introduce a new topic into their well-worn script of evening conversation. As a high school history teacher, Lili’s passion for the past was a constant, a defining, beautiful feature of her personality that Meghan had always admired. It was a fierce, intellectual fire that, lately, seemed to have been banked low. “My Art History of the Italian Renaissance book. The one with the faded red cover. The pages are all dog-eared and stained with coffee. I remember I used to sit in the library and just stare at the photos of the Sistine Chapel ceiling and the Colosseum for hours, promising myself I’d see them in person one day. I’d trace the lines of the frescoes with my finger and try to imagine the smell of the plaster, the echo of the space.”

Meghan had looked up from her carton of green curry, the scent of coconut and lemongrass suddenly cloying. She really looked at her, an act that felt startlingly novel. Lili’s vibrant, unmistakable red hair, usually a wild and expressive halo, was pulled back in a messy, functional bun, stray strands clinging to her temples. The harsh overhead light of the living room seemed merciless, leaching the color from her face, exposing the faint, lavender-tinged lines of fatigue under her eyes and the subtle tension around her mouth. A pang of something sharp and excruciatingly painful, an alloy of profound guilt and a sudden, fierce, protective love, shot through Meghan’s chest, making her breath catch. The guilt was a cold stone in her gut: how had she let this happen? When did she stop truly seeing the woman in front of her? When was the last time they had talked about dreams instead of whose turn it was to pay the utility bills? When was the last time she had seen that particular spark of spontaneous, unadulterated joy in Lili’s eyes, the one that made her feel like the luckiest person on Earth?

“Let’s go,” Meghan had said, the words a sudden, revolutionary eruption from a part of herself she thought had gone dormant. They felt foreign and exhilarating on her tongue, leaving her mouth before her practical, cautious brain had a chance to veto them.

Lili had blinked, her fork frozen midway to her mouth. The confusion in her eyes was tinged with a fragile hopefulness that was almost heartbreaking to witness. “Go where?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

“To Rome,” Meghan announced, the idea solidifying, gaining weight and reality with each word. “Let’s just do it. For your spring break. We’ll use the savings. Who cares? We’ll figure it out.”

And just like that, the oppressive atmosphere in the room shattered. The crushing weight lifted, and the air felt charged with possibility. The frost on the windows seemed to recede, as if a great, warm breath had been exhaled against the glass from the inside. The spark returned to Lili’s eyes, not just a flicker but a brilliant, hopeful flame that transformed her entire face, erasing the lines of fatigue and illuminating her from within. The planning phase became their shared, sacred project, a secret covenant forged against the tyranny of monotony. Their evenings were no longer spent in silent parallel existences on the couch. Instead, they were filled with a new, vibrant energy. They huddled together over Meghan’s laptop, poring over travel blogs and arguing playfully about which neighborhood to stay in.

They traced potential walking routes on digital maps, their fingers brushing as they zoomed in on ancient ruins, and they stayed up late dreaming aloud of handmade pasta and robust red wine and the feel of ancient stones warm beneath their hands under a brilliant Mediterranean sun. For Meghan, the trip evolved beyond a simple vacation; it was becoming a pilgrimage—a journey back to the heart of their relationship, a deliberate, defiant act of choosing passion over predictability, adventure over apathy.

Now, stepping out of the tiny, tiled bathroom of their Airbnb in Trastevere, that choice felt viscerally, thrillingly real, a tangible thing she could feel in her bones. The collected grime and soul-deep exhaustion of the transatlantic flight, the chaotic, high-stakes dance with their oversized luggage through the echoing halls of Termini station, the bewildering yet beautiful labyrinth of cobblestone streets that seemed to rearrange themselves when you weren’t looking, it had all been washed away in a cascade of hot, high-pressure water. Meghan hung her thin, worn towel on a heated rack, a small, unexpected luxury that felt impossibly decadent after the spartan functionality of their own bathroom back home. Her long, dark hair, soaking wet and smelling of the unfamiliar, almond-scented soap provided by their host, was pulled over one shoulder, dripping cool, clean droplets onto the warm skin of her back.

