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Private Product Demo

It had been six months since Liam. Six months since the final, quiet click of a closing door sealed away a life I no longer recognized as my own. I’d packed a single, overstuffed suitcase, leaving behind the beige apartment that felt more like a waiting room than a home. I left the matching towel sets, a gift from his mother, still folded in their sterile perfection. Most of all, I left a relationship so devoid of flavor it had started to feel like a sensory deprivation tank, the silence of it pressing in on my ears, the blandness of it coating my tongue. Liam wasn’t a bad man; he was just… beige. A human equivalent of an unseasoned chicken breast. He was the soft, inoffensive color of sand, of unpainted walls, of Manila folders.

He liked missionary on Saturdays, with the lights off, a ritual as predictable and passionless as filing taxes. He liked vanilla ice cream, not the fancy kind with real vanilla beans, but the pale, ghostly white kind from a cardboard tub. He liked sitcoms with canned laughter, the artificial joy a strange, echoing soundtrack to our quiet evenings on the matching beige sofa. My life with him had been a flat, predictable landscape, an endless prairie of politeness and routine. Every day was a perfect copy of the one before, a watercolor painting left out in the rain until all the colors bled into a single, muted gray.

I’d been starving. Not for food, but for sensation. I craved a mountain range, a jagged coastline, a thunderstorm at midnight, something with texture, something to prove I was still alive. My soul felt like a phantom limb, an ache for something that was no longer there, or perhaps, had never been.

That’s how I’d ended up here, in the fragrant, dimly lit chaos of “The Velvet Curtain.” It wasn’t just a job I’d stumbled into; it was a pilgrimage. As an art history grad student midway through a dissertation on the intersection of outsider art and taboo objects, this place was my research library, my cathedral, my sanctuary. The air itself was a complex perfume, a heady blend of rich leather from the harnesses hanging like minimalist sculptures, a subtle, almost cherry-like sweetness from a nearby display of flavored lubricants, and the sharp, clean undertone of high-grade silicone, all of it layered over the jasmine incense Julian insisted on burning. It was the scent of possibility.

Julian, the owner, was a work of art in himself. A man whose wardrobe consisted entirely of velvets and silks in jewel tones, his long, silver-streaked hair often tied back with a silk ribbon. His face was a tapestry of knowing lines, dominated by a perpetually amused smirk that hinted at secrets you’d be privileged to hear. He had hired me on the spot, his dark eyes twinkling with delight after I’d spent fifteen minutes passionately comparing a particularly ornate, jewel-encrusted butt plug to a Brâncuși sculpture, waxing lyrical about its elegant lines and the tension between its utilitarian function and its aesthetic form.

He didn’t just understand; he was thrilled. He called me his “curator of carnal curiosities,” and for the first time in more years than I could count, I felt seen. I felt like a piece of art he’d discovered, dusted off, and placed in the perfect light.

My work here was a quiet, daily rebellion against the Liam-shaped hole in my past, a void not of love, but of vibrancy. I was methodically, meticulously, replacing the beige with a riot of color and form. I was surrounded by the explicit, the graphical, the unapologetically strange, and it was rewiring my brain one inventory sheet at a time. The objects on our shelves were more than just products; they were conversations, arguments, declarations. I was learning a new language, one spoken in the slick gloss of silicone, the supple give of leather, and the delicate whisper of lace. Every day, I was becoming more fluent, more articulate in this dialect of desire.

But for all my academic and professional immersion, it was still a theoretical language. A beautiful, complex grammar I could parse but not yet speak. My own nights were quiet, the silence of my small apartment a stark contrast to the buzzing energy of the shop. My bed was a vast, empty expanse of white cotton, and my “self-pleasure,” as the manuals so clinically called it, was still firmly rooted in the traditional methods Liam had found acceptable.

Safe.

Efficient.

Beige.

It was a task, a release, but it lacked artistry. It was a clumsy charcoal sketch in a world where I spent my days analyzing oil paintings. I was a sommelier who only drank water, an art critic who had never held a brush. The disconnect was a low, persistent hum beneath the surface of my days, a vibration of dissonance that I could feel in my teeth.

Tonight, however, the hum was becoming a roar.

