
        
            
                
            
        

    
Coleen F. Brennan

Plugged In


Copyright © 2025 by Coleen F. Brennan

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

Coleen F. Brennan asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

Coleen F. Brennan has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.

This book contains explicit sexual content and is intended for mature readers only. All characters engaging in sexual acts are 18 years of age or older. The scenes depicted are consensual and intended for entertainment purposes only. Reader discretion is advised.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

By proceeding to read this book, you acknowledge that you are of legal age to read explicit content and that you understand the nature of the content contained within. The author and publisher do not endorse or condone any real-life actions that may mirror those depicted in this work of fiction.

Enjoy the story responsibly.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com


Contents

Plugged In
If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Quiet Desires
About the Author
Also by Coleen F. Brennan



Plugged In

The genesis of the whole affair was boredom, a quiet and insidious creature that had crept into the warm, sunlit corners of Elara’s otherwise happy life, casting long and unsettling shadows that seemed to distort the familiar shapes of her contentment. It wasn’t a monstrous, overt unhappiness, the kind that announces itself with slammed doors and tearful confrontations. It was something far more subtle and therefore, she thought, far more terrifying: a slow fade from vibrant, saturated color to a muted, weary sepia tone. The joy wasn’t gone, but its edges had softened, its intensity dulled. She saw her life through a hazy filter, a scrim of predictability that made everything feel slightly less real, slightly less urgent.

She loved Liam. This was an unshakeable, foundational truth, a bedrock on which she had built the last eight years of her life. The love was not in question; it was the very air she breathed. She loved the solid, comforting weight of his arm draped over her waist in the illogical hours of the morning, a possessive, unconscious anchor in the dark. She loved the familiar scent of his sandalwood soap that clung stubbornly to the collar of his well-worn cotton shirts, a fragrance that spelled safety and home. It was the scent of him returning from work, of leaning her head on his shoulder on the couch, of burying her face in his neck for a hug that could soothe any number of small anxieties.

She loved their apartment, a third-floor walk-up that had become a sanctuary of their shared history. Its overflowing bookshelves threatened to spill paperbacks onto the hardwood floor, a testament to countless lazy afternoons spent reading in companionable silence. Their collection of mismatched coffee mugs, gathered from flea markets and vacation gift shops, each one a souvenir from a different time, a different trip, was a tiny, fragmented story told in porcelain and ceramic. There was the chipped blue mug from their first weekend away in the mountains, the oversized novelty one from a trip to a theme park where they’d laughed until they cried on a water ride, the elegant, minimalist one she’d bought him the year he got his promotion.

She loved the comfortable silences that could stretch for hours, filled not with the anxious need to speak but with the quiet hum of two people simply existing in the same space, their individual orbits peacefully coexisting. And she adored, with a fierceness that sometimes surprised her, the sound of their easy laughter, how it could erupt from seemingly nothing, a badly dubbed foreign film, a shared, silly memory from their early dating days, and fill the small space with a joy so genuine and unforced it felt like a physical warmth spreading through the room.

But comfort, she was beginning to discover with a growing, frantic sense of panic that clawed at the edges of her calm, was the dangerously close cousin of complacency. It was a warm, soft blanket woven from the threads of routine and predictability, a blanket that could, if one wasn’t careful, easily become a suffocating shroud. The life they had built together, once a thrilling, unpredictable improvisation full of unexpected turns and exhilarating discoveries, had gradually become a well-rehearsed play. They both knew their lines by heart, their entrances and exits timed to perfection. There were no missed cues, no forgotten lines, because the script was written in stone: coffee at seven, work by nine, dinner at six-thirty, television until ten. Weekends were for errands, laundry, and a comfortable, predictable outing.

This creeping sameness had seeped into the most intimate parts of their lives. Their sex life, which had begun as a vast and exhilarating landscape of discovery, every touch a new landmark on an unknown continent, every kiss an uncharted river leading to breathtaking waterfalls, had settled into a pleasant, predictable rhythm. It had been an exploration, a passionate cartography of each other’s bodies. Now, it was a well-worn path they walked together, hand in hand, without ever stumbling, without ever needing to consult a map because they both knew exactly where it led. There were no wrong turns, no surprising vistas hidden behind a thicket of tangled limbs, no moments of getting breathtakingly, wonderfully lost together. It was nice. It was safe. It filled a need, a physical and emotional checkpoint in their weekly routine, usually on a Saturday night after a bottle of wine and before they fell asleep to the murmur of the television.