The windows in the adjoining bedroom were thrown wide open, their charming green wooden shutters pinned back against the warm, ochre-stuccoed exterior walls. A soft spring breeze, cool and impossibly fresh after the recycled air of the airplane, wafted inside. It was a living thing, laden with a complex and intoxicating bouquet of scents that cataloged the life of the neighborhood. It carried the faint, achingly sweet perfume of wisteria tumbling over a wall in a nearby hidden courtyard, the rich, savory aroma of roasting garlic and tomatoes from a trattoria kitchen directly downstairs, the sharp, metallic tang of diesel from a passing scooter, and mingling with it all, the ancient, earthy smell of damp stone, history, and time itself. Below, the city was a living, breathing symphony.

Rome, even in the gentler shoulder season before the full crush of summer tourists descended, was never quiet. The air hummed with the melodic, expressive cacophony of Italian conversation rising from the street, the cheerful clinking of glasses and cutlery from outdoor tables, the distant, melancholic peel of a church bell marking the hour, and the high-pitched, infectious laughter of children playing in the piazza just around the corner. It was a soundscape of pure, unadulterated life, and it vibrated right up through the terracotta floor, through the soles of Meghan’s feet, and into her very soul.

Lili was sitting on the edge of the large, inviting bed, which was covered in a simple but pristine white duvet. She had already shed her travel clothes, the uniform of leggings and a sweatshirt worn for nearly twenty-four hours, and changed into a simple, sleeveless linen dress the color of a pale, cloudless summer sky. Her glorious red hair, finally freed from its travel-day confinement of a tight bun, was a loose and wild riot of curls and waves around her face, each strand seeming to catch and refract the golden light of the late afternoon sun that streamed through the windows. She looked, Meghan thought with a fresh jolt of love, like a figure from one of the Renaissance paintings she so adored, a Botticelli Venus inexplicably dropped into the heart of the 21st century, looking perfectly at home.

When Lili saw Meghan standing in the doorway, a slow, languid, utterly contented smile spread across her face. It was a smile Meghan hadn’t seen in far too long, and it made her heart ache with a sweet, painful joy. Lili patted the space on the mattress beside her, a silent, unequivocal invitation. As Meghan moved towards the bed, feeling the cool, slightly uneven terracotta tiles under her bare feet, a grounding sensation, Lili reached for the bottle they had picked up earlier. On their winding, disoriented walk from the train station, delirious with lack of sleep and the sheer wonder of it all, they had ducked into a small, cluttered salumeria.

It had been a treasure cave of sensory delights, with cured meats hanging from the ceiling like strange fruit, massive wheels of cheese perfuming the air with their sharp, nutty scent, and shelves packed with local spirits. Overwhelmed and giddy, they had let the grizzled, smiling proprietor, a man whose face was a roadmap of a life well-lived, recommend a bottle of grappa. Now, Lili poured a small measure of the crystal-clear liquid into two tiny, delicate glasses that had been left on the bedside table.

She handed one to Meghan, their fingers brushing. The brief touch sent a spark of electricity through Meghan’s system. “Cheers,” Lili said, her voice a little husky, roughened by a day of travel and wonder and the dry airplane air. She brought the tiny glass to her lips, her green eyes sparkling with mischief and promise over its rim.

“To Rome,” Meghan whispered, the words feeling weighty and sacred, echoing their toast from that cold February night, but this time it was real. “To us.”

She brought the glass to her own lips and tipped it back, taking the spirit in a single, decisive swallow. The grappa was fire and flowers, a sharp, clean burn that blazed a trail down her throat before blooming into a surprising, expansive warmth that settled deep in her belly and radiated out to her fingertips and toes. It was potent and immediate, a shock to the system that cut through the last vestiges of her oppressive jet lag and left a heady, vibrant, sparkling feeling swirling in its wake. Meghan drank her glass in one go, the sheer intensity of it making her gasp softly, and then she let herself sink onto the bed, the mattress yielding beneath her. She rested her head on Lili’s shoulder, a familiar, comforting gesture that felt brand new in this context.

