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My Imagination and You

The day before, Sunday, had been a study in sublime laziness, a perfect, shimmering bubble of domestic bliss that seemed to float, delicate and untouchable, within the chaos of the city. We’d spent the morning tangled in these same sheets, the crisp white cotton growing warm and soft with the heat of our bodies. I remembered watching the late autumn sun strain through the windowpane, its light weak but determined, casting long, lazy stripes of pale gold across the rumpled landscape of our grey duvet and our even more rumpled bodies. The light had illuminated the dust motes dancing in the air, a silent, swirling galaxy in the quiet of our bedroom.

Archie had made coffee. He’d slipped out of bed with a stealth that always amazed me, a ghost in his own home, and I’d listened, half-asleep, to the familiar sounds from the kitchen: the soft click of the cupboard door, the gurgle and hiss of the espresso machine, the gentle clink of ceramic on the countertop. Soon after, the rich, dark aroma had begun its slow, delicious invasion of our small apartment, a scent so deeply intertwined with our life together that it seemed to smell like safety. It was the smell of roasted beans, of dark chocolate, and something vaguely nutty, the official announcement that the day had truly begun. He had brought a mug to me in bed, steam coiling from the black surface like a friendly spirit. His lips, when he’d leaned down to kiss me, had tasted of the strong, dark coffee and the sharp, clean coolness of minty toothpaste, a combination that was uniquely, intoxicatingly him.

We didn’t have plans. Not a single one. The entire day stretched before us, an unclaimed territory of quiet intimacy, a blank map we could fill with whatever we wished. There were no obligations, no deadlines, no places to be. It was a rare and precious gift in a city that never stopped demanding, and we savored it with the reverence it deserved. The silence itself felt luxurious, a decadent comfort we could wrap ourselves in.

We read. Eventually, after more coffee and another slow, sleepy round of lovemaking that left me boneless and smiling, we had migrated to the living room. He’d sprawled in the worn leather armchair, its surface cracked and softened to a buttery texture from years of use, a thick history book with a somber cover propped on his knee. I remembered the specific scent of that chair, a comforting mix of old leather, paper, and the faint, lingering trace of his cologne. I’d curled up on the sofa, my bare feet tucked under a heavy fleece blanket the color of oatmeal, and lost myself in a novel about forgotten histories and impossible love.

The only sounds were the soft, dry rustle of turning pages, a synchronized and yet entirely independent rhythm. Outside, the distant hum of London traffic was a constant, low-frequency roar, a beast that never slept, punctuated occasionally by the sharper, more distinct wail of a far-off siren or the deep, guttural rumble of a double-decker bus lumbering down the main road. Inside our sanctuary, the loudest noise was the soft, metronomic ticking of the antique clock on the mantelpiece. It was a beautiful thing, a dark, polished wood case with a gently swinging brass pendulum, a piece we’d found together in a dusty, treasure-filled stall on Portobello Road one rainy Saturday. We’d haggled for it, laughing, and carried it home like a fragile, precious child. Its steady tick-tock was the heartbeat of our home, measuring out the slow, happy seconds of our shared solitude. It was a comfortable silence, the kind that only exists between two people who know the entire geography of each other’s souls; we could navigate the quiet spaces in each other’s minds without a map, recognizing the furrow of a brow that meant confusion, the soft sigh that signaled deep contentment, the subtle shift in posture that said, I’m here, I’m happy, I love you.

Later, as the afternoon light began to fade to a bruised purple and the air grew cooler, we’d cooked together. It was a ridiculous, flour-dusted attempt at homemade pasta, a project we’d embarked on with more enthusiasm than skill. Flour soon coated every available surface, a fine white powder that settled on the countertops, the floor, and us. It was in my hair, on my cheeks, and when Archie had laughed so hard at my clumsy attempt to feed a sheet of dough through the pasta maker that he’d snorted, a loud, undignified sound that made me laugh even harder, I’d taken my chance. I’d flicked a stray, sticky piece of dough at his nose. It had landed with a comical splat right on the bridge, and he’d left it there, a daft white badge of honor, his eyes twinkling with mirth as we’d worked side-by-side.