And a secret, shameful part of her, a treacherous voice that whispered from the deepest recess of her soul in the quiet moments after he had rolled over and fallen asleep, was starting to find it dreadfully, soul-crushingly dull. The shame that followed this thought was a hot, tight knot that lived permanently in her stomach now. She felt profoundly, hideously ungrateful, a spoiled child tiring of a perfectly wonderful, flawlessly crafted toy. She had everything she was supposed to want: a loving partner, a stable home, a life of peaceful contentment. Yet here she was, wanting more. Wanting something different. Wanting a storm in the middle of all this placid sunshine.

The idea didn’t arrive in a flash of lightning, a dramatic bolt of divine or demonic inspiration that cleaved her life into a before and an after. Rather, it coalesced slowly, imperceptibly, like dew forming on a spiderweb in the pre-dawn gray, a delicate and complex structure appearing as if from nowhere. It was built from the fragmented, whispered confessions of anonymous women on online forums, their words glowing on her screen in the blue-lit darkness of the bedroom. They wrote under pseudonyms like “HiddenGardens” and “CrimsonTide,” speaking of unlocking new doors within themselves, of finding pleasure in places they’d been taught to ignore or revile. It was shaped by the bold, unapologetic articles she devoured in the digital privacy of her bed, the phone held close to her face so its light wouldn’t disturb him, long after Liam’s soft, rhythmic breathing signaled he was deep asleep beside her. The ambient glow painted her features in an ethereal, almost ghostly light, making her feel like a voyeur peering into a world that was not her own, a world of daring, curiosity, and adventure that she had only ever read about in novels.

The concept of anal play had always been a securely locked door in the long hallway of her mind. It was a room she was vaguely aware of, like a boarded-up wing of a historical house, but had absolutely no desire to enter. Its existence was filed away under a thick, dusty category labeled “Not for me.” It seemed extreme, forbidden, a pursuit for other, more adventurous people, people in pornographic films, people who wrote those audacious articles, people who were not her, Elara, who sorted her recycling and paid her bills on time. In her pre-conceived imagination, it was associated with a vague sense of a line being crossed, a boundary of intimacy that felt too raw, too vulnerable, too… much.

But the more she read, the more the words of these other women, these digital confidantes, resonated with the quiet hum of her own dissatisfaction. They spoke not of shame or sordidness, but of power, of a different kind of fullness, of a pleasure that resonated from a deeper, unexpected core. Their stories weren’t about submission or degradation, as she had always assumed; they were about claiming every single inch of their own bodies as territory for their own pleasure. They talked about it as a form of profound self-knowledge, an act of cartography on their own internal maps.

Slowly, the lock on that door in her mind began to feel less like a bastion of security and self-respect, and more like a self-imposed limitation, a psychological cage she had built around her own potential for pleasure, constructed from secondhand fears and societal “shouldnt’s.” The intrigue began to shift and sharpen, moving from a blurry curiosity to a focused, almost academic interest. This wasn’t about him, she realized one night, the phone’s glow reflecting in her wide eyes. This wasn’t about performing a new trick to rekindle Liam’s interest or pleasing him in a new way. This was about her. It was about mapping her own uncharted territory, about finding out what lay beyond the comfortable, well-manicured borders she had so carefully drawn for herself. It was an act of personal rebellion, so small and private that no one else would ever have to know.

The decision to actually purchase a butt plug was made on a Tuesday night, a decision fueled by a half-finished glass of cheap, slightly acidic merlot and a sudden, powerful surge of defiant curiosity that felt like a hot flush. Liam was at his weekly poker game with his friends, a boisterous, masculine affair of craft beer, salty snacks, and cheerful boasts from which he would return late, smelling faintly of cheap cigars and either victory or defeat, his mood buoyant either way. On these nights, the apartment, usually so full of their shared presence and its comforting cacophony, felt cavernously empty.