The linen of Lili’s dress was cool and smelled faintly of sunshine against her cheek, and she could feel the steady, reassuring drumbeat of Lili’s heart beneath it. She was bone-tired from a day spent walking through a constant, overwhelming sensory overload, navigating the newness of it all, but it was a good tired. An earned exhaustion, laced with the intoxicating, adrenaline-fueled thrill of arrival.

This was it. The absolute, undeniable start of their dream vacation. It felt like so much more than just a trip; it felt like a monumental step, a silent reaffirmation of the vows they’d never officially made but had lived by for years. It was a promise to keep choosing adventure, to keep choosing passion, to keep choosing each other over the easy, quiet path of least resistance. And besides all of that profound, life-altering significance, in the soft, forgiving golden light of a Roman afternoon, with the city breathing and alive and whispering all around them, Lili had never, ever looked more beautiful. The day’s sun, even the brief exposure during their walk, had coaxed a delicate, new smattering of freckles across the bridge of her nose and the high planes of her cheeks, like a celestial sprinkle of cinnamon on cream. Meghan felt an urge so powerful it was almost a physical ache, a deep, primal need to lean in and kiss every single one of them.

A different kind of energy, one that had been dormant for far too long, began to unspool inside her, coiling hot and heavy in her gut alongside the pleasant warmth of the grappa. It was a familiar, delicious feeling of raw desire, but now it was amplified, supercharged by the novelty of their surroundings, by the sheer foreignness of the bed, the room, the city. This wasn’t their apartment, with its looming to-do lists and comfortable, well-worn ruts of habit. This was a space outside of time, a sanctuary dedicated solely to pleasure and rediscovery, with no history and no expectations beyond what they created in this very moment.

With a slow, deliberate movement that felt weighted with purpose, Meghan pushed herself up. She let her gaze linger on Lili for a moment longer, memorizing the way her red hair fanned out like a fiery nebula on the white pillow, the gentle, satisfied curve of her lips, the sleepy, sensual glow in her eyes. Then, she slid off the bed, her bare feet making soft padding sounds on the tiles, and walked over to the open suitcase lying on a simple wooden luggage rack beside the antique armoire. Their clothes were still a chaotic jumble of fabric inside, a mix of sensible walking shoes and hopeful, pretty dresses packed with anticipation. Meghan reached in, her fingers rummaging with purpose beneath a pile of her own T-shirts until they found what she was looking for. The cool, smooth, familiar texture of worn leather met her touch.

She pulled out the strap-on dildo. The harness was made of soft, supple black leather, well-loved and molded perfectly to her body from years of use, its scent a faint, intimate mix of leather and their own skin. She held it up by one of the straps, letting the fleshy, remarkably realistic toy swing gently back and forth in the sun-drenched air, a pendulum marking a definitive shift in the afternoon’s lazy rhythm.

Lili’s eyes, which had been half-closed in a dreamy, post-grappa reverie, snapped open. They widened, the brilliant green irises seeming to ignite with an inner fire as she took in the sight. A slow, lovely blush crept up her neck and blossomed on her cheeks, and the corner of her mouth quirked into a shy, deeply anticipatory smile. There was no hesitation, no question in her gaze, only a clear, hungry, and absolute invitation.

Meghan didn’t say a word. She let the silence stretch out between them, thick and heavy now not with monotony, but with unspoken promises and building desire. With a soft, deliberate thud, she dropped the toy onto the pristine white duvet, a blatant offering placed between them. Then, with the fluid, predatory grace of a cat, she crawled onto the bed, her knees sinking into the soft mattress, until she was kneeling directly above Lili, her body casting a long shadow over her girlfriend’s. They stretched out on the bed, limbs and purpose tangling, a landscape of damp hair and burgeoning, electric desire.

