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The Babysitter’s Fantasies

The hum of the Pattersons’ refrigerator was the only sound in the otherwise silent house, a low, steady drone that had become the soundtrack to Cassie’s secret education. This was her first time sitting for them, a little over two weeks ago. She’d gotten the job through a neighborhood referral board, a quick and easy way to make cash for the summer travel fund she was meticulously building. The Pattersons had seemed nice enough during the brief interview. Gail was warm and bubbly, her smile lighting up her whole face. Arnold was quieter, more reserved, but his eyes held a friendly spark, and the way they crinkled at the corners when he smiled at his wife sent a strange, unfamiliar flutter through Cassie’s stomach.

They had two kids: four-year-old Joey, a whirlwind of energy who was now blissfully asleep upstairs, and six-month-old Maya, who was gurgling softly in a bassinet next to the living room couch. The house was immaculate, with the kind of casual, expensive elegance Cassie only saw in magazines. Everything smelled faintly of lemon polish and something else… something clean and masculine she later identified as Arnold’s soap.

After the kids were down, boredom had set in with a vengeance. She’d finished her homework, scrolled through all her social media feeds twice, and was now just staring at the abstract art on the walls, feeling the minutes crawl by. Then she remembered what Arnold had said as they were leaving.

“Hey, Cassie, if you get a spare second, would you mind having a look at the desktop in my office? It’s been acting sluggish, and I know you’re a whiz with this stuff. Gail told me you build your own computers.”

A whiz was an overstatement. Cassie was a self-taught geek, a product of endless hours on forums and YouTube tutorials. She preferred the clean logic of code and hardware to the messy, unpredictable drama of high school social circles. But sluggish? That she could handle.

The office was on the first floor, just off the living room. It was a masculine space, dominated by a large mahogany desk and shelves filled with law books and what looked like sailing trophies. The air was thick with his scent—that clean soap, mixed with the rich smell of leather from his chair and a faint, spicy tang of aftershave. She sat down, her fingers tracing the worn grain of the desk, and a strange thrill shot through her. She was in his space. His private world.

She booted up the computer. It was indeed sluggish. A quick diagnostic revealed the usual culprits: too many startup programs, a fragmented hard drive, and a registry crying out for a cleanup. It was amateur stuff, easily fixed. As the defragmenter program churned away, a blue bar slowly crawling across the screen, her curiosity got the better of her. His files were right there. It would be wrong to look. A complete invasion of privacy. But the pull was irresistible.

She started innocently enough, clicking on the ‘Documents’ folder. It was mostly work files, boring legal briefs, and spreadsheets. Then she clicked on ‘Pictures’. There were vacation photos—the Pattersons on a beach, tan and smiling; Joey’s birthday parties; pictures of Maya as a newborn. They looked like the perfect, happy family. It made her feel a little guilty, a voyeur peeking into their lives.

She was about to close the folder when her eyes caught a strangely named subfolder: ‘Projects_Backup’. It seemed out of place among folders labeled ‘Family Vacation 2022’ and ‘Joey’s School Pictures’. Her heart gave a little thump. This was it. This was the line. Cross it, and she was no longer just a curious babysitter. Her hand trembled as the cursor hovered over the folder. Just a quick peek, she told herself. It’s probably just more work stuff.

She double-clicked.

The folder contained more subfolders, which were named only with dates. And inside those folders were video files. Dozens of them. Her breath hitched. The file names were cryptic, just strings of numbers. She clicked on one from a few years ago. A media player popped up. The screen was dark for a moment, and then… it wasn’t work stuff.

It was them. Arnold and Gail. In their bedroom, the one just upstairs from where she was sitting. The light was dim, but there was no mistaking them. Arnold was kneeling on the bed, and Gail was… Gail was on her knees in front of him, her mouth closing around his thick, hard cock.

Cassie’s entire body went rigid. A wave of heat washed over her, so intense it made her dizzy. This wasn’t porn. This wasn’t the grainy, impersonal, often ridiculous stuff she’d stumbled across online. This was real. These were people she knew. The friendly woman who had shown her where the snacks were. The handsome man whose smile made her stomach flutter.

She slammed the laptop shut, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. Her face was on fire. She stood up, paced the small office, her mind reeling. She should delete her browser history, finish the cleanup, and pretend she’d never seen it. That was the right thing to do. The only thing to do.

But the image was burned into her mind. The look on Gail’s face was a mixture of reverence and hunger. The way Arnold’s hand was tangled in her hair. The sheer, raw intimacy of it.

After a few frantic minutes, her breathing slowed. The panic subsided, replaced by a different feeling. A deep, thrumming, undeniable curiosity. She sank back into the leather chair, the cool material a shock against her heated skin. She slowly opened the laptop again. The video was still paused. Her hand, moving as if with a will of its own, reached for the USB drive she kept on her keychain for schoolwork. It was 32 gigabytes. Plenty of space.