You’d think that after months of working at the downtown sex shop, a place Julian lovingly referred to as his “archive of human desire,” I would have already been thoroughly desensitized. You’d think my capacity for shock had been exhausted. But I’ve been shelving some of these new dildo models for the last few days, and they just keep getting crazier and crazier, pushing the boundaries of what I thought could even be molded from medical-grade silicone. It wasn’t about shock value; it was about artistic innovation. It felt like a new wave of artists had been unleashed, sculptors pioneering a new frontier of form and function, and I, the humble curator, was the first one to witness their wild, wonderful creations.

Inventory is quickly becoming my new favorite work task. It’s a treasure hunt, an archeological dig into the collective id. Each box is a time capsule from some previously unimagined future of pleasure.

The back room smells of fresh cardboard, the sharp herbal tang of the lavender-scented cleaning spray Julian favored, and the faintly sweet, inert scent of brand-new silicone. It’s my domain, a space of quiet, meticulous order amidst the gentle, performative chaos of the main floor. Out there, everything is arranged to entice and suggest. In here, everything is about system and potential. The shelves rise to the ceiling, a towering library of carnal knowledge, the neatly labeled boxes creating a mosaic of potential pleasures. My stepladder, a sturdy wooden affair that creaked like an old ship navigating a calm sea, is my trusty steed, its worn rungs smooth under my stockinged feet.

I stretch, my fingers brushing the cool metal of the highest shelf, and pull another box from its resting place. My arm muscles strain against the unexpected heft, a surprising density that speaks of substance. I let out a small grunt, planting my feet firmly on the ladder’s top step as I pivot, my core tightening to balance myself. For a heart-stopping second, I feel myself wobble, the weight of the box threatening to pull me over. I correct, descending the ladder with careful, deliberate steps, and transfer it to the heavy wooden bench that serves as my workstation.

The box lands with a solid, satisfying thud that echoes in the small, packed room, a sound like a gavel declaring the session open. My palms are already tingling with anticipation, a light, electric hum that travels up my arms. This is the last of a big shipment from a new “artisan” supplier in Germany, a company that prides itself on its avant-garde designs. Their catalog reads less like a product list and more like an artist’s manifesto.

I click open my utility knife, the silver tip of the metal blade sticking out barely a quarter-inch, just enough to part the thick packing tape without risking the precious contents within. The knife feels cool and familiar in my hand, an extension of my professional will. With the practiced ease of a surgeon making the first incision, I run the sharp edge along the taped seams. The sound is a crisp shhhhick against the tension of the plastic, a sound of release. I take immense care to avoid any nicks to the cardboard. Julian is a stickler for pristine packaging, believing the experience of desire begins with the presentation.

The paper slip on the outside, a customs form, describes the contents in sterile, almost comically understated terms: “Fantasy Variety Pack.” That doesn’t offer a single clue as to what could be inside an eighteen-pound box of deviance. What fantasies? Whose? A final, definitive pop echoes as the last of the plastic is severed. I stow my cutter on the inventory shelf, its job done, and take a small, preparatory breath.

Peeling back the thick cardboard flaps is like opening a pirate’s chest, like lifting the lid on a sarcophagus filled not with withered remains, but with vibrant, pulsating life. My eyes struggle to take it all in. I’m met with a sprawling, chaotic array of braided, twisted, ribbed, and impossibly shaped silicone toys, all nestled in protective beds of crinkling brown kraft paper.

My senses are immediately flooded by the sheer variety of colors and textures. A riot of hues splashes across my vision, a Fauvist painting of pleasure: electric blues that seem to generate their own light, deep violets that absorb the shadows, sunset gradients bleeding from fiery orange to soft magenta, and shimmering, metallic golds that wink and flash. It’s a coral reef of carnal delights, each organism alien and beautiful.

My hands, suddenly feeling clumsy and overly eager, locate one of the more stunning specimens nestled near the top. It’s a straight, cock-length rod, but its surface is a dynamic series of smooth, asymmetrical bubbles, like glass blown by a master with a profoundly playful sense of humor. The material is a glorious sunset orange that fades into a delicate, light pink at the tip, the kind of breathtaking colors that usually only exist in a tropical cocktail or a Monet painting at dusk. I run my index finger along the side, feeling the undulating rise and fall of the bubbles against my fingertip.

Interesting.