Our galley kitchen was narrow, a space designed for one, but we made it work, a practiced choreography of bumping hips and excused pardons, our bodies brushing together in the warm, fragrant air. We ate at our small dining table, the two of us fitting perfectly in the cozy corner of the living room. The pasta was, if I was being honest, slightly too chewy, with a dense, doughy quality that spoke of our inexperience, but the sauce was rich and delicious. It was a simple marinara, but we’d lavished it with attention, letting it simmer for hours until the flavors of sweet tomatoes, pungent garlic, and fresh basil had melded into something sublime. We shared a bottle of inexpensive but surprisingly good red wine, its dark, fruity notes a perfect counterpoint to the savory meal. We talked about nothing and everything. The future, a vast and shimmering horizon we painted with our hopes. The past, the funny, crooked path that had led us to this exact moment. The absurd thing a colleague had said at work, the way the leaves in the park were turning to brilliant shades of gold and rust, a final, magnificent blaze of glory before the starkness of winter.

His hand had found mine across the polished wood of the table, his fingers lacing through mine with an easy familiarity. I remembered the feel of his skin, the warmth of it, the slight calluses on his palm and fingertips. His thumb began to trace idle, electric circles over my knuckles, a simple, repetitive motion that sent shivers of awareness skittering up my arm. “I have to go in early tomorrow,” he’d murmured, his voice a low, intimate rumble that seemed to vibrate not just through my hand, but through the very wood of the table and up into my bones. “Big project deadline. Probably have to be out before five.”

I’d pouted, a practiced, playful expression I knew he adored. I pushed my lower lip out just so, widening my eyes in mock tragedy. “Before the sun is up? Archie, that’s utterly inhumane. A crime against sleep.”

He’d squeezed my hand, the pressure grounding and reassuring, his eyes crinkling at the corners in that way that always made my heart perform a strange, tight clenching motion. It was a physical manifestation of my love for him, a sudden, overwhelming surge of emotion so powerful it was almost painful. “I know,” he’d said, his voice soft with apology. “I’ll try to be a ghost. I’ll miss waking up with you.”

“You’d better,” I’d replied, my voice a husky whisper. I brought his hand to my lips, the scent of wine and his own skin filling my senses, and I kissed the tips of his fingers, one by one, feeling the faint thrum of his pulse beneath my mouth.

The memory was so clear, so perfectly preserved in my mind, a perfect, crystalline thing I could turn over and over, admiring it from every angle. It was that memory, that profound feeling of utter contentment and deep, unwavering connection, that had followed me into sleep, a comforting blanket against the encroaching night. It had colored my dreams with the vibrant, saturated hues of our life together: the deep ruby of the wine, the verdant green of fresh basil, the burnished gold of the autumn leaves. It was the echo of his touch, the phantom scent of his skin—a mix of his citrusy soap and his own warm, musky scent—that my subconscious had clung to, weaving it into a fiction so potent, so utterly, convincingly real, that my body believed it without question.

I woke up slowly, surfacing from the deep, warm, velvety waters of a dream that felt more real than reality itself. I was lying on my side, a languid, molten heat coiling low in my belly, a familiar and intensely welcome weight pressing firmly against my back. It was him. It had to be him. There was no other explanation for this feeling of absolute rightness, of being perfectly held. I could feel the solid, reassuring warmth of his chest, a human furnace against my cooler skin. I could feel the faint, rhythmic beat of his heart against my shoulder blades, a steady thump-thump-thump that was the most comforting sound in the world.

My own body was a willing participant in this drowsy, sensual reunion. My hips moved backward of their own accord, a slow, hypnotic, circular sway, tilting just so to meet the rigid length of his cock each time he thrust into me. It was a lazy, morning rhythm, a familiar dance we had perfected over countless dawns, a movement that was both a gentle greeting and a deep, unspoken promise. His possession was gentle yet absolute, a slow, deep, filling pressure that spoke of long familiarity and an insatiable, ever-present desire. Every inch of me he touched, he claimed as his.