Meghan leaned down, and their mouths met. The kiss was no longer tender or comforting, a simple greeting or farewell. It was raw, passionate, and impossibly deep. It was a kiss that tasted of grappa and months of unspoken longing and the faint, salty tang of skin after a long, exhilarating day. Meghan’s tongue plundered Lili’s mouth, a dominant, decisive exploration, a claim staked in this new, foreign territory that was already, irrevocably, becoming theirs. Lili met her ferocity with an equal, desperate fervor, her hands coming up to tangle in Meghan’s wet hair, her fingers gripping the dark strands, pulling her closer, deeper into the kiss, as if trying to absorb her whole.

Lili’s fiery hair was a silken halo fanned out in glorious disarray around her head on the white pillows. As they kissed, their mouths locked in a frantic dance, Meghan’s hands began a slow, deliberate exploration of their own. They slid from Lili’s narrow waist up the front of her simple dress, her palms smoothing over the soft, textured linen, feeling the radiating warmth of Lili’s body through the thin fabric. Her fingers traced the elegant curve of Lili’s ribs, the gentle, soft swell of her stomach, before finally arriving at their intended destination. She cupped Lili’s breasts, the light material of the dress doing little to hide their soft, full weight. She gathered them together, squeezing her cleavage through the fabric, her thumbs finding and teasing the hardening, sensitive peaks of Lili’s nipples.

A low, guttural moan rumbled deep in Lili’s throat, the vibration a tangible thing against Meghan’s lips. “Take off my panties,” Lili whispered, her voice a ragged, breathless plea against Meghan’s mouth. The words were a command and a complete surrender all at once, a transfer of power that sent a jolt of dominant, white-hot pleasure shooting straight through Meghan. She had barely uttered the last syllable before Meghan was obeying her, moving with a feverish intensity.

Meghan broke the deep kiss, pulling back just enough to look down at her utterly undone girlfriend. Lili’s eyes were glassy with arousal, her lips swollen and parted, her breathing shallow. Meghan’s hands moved with a practiced, carnal efficiency, sliding under the hem of Lili’s sky-blue dress. She hooked her fingers into the delicate elastic waistband of Lili’s simple cotton panties, pulling them down with tantalizing slowness over the gentle curve of her hips, past her pale thighs, down her long calves. She didn’t toss them aside. Instead, with a deliberateness that made Lili’s breath catch in her throat, she pushed the fabric of Lili’s skirt up to her waist, baring her completely from the navel down, exposing her to the warm Roman air.

Lili groaned, a sound of pure, unadulterated, desperate need. Her hips arched off the bed instinctively, a silent offering. She watched with a heavy-lidded, mesmerized gaze as Meghan shifted her position fluidly, lying down on her belly between Lili’s spread legs, her face hovering just inches from the beautiful, soft nest of ginger curls at the apex of Lili’s thighs. Meghan inhaled deeply, consciously, filling her senses with Lili’s unique, intimate scent—musky, sweet, entirely female, and utterly, maddeningly intoxicating. Then, she dove right in.

There was no hesitation, no tentative exploration, no subtle, gentle preamble. She knew what Lili wanted, what she craved in these moments of high passion. She always did. Meghan’s tongue, hot and wet and confident, swept directly over the heart of her, laving the sensitive, swollen hood of her clit in one broad, assured stroke. Lili loved that about Meghan—the way she took charge with such unerring instinct, the way she seemed to know Lili’s body better, sometimes, than Lili did herself.

“Fuck… yes,” Lili groaned, her voice breaking on the last word. Her fingers, which had been tangled in Meghan’s hair, now released their grip and flew to the edges of the duvet, twisting the white fabric into tight, desperate knots. “That feels…” Her voice tapered off, dissolving into a series of strained, helpless noises as Meghan continued her relentless, skillful assault.