She found the main folder again, ‘Projects_Backup’. She highlighted it, her finger hovering over the drag-and-drop command. It was a terrible idea. A crazy, reckless, stupid idea.

She did it anyway.

The transfer took ten agonizing minutes. Every creak of the old house, every sigh from the baby monitor, sent a jolt of pure adrenaline through her. When the progress bar finally hit 100%, she ejected the drive, shoved it deep into her pocket, and then meticulously cleared every trace of her activity. She finished the computer cleanup, shut it down, and went back to the living room, her body trembling.

For the rest of the night, the USB drive felt like a hot coal in her pocket. When the Pattersons came home, she could barely meet their eyes, convinced her guilt was written all over her face. But they were just as they’d been before, smiling and relaxed. Gail paid her, adding a generous tip. “Arnold said the computer is running like a dream,” she’d said. “Thanks so much, Cassie. You’re a lifesaver.”

That night, in the privacy of her own bedroom, she plugged the drive into her laptop. She watched the first video again, then another, and another. She watched until the sun started to streak the sky with pale pink and grey. It was a revelation. A masterclass in sensuality she never knew she needed. In the two weeks since, she had babysat for them four more times, each time hoping for another “computer problem,” another chance to plunder the digital hoard. Each time, she’d found something new. Last time, it was a folder of pictures, hundreds of them, documenting their entire sexual history. She’d transferred every single one.

She now possessed a secret, intimate library of the Pattersons. She knew the curve of Gail’s back, the way her head was thrown back in pleasure, the precise pitch of her moans. She knew the hard lines of Arnold’s body, the way a vein pulsed in his bicep when he was close to coming, the deep, guttural sounds he made in the back of his throat.

She had been a geek in school, awkward and bookish, more comfortable with a soldering iron than a boy’s hand on her waist. She’d fooled around a bit over the past year, some clumsy fumbling in the back of a car, a few heated make-out sessions that left her frustrated and unfulfilled. She was still a virgin, a fact that was starting to feel less like a choice and more like a technicality she just hadn’t gotten around to resolving. Her knowledge of sex was theoretical, cobbled together from the hit-or-miss world of internet porn and the sanitized diagrams of health class.

These videos were different. They were a textbook, and Arnold and Gail were her professors. From Arnold—God, just the thought of him was enough to make her shift in her seat—she learned about raw, masculine desire. He was objectively handsome, with the kind of classic, chiseled features that belonged on a movie screen. But it was more than that. It was the confidence in his touch, the possessive look in his eyes when he watched his wife, the uninhibited way he surrendered to his own pleasure. One video, apparently filmed by Gail, was just him. Him and his hand. He’d brought himself to a shuddering, explosive climax right before the camera. Cassie had watched it so many times she had memorized the rhythm of his breathing, the tightening of his jaw, the exact moment his hips would begin to buck. She’d timed her own release to his, a ghostly, pathetic attempt to feel connected to him, her orgasm chasing the ghost of his on the screen.

From Gail, she learned the art of self-pleasure. She watched the way Gail’s fingers moved over her own body, with a knowledge and reverence Cassie had never thought to apply to herself. Mimicking Gail’s slow, deliberate strokes, the way she teased and explored, had unlocked new strata of ecstasy for Cassie, breathtaking new peaks she’d never known existed. And in watching Gail, please Arnold, she learned what he liked. She learned how he liked his balls cupped, the way he groaned when Gail scraped her teeth ever so lightly over the head of his cock, the specific, circling motion of her hips that would drive him over the edge.

She would lie in her bed, her laptop glowing in the dark, and imagine it was her. Her body under his. His cock fills her. She’d rub herself raw, panting into her pillow, screaming his name in her head, pretending it was his hand between her legs, his voice whispering the dirty things he whispered to Gail.

Now, as she strolled the familiar block to their house, her mind was a highlight reel of his best moments. The low winter sun cast long shadows across the pavement, but the late January air was unseasonably mild, a soft, humid kiss that was characteristic of the Virginia coast. It had emboldened her. As she’d gotten dressed, her excitement had coiled tight and hot in her belly. She’d chosen her outfit with the precision of a battle plan. A simple, knee-length knit dress in a soft grey, innocent on its own. But over it, she’d pulled a tight, burgundy sweater. It was a size too small, a deliberate choice, hugging the soft swell of her breasts, pushing them up and together, creating a cleavage that wasn’t normally there. It was a declaration.

The final, riskiest move had been the decision to go without underwear. As she walked, the cool air slipped beneath the hem of her dress, a phantom touch caressing the insides of her thighs, whispering against her bare skin. The sensation was exquisite, a constant, thrilling reminder of her own daring.