One of his hands, large and strong and wonderfully capable, found the breast closest to him, the one not pressed and flattened against the mattress. His fingers were masters of their craft, knowing the exact pressure, the perfect grip to elicit the response he wanted. He squeezed and pulled, a delicious, heavy ache blooming deep within the tissue, a throbbing that radiated from my chest all the way down to my core. Then, with an artist’s precision, his thumb and forefinger found the peak. They pinched and rubbed at the already hardening nipple, sending sharp, brilliant sparks of pure pleasure straight down to the apex of my thighs, where the heat was already pooling.

At the same time, his mouth was at my neck, not with the fiery, demanding passion of a new conquest, but with the tender reverence of a long-held, cherished love. He kissed the exquisitely sensitive skin just below my ear, his lips soft and wet, the faint, pleasant scratch of his morning stubble a delicious abrasion against my flesh. This wasn’t just sex. He wasn’t just fucking me; he was worshipping me, paying homage to every inch of my body with a devotion that left me breathless.

The soft little noises of pleasure I had been making, tiny contented hums and sleepy sighs that were still half-drowned in the depths of my dream, began to gain volume and texture. They thickened in my throat, blossoming from murmurs into low, throaty moans that vibrated against the shell of his ear, a blatant and shameless encouragement. My hips, catching the fire from his touch, had started to move faster, the slow, lazy rhythm abandoned for something more urgent. I was no longer just meeting his thrusts but actively, greedily seeking them out, driving back against him with a growing, desperate urgency. My arousal, which had been gently simmering, escalated with shocking rapidity, a flash flood of heat and sensation washing through me as I continued to wake up, my body outpacing my groggy mind by a significant margin. I wanted more. I needed more.

I moved my hand back, a blind, instinctive gesture, my fingers searching for the solid, familiar curve of his hip. I wanted to grip him, to dig my nails in, to anchor myself to him in the rising storm, to use my own strength to urge him to fuck me harder, faster, deeper. My mouth, equally impatient with the slow pace of my waking, opened to beg him for exactly that, his name a reverent prayer on my lips, ready to spill out into the quiet room.

“Archie… harder, please, god…”

But my hand, searching for the warm, solid anchor of his hip, the familiar feel of muscle and bone beneath skin, just found the cool, yielding expanse of the mattress. Confusion, thick and syrupy and disorienting as sleep itself, clouded my mind for a disbelieving moment. My fingers scrabbled against the tight weave of the fitted sheet, encountering only empty, indifferent space where his solid, warm body should have been. It didn’t compute. The sensations were too real, the pleasure too immediate and overwhelming. The feeling of him inside me was so vivid I could have sworn on my life he was there. As I sleepily, reluctantly turned my head back towards him, my hair spilling like dark silk across the pillow, I finally, painstakingly, peeled my eyes open, ready to see his handsome face, his dark hair tousled from sleep, and to lose myself in the deep, knowing fire of his gaze.

All I found was his empty side of the bed. The sheets were cool and almost entirely undisturbed, a pristine expanse of white cotton save for the neat, circular depression his head had left in his pillow like the ghost of a presence. The space beside me was a void, a sudden, shocking vacuum that sucked all the warmth and joy from the room, leaving a cold, hollow ache in the center of my world.

The crushing realization hit me like a physical blow, a fist to the solar plexus that knocked the air from my lungs and replaced it with a bitter, nauseating wave of disappointment and hot-faced embarrassment. He hadn’t been kissing my neck; the phantom sensation of his lips and stubble was just the persistent memory of a thousand other mornings. It had, in fact, been my own left hand, the one I thought was reaching back for him, that had been touching my own breast, my own fingers mindlessly mimicking the way he held me, the way he teased my nipple. The almost-orgasmic sensations pulsing deep between my legs had not been from his cock, hard and thick and so perfectly molded to the shape of me, but from the bunched-up duvet I had been frantically, mindlessly grinding my hips against in my sleep-addled state. The raw, primal knowledge of it all, the vividness of the dream, the stark emptiness of the bed, the humiliating truth of my own body’s self-deception, made me groan loudly in frustration, the sound muffled by the pillow I buried my face in. It was a guttural, wounded noise, part thwarted, screaming lust, part the acute, stabbing pain of loneliness.

