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Picturing You

The day was a special kind of hell, the one meticulously crafted and reserved for project managers staring down the cavernous barrel of a quarterly deadline with a team that had apparently, and collectively, decided communication was optional. I’d spent nine straight hours putting out fires, each one sparking another in a domino-like cascade of corporate chaos. I was simultaneously placating an increasingly irate client whose emails were escalating from curt to downright venomous, and massaging egos so fragile they’d shatter into a million crystalline shards if someone even looked at them sideways. My brain felt like a wrung-out sponge, every last drop of cognitive function squeezed from its tired, grey folds. Every muscle in my neck and shoulders was a tightly wound knot of pure, unadulterated stress, a dense, aching cord that seemed to pull my skull down towards my spine.

But through the misery, through the incessant psychic noise of deadlines and demands, there was a secret, electric current running just beneath the surface of my skin. It was a low, vibrational hum of want, a tantalizing counterpoint to my professional despair. It had started at precisely 8:15 AM, just as I was logging into the first of what would become a dozen soul-crushing video calls. My phone, lying face down and innocently on the cork coaster beside my laptop, had buzzed with a soft, unassuming vibration. A subtle tremor against the polished wood of my desk that only I could feel.

Good morning, beautiful, the text had read. Thinking about the way you looked sleeping this morning. All curled up and perfect.

A simple, sweet sentiment. Enough to bring a faint, tired smile to my lips and warm a small, protected corner of my chest that the day had not yet managed to chill. It was our routine, a gentle anchor in the morning before the world tried to chew us up and spit us out. I remembered waking briefly, feeling the dip of the mattress as you’d left the bed, the lingering warmth of your body a ghost against my back. I’d burrowed deeper under the duvet, a contented sigh escaping my lips before I’d drifted back to sleep. Reading your words, I could almost feel it again. I’d sent a quick heart emoji back, a tiny red beacon of affection, and plunged headfirst into the corporate battlefield.

An hour later, midway through a droning lecture from my boss about synergy and leveraging assets—corporate buzzwords that had long ago lost all meaning—another buzz. Sharper this time. More insistent. I chanced a glance, tilting my head just enough to peek at the screen resting under the lip of my desk, shielding it from the view of the webcam.

I lied, the new message said. I wasn’t thinking about you sleeping. I was thinking about waking you up with my mouth between your legs. Remember that Saturday last month?

My breath hitched, catching painfully in my throat. My God, did I remember. I remembered it so vividly that for a split second, the monotonous drone of my boss’s voice faded into a dull, distant roar, replaced by the phantom sensation of your tongue tracing lazy, deliberate circles against my most sensitive skin. The memory was so potent, so physically real, that I could almost feel the rough scrape of your morning stubble against my inner thighs, the heat of your breath, the slow, exquisite build of pressure. I had to cross my legs tightly under the desk, a sudden, sharp spike of molten heat pooling low in my belly, a throbbing ache that was both a torment and a delight. I squeezed my thighs together, trying to quell the treacherous pulse, my heart hammering against my ribs.

The day had unspooled like that, a torturous, delicious counterpoint to my professional frustrations. It became a rhythm. An email would land in my inbox, filled with passive-aggressive digs and impossible demands, and my stomach would clench with anxiety. Then, as if on cue, my phone would buzz, a lifeline of pure, unadulterated filth from you, and my body would clench with an entirely different kind of tension. At eleven, just as I was about to enter a sterile, airless conference room, a picture of you in your work clothes appeared. A crisp, dark grey suit that hugged your broad shoulders just right, the fabric taut across your chest. You looked handsome, professional, a man who commanded respect and probably chaired meetings just like the one I was about to suffer through. It was immediately followed by a second photo, a tantalizing close-up of your hand undoing the top two buttons of your shirt, revealing the dusting of dark hair on your chest, the strong line of your collarbone.

This meeting would be so much better if I could feel your hands under this shirt.