Her backpack was slung over one shoulder, the familiar weight of her laptop nestled inside. She’d also packed a change of clothes—a practical measure in case of a baby-related spill—and a soft pair of pajama shorts and a tank top, just in case. The ‘just in case’ was a fantasy in itself. She pictured Gail, wine-flushed and happy at the end of the night, saying, “It’s so late, Cassie, why don’t you just stay over in the guest room?” And then, hours later, the creak of a floorboard. A shadow in the doorway. Arnold, drawn to her room, unable to resist. He would take her, right there in the guest bed, a silent, secret claiming.

The fantasy was so vivid, so immediate, that a fresh wave of wetness bloomed between her legs, slick and hot. She instinctively squeezed her thighs together as she walked, the friction of the movement creating a delicious, tingling pulse right at her core. Wow, she thought, a small, giddy smile touching her lips. I’m not even at the house and I’m already soaked.

She reached their manicured lawn and walked up the stone pathway to the familiar dark green door. She took a deep breath, trying to compose herself, to rearrange her face from one of raw lust into one of pleasant, reliable competence. She raised her hand and knocked.

“Hello, Cassie.”

The voice was directly behind her, a low, masculine rumble that vibrated right through her. She jumped, a startled gasp escaping her lips, and instinctively shifted her weight, the slickness between her legs making the movement feel illicit. A large, warm hand landed on her shoulder to steady her, and the contact was like a bolt of lightning, shooting straight from her shoulder down to her toes. Arnold.

He walked around her, a gentle smile on his face. “Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“It’s okay, Mr. Patterson,” she stammered, her heart doing a frantic tap-dance against her ribs. “I just… I expected someone to come from the door. I wasn’t ready to be jumped from behind.” Oh god, please, jump me from behind. Pin me against this door and take me right here on the porch, her brain screamed, a traitorous, howling inner monologue. Her eyes did a quick, hungry sweep of his body. He was dressed down in grey sweatpants and a faded college sweatshirt, his hair slightly damp and mussed. He was impossibly, unfairly hot. The soft cotton of the sweatpants did little to hide the thick, heavy promise of what lay beneath.

“Well, you need to work on your situational awareness,” he said, his smile widening, completely oblivious to the meltdown she was having. “I could have had you restrained and in my control in seconds.”

A jolt, sharp and electric, lanced through her. If only, she thought, the fantasy blooming instantly in her mind: his hands pinning her wrists behind her back, his hard body pressing her against the rough brick of the house, his mouth coming down on hers. “I called to you from the side yard,” he continued. “I thought you heard me. Must be daydreaming.”

Dreaming of you restraining me and having complete control of me, right now. “I guess,” she managed, forcing a small, self-deprecating laugh. “I was working on a computer problem in my head.” It was the most believable lie she could come up with.

He chuckled and unlocked the door, holding it open for her. “Speaking of computer stuff, take a look at my laptop in my office if you would. I’ve been having issues accessing different files. Not sure if it’s a networking thing or some new security software Gail installed. It’s been a real pain.”

“Will do, sir,” she said, her voice breathier than she intended. The thought of getting her hands on his laptop again sent another wave of heat through her. Another chance.

“As before, I’ll pay you extra for the tech support,” he said, turning to face her in the entryway. “And Cassie, knock off the ‘Mr. Patterson’ and the ‘sir’ shit. It makes me feel ancient. Call me Arnold.”

“I know, it just… it takes some getting used to. My parents raised me to be polite.” It was true, but it was also a shield. Calling him Arnold felt too intimate, too familiar. It felt dangerous.

“Well, they did a good job. But I insist.” He craned his neck and called up the curving staircase. “Joey, where are you, little man?”

A voice drifted down from the second floor, melodic and female. “He’s up here with me, dear!” Gail.

“Okay, Cassie is here!” Arnold called back.

“Oh, she’s early, perfect! Send her up here!”

Arnold turned back to Cassie with a theatrical flourish, a grin playing on his lips. “Her Majesty would like you to join her in the bedroom.” He made an exaggerated, sweeping gesture with his arm, pointing toward the stairs.

The casual invitation sent a thrill through her. Their bedroom. The stage for so many of her fantasies. “Why, thank you, kind sir,” she replied, playing along, giving him a slight curtsy. It was a silly, playful moment, but it felt charged with a strange energy.

She headed up the stairs, her hand trailing along the polished wood of the banister. Each step felt momentous. She reached the landing and paused at the open door to the master bedroom. The room was spacious and airy, with large windows overlooking the backyard. And there, in the middle of the enormous king-sized bed, fast asleep amidst a sea of pillows and a fluffy duvet, was Joey. On the floor nearby, Maya was content in a bouncy chair, her tiny legs kicking rhythmically.

And at a mirrored vanity table across the room sat Gail, wrapped in a single, plush white towel, her dark hair damp and turbaned in another.

“He fell asleep as I was running the hair dryer. Can you believe that?” Gail said, her voice a low, amused murmur. She met Cassie’s eyes in the reflection of the vanity mirror. “The loudest noise in the house, and my son falls right to sleep. I swear, males can fall asleep anywhere. Arnold’s the same way. He could sleep through a hurricane.”