The familiar sounds were gone: the low murmur of the television in the background, the rhythmic click of his gaming keyboard, the sound of his footsteps in the hall. They were replaced by the low, mournful hum of the refrigerator and the distant, mournful sigh of late-night traffic. This emptiness, which on other nights felt lonely and made her miss him acutely, tonight felt like something else entirely: a laboratory. It was a perfect, sterile environment for her clandestine experiment, a vacuum free from the risk of interruption or discovery. The silence wasn’t lonely; it was liberating.

The thought of walking into a physical sex shop, of passing through a door that might be adorned with garish neon silhouettes or discreetly blacked-out windows, sent a hot, prickling wave of utter mortification washing over her. She could picture it with horrifying, cinematic clarity: the harsh, unforgiving assault of buzzing fluorescent lights that would bleach all the color from her face and highlight every imperfection; the faint, cloying smell of cherry-scented lubricant, cheap incense, and latex; the bored-looking clerk with a silver labret piercing and an air of profound, judgmental ennui. She imagined herself stammering, her voice an embarrassingly high-pitched squeak, as she tried to articulate her most intimate desires, her cheeks burning with a blush so fierce it would feel like a chemical peel.

The entire imagined scenario was excruciating, a short film of social agony. No, the internet was her sanctuary, a digital haven of anonymous marketplaces, discreet transactions, and zero human interaction. It offered a cool, clean, sterile barrier between her and the raw, tangible reality of the act, allowing her to explore from a safe and comfortable distance, a researcher in her own home.

With her laptop open on the coffee table, its screen illuminating her determined face in the dim living room, she navigated to a popular online retailer she’d seen mentioned repeatedly in the forums. Her heart began to beat a nervous, unsteady rhythm against her ribs, a frantic drumming that seemed thunderously loud in the silent apartment. She half-expected a neighbor to bang on the wall. The sheer, unadulterated variety was overwhelming, a dizzying assault on her senses that left her feeling both thrilled and paralyzed.

There were plugs made of shimmering, iridescent glass that looked like fragile works of art; cool, heavy-looking stainless steel polished to a mirror shine; and soft, yielding silicone in every imaginable hue. There were plugs with glittering, jeweled bases that winked at her from the screen like tiny, seductive eyes; plugs with integrated, multi-speed vibrating cores promising a whole other level of complex sensation. There were plugs shaped like whimsical, fluffy animal tails, plugs in every color of the rainbow, and plugs of such intimidating size and anatomical shape that she felt a flutter of pure, unadulterated panic in her gut. It was a digital rabbit hole of carnal delights, and she felt like a complete and utter novice, an uninitiated tourist in a vibrant, foreign land where she didn’t speak the language and couldn’t even read the street signs.

Her eyes, scanning frantically over pages of intimidating options, felt an almost magnetic pull toward a starter kit. It seemed to call out to her from the riot of choice, a beacon of calm. It contained three silicone plugs in graduating sizes, all rendered in a cheerful, non-threatening shade of pastel lavender. They looked innocuous, almost cute, like something one might find in a high-end candy store or a modern design museum. They didn’t scream “extreme” or “forbidden”; they whispered “gentle,” “approachable,” and “welcome.” The product description, in a friendly, rounded sans-serif font, sealed the deal. Perfect for beginners, it promised. Our soft, flexible, 100% body-safe silicone provides a gentle and comfortable introduction to a new world of pleasure.

That seemed right. Gentle. She was a beginner, after all, treading into completely new and slightly intimidating waters. For her untrained internal muscles, which had only ever been stretched by the occasional, inquisitive finger during her most private moments of self-exploration decades ago, starting with the smallest and softest option seemed like the absolute epitome of wisdom. It felt like a responsible choice, a measured, cautious step rather than a reckless, impulsive leap. It never once occurred to her to conduct any further research, to question the material itself, to wonder if “body-safe silicone” had any specific needs or contraindications she should be aware of. It was advertised as the best, the safest, the most recommended for a novice like her, and she took the marketing copy at its word, a trusting consumer.