Meghan’s hands were planted firmly on Lili’s inner thighs, holding them splayed open, granting herself full and unimpeded access to her girlfriend’s pussy. She held her there, a willing, beautiful sacrifice on the altar of pleasure. Her tongue became a tireless, relentless engine, sliding over Lili’s clit again and again, flicking, circling, pressing down with just the right amount of soul-shattering pressure. She could feel the slickness increasing exponentially with every single pass, could taste the sweet honey of Lili’s escalating arousal on her own tongue. She felt Lili’s body begin to tremble, the first tell-tale sign that she was close, so close. The muscles in her thighs quivered and danced under Meghan’s palms.

Meghan didn’t let up; she pressed her advantage. She increased the tempo, her tongue becoming a frantic, insistent blur of motion. She dipped lower for a moment, tasting the wet, swollen folds of her labia before returning with renewed focus to that single, perfect point of almost unbearable pleasure. Lili’s breath was now coming in ragged, painful-sounding pants, her whole body tensing. She was right on the precipice, teetering on the very edge of oblivion.

And then, with one final, hard, decisive flick of her tongue, Meghan sent her tumbling over.

Lili’s entire body was seized by the violent, exquisite, all-consuming force of her orgasm. A choked, strangled cry was ripped from her throat as a massive tremor shook her from head to toe. Her legs twitched and then tensed up completely, locking hard around Meghan’s head. Her back arched so high off the bed that for a moment, only her shoulders and heels were touching the mattress. Her mouth was wide open, her jaw slack, as she groaned and cried out wordlessly to the ornate, water-stained ceiling, her pure, unfiltered pleasure echoing in the sun-drenched room. The climax seemed to go on and on forever, a series of powerful, pulsing, cascading waves that left her completely and utterly undone.

Slowly, as the last powerful aftershocks subsided, Lili’s body went limp, and she collapsed back onto the bed, panting and boneless, a sheen of sweat glistening on her skin. Meghan sat up, a triumphant, carnal smile playing on her lips. Her own lips were slick with Lili’s wetness, and her dark hair, still damp from the shower, was pushed back from her face, sticking to her temples. She reached down between Lili’s still-parted legs and gently cupped her, her fingers massaging her girlfriend’s pussy. She felt the incredible wetness there, the slick, swollen sensitivity of her clit, the pulsing, residual heat at her core.

Lili convulsed in response to the light touch, a soft, helpless whimper escaping her lips. Her pussy was so exquisitely sensitive now, alive with the ghost of her recent orgasm, every nerve ending firing. It was the perfect time to give her more.

Lili watched with heavy, languid eyes, her vision still blurry and unfocused, as Meghan reached for the harness they had left on the duvet. She watched as Meghan deftly buckled the leather straps around her waist, cinching them tight against her hips, the movement both familiar and thrilling. The fleshy, life-like dildo, a deep plum color, bobbed between her thighs, a proclamation of powerful intent. It looked both alien and perfectly, beautifully natural against Meghan’s naked skin. Just as Lili was admiring the view, a new sound entered the room. She saw Meghan’s fingers move to the back of the harness, pushing a small, hidden button near the base of the dildo. A low, deep hum suddenly filled the air, a vibration that seemed to buzz right through the mattress and into Lili’s bones.

Lili realized with a fresh jolt of electric arousal what Meghan had done. She’d slipped a powerful bullet vibrator into the discreet pocket expertly sewn into the harness, positioning it perfectly so that the intense vibrations would be pressed directly against her own clit as she fucked. This wasn’t just about Lili’s pleasure anymore. This was a shared, symbiotic experience, a feedback loop of pure sensation. The very thought of Meghan feeling that intense, insistent buzzing against her own body while she was buried deep inside Lili sent another powerful wave of heat pooling between her already-aching legs.