“Hi, Mrs…” Cassie started, then stopped herself as Gail’s eyes narrowed playfully in the mirror. “Hi, Gail,” she corrected, a warm smile spreading across her face.

“Thank you,” Gail beamed. “Every time you say ‘Mrs. Patterson,’ I feel another wrinkle appear somewhere. I’m so glad you’re here. I’m having a fashion crisis. Help me pick out an outfit.”

She stood up and led Cassie toward a massive walk-in closet, the doors of which stood open, revealing a meticulously organized collection of clothes. Two dresses were hanging on velvet hangers from the closet door. Then, with a casualness that still shocked Cassie every time, Gail reached up, untucked the towel, and let it fall to the floor. She stood there for a moment, completely and gloriously naked, as she reached for the first dress.

This wasn’t the first time. Gail moved with an unselfconscious grace, utterly at home in her own skin. Cassie tried not to stare, but it was impossible. She took in the sight of Gail’s body, the full, heavy breasts with their dark, prominent nipples, the gentle curve of her stomach, and the perfectly smooth, hairless mound between her legs. That last detail always gave Cassie pause. Ever since she’d first seen Gail naked in the videos, she’d been locked in an internal debate about her own body. She’d always just let her pubic hair be, but now she’d taken to trimming it back, maintaining a neat, blond fuzz. Seeing Gail’s complete baldness made her wonder if she should go all the way.

Her mind snapped back to the present as Gail struggled to pull the first dress, a slinky black number, over her head. Cassie stepped forward automatically. “Here, let me help.” She helped guide the fabric over Gail’s shoulders and smooth it down her back. When it was on, Gail looked incredible, as she always did. But the mood seemed off.

“Yeah, let’s try the other one,” Gail said, already peeling the dress off with a single, fluid motion. “It’s always easier to get things off than on. Of course,” she added with a throaty laugh, “that applies to more than just dresses.”

She stood naked in front of the full-length mirror inside the closet door, pausing to study her own reflection. Her eyes met Cassie’s in the glass. “That is a lovely sweater you’re wearing, by the way. It really accentuates your… assets. I bet you turn all the boys’ heads in that.”

The compliment sent a flush of heat to Cassie’s cheeks. “A couple,” she mumbled, feeling suddenly shy.

“Any special boy in your life? Anyone you’ve got your eye on?”

Your husband, the thought screamed in her mind, loud and desperate. “No,” she said, forcing a casual tone. “I’m too busy for boys. Trying to make money so I can travel this summer, remember?”

“Ooooh, yes. Travel,” Gail sighed, her expression turning dreamy. Her one hand came up to casually cup her own breast, her thumb stroking back and forth over her nipple through the air. Her other hand drifted down, her fingers sliding along the smooth, bare skin of her mons. “You know what you should do? Find yourself a gorgeous boy from some exotic location, some Italian with dark eyes, or a Frenchman who whispers poetry to you, and you fuck him like there is no tomorrow. I remember this one boy I met on vacation in Florida, years before I met Arnold. Lord, I think I spent half the vacation with my legs wrapped around his head.”

Cassie’s mouth went dry. Gail was practically putting on a show, her eyes glazed over with the memory, her body responding to the thought. Cassie felt a vicarious thrill, watching her.

“You make sure you find a good one,” Gail continued, her voice breathy, her eyes locking with Cassie’s in the mirror again. “One with a nice, fat cock to please you properly.” She smiled, a slow, knowing, woman-to-woman smile.

Cassie felt emboldened, caught up in the confessional atmosphere. “Well, if I find the right one, I’ll let him take my virginity.”

Gail’s eyebrows shot up in genuine surprise. “Oh, my goodness. A pretty young thing like you, still a virgin? Well, honey, you hold onto that precious gift until you find someone who truly deserves it. You make sure it’s the best-looking one, the one who makes your stomach do flips. And you make sure he treats you like a queen. Get an older boy, someone who knows what he’s doing. When you’re ready, you tell him he’d better make it special. Make him spend some money on a nice hotel, buy you champagne. You take your time, you find that special boy, and you enjoy every single second of it.” She punctuated her advice by finally reaching for the second dress.

I’ve already found a special boy, Cassie thought, her heart aching. He is older, and he has a very nice, very fat cock. He’s remarkable. He’s your husband. Now I just have to figure out how to make him mine.

“Yes,” she replied, her voice soft. “I just haven’t found someone I want to do it with yet. I was almost ready with the last boy I dated, this guy on the football team. But he couldn’t wait and slept with one of the cheerleaders.”

“Well, you got lucky then. He sounds like a jerk,” Gail said, zipping up the second dress. “What do you think of this one?”