Right beside the image of the lavender starter kit, the website’s clever, insidious algorithm had suggested a companion product: a sleek, professional-looking bottle of premium silicone lubricant. The packaging was minimalist and black, looking more like an expensive face serum than something overtly sexual. The ad copy was persuasive, written in a tone that was both clinical and deeply seductive. Our longest-lasting, highest-grade formula. The ultimate in slickness, perfect for enhanced sensation and extended anal play. Provides a silky, smooth glide that won’t dry out. It seemed like a no-brainer, a perfectly logical pairing. Silicone toy, silicone lube. In her mind, they sounded like they were literally made for each other, a perfect chemical match designed for optimal performance.

With a final, hesitant click that felt disproportionately momentous, as if she were signing a contract with a new version of herself, she added both items to her virtual cart. Her fingers trembled slightly as she moved the cursor to checkout. She typed in her credit card information with painstaking care, her gaze darting toward the locked apartment door as if Liam, having developed a sudden prescient power, might burst in at any second and demand to know what she was buying. She selected the most discreet shipping option available, one that promised a plain, unmarked brown box with no company name on the return label. Looking back on that moment weeks later, during the aftermath of the near-disaster, she could practically see the flashing neon signs, the huge, Vegas-style arrows pointing to every single rookie mistake in the book. But in that hushed, wine-fueled, solitary moment, all she felt was a giddy, illicit thrill, the electric hum of a secret well kept, a private adventure finally set in motion.

The week that followed was a strange and excruciating exercise in sustained suspense. Every time a delivery truck rumbled down their quiet residential street, its diesel engine a low, guttural growl, her stomach would perform a tight, nervous little flip. The sound, once just an unremarkable part of the city’s background noise, was now a specific and potent trigger that sent a jolt of adrenaline through her system. She found herself constantly peering out the living room window, parting the blinds just a crack, like a paranoid character in a spy film.

She mentally rehearsed casual, breezy explanations in case Liam was the one to retrieve the mail that day. The scripts played out in her head on a continuous, frantic loop. “Oh, that? It’s just some new skincare I ordered from that brand I was telling you about last week.” A plausible, if slightly thin, excuse. Or, “It’s a birthday gift for my sister, so don’t you dare peek! It’s a surprise.” A slightly more robust and emotionally manipulative lie. The deceit, however small and well-intentioned, felt clumsy and foreign on her tongue, even in the privacy of her own thoughts. It left a faintly metallic taste of guilt in her mouth, a subtle corrosion of the honesty that had always defined their relationship.

Finally, on a sun-drenched Friday afternoon when the light slanting through the windows was golden and thick with lazy dust motes, it arrived. The mail carrier, a familiar woman with kind eyes and a perpetually weary smile, handed her a small, plain, unmarked cardboard box. It was so light it felt almost empty, which only added to the mystique and her rising anxiety. Elara snatched it from the woman’s hand with just a little too much unseemly enthusiasm, her fingers brushing the woman’s in her haste. She murmured a hasty, breathy “thank you,” her voice an octave higher than usual, before scurrying back inside, turning the deadbolt with a decisive and slightly dramatic thunk. The click echoed in the hallway. She felt absurd, like a Cold War spy who had just received a package of coded intel, her heart pounding with a turbulent mixture of crippling fear and wild exhilaration.

She took it straight to the bedroom, their shared sanctuary of sleep and intimacy, which now felt like her private sanctum, the staging ground for her quiet, personal rebellion. With fingers that trembled visibly, making her feel clumsy and inept, she used the serrated edge of her house key to slice through the packing tape. The sound was a loud, vulgar rip in the quiet afternoon air, a sound of violation and revelation.

Inside, nestled in a bed of crinkling brown packing paper, lay a small, unassuming black velvet pouch. The fabric was soft and cool under her fingertips, a luxurious final barrier. She paused, her breath held, savoring the moment, the anticipation a physical presence in the room, a weight on her chest. She uncinched the silky drawstring and tipped the contents onto the soft, white cotton of her duvet. The three lavender plugs looked even smaller and more harmless in person than they had on the computer screen. They were like smooth, polished river stones or oversized pieces of candy. She picked up the smallest one. It was utterly smooth and yielded pleasingly to the touch, the silicone squishing almost comically between her thumb and forefinger. It had a pleasing, substantial weight to it, cool and solid in her palm. Her new bottle of lube stood beside them on the bedspread, its sleek silver and black label gleaming in the afternoon light, promising untold slickness and adventure.