I’d nearly choked on my water, sputtering into the back of my hand. The sudden rush of liquid down the wrong pipe felt like a fire in my lungs. My colleague, Brenda from accounting, had given me a concerned look from across the conference table, her brow furrowed. I’d waved her off with a series of hacking coughs, my cheeks burning with a heat that had nothing to do with my coughing fit and everything to do with the image now burned onto the back of my eyelids. The game was afoot, a secret, illicit tug-of-war of desire played out in ten-minute intervals between spreadsheets and passive-aggressive emails. A silent, thrilling war waged on two fronts: the bland, beige world of my office and the riotously colorful world of my lust for you.

By lunchtime, I was a complete and utter wreck. I sat at my desk, listlessly stabbing at my sad desk salad—limp greens, a few pathetic slivers of carrot, and a watery vinaigrette—while scrolling through a litany of your promises. You detailed, in excruciatingly eloquent and filthy prose, exactly what you wanted to do to me the moment I walked through the door. The words were more than suggestive; they were a blueprint for my undoing, a detailed architectural plan for my complete submission. You painted vivid, Technicolor pictures of bending me over the cool, unforgiving granite of the kitchen island, of peeling my constricting work clothes from my body piece by excruciating piece, of tasting the day’s stress and my own gathering arousal on your tongue. Each message was a new brand on my imagination, leaving me breathless and aching.

I’m going to have you on your hands and knees, one read, and I’m going to take you from behind so I can watch your face in the reflection of the oven door as you come apart for me.

My fork clattered against the plastic bowl. I was melting, my resolve dissolving into a puddle of need. I felt my panties growing damp, a secret warmth that was both shameful and thrilling in the sterile office environment.

And then, around 3 PM, when my focus was at its absolute nadir and the numbers on the spreadsheets were blurring into a meaningless jumble of black and white, the coup de grâce arrived. A new picture. It was a mirror selfie, angled down in a way that was both artful and shockingly explicit. You had unbuckled your belt, the dark leather hanging loose. You’d unbuttoned your trousers. The waistband was hooked on your thumbs, pulled low, ridiculously, impossibly low, revealing the sharp, carved lines of your hips—that intoxicating V—leading down into the dark, enticing forest of hair at the base of your stomach. Down. My God, down. My brain didn’t just short-circuit; it went into full system failure. A catastrophic error message flashed across my consciousness: a blue screen of pure, unadulterated lust.

I could feel the slick heat between my legs, a dampness that had been building all day, turning from a minor nuisance into an undeniable, throbbing ache that demanded my full attention. The final two hours of my workday were a silent, exquisite agony of anticipation. I stared blankly at my computer screen, pretending to read reports, pretending to analyze data, but my mind was elsewhere. It was in your apartment, with the low-slung trousers and the promise they held. I could barely form a coherent sentence in an email, my entire being laser-focused on the singular, primal goal of getting home. The clock on the wall seemed to mock me, its hands moving with agonizing slowness, each tick a tiny, sharp torture.

It was late, well past dark, when I finally, finally made it in the door. The familiar, heavy click of the lock sliding home was the sweetest, most liberating sound I’d heard all day. A sound of sanctuary. I dropped my keys and purse onto the entryway table with a clatter that echoed in the profound quiet, shedding the physical and emotional weight of the outside world. My shoulders, which had been hunched up around my ears all day, slumped in profound relief. The silence of the apartment was a balm, a stark, welcome contrast to the ceaseless cacophony of my office and the frantic roaring in my own head. My first, immediate instinct was to pull out my phone.

Finally. Finally, home. Here, in the safety and privacy of my own space, I could be careless. Here, no one was watching. I could flip through every single message without fear of a prying coworker’s gaze. I could open all the pictures and let my eyes linger, really drink in the delicious details my frantic, stolen glances at work had missed. And I could actually do something, anything, about the dull, heavy, persistent throb that had taken up permanent residence between my slick, swollen folds.

With the phone clutched in my hand like a holy relic, a conduit to the pleasure you’d promised, I headed for the bathroom. It had been a long, trying, soul-destroying day, after all. Why not relax and unwind in there? It was more than a want; it was a biological necessity. A pressure valve that needed to be released before I exploded into a million pieces.

I pull my long hair up, my arms aching with a pleasant, bone-deep weariness as I twist the dark strands into a messy, precarious bun on top of my head. The movement feels good, stretching the muscles across my back. I meticulously tuck in the loose, feathery hairs at the nape of my neck, not because I care in the slightest about neatness, but because I have absolutely no intention of washing my hair tonight. We have plans, you and I, but they are plans for the screen, for the wire, for the electrically charged space between our two homes. There’s no reason not to be comfortable.