This dress was fire. It was a deep, vibrant red that clung to every curve, the color a stunning contrast against her tanned skin and dark hair. The neckline plunged daringly. “That is the one,” Cassie said with genuine conviction. “It looks incredible with your skin and your hair. Something about it just… pops.”

“I agree. This is the one.” Gail did a slow turn, admiring herself. “Okay, final question. Panties, or no panties?”

The question hung in the air, electric. Cassie was acutely aware of her own nakedness under her simple dress. “Well,” she began, a mischievous smile playing on her lips, “he didn’t get to take advantage of your commando status last time you went out. Maybe you should try again tonight.” She was referencing a detail from one of the videos, a night where Gail had confessed to the camera she wasn’t wearing any underwear, only for them to get home too tired to do anything.

Gail laughed, a delighted, wicked sound. “That sounds exactly right,” she said, her eyes sparkling. Just then, a little noise came from the bed. They both turned to see Joey sitting up, rubbing his eyes.

“Hello, sunshine,” Cassie said, her babysitter mode kicking in effortlessly. She walked over to the bed and reached out her arms. He tumbled into them, giving her a sleepy hug. “I’ll take him and Maya downstairs and let you finish getting ready.” She scooped up the baby from her bouncy chair, settling her on her other hip, and headed back downstairs, a child on each side.

Downstairs, the living room had been transformed into a makeshift gym. Arnold was in the middle of the floor, cycling through a brisk workout: push-ups, then mountain climbers, his knees driving toward his chest in a blur of motion, then explosive jumping jacks. He was shirtless now, his back and shoulders slick with a fine sheen of sweat. As Cassie watched, she saw the muscles in his back bunch and release, a beautiful, hypnotic rhythm.

Seeing Cassie, Joey scrambled down from her hip and ran to join his daddy, mimicking his push-ups with adorable, clumsy enthusiasm. Cassie took a seat on the couch, settling Maya in her lap, and just watched them, trying to bank the fire of her lust under a cool facade of polite amusement. The sight of him, powerful and glistening, was almost too much to bear.

After a few more minutes, he finished his set, ruffling Joey’s hair. “Alright, champ, that’s enough. I’m heading up to get ready,” he said, breathing a little heavily. He grabbed a towel from the back of a chair and wiped his face and chest as he walked toward the stairs, his sweatpants hanging low on his hips. He was going up just as Gail was coming down, looking like a movie star in her red dress.

“I’m jumping in the shower,” Cassie heard him say as they passed on the stairs. She saw Gail place a hand on his chest, whisper something in his ear that made him grin, and then continue on her way down.

The shower.

Oh, goodness. An image flared in Cassie’s mind: the steam-filled bathroom, water sluicing over his hard, muscular body. How could she get up those stairs? What excuse could she possibly contrive to catch a glimpse of him, to see him in the flesh the way she’d seen him a hundred times on her screen?

Gail joined her on the couch, and they chatted while Arnold was upstairs. Gail gave her more advice about men and relationships, telling her not to rush into anything. “The first time should be magical, Cassie. It’s more enjoyable, more a part of you, if it’s with someone you genuinely like and connect with.” She spoke again of the boy in Florida, and this time Cassie could see the real, uncomplicated joy in her eyes as she revisited the memory. It was a sweet, fond moment from her past, and for a second, Cassie felt a pang of guilt for the sordid, secret fantasies she was harboring about Gail’s husband.

Twenty minutes later, the guilt evaporated as Arnold came down the stairs. He was dressed to kill. He wore a perfectly tailored dark grey suit, a crisp white shirt unbuttoned at the collar, and no tie. His hair was damp and styled, and he smelled incredible, a cloud of that spicy, masculine scent that made Cassie’s knees feel weak.

“It’s simply not fair that it takes us hours to get ready, and it takes them mere minutes to look that good,” Gail lamented, though her eyes were devouring her husband.

“I disagree,” Arnold said, his voice a low purr. He walked over and kissed the top of Gail’s head. “You looked good before you even started. I only look good after twenty minutes of work. If I went for another twenty hours, I could never look as good as you did when you first woke up this morning.”

“Flattery does not make it fair. But thank you,” she smiled, mollified.

“Besides,” he added, a roguish glint in his eye, “I cut corners. My suit was already picked out, I only have a few pairs of shoes to choose from, and I skipped the underwear, so I had a distinct advantage.” He smiled and shot a quick, conspiratorial wink at Gail.

“Well, that’s cheating,” Gail replied, her voice dropping an octave. “But it’s also very sexy, so I’ll let it slide.” She turned and gave Cassie a tiny wink of her own, a silent acknowledgment of their earlier conversation, and then headed for the door. Arnold fell in line behind her, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back. They gave a final wave, and then they were gone.

The click of the door latch echoed in the sudden silence.