A powerful wave of nervous excitement washed over her, starting in her toes and culminating in a hot flush that spread across her chest and up her neck. This was real. This was happening. She was actually going to do this.

She waited an entire day, letting the anticipation build, until she had the apartment to herself again that Saturday. Liam, a creature of immutable habit, was out for his long weekend run, a predictable two-hour window that gave her more than ample time for her experiment. She set the stage with an almost ceremonial reverence, meticulously transforming the bedroom into a private oasis. She drew the heavy blackout curtains, plunging the room into a soft, intimate twilight where dust motes danced lazily in the single shaft of light peeking through a gap. She lit a single candle on her nightstand, and the sweet, creamy scent of vanilla slowly began to fill the air, mingling with the clean, comforting scent of their laundry. She laid out a dark, plush bath towel on her side of the bed, a practical consideration for potential mess that somehow made the whole endeavor feel both more deliberate and more professional, like a scientist preparing her lab for a delicate procedure.

This was her first attempt, a dry run, a solo reconnaissance mission before she even contemplated inviting Liam into this new, uncharted corner of her world. This feeling, this exploration, had to be for her, and for her alone. A gift to herself, from herself. She selected the smallest of the three plugs, a tiny, tapered teardrop shape no bigger than her thumb. It felt cool and impossibly smooth in her palm as she rolled it between her fingers. She uncapped the new high-end lube, the cap unscrewing with a soft, satisfying hiss. She squeezed a substantial, glistening dollop onto the toy. The liquid was surprisingly thick and incredibly slick, coating the lavender silicone in a mirror-like, iridescent sheen that caught the flickering candlelight and made it gleam. So far, so good. Everything was proceeding exactly according to plan.

She lay on her side on the dark towel, her knees drawn up toward her chest in a vulnerable, fetal position that felt both safe and exposed. She took a few deep, deliberate breaths, trying to still the frantic fluttering in her stomach, which felt like a trapped butterfly beating its wings against her ribs. Her heart was trip-hammering against her sternum, a frantic, primal rhythm. She guided the heavily lubricated tip of the toy to the entrance of her tight, waiting hole. The cool pressure against her sensitive, puckered skin was a peculiar and not unpleasant sensation, a stark point of focus in a sea of swirling nervous energy. She exhaled slowly, a long, controlled whoosh of air, and pushed gently. The plug slid in an inch with surprising, almost startling ease, and she felt a jolt that was one part immense pride and three parts pure, unadulterated arousal. This was going to be easier than she had thought. This was going to be amazing.

But then, just as she was building a fragile bubble of confidence, something strange and deeply frustrating happened. As she tried to push it further, to seat the bulbous part of the plug fully inside, the incredible slickness seemed to vanish as if it had been absorbed into thin air or evaporated by a magical force. The smooth, effortless, liquid glide was abruptly replaced by a tacky, resistant friction. It was a deeply unpleasant feeling, like trying to push two magnets of the same polarity together, a stubborn, unyielding resistance where there should have been none. The premium lube, which was meant to be her slick, silent ally in this adventure, was becoming gummy and sticky, creating a frustrating, unpleasant drag against her most sensitive tissues. Confused and flustered, her arousal quickly souring into anxiety, she pulled it back slightly and added more lube, hoping a second, more generous application would solve the problem. But it only exacerbated it, making the surface of the silicone plug feel almost tacky and rough against her own skin. The initial pleasurable pressure curdled into an uncomfortable, chafing pull that felt actively wrong.

A hot prickle of frustration rose in her chest, sharp and unwelcome. This wasn’t the transcendent, mind-altering, boundary-shattering experience the articles in her phone had promised. This was awkward and sticky and frankly, a little bit painful. With a sigh of utter defeat that seemed to suck all the air from the room, she pulled the plug out completely. It made a reluctant, tacky sound as it came free, a soft thwump of resistance that sounded exactly like failure. Lying there on her side, the candle flickering beside her, casting long, dancing shadows on the wall, she felt a hot flush of foolishness creep up her neck. The carefully constructed atmosphere of erotic discovery shattered into a million pieces, replaced by a profound sense of embarrassing ineptitude. What had she done wrong?