I then belatedly, fuzzily, remembered his words from the night before, his voice rumbling across our little dinner table, the casual mention of an early start, his promise to be quiet. The memory surfaced through the thick fog of my lingering arousal, suddenly sharp and cruelly clear. Big project deadline. Probably have to be out before five. The knowledge didn’t soothe the ache; it only sharpened it, transforming my confused longing into a more profound and concrete sense of loss. It made me groan just as loudly in frustration again, my fists clenching in the soft sheets, twisting the fabric into knots. It was one thing to be denied the culmination of such a vivid fantasy; it was another thing entirely to be denied by the simple, unchangeable, utterly mundane facts of a Tuesday morning.

Definitely wide awake then. There was absolutely no going back to sleep, not now. Not when every single nerve ending in my body was singing a high-pitched, frantic song, every inch of my skin was hypersensitive to the slightest touch, and a slick, insistent pool of liquid heat was gathered between my thighs, a frustrating testament to a pleasure that had been both intensely real and cruelly imagined. I was far too physically, violently turned on to just will it away, to simply get up, shower, and start my day as if my body wasn’t screaming, begging, for release. The need was a physical, demanding presence, an insistent fire that had been stoked far too high to simply burn out on its own. It required intervention.

With a sigh of resignation that was equal parts annoyed and doggedly determined, I disentangled myself from the offending duvet, removing it from between my legs and tossing the heavy, tangled bundle unceremoniously to the foot of the bed. The rush of cool bedroom air that hit my damp, heated skin was a shock, but not an unpleasant one. It was a jolt to the system, and it only served to heighten my sensitivity, making my skin prickle with awareness. I moved with a new sense of purpose, a woman on a mission. I shifted from my side and rose onto my knees to face the dark, ornate wood of the headboard. My target was not the headboard itself, but the two pillows that lay, cool and untouched, on his side of the bed. I grabbed them, my fingers sinking into the soft, yielding down. They still held a faint, lingering trace of his scent, that unique, comforting smell of clean laundry, the subtle notes of his sandalwood soap, and something that was just indescribably him. It was the scent of my safety, my home. Inhaling it deeply sent another pang, not of loss this time, but of fierce, possessive longing, through the very center of my being.

I arranged his pillows on the bed, not fluffed up for sleeping, but placed them flat on the mattress, positioning them lengthwise in the empty space he’d left, creating a plush, narrow mound. Then, with a lithe, purposeful movement, I slung one leg over them, settling my weight down so they were now nestled firmly between my thighs, a forgiving, if inadequate, substitute for the man I so desperately craved. I began to ride them, my hips moving in a slow, rhythmic circle at first, testing the friction, trying to find the right angle, the sweet spot. My eyes closed again, and I forced the image of him back into my mind, a conscious effort this time, wishing with a physical ache that it was his solid body I was straddling, his strong thighs beneath mine, his hands clamped firmly on my waist. I wished it were him I was riding instead of this sad pile of feathers and cotton, his name a silent, desperate mantra in my head.

Archie, Archie, Archie.

The initial friction was promising, a dull, pleasant pressure against my swollen clit, but it wasn’t sharp enough, not focused enough to satisfy the frantic edge of my need. I needed more leverage, more force, more control. My hands moved up, finding the top rail of the ornate wooden headboard we’d inherited from his grandmother, its surface intricately carved with swooping leaves and flowers. My fingers gripped the cool, smooth wood tightly, my knuckles turning white with the strain. Using the headboard as an anchor, I was able to ride the pillows with much more force, my movements becoming more powerful, more deliberate, less languid, and more demanding.

I drove my hips down and forward, then pulled back up, a frantic, desperate rhythm that was all about raw need. My breasts, full and heavy without the support of a bra, bounced gloriously with every jarring movement, the sensitive flesh jiggling, the nipples already hard and aching points of sensitivity. The sight, if he were here to see it, would have driven him absolutely wild. The thought alone was enough to send another searing wave of heat flooding through me, making me gasp.