My fingers find the cool, chrome handle for the shower, turning it until a thick plume of steam begins to billow from the faucet. I set it absurdly, scald-ready hot to get the room warmed up quickly, to fill the space with a comforting, cleansing haze that will fog the mirrors and create our own private world. My phone finds its perch on the cool, smooth marble of the counter, its screen glowing brightly, a beacon in the dim, soft light of the bathroom. I take out my simple silver hoop earrings, their familiar weight vanishing from my lobes, and set them carefully by the sink, where they make a tiny, metallic tink. I rub the soft, sensitive skin of my earlobes, a self-soothing gesture, while my eyes are glued to the phone’s glowing screen.

I scroll back to the very beginning, to that first sweet message from 8:15 AM, and work my way through the day’s timeline of seduction. It’s like rereading a favorite story, knowing the ending just makes the journey more delicious. The pictures started playful, almost chaste. There was the one of you in your suit, looking every bit the formidable, untouchable executive. Then the slightly unbuttoned shirt, a subtle hint of the animal prowling beneath the civilized, tailored veneer. And then the one that had stopped my heart and rebooted my entire operating system at 3 PM, the low-slung trousers, the taut, tanned skin of your lower stomach, that intoxicating V of muscle disappearing into the shadows. Down. Oh, God, down. You looked good enough to eat. Good enough to devour whole.

I glance up from the phone and catch my own reflection in the rapidly fogging mirror. My pupils are dilated, vast, dark pools swimming in the hazel of my irises. A deep, rosy blush rides high along my cheekbones, a testament to your quiet, devastating power over me. I look thoroughly, completely debauched, and a wry, knowing smile plays on my lips. This is the me you bring out. This is the woman who lives beneath the project manager’s stressed-out facade. I make a silly, cross-eyed face at my reflection, a fleeting moment of levity in the rising tide of heat that’s threatening to consume me.

With a soft, weary groan, I kick my sensible work heels off, the sound muffled by the rug. They go skittering into the hallway outside the bathroom before I nudge the heavy wooden door shut with my foot. The solid thump and the quiet click of the latch seal me into my private sanctuary. I set the phone back down on the counter, the glow of your picture illuminating the steam that now clings to the mirror, distorting my reflection into a blurry, flushed watercolor. Slowly, deliberately, I pull my silk blouse over my head, the expensive fabric whispering against my skin as it comes off. I dump it unceremoniously into the laundry basket, followed by the thin camisole I wore beneath it. My skin prickles in the cool air for a magnificent moment before the shower’s rolling steam envelops me in its warm, damp embrace.

Next are the trousers. I unbuckle the belt, the smooth leather sliding free from its keeper with a soft, satisfying hiss. The button gives way with a small pop, the zipper descending with a rasping sound that feels obscenely loud in the quiet, steamy room. I slide the tailored fabric down my hips, over my thighs, until it pools in a dark, forgotten circle around my ankles on the cool tile floor. The steam is rising in earnest now from behind the glass shower door behind me, a thick, white cloud. I peel my socks off, toe-by-toe, and toss them into the basket with the rest of the day’s armor. The chill of the tile against the bare soles of my feet is a stark, pleasant shock, grounding me in the moment.

I’m standing there in just my bra and panties, both plain, functional black lace. Nothing special, just everyday armor. I pause, my fingers reaching for the clasp at my back, and then an idea, wicked and wonderful and utterly exhilarating, sparks in my mind. I smirk at my reflection, at the woman with the wild eyes and the flushed cheeks and the hair piled haphazardly on her head. Two can play at this game. You don’t get to have all the fun.

I pick up the phone again in my right hand, feeling its cool, solid weight. My left hand moves to my chest. Instead of unhooking my bra, I push the delicate scalloped cup of the lace down, exposing my breast to the cool, steam-filled air. The nipple is already hard, a tight, expectant peak. I carefully turn the phone, angling it just so, getting the gentle curve of my breast, the dark, puckered aureole, and the provocative shadow of the black lace in the frame. I want it to be artistic, a glimpse of forbidden fruit, something to make your mind race. I snap a couple of pictures, my heart thumping a little faster, a frantic bird against my ribs, at my own audacity.