Disappointment warred with a stubborn, angry spike of determination. She refused to be beaten by a tiny piece of lavender silicone and a bottle of expensive gel. She was a capable, intelligent woman who managed a small team at her job and could assemble IKEA furniture. She could figure this out. She grabbed her phone from the nightstand, her fingers still slightly sticky and tacky from the disastrous lubricant. Annoyed, she wiped them vigorously on the towel before typing a frantic, slightly misspelled query into the glowing search bar: “Silicone lube gets sticky on silicone toy why?”

The results were instantaneous and, in their damning unanimity, brutally illuminating. Article after article, forum post after forum post from seasoned users, all screamed the same cardinal, inviolable rule she had so blithely and ignorantly ignored: DO NOT USE SILICONE LUBE WITH SILICONE TOYS. The screen glowed with explanations of basic chemistry that she vaguely remembered from high school. The silicone molecules in the lubricant, she learned with a sinking heart, acted as a solvent on the silicone molecules of the toy. They were too similar, and like seeks like. The lube was effectively trying to dissolve the toy on a molecular level, breaking down the smooth, non-porous surface over time, making it gummy, sticky, and eventually, porous and unsafe for internal use. This chemical reaction created the exact tacky, unpleasant friction she had just experienced. She groaned aloud, a long, mournful sound of self-recrimination, and let her head fall back against her pillows, staring up at the shadowy ceiling. Of course. It was such a basic, fundamental error, a “101” mistake she had made with a single, confident click of her mouse. She felt like an absolute, unmitigated idiot.

A quick, slightly frantic rummage through her nightstand drawer, past old birthday cards from Liam and a half-used tube of expensive hand cream, produced a dusty, half-empty bottle of water-based lubricant. It was a relic from an earlier, more conventional phase of their sex life, probably purchased years ago. It wasn’t as thick or purportedly as long-lasting as the new, expensive silicone stuff she’d just bought, but it would have to do. The alternative was to give up, and she was not a quitter. Chastened but not defeated, her resolve now hardened into a steely determination by her near-failure, she marched to the en-suite bathroom. She washed the plug thoroughly with antibacterial soap and warm water, scrubbing away every last trace of the traitorous silicone lube until the lavender toy was squeaky clean and no longer tacky. She dried it carefully with a clean hand towel and returned to the bed for round two, feeling like a scientist who had just corrected a critical error in her calculations.

This time, she applied a generous amount of the water-based lube. The difference was immediate and palpable. It felt completely different in her hand—lighter, slicker, more like water itself than the thick, viscous gel from before. It was cool and clean and felt pure. She took her position again on the towel, lying on her side, her body now tingling with a renewed, educated anticipation rather than blind, nervous anxiety. She pressed the tip of the toy against her tight entrance once more. The cool head was a focused point of pressure, a promise of entry. Taking a deep, calming breath that filled her lungs completely, she bore down just slightly, consciously relaxing her sphincter muscles, and with a slow, steady pressure, began to push it inside.

This time, it was a world of difference. The plug glided inward with an almost liquid ease, each millimeter of progress a smooth, frictionless, utterly delightful slide. Her body accommodated it beautifully, her inner muscles parting to welcome the foreign shape until, with a final, gentle sigh of entry, the last bit of the bulb was sucked in and the flared, circular base rested snugly and perfectly against her, holding it securely in place.

She held her breath for a long moment, her senses on high alert, waiting for any signal of pain or discomfort. There was absolutely none. Since the plug was so small, it didn’t hurt at all, but its presence created a profound, pleasurable, full sensation unlike anything she had ever experienced before in her life. It was a constant, gentle, warm pressure from within, a secret she was holding deep inside the core of her body. It made her incredibly, intensely aware of that part of herself, a part she had mostly ignored, treated as purely functional and utilitarian. The sheer, boundary-pushing fact that she was breaking a deeply ingrained personal taboo, exploring her own anatomy and pushing her own limits on her own terms, sent a delicious, illicit thrill straight to her core, a jolt of pure electricity that turned her on even more deeply and rapidly than she had anticipated.