The friction from the pillows against my pussy was good, a steady, building warmth that was definitely moving me in the right direction, inching me closer to the goal, but it wasn’t enough. It was too diffuse, too soft. It lacked the targeted, unyielding pressure I needed to truly tip me over the edge from unbearable pleasure into oblivion. Frustrated, my breath coming in ragged pants, I let go of the headboard and leaned back, planting my hands flat on the mattress behind me, my arms locked straight. The new position felt good; it stretched the long muscles in my stomach and thighs, and, most importantly, it tilted my pelvis forward, pressing my most sensitive flesh more firmly against the makeshift lover beneath me. I started to go fast and hard against the pillows again, my back arched like a drawn bow, my head thrown back so my hair cascaded down my back, a frenzied, solitary dance for an audience of one.

But they were still not enough. The pillows, for all their plush comfort, were an abysmal failure as a sexual partner. No matter how forcefully I rode them, no matter how hard I ground my aching hips down, they were not hard enough. They yielded and compressed under my assault, absorbing the force of my desperation instead of returning it with their own defiant hardness. They were not him. They did not have the solid, comforting weight of his body, the subtle shifts of muscle as he moved with me, the delicious, rigid length of his cock filling me up. They were not his cock. And it was his cock, his very presence, that I truly, soul-deeply craved.

I groaned loudly in frustration again, a ragged, angry sound that tore from my throat, raw and animalistic. I was getting closer to an orgasm, so tantalizingly, infuriatingly close. The pleasure was there, a high, keening hum just beneath the surface of my skin, a siren song calling me forward, but it was like trying to catch smoke in my hands. I was hovering on a seemingly endless plateau, unable to climb the final, sheer peak. It was obvious I was never going to cum just from the pillows alone. The realization was infuriating. My body was a tightly coiled spring, wound to the point of breaking, and the release mechanism was hopelessly, maddeningly stuck.

Refusing to be defeated by a pile of inanimate objects, I sat up straight, my back rigid with resolve. My hair was a wild mess, stuck to my sweaty face and neck. I pulled the pillows forward, bunching them up as tightly as I could, wrestling the soft down into a denser, more focused point of pressure directly against my throbbing pussy. Then I started to ride them yet again, this time with a grim, teeth-gritting determination. This was no longer about languid pleasure or sensual daydreams; it was a mission. My hands, idle for a moment, moved to my breasts. My own touch felt alien and insufficient, a poor substitute for Archie’s, but it was all I had. I squeezed and pulled at them hard, much harder than was strictly pleasant, chasing a sharper, more painful sensation to distract from the diffuse friction below.

Then, on an impulse, I spanked each one in turn, the flat of my palm making a sharp, stinging contact with the soft, pale flesh. I did it again and again, the brief, bright flashes of pain cutting through the thick haze of arousal, and the unexpected combination made me moan from the jarring, almost shocking pleasure of it. My attention shifted to my nipples, which were pebbled and aching, begging for attention. I started to flick each puffy, rose-colored nipple with my fingers over and over again, the short, sharp, repetitive motion sending zinging bolts of electricity straight to my core, which made my moans even louder and more desperate.

And that was good, better than before. The combination of sensations was more complex, more demanding of my attention, a multi-pronged assault on my senses. My brain was starting to short-circuit, which was exactly what I needed. But it still wasn’t enough. This was all surface-level stimulation, a frantic scrambling for purchase on a slippery cliff face that I kept sliding down. I needed more to reach an orgasm, something more direct, more focused, more intimately, perfectly mine.

With a final, frustrated sigh that bordered on a sob, I abandoned one of my breasts to its own devices and slid my free hand down over the taut, trembling skin of my stomach. My knickers, a simple cotton pair, were already soaked through, a dark, damp patch clinging to my skin, a testament to my body’s enthusiasm. I didn’t hesitate. My fingers hooked into the elastic waistband and slid inside, finding the slick, tangled curls of my pubic hair. I bypassed my clit for a moment, a deliberate act of strategic preparation, and dipped my fingers straight down to my opening. I used the abundant, slippery wetness from there to coat my index finger, slicking it thoroughly until it shone. The goal was zero friction, maximum sensation.