The next few hours were a domestic blur. Cassie played with the kids, building towering block structures with Joey until his energy finally flagged. Maya took a bottle and went down for a nap. Joey wanted to stay up, stubbornly fighting sleep, but he finally succumbed while trying to place one last block on his masterpiece, his head slumping forward onto the colorful pile. It was the cutest thing she’d ever seen. She snapped a picture with her phone and sent it to Gail’s cell with the caption, ‘The architect is all tuckered out.’

She gently scooped him up, his small body warm and limp with sleep, and carried him upstairs to his bedroom. After laying him down and tucking him in, she stood in the hallway, her heart starting to beat a little faster. The house was quiet. The children were asleep. It was time.

She crept to Arnold’s office. The moment she stepped inside and closed the door behind her, his scent enveloped her. She sat down in his large leather desk chair, the one he’d been sitting in just this morning. The leather was cool against the back of her legs. She took a deep, shuddering breath, inhaling the combined aroma of leather and his cologne. A familiar tingle sparked low in her belly, and she instinctively clenched her legs together.

She booted up his laptop. The fix was more complex than she’d anticipated. It seemed to be a conflict between a new, overly aggressive security suite and the home network’s firewall settings. It took her a solid twenty minutes of tinkering in system registries and permissions menus to isolate the problem. She was in her element here, the logical flow of commands and diagnostics a soothing balm to her otherwise chaotic thoughts. She made the necessary changes, carefully documented her steps in a text file on the desktop in case he had questions, and then rebooted the system. Everything worked perfectly. Another successful computer fix.

But her work wasn’t done.

She checked some other settings on the laptop, her mind racing. Then, an idea, slick and brilliant, slid into her thoughts. She didn’t just search for a folder name this time. She opened the command prompt, the little black box with the blinking cursor that always made her feel like a real hacker. She ran a system-wide search for all video files larger than one gigabyte created in the last month.

In a matter of moments, a list populated the screen. And there, hidden in a temporary system directory with a nonsensical alphanumeric name, was another folder. The mother lode. Her breath caught in her throat. She ran downstairs on silent feet, her heart pounding, and grabbed two large-capacity thumb drives from her backpack. Back up in the office in a flash, she felt a tremor of excitement run through her hands as she plugged them in. With a few swift clicks, she was copying a whole new stash of Patterson porn. The progress bar crawled across the screen, each percentage point a tiny victory.

While the files were copying, she couldn’t sit still. The energy in her was too much, a wild, humming current. She walked on silent, socked feet to their bedroom. The door was ajar. She pushed it open and slipped inside. The room was dark, save for the moonlight filtering through the windows. She saw the sweatshirt Arnold had been wearing for his workout, tossed in a heap on a chair. She crept over, picked it up, and buried her face in it. His scent, raw and potent, filled her nostrils with sweat, musk, and his own unique chemistry. It was intoxicating. The T-shirt he’d worn under it was lying on top of the pile. She grabbed that too. It was still faintly damp. Her legs went weak, and the dampness between her own legs intensified, a slow, warm trickle threatening to escape down her thigh.

Her eyes scanned the room, landing on the nightstand on Gail’s side. A flicker of a memory, from a video she’d watched a dozen times, flashed through her mind: Gail, laughing, pulling a sleek, red vibrator from that very drawer. Her body moved before her mind could object. She walked over to the nightstand, her hand shaking as she pulled the small, silver knob.

The drawer slid open silently. And there they were. A small collection of adult toys, nestled amongst sleep masks and bottles of scented lotion. Her eyes immediately locked on the red one from the video. Without a second thought, she picked it up. It felt smooth and heavy in her hand. She also grabbed a bottle of lube she saw tucked in the back. Her gaze fell on their large, unmade bed, the sheets still rumpled from their sleep. The thought of climbing into it, of defiling their sacred space, was both thrilling and terrifying. She shook her head. Too risky.

She headed back downstairs, clutching her treasures. On the way, she stopped at the hall closet and grabbed two thick, fluffy bath towels.

In the living room, a large, square ottoman sat in front of the couch. It was oversized, upholstered in a soft, durable fabric, more than big enough. She spread the towels over it, creating a makeshift bed. Then, she stripped off her dress and her sweater, her movements quick and desperate. She pulled Arnold’s damp sweatshirt over her head, the fabric cool against her skin, his scent enveloping her. She draped his T-shirt over her face, lying back on the towels, inhaling his essence with every breath. Her own clothes sat in a heap on the couch next to her.

She pulled up the first file from her newly copied treasure. It was recent. Very recent. On the screen, Arnold was slowly, methodically stripping Gail’s clothes from her body. As his hands roamed his wife’s curves, Cassie’s own fingers slid down her belly, tracing patterns on her skin. She ran her fingers through the soft blond fuzz of her pubic hair. On the screen, Gail’s bare, shaved pussy was exposed to the camera’s unblinking eye. The debate raged again in Cassie’s mind. Should she?