Once the butt plug was securely in place, a warm and weighty presence that seemed to anchor her to the bed, she slowly and deliberately rolled onto her back, her legs spreading wide in a gesture of complete, unthinking surrender. The new sensation was a low, constant hum of awareness that resonated at the base of her spine, a secret thrumming that was hers alone. She reached for her other companion for the afternoon, a familiar pink vibrator that had been a trusty, well-loved friend for years. She switched it on, the deep, resonant buzz a familiar comfort against the stark novelty of the plug. She used the vibrating tip to tease the sensitive, swollen pearl of her clitoris, and the stimulation felt sharper, clearer, more immediate than ever before, as if the plug were acting like a satellite dish, focusing all sensation to that one spot.

Her swollen, pink pussy, reacting to the novel fullness in her ass and the direct, targeted attention, began to weep with excitement. Silky, opalescent threads of her own wetness pearled at her entrance, catching the candlelight and glistening like spun sugar. She turned up the vibrations a notch, a deep, powerful thrumming that resonated through her entire pelvis, and dragged the vibrating tip through the slick dew, coating it in her own wetness.

As she slowly began to insert the vibrator, she felt a surprising and intensely delightful resistance. Despite her profound arousal, the solid presence of the plug deep inside her seemed to have subtly but dramatically altered her internal geography. Her vaginal walls felt tighter, more sensitive, as if the plug wedged in her ass had cinched her from within, making her slit even narrower and more exquisitely responsive. With each inch that the vibrator penetrated her, a fresh wave of overwhelming excitement crashed over her. The plug in her ass was acting as a powerful internal amplifier, turning every single sensation up to eleven. Every pulse from the vibrator seemed to reverberate against the firm silicone of the plug, creating a complex, overwhelming symphony of pressure and vibration deep inside the core of her body. It was a duet of pleasure she was conducting herself. Her pussy was throbbing around the toy, a greedy, pulsing muscle begging for more stimulation, to be filled more completely.

Her body began to tremble, a fine, high-strung tremor that started deep in her thighs and radiated outward through her entire frame. A soft, involuntary moan escaped her lips, a sound of pure, unthinking pleasure that she didn’t try to stifle. She wanted to surrender herself completely to this rising tide, to let it pull her under and sweep her away into its depths. The vibrations humming fiercely against her inner walls made her entire body tingle with a delicious, aching need as she pushed the toy further in, inch by slow, deliberate inch. She found the familiar, slightly rougher texture of her G-spot and began to teasingly caress and grind against it with the vibrating head. The effect was electric. Her ass muscles, acting on their own accord, clenched tightly around the base of the plug, causing the small toy to press more firmly, more insistently, against a deep, internal nerve cluster she hadn’t even known existed. The dual stimulation, this incredible internal echo chamber of pleasure, made her shudder in a wave of pure desire and dizzying, breathless anticipation.

She consciously let go of all her remaining inhibitions, of the quiet, nagging voice that sometimes whispered about what was proper or normal or what Liam might think. There was no one here but her and the vast, unexplored landscape of her own pleasure. She relished the glorious, taboo sensation of being completely filled and stretched to her limits, both of her intimate entrances occupied and stimulated simultaneously. It was a feeling of profound fullness, of being conquered and claimed by pleasure itself. She pushed the vibrator deeper, all the way to her cervix, until it was as far as it could go, its powerful vibrations radiating through her entire being as a guttural, raw moan was torn from her throat. Her clitoris throbbed, an angry, sensitive, swollen pearl yearning to be touched. As she began to pump the vibrator in and out of her in a steady, urgent rhythm, her other hand drifted down, her fingers lightly brushing against her clit in a slow, hypnotic circular motion, sending incandescent sparks of lightning throughout her body.