And then, while my middle finger hooked onto one of my pussy lips, pulling the delicate fold of skin open and to the side, exposing the sensitive, swollen bud beneath, I placed the slick pad of my index finger directly on my clit. The contact was electric. A bolt of pure, unadulterated pleasure shot through me, so intense it made my breath catch in a sharp gasp and my back arch violently. I moaned again, a long, shivering, keening sound, from the initial contact and the immediate, overwhelming pleasure it brought. It was like flipping a switch in a dark room, instantly illuminating and amplifying every other sensation in my body tenfold.

Usually, when I play with my clit, I like to tease. I’m a connoisseur of my own pleasure, a patient, dedicated explorer. I start with light touches, butterfly-soft strokes around the edges, and take my time, an eternity if I have one, to gradually build the pressure, to draw out the anticipation until it’s an exquisite, unbearable torture. But right then, in the cold, clinical light of a Tuesday morning, with the ghost of my husband still haunting the bed and a wildfire raging in my veins? Hell no! There was no time for artistry, for subtlety. I needed a release, and I needed it now.

So, as one hand still roughly tormented my breasts, squeezing and pinching with a frantic, punishing energy, my index finger worked my clit hard and fast, not with gentle circles or teasing strokes, but with a direct, relentless, back-and-forth friction that was almost brutal in its efficiency. At the same time, I rode the bunched-up pillows like a woman possessed, my hips a blur of motion, my thighs screaming in protest, my entire body consumed and driven by a singular, primal need.

And with my eyes squeezed shut, the fantasy returned, roaring back to life, more powerful and vivid than ever before. It wasn’t just a mental image anymore; it was a full-body hallucination. I imagined it was him underneath me, his solid, warm body a grounding presence in my chaotic world. I could almost feel his hands, those big, wonderful hands, gripping my hips tightly, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of my waist as he pulled me down on top of him, taking control, meeting my frantic energy with his own powerful, steady rhythm.

I could feel his cock, not inside me, but something even more tantalizing in this moment of furious friction. In my mind’s eye, my wet pussy moved backward and forwards over the hard ridge of his cock, which was pressed flat against the ridged wall of his stomach. It was his rock-hard cock, the imagined pressure of it, that made me even wetter, my clit pressed hard against the unyielding length of his shaft as I moved continuously along its length, chasing that perfect, maddening friction. I could hear his voice, a low, guttural growl in my ear, telling me how good I felt, how wet I was for him, urging me on, his words the fuel to my fire. “That’s it, sweetheart, fuck, you feel so good… ride me…”

It was finally enough. The combination of the relentless grinding against the pillows, the punishing grip on my breasts, the merciless, piston-like attention of my own finger, and the all-consuming, hyper-realistic fantasy raging in my head—it all coalesced into a perfect, deafening storm of sensation. With my head thrown back, the cords in my neck standing out, I repeatedly moaned his name, the sound torn from me, mixed with incoherent gasps of “Oh fuck” and “Oh god.” My hand moved from one breast to the other, squeezing them almost painfully hard, chasing the next jolt of sensation. My index finger never left my clit, a piston of pure pleasure, rubbing it hard and fast to provide the constant, unwavering friction I needed. And my hips were grinding my pussy against the pillows relentlessly, a desperate, hammering rhythm that was driving me completely, beautifully out of my mind.

So close.

So very, very close.

The feeling was building to an unbearable, terrifying crescendo, the pleasure almost too much to contain, a high, thin wire of sensation that I was walking without a net. That exquisite, terrifying feeling, just as my orgasm was about to hit, the moment when the world dissolves into pure light and sound, arrived without warning, a tidal wave that crashed over me, making me lose all coordination when it did.