Satisfied with my work, I finally unhook the bra clasp. It gives way with a little sigh, and the straps slide down my arms. The feeling of release across my back and shoulders is sublime. I hook the bra over the doorknob and shift my weight from foot to foot, my eyes scanning the photos I just took. I select the best one, the one where the soft bathroom lighting catches the swell of my flesh just right, the one that hints at so much more without giving everything away.

“Two can play at that teasing game, mister,” I whisper to myself, my voice a low murmur in the quiet room. My thumbs fly across the screen, a little clumsy in their haste. “Gonna get clean… and think of you while I shower. Wish you were here to help.” I attach the photo and hit send, my message flying through the ether to you. A jolt of pure, delicious adrenaline shoots through me, a potent cocktail of exhibitionism and desire. The ball is in your court.

I immediately go back to my gallery to peek at the next shot you’d sent me, the one that had arrived while I was frantically packing up my desk, desperate to escape. My breath catches in my throat. You’d dispensed with all pretense. All subtlety was gone. Your work trousers are now pooled around your knees, a dark heap of fine wool. You’re leaning back against what looks like your own office door, and your cock is magnificently, shockingly hard, jutting out from the nest of dark hair, thick and proud and aimed right at the camera like a weapon. A low, involuntary moan escapes the back of my throat. It’s a wonderfully, perfectly sexy picture, raw and demanding and utterly, unapologetically you.

I step out of the puddled trousers, kicking them toward the laundry basket, and stand there in just my black panties. The cotton gusset is soaked through, a dark, damp patch that stands as a testament to your day-long assault on my senses. My fingers tremble slightly as I flip to the very last picture you sent. The one that arrived as I was walking out of my building, the one that made me nearly walk into a lamppost.

This one, though… this one breaks me. It shatters the last vestiges of my control.

My lips part on a silent, shaky gasp. I stand there, completely still, rooted to the spot, a little dazed in my overwhelming want. The angle is closer, an intimate geography of your desire. You’ve made a mess, a glistening, pearlescent mess all over your own taut stomach, evidence of your lost control, of the fact that my teasing had pushed you over your own edge. And the first, primal, undeniable thought that crashes through my brain is that all I want to do is climb through the screen, get on my knees before you, and drag my tongue through every last shimmering drop of the mess you made for me. For me.

I am going to be drooling from both mouth and cunt if I continue to stand here and ogle this masterpiece of filth. A low hum of need vibrates deep in my chest, a resonant frequency of pure lust. With deliberate, almost painful slowness, I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my damp panties and peel them down my legs. The fabric glides over my slick skin with a faint whisper, and when they hit the floor, I step out of them and onto the plush, absorbent shower mat.

I flip my phone back to that last, devastating picture. Your cock looks impossibly thick, still semi-hard and glistening in the aftermath, and a single, last, perfect drop of the mess you made for me is clinging to the slit at the tip, gleaming like a tiny, precious jewel. Normally, I put my phone on the small glass shelf next to the shower door to listen to music or a podcast, a distraction from the world. But today? Today, my brain is full of you, and I need no other soundtrack. I go into the settings, set the screen timeout to ‘never,’ leaving that one last shot illuminated, propped against the mirror like a shrine to our mutual, frantic arousal.

I slide the heavy glass door open and step inside. The hot water hits my skin and I let out a sharp squeak of shock, my skin instantly flushing red from the unexpected blast of heat. I fumble with the knob, my fingers slipping on the wet chrome, adjusting the temperature down from ‘surface of the sun’ to something more manageable—still hot enough to feel like a deep, muscular embrace, to keep me warm and loose and pliant. I get back under the spray, letting the water cascade over my head, down my back, sluicing away the physical grime and mental exhaustion of the day.

Even through the steam-streaked, water-beaded glass, my eyes keep glancing back at that picture on my phone. Your cock. Your mess. A beautiful, filthy promise. It’s hard to resist not just staring at you forever, but I have a mission. I pick up the bar of soap, a creamy, oatmeal-scented block, and try to focus on the ritual of getting clean. For the moment.

