
​His Sister’s Shy Friend

––––––––

​An Erotic Short Story

––––––––

​By Madeline Woulfie



  	
	    
	      Also by Madeline Woulfie

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          My Body, His Choice

          
        
          
	          Road Trip with Daddy’s Hot friend

          
        
          
	          Reading Between the Lines

          
        
          
	          Celebration For Two

          
        
          
	          Under the Mistletoe with Brother-in-law

          
        
          
	          His Sister's Shy Friend

          
        
          
	          The Hunk Next Door

          
        
          
	          Airport Strangers in a Storm

          
        
          
	          From Student to Secretary

          
        
          
	          An Important Office Meeting

          
        
          
	          Trapped and Tempted

          
        
          
	          The Bookworm & The Guard

          
        
          
	          Union at the Reunion

          
        
          
	          A Quiet Agreement

          
        
          
	          A February of Love: 28 (+1) Short Erotic Romance Anthology

          
        
          
	          15 Short Schoolgirl Stories : A Collection of Erotic Experiences

          
        
          
	          His Command, Her Desire : 10 Stories of Boss & Secretary Lust

          
        
          
	          When Fate Plays Matchmaker : 14+2 Erotic Meet-Cutes & Forced Proximity Stories

          
        
          
	          Work Hard, Play Harder : A 20-Story Workplace Erotica Collection

          
        
          
	          Young Temptation, Older Desire : A Collection of 18+ Agegap Stories

          
        
          
	          Between Two Lovers : 8 Erotic Threesome Short Stories

          
        
          
	          Lust Thy Neighbor : 6 Erotic Neighbor Stories

          
        
          
	          After Class Lust Lessons : 8 Teacher-Student Erotica Stories

          
        
          
	          From Trust to Temptation : 4 Family Friend Taboo Erotica Stories

          
        
          
	          Professional Heat : 8 Erotic Coworker Stories

          
        
          
	          Bridging the Years : Another Collection of 10 Agegap Stories

          
        
          
	          In Lust with In Laws : 4 In-Law Erotica Stories

          
        
          
	          Lust Across Generations : 10 Erotic Agegap Stories

          
        
          
	          10 + 1 Romance Eroticas

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Also By Madeline Woulfie

His Sister's Shy Friend

Also By Madeline Woulfie

Kevin hadn’t planned to snoop. He told himself that twice,  once when he stepped over a stray stack of sketchbooks, again when he nudged aside a leaning row of dusty frames. This little spare room Hannah called her “gallery” always felt like a garden, half-finished paintings stacked like fallen petals, color swatches taped to the walls like leaves on a well trimmed bush, among others.

He’d come with Jenny,  his sister’s idea, her bright voice chirping, ‘come help Hannah hang her new stuff, she’ll never ask for help herself.’ Kevin didn’t mind. He liked the soft hush of this place. Liked the quiet hum Hannah gave off when she talked about her brushstrokes, always half-hiding behind her hair as if hoping he won’t compare her to Bob Ross, again. 

He especially liked how her cheeks bloomed pink when he said her waterfall painting made him think of,  well, things he never said out loud. And Jenny? Jenny loved it more than anyone. She poked that pink flush on Hannah’s face like it was her favorite game, cackling when Kevin called Hannah “cute” and suggested she should show her work to more people,  maybe even him.

The full sentence had been, “You’re talented enough to get people interested in your art, and cute enough that they will be drawn to you as well. You should at least take some pictures and put them online.” Jenny only zeroed in on the cute part. 

Now Hannah was in the kitchen, probably stacking up little plates of grapes and crackers. Then she’d apologize for being “slow” in the kitchen. Jenny had flitted off somewhere, lost her purse, naturally, and begged him to help her find it. She searched for it in the living room and pointed him here. Check the gallery, Kev. Those paintings probably swallowed it whole. Her exact words.

So he did. He bent down, nudged aside a folded drop cloth near the back wall, where the room narrowed into a dusty corner. Sure enough, there was the purse,  half-buried, like it wanted to stay hidden. Couldn’t blame’m. His sister can be a bit overwhelming. Kevin grabbed the strap but paused. His thumb brushed over the cloth. It felt heavier than just fabric.

Some stupid tickle in his gut whispered maybe it wasn’t an accident. Jenny never did anything by accident ,  not when it came to poking fun, or pushing buttons, or pushing him. Maybe this was her idea of a nudge. But, a nudge at what?

Without thinking, Kevin pulled the cloth back. What he found made his throat tighten, heartbeat kicking harder than he’d admit if Jenny asked later.

Behind the neat row of landscapes and tame bees-and-flowers stuff, tucked flat against the wall, was a canvas bigger than the rest, turned backward, as if to hide its face from daylight. He reached for it before he could second-guess himself.

His fingers itched when they brushed the edge. Something about the secrecy, about Hannah hiding it right under their noses, made heat curl low in his stomach. The purse could wait.

Kevin tugged the cloth all the way back, and the first thing that hit him was color, warm, rich oils catching the low light, pulling his eyes to the shape before his brain caught up. Flesh tones. Shadows. The curve of a shoulder, the careful slope of a jaw.

His jaw.

He froze, mouth half open, as he stared at Hannah’s hidden gem. There it was, there he was. Half-naked, twisted at the waist like he’d just turned to look back over his shoulder. Muscles sketched out in careful strokes he’d never have imagined Hannah’s shy hands painting. What else of his had that girl imagined? 