“Get on all fours, baby,” Meghan said, her voice dropping to a low, husky command that sent a shiver of anticipation down Lili’s spine. She ran her tongue slowly over her bottom lip, her eyes dark with a possessive, delicious intent. “And lose the skirt.”

Aching for more, her body already craving the overwhelming feeling of being filled, Lili didn’t need to be told twice. She quickly wriggled out of her dress, tossing the sky-blue linen aside without a care until she was completely naked, her pale, freckled skin a stark, beautiful contrast to the crisp white duvet. With a low groan of anticipation, she moved into the new position, a picture of willing submission. Her ass was sticking high in the air as she arched her back, her full breasts brushing against the soft cotton of the bedspread. She looked back over her shoulder at Meghan, a playful, provocative glint in her eyes, and gave her hips a deliberate, taunting wiggle.

“Such a tease,” Meghan murmured, a wide, predatory smile spreading across her face. She shook her head in faux disapproval while she crawled into position behind Lili, letting her hands roam greedily across the pale, smooth skin of Lili’s ass. She traced the generous curve of her hips, the elegant dip of her spine, her fingers dancing like fire over the sensitive skin. Then, she took the dildo in her hand.

Coating the thick head with the slickness already coating her own fingers from exploring Lili, she dragged it slowly, torturously over Lili’s wetness. The sensation was electric, a jolt of pure pleasure. The cool silicone glided over her swollen, sensitive folds, and Lili whimpered, pushing her ass back, silently seeking more pressure. Meghan obliged, pushing the head of the dildo in slightly, just past her entrance, stretching her, making her feel the promise of its full width. Then she pulled it back out, the teasing motion drawing a frustrated, throaty groan from Lili.

She did this again and again, a delicious, maddening torture designed to drive them both wild. Each time, she let a little more of the dildo enter Lili’s pussy, teasing her, stretching her, preparing her for what was to come. The constant, low hum of the vibrator against Meghan’s clit was growing more insistent, sending snakes of hot, liquid pleasure up and down her own spine, making her own breath hitch in her throat. She was priming them both, building the tension to an almost unbearable, stratospheric peak.

Finally, when Lili was writhing on the bed and begging without words, her hips bucking with need, Meghan decided she’d had enough of the foreplay. With a grunt of effort and intention, she plunged the dildo into Lili’s wetness in one deep, decisive, powerful thrust, sinking it all the way to the hilt.

The quiet afternoon air was shattered by Lili’s scream. It wasn’t a scream of pain, but of overwhelming, soul-stealing pleasure that bordered on agony. She tossed her head back, her red hair whipping wildly through the air, and let out a series of sounds that were more primal than human. “Yes! Fuck, Meghan, yes!” she moaned, her voice thick and broken with ecstasy.

The room filled with a new, complex chorus of sounds. The wet, slapping noise of the silicone dildo plunging into her soaked pussy, the rhythmic creak of the old bed frame protesting their movements, the low, insistent hum of the vibrator, and the mingled, desperate, breathless moans of both women. Meghan found her rhythm immediately, her hips bucking forward and back with a powerful, steady, punishing cadence. She was fucking Lili with repeated, deep thrusts that hit a place deep inside her, a spot that made Lili’s world dissolve into nothing but pure, blinding sensation. Meghan’s own eyes rolled back in her head as she did this, the intense buzzing of the vibrator shifting and grinding against her clit with each powerful thrust. The friction was incredible, a starburst of pleasure radiating from her core with every single movement.

“Holy shit,” Meghan muttered through clenched teeth, the words a desperate prayer to the feeling that was consuming her, body and soul.

Even in her deep haze of pleasure, Lili was smiling. She could hear the distinct change in Meghan’s breathing, the way her soft, controlled moans were becoming sharper, more ragged, more uncontrolled. She knew her girlfriend was close. She knew that the vibrator was doing its magic, pushing Meghan mercilessly towards her own release.