I lather myself up carefully, methodically. The bar of soap slides down my left arm, then my right, and I rub the rich lather into my skin slowly, savoring the simple, clean friction. Over my neck, across my collarbones, and then down to my chest. I circle each breast, the creamy soap making my skin slick and exquisitely sensitive. Down my stomach, tracing the curve of my waist, over the flare of my hips where your hands should be. I move down each leg, the front of my thighs, my knees, my shins, and then back up the strong curve of my calves. I turn and rinse, feeling the day’s tension begin to melt away under the relentless, hot, pounding spray.

I consciously, with great effort, ignore the throbbing, insistent, demanding beat of my own pulse in my clit. It’s not just because soaping there is a cardinal sin, a surefire recipe for irritation and regret, but because I know, with absolute certainty, that the moment I give in to that specific, maddening ache, I won’t finish this shower as clean as I could be. I twist around, letting the water hit my back as I wash down the long plane of it, over the swell of my ass, my hands cupping each cheek, kneading the flesh.

I switch from the bar soap to the gentle pump of face wash beside it. I get a little of the foaming cleanser between my hands, rubbing them together with a splash of hot water until it’s a fragrant, airy cloud. I start scrubbing my face, my fingertips working in small, firm circles over my forehead, my cheeks, my chin. But my heart is still skittering that frantic, frantic beat of want and need through my entire body. My head is full of everything I denied myself today. Vivid, Technicolor fantasies play out behind my closed eyelids, more real than the tile and steam around me.

You, turning me over your gleaming, expensive mahogany desk, scattering important papers and quarterly reports to the floor without a care. Shoving that glorious, thick cock inside me right there in your corner office with the city lights twinkling below, fast and hard and rough until I cried out your name for the whole damn floor to hear. Me, splayed back on that same desk, my legs thrown wide, you between them, your suit jacket discarded, your tie askew as you liberally ate me out like a starving man discovering a feast for the first time. I bite down hard on my lower lip to stifle a whimper and rinse the soap from my face, tilting my head back into the hot, pounding water.

I can’t take it anymore. The fantasies playing out behind my closed eyes, the relentless, heavy throb between my legs, the image of you on my phone screen just beyond the glass door, it’s all too much. I could try to be patient, take this burning, all-consuming desire to bed with me later, and really have a proper go at it. But I know myself. If I don’t scratch this maddening itch right now, right this second, my desire will eat me up from the inside out.

I reach out and take the heavy, chrome showerhead from its cradle. The flexible metal hose gives me just enough slack. I tilt the nozzle up, aiming it so the pulsing spray is hitting the cool, tiled back wall of the shower, creating a percussive, steamy atmosphere without directly pelting me. I step back until my shoulders and upper back press against the opposite wall, the tiles cool and smooth against my heated skin. With a little grunt of effort, I slide my right leg up, planting my foot firmly on the built-in corner shelf where I normally keep extra bottles of soap and shampoo. It’s a good ledge for shaving or, as it turns out, the perfect pedestal to open my legs wide, giving me unparalleled access to the source of all my trouble.

My left hand, which has been idle for entirely too long, begins its slow, deliberate journey. It slides down my torso, fingers pressing slow and firm into my water-warmed skin. I drag it further down, my short nails scratching just a little, a faint, pleasant sting that scores my skin in little red marks in its wake. Down over my navel, down past the soft curve of my belly.

Down and down, until my fingertips are pressed against the swollen, waiting, weeping lips of my pussy. I spread myself open for no one but me, for no one but the ghost of you I’ve conjured in this steamy, sacred space. My other hand, the one holding the now-silent showerhead, slides up my side, my thumb tracing the line of my ribcage before my fingers find the weight of my breast. I squeeze it slowly, rhythmically, weighing its soft fullness in my palm.

My head turns, and I eye that picture on the phone through the fogged-up, water-streaked glass. I can just make out the shape of you, the glisten of your climax. I bite my lower lip, hard, and lean my head back against the wall. I tilt my neck back until the damp bun of my hair cushions my head against the cool tile. The position is perfect. I’m open, vulnerable, and completely, utterly in control. I press my labia open wider, and my middle finger finally, finally dips down between my already sopping wet folds.