Her finger slipped lower, past her hood and into the slick wetness below. She swirled it around, feeling the tacky, copious mess that had been building for hours. Her pubes were slick with her own juices, each hair a tiny conductor of sensation. Her finger felt so good as it slogged through her sticky, swollen folds. She slid one finger just inside herself, then pulled it back up, glazing over her exposed clit, sending a cascade of shivers dancing across her skin. She brought her finger to her lips, her eyes locked on the image of Arnold on the screen. Seductively, slowly, she licked her own glistening juices from her finger. She sucked on it gently, like it was a lollipop, like it was a cock. The tangy, female taste of her own arousal filled her mouth, a potent reward.

She reached for the lube bottle. She squirted a generous dollop onto her fingers and slid them back down into her wetness. Goosebumps erupted across her flesh as the cool gel made contact with her heated, sensitive labia. The lube acted as an accelerant, allowing her fingers to skate and glide effortlessly around her folds. The heightened sensation immediately started a deep, coiling tension in her muscles. A warmth bloomed in her lower belly, spreading outward like a rising tide. Oh fuck. She was already so close.

On the screen, Arnold was now inside Gail, his muscular hips pumping, his sweet, thick cock sliding in and out of her. Cassie’s fingers began to mimic the rhythm, pumping in and out of her own tender, tight vagina. With the aid of the lube, she could now fit three fingers inside herself, filling the empty space. Her inner muscles clenched and tightened, gripping her penetrating digits, sending rockets of pure pleasure shooting through her body. Her other hand found her breast, squeezed it hard, and then pinched the nipple, lighting up a new network of delight that cascaded through her.

She was so close. The tension was a high-frequency wire humming inside her. Her fingers pumped faster, deeper, while the thumb of the same hand found her clit. She used her fingers to spread her flesh, exposing the swollen, hypersensitive nub. Her lubed fingers stroked it directly while her other hand pushed her fingers deeper inside.

The tension peaked as she rubbed the slick, cool lube directly onto the raw, exposed nerve of her button. Her pulse throbbed in her ears. Her breath caught in her chest. She exhaled in a sharp, guttural gasp. “Fuck… Yessssssss. Fuck me, Arnold!”

Her thumb barely circled her clit twice more before the orgasm detonated from the base of her spine. A tidal wave of pure ecstasy raced through every vein in her body, hot and blinding. Her fingers desperately tried to maintain their position on her swollen clit as her vaginal muscles clamped down violently on the three fingers pushed inside her, adding a layer of deep, penetrating pleasure to the intense clitoral orgasm. She felt a hot gush of wetness flood out from between her legs, soaking her hand. “Fuck, oh fuck, oh FUCK!” she yelled into the empty house, her voice thick and ragged. She inhaled again, and Arnold’s scent from the T-shirt on her face heightened the experience, making her mind picture him there, inside her, his hand rubbing her, his face buried in her neck. Her whole body was shaking, every muscle tensed and coiled into a single, massive knot of pleasure.

The orgasm washed over her again, and again, relentless waves crashing on the shore of her consciousness. She felt every nerve ending screaming in delirious happiness. Then it began to recede, echoing once, twice, before finally settling. Her body jolted with each final aftershock. The waves of pleasure lessened, then died off completely. Her fingers were still jammed inside her, coated in her slippery fluids. Her breathing was ragged, her body slick with a fine layer of sweat. She brought her hand up to her chest, grabbing her breasts and squeezing as she tried to bring her mind back from the brink.

She lay there for a long moment, dazed and spent. The next video on the playlist started automatically. It was Gail, her lipstick-stained lips wrapped expertly around Arnold’s hard, glistening cock. The sight was enough to stir the embers of her arousal again. She looked at her laptop, and her eyes fell on the red vibrator sitting next to it. A new idea, a new challenge, presented itself.

She stripped off the sweatshirt, needing to feel the cool air on her skin, and settled his T-shirt along her neck instead. She spread her legs wide again and covered her hand with more lube. She slid her fingers down, liberally slathering the cool, slippery gel all over her already sensitive, puffy vulva. As Gail sucked her husband’s cock for the camera, Cassie’s fingers pulled and tugged at her own labia, stretching them, coating every millimeter with the slick gel. “I’m getting this pussy nice and wet for your fat cock, Arnold,” she whispered to the image on the screen, her voice hoarse. Her fingers rubbed and teased the swollen, tender lips, reawakening the nerves. Then, she picked up the vibrator.

She had never used any kind of sex toy before. She’d messed around with the detachable shower head once or twice, but the spray was too wide, the sensation too diffuse. It was just okay. She’d humped her pillow to orgasm more times than she could count, but that was just the pleasant friction of something else between her legs, never more intense than what her own fingers could achieve. This was her first time holding a purpose-built pleasure device.