With each deep, deliberate rotation of the vibrator against her G-spot, she could feel an orgasm building in the pit of her lower stomach, a dense, coiling knot of energy that grew hotter and tighter with every passing second. The pressure was exquisite, almost unbearable, a perfect kind of agony that promised an earth-shattering release. As her desire grew to unimaginable, stratospheric levels, her whole body felt alive with a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Her reality narrowed to a single, sharp pinpoint, consisting only of the sensations crashing through her: the deep, resonant thrum of the vibrator inside her, the constant, weighty presence of the plug beside it, the slick friction of her own copious wetness, and the maddening, relentless dance of her own fingers on her clit. She started rocking her hips back and forth, meeting each inward stroke of the vibrator instinctively, pushing the toys in deeper with each thrust, until she was balanced on the razor’s edge of climax, holding her breath, suspended in a moment of pure, agonizing potential.

Her breathing became ragged, desperate gasps for air in the vanilla-scented room. Her heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird trying to escape its cage. The pressure inside her built and built, reaching an explosive, critical point where she could no longer hold it in. Her vaginal walls clutched and spasmed violently around the toy, milking it for every last drop of vibration. Giving in completely to the inevitable tide, she cried out, a loud, unrestrained sound of pure, animalistic release as the orgasm crashed over her, a tidal wave of unadulterated pleasure that swept away all thought, all reason, all sense of self. A flood of pure endorphins rushed through her veins, and her vision whitened at the edges, the single flickering candlelight dissolving into a brilliant, blinding white blur. As the overwhelming, all-consuming ecstasy rushed through her, her entire body arched off the bed, her back bowing and her limbs trembling, seized by powerful, rolling convulsions of pure bliss. For a few timeless, crystalline seconds, she felt as if she were drifting off into another world—a world of complete, untethered euphoria and profound, silent peace.

But it wasn’t over. The plug, held fast by her spasming internal muscles, continued to provide a deep, grounding pressure that sustained the orgasm, drawing it out, making it last longer and ripple deeper than any she had ever had before. It was as if the initial explosion had aftershocks, each one a delightful tremor of pleasure. She continued to rock her hips back and forth on the bed, her movements now languid and hazy, as if moving through warm honey, squeezing every last drop of pleasure from the waves that had just engulfed her, until the last shudder finally, reluctantly, subsided. Still feeling the warm, radiant afterglow that hummed in every cell of her being, she slowly removed the vibrator and collapsed onto the bed, her limbs feeling like jelly, her muscles utterly spent.

She lay there, panting softly, the sound loud in the quiet room, a lazy, triumphant smile gracing her lips. She savored the delicious buzz that radiated throughout her entire body, a sensation that made her feel as if she were floating on a cloud of pure, unadulterated bliss. In that heightened, glorious state, all of her worries about being boring or predictable simply dissolved, burned away by the heat of her climax, leaving her focused only on the glorious, messy, incandescent present moment.

Her juices, copious and milky, had soaked through to the dark towel, leaving a glistening, pearlescent puddle, the tangible evidence of the intense pleasure she had just experienced. She lay in her bed, adrift in a sea of contentment, utterly satisfied and deeply, profoundly sated, a lazy, secret smile still playing on her face. After the euphoric high finally began to recede, leaving her in a state of boneless, heavy-limbed relaxation, she finally found the strength to pad to the bathroom. In the shower, with the hot water sluicing over her hypersensitive skin, she reached behind her and carefully, slickly, pulled out the plug. It slid out with a wet, satisfying pop that echoed off the tiled walls.

Holding the small lavender toy in her hand, the water running over it, she felt a powerful, heady sense of accomplishment that went far beyond the purely physical. She had faced a taboo, a locked door in her own mind, and found not something scary or shameful on the other side, but a new, vibrant, sunlit vista of pleasure. She had enjoyed having both of her holes filled, the unique and profound sensation of it, and she couldn’t wait to share this new discovery with Liam, to add this exciting new color to their shared palette. The opportunity to do so soon presented itself, and it turned into a funny, terrifying, near-disastrous story that almost ended up in the emergency room, a story that made her deeply, profoundly regret buying that specific, seemingly harmless, lavender-colored toy in the first place.


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


Also by Coleen F. Brennan

[image: Quiet Desires]

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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