All day, you drove me insane, and the evidence, the sweet, sticky offering of my desire, was soaked through my panties. It’s still here now, slick and hot and copious, clinging between my folds, making my own fingers glide effortlessly. I drag my finger down through the heart of the slickness, then back up, a slow, exploratory stroke. I’m opening myself up, teasing the swollen entrance to my cunt, but I don’t brush against my clit. Not yet. Patience. Torture. My eyes flutter shut, and a long, low moan escapes my lips, mingling with the percussive sound of the water hitting the far wall. I settle my weight more fully, resting the top of my back into the cool wall, while the deflected spray from the showerhead pelts against my thighs and stomach. I let out a little gasp as I curl my index finger inward to meet my middle finger. And then, finally, I press up. Hard. Right against the swollen, aching, desperate bud of my clit.

I have to chew on the inside of my cheek to keep from crying out, my breath hissing out hard and fast through my nose. The first touch is pure electricity, a high-voltage jolt that travels from that one exquisite point all the way to the tips of my toes and the roots of my hair. I begin to circle my swollen clit, a slow, deliberate pressure that builds with every rotation. I release my bruised cheek to moan again, softly this time, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. All of my want, all of the day’s frustrated, impotent energy, is now focused on the tips of my fingers, on the glorious friction they are creating. I rub side to side, then up and down, and then around and around in maddening, perfect circles. My body is a tightly coiled spring, climbing slowly, inexorably, higher and higher toward release. The muscles of my stomach clench downwards, pulling all my internal strings until they feel fit to snap. I am pressing those maddening circles, faster now, round and round, my knuckles brushing the sensitive peak of my clit even as my fingertips slide lower, slicking through my wetness. The friction is exquisite, driving me back against the unyielding wall.

“Fuck,” I whisper, the word a plume of steam in the air, a prayer heard by no one but me. I’ve always been vocal, and I know if you were here, you’d want to hear every sound. You’d be egging me on, your voice a low, rough growl, telling me how good I sound, how much you want to hear me break myself apart over your name. In my mind’s eye, a new fantasy blooms. I can see you so clearly: you’ve pushed the bathroom door open and you’re leaning against the frame, arms crossed over your powerful chest, your eyes dark and hooded, fixed on my fingers as they circle and rub, up and down, against the throbbing, desperate flesh under their command. Your cock is straining against the thick denim of your jeans, a prominent ridge that telegraphs your own need. All your attention, all your focus, is on me.

“I’m…” I gasp, my own voice thick and unfamiliar in my ears. The climb is getting steep, the peak is in sight, shimmering just ahead. “Fuck me,” I whisper, a desperate plea to the phantom in the doorway, and then my hips arch off the wall, my pussy pressing, humping, grinding fiercely into my own hand as I tumble over the edge. My foot on the shelf trembles, my whole leg shaking with the raw force of it. My insides spasm violently around the frantic flurry of my own movement, a deep, shuddering, seismic contraction of pure release.

Your name falls from my lips, a broken, breathless prayer, over and over and over as I gasp into the empty, steam-filled shower. My clit is throbbing, hypersensitive, and exquisitely tender against my still-pressing fingers. I can’t stand straight anymore, my body wracked with delicious aftershocks. I slow the movement of my hand, rubbing slower now, gentler, trying to catch my breath but not wanting to let this incredible high go just yet. I release my breast and press my free hand back into the wall for balance. Pushing off slightly, I let my foot fall from the shelf to the shower floor with a soft splash.

I consider my options. I’m sated, but I’m nowhere near done. I can just… I slowly lower myself down, one hand braced behind me against the cool, wet wall for support, my left hand going right back where it belonged. I spread my thighs apart, my ass sliding easily on the soaked tiles of the shower floor until I’m sitting, my back pressed against the wall. The water from the showerhead is arcing over me now, some of it hitting me in the face, plastering strands of escaped hair to my cheeks, but I don’t care. I shove both hands between my legs now, pressing the heels of my palms together and using all my fingers to assault my clit, my folds, my entire being. I lean back further, until my head taps the wall again.