The sensation is unpredictable, chaotic. It feels both organic, like a strange seed pod from another planet, and totally alien. I can already imagine the unique, rolling pressure it would create internally, a massage that defied pattern or prediction.

I set it aside carefully on a clean towel, my greedy gaze falling back over the abundance in the box. A jolt of something metallic catches the low, warm light of the storeroom, a flicker from deep within the nest of paper. It’s wedged down, partially obscured. I have to work for it, which only heightens my curiosity. I wedge my fingers between a dildo that looks uncannily like a lost-in-space astronaut, complete with a tiny helmeted head and little ridged boots on the base, and another that has a gorgeous, iridescent fish-scale exterior, each scale a tiny, flexible scoop designed for a specific kind of internal drag.

My fingers close around a cool, dense shape. With a bit of careful maneuvering, a gentle wiggling, I pull out something I’ve never seen before. Not in any catalog, not on any forum, not even in the most esoteric of my art history books on biomorphic sculpture.

It’s heavy. Surprisingly so. The weight of it settles into my palm, an object of serious intent. The silicone is dense, substantial, and cool against the warmth of my skin. It feels important. Roughly eight inches of usable length separates the tip from the powerful, wide suction cup base. It’s blunt at the end, a smooth, rounded plateau rather than a pointed, aggressive tip, and it’s thicker than my typical, theoretical preference, challenging the preconceived boundaries of what I thought I might like, what I thought I could even accommodate. But it’s the shaft itself, the body of the thing, that steals the air from my lungs. Running in a dramatic double helix from base to tip are two small, exquisitely detailed, alternating tentacles.

One tentacle is smooth and pearlescent, packed with a fine, silver glitter that seems to swirl in a liquid dimension just beneath the surface. It’s not static; as I tilt it in the light, the glitter shifts and eddies like a captured nebula, catching the single incandescent bulb above me and throwing it back in a thousand tiny, winking stars. The other tentacle, wrapping around its shimmering counterpart in a perfect, intimate embrace, is a variegated cerulean blue, the color shifting from deep ocean depths to a pale sky, and its surface is covered with bulbous, perfectly formed gold suckers. They’re not just textured bumps, not a mere suggestion. They’re distinct, concave little discs, soft and unbelievably pliable to the touch. As I run my thumb over them, I can feel their faint, grippy pull.

It’s a masterpiece of erotic engineering, a collision of aesthetics and function. It’s part deep-sea leviathan, part celestial comet tail. It’s beautiful and intimidating and, frankly, a little weird. It’s an object that defies easy categorization. And holding it in my hand… affects me. It’s not a thought, not an intellectual appreciation of its clever design that I can file away for my dissertation. It’s a deep, physical thrum that starts in the palm of my hand and shoots straight up my arm like a current, bypassing my brain entirely and settling as a molten, liquid pool low in my belly.

My breath catches in my throat, a tiny, involuntary hitch. The sheer weight of it feels like a promise. The glittery tentacle seems to whisper of smooth, deep, effortless glides, while the golden suckers threaten a tantalizing, gripping friction I can’t begin to comprehend. All my carefully curated academic distance evaporates in an instant, replaced by a raw, primal curiosity.

A sudden, sharp ding comes from the main door out front, the little brass bell Julian insists on keeping for “vintage charm.” The sound slices through the thick silence of the back room, making me flinch. I hear his theatrical, booming baritone, a voice that could fill a concert hall, greet a new customer. “Welcome to the Curtain! How may we indulge you this evening?”

Momentarily flustered, I jump, nearly dropping the beautiful, terrifying object in my hand. My fingers tighten around it reflexively. I’d almost forgotten he was out there, so lost was I in my own private world of weird, wondrous cocks. My heart is racing against my ribs, a frantic, panicked beat against my sternum. I feel as if I’ve been caught doing something illicit, something shameful, even though I’m just doing my job. The hot flush that spreads from my neck to my cheeks has nothing to do with the temperature of the room.

This reaction is new. Historically, if unadventurously, I’ve leaned towards a more traditional, straightforward method of self-pleasure. A simple vibrator. My own fingers. Things that made sense, things that didn’t look like they’d just been beamed down from a pleasure planet in another galaxy.