My body seized. My hand, which had been abusing my breast, froze mid-squeeze, gripping it really hard, my fingers digging in like claws. My index finger pressed firmly against my clit, but was no longer moving, the sheer pressure itself suddenly overwhelming. My hips, which had been a blur of frantic motion, stuttered to an abrupt halt against the pillows. I forgot how to move, how to think, how to breathe. My only focus, my entire universe, was on enjoying each powerful, convulsive wave of pure pleasure as they rippled through me, starting from my clit like an earthquake’s epicenter and radiating outwards in glorious, shuddering shockwaves, making my toes curl and my back arch so far off the bed I was almost levitating. It wasn’t a gentle release; it was a violent, shuddering catharsis, a massive storm breaking after a long and painful drought, washing everything clean.

As the last, sweetest waves of pleasure started to recede, leaving me trembling and breathless in their wake, my body humming like a struck bell, I slowly loosened the punishing grip on my breast. The skin was red and sensitive, marked by my own desperation, and I absently rubbed it, a silent apology. I started to gently rub my clit again, my finger moving in slow, lazy circles, no longer demanding but soothing. At the same time, my hips began to move lazily against the pillows, a stark, languid contrast to their earlier frenzy. I was trying to stretch out the shimmering tail end of my orgasm, to coax a few more precious seconds of that blissful, boneless feeling from my spent body before it faded away completely. Finally, with a deep, shuddering sigh of utter release, I collapsed forward onto the pillows, my forehead resting on the bunched-up fabric that now smelled of me, of sex and sweat and hard-won satisfaction. The intense, aching, all-consuming need was gone, replaced by a warm, thrumming, contented energy that left me feeling revitalized and ready, at last, to finally start my goddamn day.

Some time later, I was in the shower, the hot water sluicing over my body in near-scalding sheets, washing away the evidence of my frantic morning. Steam filled the small enclosure, so thick it was like bathing in a cloud, fogging the glass door and the white tiles until they were milky and opaque. As I lathered soap over my skin, my mind drifted. My body was still a live wire; my skin was hypersensitive, and my pussy was a low, pleasant thrum of residual pleasure, a happy, buzzing memory. When I turned my attention to washing between my legs, using the handheld shower head to direct a targeted stream of hot water, the sensation was immediately, shockingly intense. My still-sensitive flesh started to tingle again, a familiar and dangerous hum spreading through my core like an electric current. I leaned my head back against the cool, wet tiles and groaned softly, the sound swallowed by the rush of the water. It would be so easy, so very easy, to just give in again.

I glanced at the clock on my phone, which I’d brought into the bathroom to play music, propping it on the sink counter. I was already hopelessly, unforgivably late. A little more lateness wouldn’t make much of a difference at this point, would it? The thought was strangely, wonderfully liberating. A slow, wicked smile spread across my face. If I was going to be late, I might as well make it truly, spectacularly worthwhile. I briefly wondered what excuse I could use for being so late for work. I was pretty sure that “So sorry, I woke up seriously horny and had to masturbate twice!” wouldn’t work quite as well as the good old, reliable “There were catastrophic signal failures on the Northern Line” excuse. Everyone in London understood the capricious tyranny of the Underground.

My decision made, I turned off the main overhead shower and reached out of the spray, my hand fumbling blindly for the top shelf of the metal shower caddy. My fingers closed around cool, firm silicone. It was our dildo, a beautiful, artfully veined, deep purple thing that was a perfect replica of… well, it was a perfect replica. Archie had bought it for me on a whim one rainy Saturday afternoon, a ‘just because’ gift that had quickly become a beloved, and frequently used, third participant in our games. I brought it back into the spray of the handheld shower, warming it under the hot water until it was no longer cool to the touch. I pressed the heavy suction cup base firmly against the wet tiles at about hip height. It stuck with a satisfying, decisive thwump.