It’s not more comfortable, not really, but it changes the angle, and it lets my mind wander somewhere new, somewhere even dirtier. I’m kneeling. Hot tile becomes a plush rug. I’m at your feet, my eyes level with the fly of your jeans. My gaze is fixed on the thick, heavy bulge of your cock as I press my open mouth against it, right through the rough, unforgiving denim. A little sloppy, a little desperate. I want you to want me this much. The way that I want so badly to suck your cock right now. My mind focuses entirely on that singular thought, on the exquisite, profane fantasy of it. I open my mouth slightly and slide my tongue against my wet lower lip, wishing, wishing, wishing I could taste you. Wishing you would unzip yourself and fuck my mouth until I was gagging on you, gasping around the sheer size of you with every single brutal thrust. I can feel your fingers, phantom-real, threading into the hair at my nape, holding my head steady for your assault, while my own fingers fly against my clit.

I’m climbing again, faster this time, my body shaking there on the shower floor. In my mind, I can taste you on the back of my tongue—salty, musky, so incredibly, addictively good. “Right there,” I whisper, a breathless direction to my own hand, my fingers dancing hard enough, fast enough, creating just the right friction that I need, the kind that you know so well how to give me. I lean back into my ankles, my hips rocking into my hand, my body moving with an urgent, primal rhythm. In my head, you’re cumming across my tongue, filling my mouth with your heat, and with that final, perfect, filthy image, my body bows out again. I arch up off the floor, my mouth open in a raw, silent scream of pure ecstasy as my whole world whites out into blinding, blissful light. My legs shake beneath me, trembling violently. Between the shower water and my own copious wetness, I’m dripping, pooling onto the tiled shower floor.

I slowly, slowly slow down my rubbing, my fingers gently stroking now, edging out the last few blissful spasms that leave me whimpering and breathless in the echoing chamber of the shower. I slide my fingers away, pressing my palm down flat against my thigh and spreading them, just looking at the slick, translucent evidence of my pleasure shimmering on my skin.

I just breathe. In nice and slow through my nose, out through my mouth in a long, shaky sigh. Catching my breath, willing my runaway heartbeat to slow its frantic, thundering pace. The world comes back into focus, piece by piece. The sound of the water hammering against the tile. The cloying weight of the steam on my skin. The deep, satisfying ache in my thighs. I flatten both my palms onto the shower floor and slowly slide my legs back under me, leaning heavily into the wall for support as I push myself up onto wavering, unsteady legs.

I step back into the main stream of water. My eyes are open now, my face flushed and hot. I rinse myself off thoroughly, taking extra time to cup warm water in my hand and clean carefully between my tender, sensitive folds, washing away the evidence of my frantic pleasure before finally turning the shower off. The sudden, ringing silence is jarring. I feel lightheaded in the best possible way, sated and boneless. I reach for a soft, fluffy pink towel from the shelf and begin to pat myself dry, starting with my face, then my neck, then down the length of my still-trembling body.

From the shelf outside the shower, my phone buzzes, a sharp, insistent sound against the marble. I step out onto the mat, wrapping the towel loosely around my waist, my curiosity instantly piqued. Your picture is still up on the screen, a monument to my recent undoing. I smile and thumb it away with a damp finger, revealing the lock screen.

It was you. Of course, it was you. Who else would it be? My smile widens into a full, triumphant grin as I press my thumb to the sensor and open the message.

‘Fuuuuuck.’ The multiple ‘u’s tell me everything I need to know. Seems you got my picture. ‘Where are you?’

A thrill, sharp and sweet and victorious, zings through me. The game isn’t over. It’s just beginning. The next round is about to start. I type back, my fingers still a little shaky, a little weak.

‘Just got out of the shower.’

The reply is instantaneous, a testament to your own coiled anticipation.

‘Hurry up.’

I laugh, a low, throaty sound of pure, unadulterated delight. I type one last word, a promise wrapped in a command.

‘Coming.’

I turn the screen off and drop the phone onto the counter. I grin at myself in the mirror, at the flushed skin, the glorious mess of my hair, the wild, utterly satisfied look in my eyes. The night is young, so very young, and I have plans. Much better plans than spreadsheets and synergy. I wander out of the steamy, fragrant bathroom, towel cinched around my hips, ready to go and talk to you. Ready for whatever comes next.


If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Quiet Desires
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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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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

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

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

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

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

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