But I can’t ignore the immediate, undeniable rush I feel when looking at this foreign, magnificent thing. It’s a visceral, chemical reaction, a surge of adrenaline and dopamine that makes my knees feel weak. The intellectual part of my brain, the curator, the academic, has been completely sidelined. My body has already cast its vote, and the decision is unanimous. I know right away, with a certainty that is both wildly thrilling and utterly terrifying, that I have to give it a try. This isn’t a vague want, a casual curiosity that can be shelved for later. It’s a need. A craving. An itch deep inside me that I now realize has been there for months, and I’ve just found the only thing that can possibly scratch it.

Bypassing the proper inventory shelf and logging system isn’t our standard operating procedure for new items. Everything has a place, a SKU, a meticulous process Julian has drilled into me. But this feels different. This feels… personal. I can’t just scan it, price it, and put it on a shelf for some stranger to buy. The thought feels like a profound betrayal, like introducing a soulmate to someone else. I set aside my prize for now, hiding it carefully, almost reverently, behind a stack of empty, flattened cardboard boxes in the far corner of the room, a secret waiting just for me. With a newfound, almost frenetic energy, I continue sorting through the rest of the German box, my hands moving on autopilot while my mind, a million miles away, is already mapping out a strategy, crafting a heist.

My plan to work late tonight is twofold, and its beauty is in its simplicity. Firstly, I know Julian, my wonderful, hedonistic boss, lives for the pulse of the city after dark. Since it’s a Saturday night, the city’s heartbeat is already a seductive rhythm of bass and laughter outside our doors. He’ll be champing at the bit to let me close up shop. He trusts me implicitly, and I know his powerful desire for a perfectly made gin and tonic at his favorite subterranean jazz club will almost certainly outweigh his desire to supervise me locking a few doors.

Secondly, and most importantly, there’s absolutely no way I’m getting this beautiful, otherworldly behemoth by him unnoticed during a normal checkout. He’d see it, his eyes would light up, he’d let out a delighted coo over its audacious design, and then he’d ask me a dozen playfully intrusive questions, probably with a wink. The magic, the fragile privacy of my discovery, would be shattered into a million pieces. My mind is completely, irrevocably made up. Tonight, that otherworldly creature is coming home with me.

It’s a simple plan, born of sudden, desperate ingenuity, and it works out just as easily as I hoped. An hour later, as the Saturday night flow of customers dwindles to a trickle of last-minute partygoers and curious couples, I find Julian polishing the glass on a display case of intricate leather harnesses, making the buckles and studs gleam under the focused track lighting.

“Hey, Julian,” I say, leaning against the main counter, trying my best to project an air of casual calm. My voice, to my relief, comes out even and smooth. “It’s getting pretty slow. If you feel like taking off early to get your night started, I really don’t mind closing up tonight. I have some more of that new inventory to log anyway, I could use the quiet time.”

His face, framed by its dramatic cascade of silver-streaked black hair, lights up instantly. The amused smirk blossoms into a full, radiant grin. “Elara, my darling,” he purrs, his voice a low, melodious rumble as he sets down his polishing cloth. “Are you an angel sent from the gods of nightlife? A siren of the city beckoning me to my doom?”

“Just a hard-working employee who likes having the place to herself sometimes,” I reply, offering a small, hopefully convincing, smile.

“That’s my curator,” he says, his enthusiasm so bright and genuine it sends a fresh pang of guilt shooting through me. The guilt is swiftly swallowed by the rising tide of electric excitement. He claps his hands together, a sharp, decisive sound. “You are an absolute gem. A diamond in a sea of rhinestones. Finish your cataloging, lock up tight, and don’t you forget to arm the system. The till is already counted. I’m off to see a man about a saxophone.” He practically skips toward the front door, grabbing his velvet blazer from the coat rack. The little brass bell dings his jaunty departure into the expectant night.

The moment the lock clicks behind him, the entire atmosphere of the shop changes. It’s no longer a public space, a stage for performative desire. It’s mine. A delicious, humming silence descends, broken only by the low, almost sub-audible thrum of the mini-fridge and the distant, muffled sounds of city traffic. I take a deep breath, inhaling the familiar scents of leather and jasmine, and savor the sudden, profound solitude. Then, I move. My earlier lethargy is gone, replaced by a clear, sharp purpose.