As if on cue, Meghan’s fingers, which had been resting on Lili’s hips, dug hard into the soft flesh of her ass cheeks, her grip tightening convulsively. Her soft moans grew louder, escalating into frantic, strained cries of her own. She struggled to keep the rhythm, to keep fucking Lili even as her own orgasm slammed into her with the force of a freight train. It was all-encompassing, a white-hot tidal wave that flooded her senses and short-circuited her brain. The vibrator kept buzzing relentlessly against her impossibly sensitive clit, sending pulse after pulse of pure, unadulterated pleasure through her pussy, even after the main, shattering peak of her orgasm had subsided. She ground her hips down, burying the dildo as deep as it would go as she came, her body shuddering violently against Lili’s back.

Through the cataclysm of her own release, she never stopped moving. The dildo plunged into Lili again and again, the movements now less controlled, more spastic. Lili had fallen onto her forearms, no longer able to keep herself upright, utterly at the mercy of Meghan’s renewed, post-orgasmic energy. Her fingers clutched desperately at the blankets, her body rolling with the percussive force of each deep, driving thrust.

“Yes, Lys,” Meghan hissed, her voice raw and vibrating with the aftershocks of her climax. She used her old pet name for Lili, a name from their early days, reserved for their most intimate, tender moments. “Come for me again, baby. Show me how good it feels.”

Meghan’s words, and the use of that cherished name, were like kindling thrown onto the glowing, white-hot embers of Lili’s own pleasure. They were the final, irresistible push she needed, the explicit permission to let go completely. Her words, combined with the relentless, perfect rhythm of the dildo filling her so completely, pushed her right over the edge for a second time. The fiery feeling in her core, which had receded to a low simmer, suddenly roiled and exploded once again. Her pussy, already soaked and stretched open, clenched powerfully around the dildo as Meghan continued to fuck her right through her second, shattering orgasm.

The dildo thrusted in a steady, unyielding rhythm against her inner walls as the climax took her, milking every last drop of pleasure from her exhausted, overstimulated body. This time, Lili’s head was pressed against the bed, her face turned to the side. It gave Meghan a perfect, breathtaking, intimate view of her girlfriend’s profile: the wide, gasping mouth, the soft whimpers and groans falling from her lips, the tightly closed eyes under fluttering lids, the dark flush that covered her chest and neck. The expression of pure, unadulterated ecstasy on Lili’s face made Meghan feel needy and achy all over again, a deep, resonant thrum of possessive love and raw lust vibrating through her.

When the last tremor finally faded from Lili’s limbs, Meghan slowed her thrusts, her own energy finally spent. She gradually, gently pulled the dildo out. The air sighed out of Lili’s lungs in a long, shuddering, satisfied breath. For a long moment, they both stayed there, panting, connected only by the sounds of their labored breathing and the heavy, sex-thick air of the room.

Then, with a gentle, contented groan, Lili rolled onto her back, a sloppy, completely satisfied smile on her lips. “My turn,” she whispered, her voice barely audible, thick with pleasure.

She reached for the harness, her fingers fumbling with the buckle, her movements slow and languid. Meghan helped her, their hands brushing, their movements lazy and intimate. Once Lili had the strap-on secured around her own hips, the dildo now hers to command, she looked at Meghan, who was lying sprawled on the bed, a beautiful, ruined, well-loved mess. Lili leaned over and dipped her fingers between Meghan’s legs, discovering just how ready she was. Meghan was a sopping, glorious mess, her own arousal a testament to the sheer intensity of their shared pleasure.

Before taking her own turn with the dildo, Lili got down on her belly and settled between Meghan’s thighs. She ate her wetness for a few long, luxurious minutes, her tongue lavishing slow, adoring attention on Meghan’s already-sensitized clit, bringing her to the brink of yet another orgasm with her mouth alone, building the tension back up with exquisite care. When Meghan was writhing and begging her to stop, to continue, to do something, anything, Lili sat up, straddling her.