I mean, I had already accepted that I was going to be late for work, right? So I had decided to fully embrace the delinquency and make it utterly worth my while. And fuck, it had been so worth it. Gripping the shower caddy for balance on one side and pressing a hand flat against the tiled wall on the other, I slowly, carefully, lowered myself onto the dildo. The sensation was entirely different from the pillows. This was hard, unyielding, completely filling. It slid inside me with a wet, welcoming sound, slicked by the water and my own renewed arousal. The thick, curved head of it pressed directly against my G-spot, a button I hadn’t even realized was waiting to be pushed. I gasped, my knees threatening to buckle from the sheer intensity. The pleasure was immediate and profound, a deep, internal pressure that the soft, forgiving pillows could never hope to replicate.

I started to move, my body slick with water and soap, which made everything impossibly slippery and exquisitely sensitive. I fucked myself in the shower, on my dildo, riding it with a slow, deep, powerful rhythm, my hips rolling languidly as I sank down onto it again and again, taking its full length. The water from the handheld spray drummed against the small of my back, the steam swirled around me like a lover’s embrace, and my own moans, louder this time, echoed off the tiled walls. This wasn’t the frantic, desperate scramble for release of before. This was a decadent, luxurious, almost lazy indulgence. I watched my faint reflection in the steamy glass door, my face flushed a deep rose, my lips parted and swollen, my eyes dark and hazy with pleasure. The sight of my own abandonment was intensely, shockingly erotic. I imagined Archie watching me, standing in the doorway, his eyes hooded with lust, and the thought alone was enough to propel me forward. I rode myself to another magnificent orgasm, a deep, rumbling, full-body affair that started in my womb and radiated out, leaving my legs shaking and my mind blissfully, beautifully blank.

The rest of the day passed in a pleasant haze of contented distraction. I was very late, of course, but my Tube excuse was accepted with a sympathetic nod and no further questions. I sat at my desk, trying my best to focus on complex spreadsheets and an ever-growing mountain of emails, but my body was a constant, pleasant, secret reminder of my morning’s activities. A faint, sweet ache deep in my thighs, a lingering, buzzing sensitivity between my legs, a secret smile that kept creeping onto my lips whenever my mind drifted. Before I’d finally left the apartment, in a fit of playful, post-orgasmic glee, I’d located a ballpoint pen and a yellow sticky note. I’d scrawled a quick, mischievous message and stuck it right in the middle of Archie’s pillows, the ones that had served me so valiantly, if inadequately.

Later on that day, around five, as the office was beginning to empty, my phone buzzed on the desk. It was him. He’d gotten home from work before me. The text message preview popped up on my screen, and I felt a hot, telling blush creep up my neck and spread across my cheeks. He sent me a WhatsApp: “Okay, I’m home. Love you. But… you’re going to have to explain why there’s a note on my pillows that says, ‘Sniff me I’m delicious!’”

I laughed out loud, a sudden, bright bark of sound that earned a curious glance from my deskmate, who was packing up her bag. I was in the middle of typing out a coy, teasing reply when my phone buzzed again, approximately ninety seconds later. This time, it wasn’t a text; it was a picture. He’d sent me a photo of my suction cup dildo, the defiant purple silicone standing out starkly against the white tiles, still attached precisely where I had left it in my hasty, post-coital exit from the shower. It was accompanied by a new message, a single, devastatingly perceptive line: “Just how much did you miss me this morning? ”

I stared at the picture, the damning evidence of my second secret sin of the morning displayed for him to see. A war raged inside me for a split second, utter mortification warring with a fresh, powerful wave of arousal. I was so, so busted. And I didn’t care one single bit. In fact, I was thrilled. My fingers flew across the keyboard, my earlier coyness abandoned.

“Words cannot possibly describe,” I typed back. “Guess you’ll just have to come over here and punish me for making such a mess.”

His reply was instantaneous, a three-word promise that made my heart leap and my stomach swoop. “Leaving work now.”

I leaned back in my swivel chair, a slow, deeply satisfied smile spreading across my face. The morning may have started with an empty bed, a cruel dream, and a crushing realization, but it was going to end with him. And I had a powerful feeling that tonight, we’d be making some new memories that would fuel my dreams for a long, long time to come. The anticipation was a delicious, vibrant hum, a prelude to a night that would be anything but a dream.


If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Quiet Desires
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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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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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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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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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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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