I duck into the back room, my heart doing a nervous little tap dance, and retrieve my new acquisition from its hiding spot. The cool, heavy silicone feels even more electric in my grasp now that it’s truly, secretly mine. Feeling almost covetous, I hold it under the single bulb, admiring how the glittery surface captures and fractures the light. A shiver, pure anticipation, works its way up my spine. My skin prickles. I bring it up to the main counter, to the register, my footsteps silent on the polished concrete floor.

In the empty, echoing store, I perform a small, secret ritual. With a goofy grin I can’t suppress spreading across my face, I mime a fake transaction with my own reflection in the darkened storefront glass. “Will this be all for you today?” I whisper to my shadowy doppelgänger, my voice a conspiratorial breath in the stillness. I imagine a nonexistent barcode on its base and scan it, the machine beeping its cheerful, electronic compliance. I pull my alternate debit card, my “fun money” card, a separate account I keep for frivolous, joyful things, untainted by sensible expenditures like rent and groceries, from my wallet and ring myself up for the full, steep retail price. It feels important to make it official, to pay for this passage into a new territory. To earn it. This wasn’t an impulse; it was an investment.

Now, I need a way to transport it discreetly. My eyes land on a pile of boxes destined for the recycling bin behind the counter. After a moment of rummaging, I find a discarded handcuff box, sleek and black and matte, with a magnetic closure. Serendipitously, it fits inside perfectly, a deliciously ironic vehicle for my new prize. A tool of liberation hidden inside a symbol of restraint. I set the deceptively innocuous box on the counter while I start the familiar, comforting routine of shutting down the shop.

I turn off the glowing display lights one by one, watching the vibrant colors of the merchandise fade into silhouette. I straighten the last few items on the racks, my hands moving with practiced efficiency. All the while, the black box on the counter radiates a palpable energy, a silent thrum of promise. It takes every ounce of my willpower to leave it packed away, to not just open it and stare, to focus on the mundane tasks of locking up until it’s finally time to turn off the main lights and head home.

The walk to my apartment is a surreal blur. The cool night air on my face, carrying the smells of street food and damp pavement, does little to quell the bonfire building inside me. The weight of the box in my tote bag is a constant, physical reminder of the promise of the night, a grounding presence in my giddy ascent. Every step is charged with anticipation. The concrete sidewalk seems to be springy beneath my feet. I feel a dizzy, nervous energy, like a teenager sneaking out for the first time, a ball of illegal joy tight in my chest. The mundane streetlights and the tired rumble of the late-night bus seem to belong to another world, a slower, grayer world that I am about to leave far behind.

As soon as I lock the heavy deadbolt of my apartment door behind me, the world shrinks to the size of my small, cozy living space. The heavy clack of a definitive sound, a final punctuation, sealing me in with my glorious secret. The first thing I do, before even taking off my coat, is bring the dildo out of the box. I slide it from its black cardboard sheath, and even in the soft, warm light of my living room lamp, it’s breathtaking. The pearlescent glitter tentacle seems to glow from within, and the gold suckers have a soft, matte sheen. I carry it, not to my bedroom, but to the bathroom, my steps purposeful and measured. There are rituals to be observed. I’ll need to wash it and myself before any new explorations can occur. The ritual of cleansing feels like a necessary preamble, a baptism before a conversion.

My bathroom is small, tiled in simple, unadorned white squares, a blank canvas for the sensory explosion to come. I turn the shower knob, and a thick cloud of steam quickly begins to fill the room, softening the edges of the light, fogging the mirror, and muffling the sounds from the world outside. It feels intimate, private. A sanctuary within my sanctuary. My clothes find the floor in a single, careless pile, a shedding of the day’s skin. I pull a bottle of unscented, antibacterial sanitizing soap from the shelf above the sink.

The steam is a comforting blanket, enveloping me in a warm, moist cocoon, but the frantic ripple of nervous excitement in my chest only gets stronger as I step under the hot spray and begin cleaning my new toy. With one hand held firmly at the suction cup base, I run my other fingertips along the smooth, glittery tentacle, rubbing the clear, viscous soap into the divots and crevices on either side. The silicone is impossibly slick under the running water, the glittery helix seeming to flow and twist like a captive galaxy in my hand. I can’t even begin to imagine what this might feel like inside me, this complex, patterned, otherworldly thing. I find myself stroking it, the motion becoming less about cleaning and more about learning its unique topography, Braille for a new language of pleasure.