She positioned the head of the dildo at Meghan’s entrance and looked down at her. Meghan lay on her back, her legs draped over Lili’s thighs, completely open and vulnerable and trusting. Lili knew exactly how she liked it. She held Meghan’s legs open and sank into her with deep, slow, deliberate thrusts. There was no frantic energy this time, just a profound, centered, almost spiritual intimacy. Lili moved with a lover’s innate knowledge, pushing deep, retreating almost all the way, and then sinking back in, each movement measured and perfect, designed for maximum sensation. Each powerful, slow thrust made Meghan’s small, perfect breasts bounce in time to the unhurried rhythm, a mesmerizing sight that made Lili’s own core clench with a fresh wave of need.

“Yes!” Meghan finally cried out, her voice high and clear, a bell ringing in the quiet room. Her face twisted up with a beautiful, wrenching pleasure as she looked up at Lili, her dark eyes wide and full of trust.

Lili nodded, her gaze locked with Meghan’s, silently encouraging her orgasm, giving her permission to fly apart completely. She looked down for a moment, watching the slick, glistening dildo as it came out wet and shining each time it withdrew from Meghan’s pussy before plunging back in. The sight was incredibly, profoundly erotic. Meghan was like a puddle against the bed, completely melted and spread out, surrendering herself entirely to the feeling Lili was creating deep inside her. With a final, sharp cry that was half Lili’s name, Meghan came, her body arching up to meet Lili’s final, deepest thrust.

After Meghan’s powerful orgasm finally faded, Lili slowly withdrew. She unbuckled the harness and tossed the strap-on aside, letting it land with a soft, final thud on the terracotta floor. With a sigh that seemed to carry all the weight of their shared satisfaction, she collapsed onto the bed next to Meghan.

They lay side-by-side, a glorious, sweaty tangle of limbs, their bodies slick and now cooling in the gentle afternoon breeze. They were both panting, their chests rising and falling in a shared, exhausted unison as they sucked in big gulps of the Roman air. The room felt thick and heavy, saturated with the complex, heady scent of sex and sweat and love.

After several minutes of blissful, bone-deep, exhausted silence, it was Meghan who found the energy to move. She slid out of bed, her limbs feeling like jelly, and padded over to the second window, pushing its shutters open as well. A fresh cross-breeze immediately flowed through the room, clearing the air, carrying away the intensity and leaving a clean, peaceful calm in its place.

She returned to the bed and crawled back in, not caring that they were both sticky and wonderfully exhausted. She curled up against Lili’s side, burying her face against her girlfriend’s warm neck, inhaling the dizzying, perfect mix of her personal scent and their shared exertions. She wrapped her arms around her girlfriend and held her tight, feeling the steady beat of her heart against her cheek.

“That was…” Meghan started, then trailed off, searching for a word big enough. “…amazing,” she finally said, her voice muffled against Lili’s skin.

Lili’s smile was audible in her voice, a low, contented rumble of sound. “Agreed.” She turned her head, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to Meghan’s damp hair. “Vacation sex just hits differently, doesn’t it?”

Meghan had never thought about it in those exact words before, but as she lay there, cocooned in Lili’s arms, with the beautiful, ancient sounds of Rome drifting up from the street below, she knew it was the truest thing she had ever heard. It wasn’t just the sex, though the sex had been transcendent. It was the context. It was a rediscovery, a recalibration, a primal declaration of their love in a city built on millennia of passion and human drama. It was the perfect, explosive, life-affirming start to the rest of their lives. And it was only the first day. A whole week stretched before them, a week of rediscovery, of passion, of choosing each other, again and again.
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I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

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

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

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

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

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

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

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

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

OEBPS/image_rsrc8R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc8P.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc8M.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc8S.jpg
{
¥ { - /;
GARDENDF EDEN

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

btation Series






OEBPS/image_rsrc8U.jpg





cover.jpeg







OEBPS/image_rsrc8N.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc8T.jpg
5|
COLEEN F BRENNAN








OEBPS/image_rsrc8V.jpg