She slid the vibrator down between her legs and pressed the power button. A low, powerful buzz started, the vibrations traveling up her arm. Everything was already swollen and exquisitely sensitive from her previous bliss. The residual energy from her last climax was still thrumming just below the surface, ready to be recharged. The tingle began almost immediately. The moment the vibrating head touched the outer edges of her labia, her pleasure increased tenfold. The buzzing little monster touched her hood, and fireworks went off inside her. She quickly slid it deeper, into the slick folds, and felt a jolt of pure energy zoom through her entire system. Her hips bucked involuntarily. She spread her legs wider, arching her back as the waves of sensation flowed through her. The pulses were hitting all the right spots, places her fingers could never reach, with a consistency she could never replicate.

“Oh god… Oh fuck… Oh, Arnold,” she moaned, her body already starting to shake. The energy was building in her belly again, but faster this time, more intensely. She pulled the vibrating tip back up, circling her clit, pushing the protective skin of her hood aside. She felt the hard plastic make direct contact with her button. It was almost too much. And then, somehow, in her writhing, her finger accidentally hit the control button again. The little monster didn’t turn off. It sped up.

Every muscle in her body locked. She froze, suspended in a state of unbearable, electric pleasure. The pulsating red plastic shook the raw, exposed nerve between her legs with a violent, overwhelming intensity. Every muscle fiber spasmed with joy. A guttural, inhuman sound was ripped from her throat.

“OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH FFFFFFFFFUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKK!!!!!”

Her body went into overdrive. The orgasm was a cataclysm, a seismic event that shook her to her very core. She felt her pussy gush with a torrent of fluids, a hot, shameless flood. Her hand squeezed her breast so tight she knew there would be a bruise, but the pain was a distant pinprick, completely lost in the white-hot nova of pure ecstasy. Her vision blurred, whitespotting at the edges. She stared at the video playing on the laptop but couldn’t tell what was happening; the images dissolved into a meaningless swirl of color and light. Her hand, locked in a death grip, held the hard red vibrator against her for what felt like an eternity. The earthquake of tremors seemed to have no end, hitting every inch of her body with convulsive force. Somewhere in a distant, still-functioning corner of her brain, a command was sent to her hand. She finally managed to move, slipping the vibrator out from between her legs and letting it fall onto the towel. The tremors continued, her body still shaking with violent spasms, but the intensity began to lessen without the direct stimulation.

She lay there, legs splayed across the ottoman, her body trembling with the aftershocks for what felt like minutes. The buzzing beast was still active in her hand, away from her wetness. Finally, the twitching subsided, and she could breathe again. “Oh… fuck,” she mumbled into the quiet room. Her mind slowly, painfully, came back into clarity.

She began to collect herself, moving in a daze. She closed her legs and slowly sat up. The room spun for a second, and she felt dizzy. She brought the still-buzzing vibrator up in front of her face and hit the button to turn it off. Instead, the vibration increased. She hit it again. And again. It had five more levels of intensity before it finally shut off. Dear god, she thought, staring at it in disbelief. I was only on level two when I completely exploded. This was a new level of excitement, a complete game-changer. The toy was coated in a thick, milky layer of her own cum and lube. Out of some bizarre curiosity, she gave it a tentative lick and immediately recoiled. Lube tasted nasty.

She looked at the devastation on the towels. One was completely soaked through. The second one had caught most of the overflow, but some of her mess had dripped onto the hardwood floor. She grabbed a dry corner of the towel and frantically dabbed at the spot, trying to erase the evidence. Thank goodness there was no color to her mess. She was completely, utterly soaked. She pulled Arnold’s sweatshirt off over her head and gathered his T-shirt. She walked upstairs to their bathroom, her legs unsteady. She dropped the sweatshirt and the shirt into the laundry basket, burying them under other clothes. She meticulously wiped the red toy clean with a tissue, returned it to its place in the nightstand drawer, and put the lube bottle back where she’d found it.

Then she slipped into their master bathroom, closing the door softly. She turned on the shower, the hiss of the water a welcome sound. A part of her, the wild, hopeful part, fantasized that the sound of the shower would draw Arnold home early, that he’d walk in and find her behind the frosted glass door. But of course, no such luck. She washed herself quickly and thoroughly, the hot water a soothing balm on her hypersensitive skin. After she was clean, she dried off with one of their plush towels and redressed in her simple grey dress and burgundy sweater.

She returned to the living room and tidied up, folding the damp towels and hiding them in the bottom of her backpack to be dealt with later. She sat down not on the ottoman, but in one of the oversized armchairs nearby. She gathered her laptop, closed it, and turned on the television to some bland reality show, the noise a shield against the riot of her own thoughts. She was clean, the house was in order, but everything felt different. She felt different. She had crossed a threshold, not just in her obsession, but in her own body. A new door had been opened, and she knew, with a certainty that was both terrifying and thrilling, that she could never go back.
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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.

Coleen F. Brennan
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

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

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

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

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

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

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

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

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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