His mind scrambled for the memory... and found it. Last summer. A quick weekend at the beach. Sunburn peeling from his shoulders, Hannah sitting cross-legged on a towel, sketchbook balanced on her knees. He’d joked she was drawing seagulls. Guess not.

He swallowed, the room suddenly too warm for January. He could almost feel Hannah’s eyes now, the way they lingered when she thought he wasn’t looking. The puzzle pieces clicked in one hard snap: Jenny’s teasing, the soft flush on Hannah’s cheeks, the way she always hid her “private” canvases when he asked to see more.

His fingers drifted lower, brushing the edge of the frame, and something crinkled. Paper, folded small, tucked behind like a half-lost bookmark. Kevin pulled it free, brain screaming at him to put it back, don’t read it, but his eyes caught the familiar curve of Hannah’s handwriting and he couldn’t look away. It was a poem.

In the quiet of my dreams, I dare to tread,

A path of desire, in my heart, it's spread.

Upon his bed, where secrets whisper low,

A fantasy unfolds, in hues of crimson glow.

His room, a sanctuary, where my thoughts take flight,

To be with him, in the softest moonlight.

Lean and muscular, a sight so divine,

A crush that's burned, for years, like fine wine.

Helpless and bound, my wrists in cuffs so tight,

A surrender to the passion, in the stillness of the night.

Doggy style, a position raw and free,

A dance of love, just him and me.

His touch, a spark, that sets my soul alight,

In the darkness, we merge, two bodies in flight.

The sheets beneath us, tangled in our heat,

A rhythm so intense, our hearts skip a beat.

Oh, to be taken, in such a primal way,

On his bed, where dreams and reality sway.

A shy girl's fantasy, a secret long held dear,

To be with him, in love, without any fear.

In the quiet of my dreams, I dare to tread,

A path of desire, in my heart, it's spread.

Upon his bed, where secrets whisper low,

A fantasy unfolds, in hues of crimson glow.

He read it twice. The first time too fast to catch every word, the second time so slow he felt the heat creep all the way up his neck. Words that didn’t belong to the soft spoken girl who painted birds and bees and waterfalls. Or maybe that was her way of hinting what her mind won’t allow to be explicit. 

Words that said cuffed, fantasy, desire, and implied her wanting to be helpless, taken from behind. By him. Words that painted her to have a far kinkier side he was unaware of. 

Words that felt like they belonged to an explicit fan fiction of a famous character, only this time, he was that character. He saw it as clearly as the oils did, the firm lines of his arms pinning hers down, the soft desperate plea her heart wanted to feel but could only come out through her neat handwriting.

Kevin’s breath left him in a quiet rush. The canvas. The secret photo. The way his sister’s voice always carried that smug edge when she nudged Hannah to show him more. Jenny’s laugh when Hannah stammered at the word cute. This... all of this... was a set-up.

He almost wanted to laugh. Of course, his sister was the evil genius behind this. She knew him too well. She knew Hannah too well. And now here he was, standing in the middle of a cluttered spare room, holding a confession that’s too obvious for him to ignore, and too vague for him to just confront Hannah. Thankfully, the painting existed to help his case. He’d never have believed everything if he hadn’t read it himself.

And in the kitchen, Hannah had no clue he’d just seen every hidden corner of her sweet, secret little crush. The raw version she’d never dared to say out loud. Yet.

Kevin’s hand tightened around the edge of the paper, the oil paint catching the light like a photograph. Jenny was going to pay for this. But first... first, he had to figure out how not to grin like an idiot when he saw Hannah again. He already thought she was a cute girl, the kind that movies would show all dolled up to later on in the story to show how beautiful she can be. 

He kept thinking about Hannah, the girl he’d met through his sister. The girl who blushed when he hugged her back when she aced her exams. The girl who he wanted to hug right now, if not more. If only he could think of a way to tell her that the feelings, while new, were very much on their way to be mutual. The more he thought, the closer they got. 

Kevin barely had time to shove the note back behind the frame before footsteps skidded on the old floorboards. He turned, heat still burning his ears, just in time to see Hannah stop dead in the doorway, mouth parting, eyes wide enough he almost thought she might faint on the spot.

She looked from his hand to the half-hidden painting, then back to his face, her blush so fierce it nearly matched the streaks of crimson she used for the shadows in his hair. She opened her mouth, but nothing came out. Nothing but a tiny squeak.

Behind her, Jenny appeared, breezed in like a summer storm. She slapped a hand to her chest, gasping so loud Kevin almost rolled his eyes on reflex. 

“Oh my god, Hannah!” she squealed, voice pitched to carry down the block if she wanted it to. “I had no idea I’d find my dear brother ogling himself in your most private little corner.”

Kevin tried to clear his throat, words stuck halfway between It’s just a painting and Jenny, I swear to God... 

In the end, it didn’t matter. Unlike his voice, his sister was working over time, her voice and body in full showtime mode.

She stepped around Hannah, leaned in close enough to fake-inspect the canvas. One finger wagged in Kevin’s face. “No way, that's not just a painting,” she said, grinning wickedly. “That’s a whole high-def nude. You know what that tells me, Kevin? Either you pulled out a tripod and gave your phone a private show at the beach, ” she flicked her gaze to Hannah, who looked like she was silently praying for the sweet release of death, eyes darting
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