I check the girth with my thumb pressed against each of my fingertips, a practical, clinical assessment that feels incredibly intimate. My pinky doesn’t come close to wrapping around it. My ring finger barely makes the curve. I find only the widest space between my index finger and thumb to be passable, and even then, it’s a definite stretch. A sharp thrill of combined fear and excitement lances through me.

It’s a challenge.

It’s an Everest.

My clit, already sensitized by the steam and the sheer, unrelenting anticipation, begins to throb with a slow, insistent pulse, a tiny heart beating just for this. My palm finds the blunt, wide tip of the dildo, lathering it with soap, circling the smooth plateau. The color of the silicone is even more inviting now, glossy and slick, with bright streaks of water running across its variegated blue and star-dusted surface.

It looks alive.

I can’t hold back the consuming tide of curiosity any longer. The need to know, to feel, has become a physical ache, a hollowing out in my center that demands to be filled.

I rinse the toy thoroughly, the water cascading down its spiraling grooves in tiny, mesmerizing waterfalls, until it is perfectly clean. Then, with a deep, shuddering breath that does little to calm my hammering heart, I press the wide suction cup base against the tiled wall of my shower. The air squeaks free with a surprising little protest, a vulgar and comical sound that makes me giggle, and the toy is anchored fast. It juts out from the wall, perpendicular, both a challenge and an invitation. I check the hold with a light slap of my palm against the shaft, my fingers wrapping around its impressive thickness. The texture of the golden suckers, pliable and grippy, slaps me back a little bit. He’s a mischievous little fuck, I think, a bubble of nervous, naughty laughter escaping my lips.

I turn away from the crazy-looking cock plastered on my shower wall, my body humming with a strange, harmonic chord of apprehension and raw, animal desire. My palms find the opposite side of the small shower, the cool, wet tile a stark contrast to my feverish skin. I press my ass backward, slowly, deliberately, my movements liquid in the thick, humid air. I allow the very tip to barely touch me.

Just a kiss.

A question.

I want to feel every millimeter of this, and it has to start slow. The first contact is a shock of cool silicone against my most sensitive flesh. A soft gasp escapes me, mingling with the steam.

Warm water hits the small of my back, a cascade of sensation that runs down the backs of my thighs, making me shiver. Using the light pressure of my hands against the wall, I roll the tentacled tip across my anatomy. I’m mapping myself with it, rediscovering my own geography. I probe into my clit, the broad, blunt head a wonderful, overwhelming pressure that makes my toes curl. I slide it back and forth along my slick, swollen pussy lips, the separate tentacles creating a dizzying, confusing array of sensations. I halt where the delicate, petal-like folds of my entrance begin to give way, my body already slick and ready, weeping for it. I shuffle my feet, finding my balance on the wet shower floor, bend my knees slightly, and use my elbows braced against the wall to provide a little resistance, to control the descent.

Now.

I push back, just a fraction of an inch. I feel the blunt tip splitting me open. It’s not a simple intrusion, not a uniform stretching. The added tentacles are stretching me in opposite, spiraling directions. It’s the most complex, disorienting, incredible thing I’ve ever felt. I’m actually shocked at how discernible every single sensation is, how my nerves can process this much data. It’s not just a uniform pressure; it’s a detailed, topographical report from a foreign landscape. I can feel, distinctly, the smooth, glittery tentacle gliding along one side of my vaginal wall, a silken, deep pressure. Simultaneously, on the opposite side, the bumpy one with its golden suckers is creating a dragging, gripping friction, each soft nub getting progressively larger as I take a bit more of the toy inside myself. It feels like I’m being unzipped and re-braided all at once.

A rogue, breathy sigh escapes my lips, a sound of pure surrender. I consciously relax my hips, my thighs, my entire being into the building pressure. The initial keen discomfort of the stretch is already melting away, subsumed by a deep, resonant pleasure that begins to bloom in its place. I push further away from the wall, using the muscles in my thighs to force myself another inch closer to the base. The swirling tentacles screw deeper into me, the helices stretching my inner walls in a slow, deliberate corkscrewing motion. Then, as I move, the wide, flexing base of the toy bumps rhythmically over my clit and my asshole, sending little explosions of pleasure outwards from my core.

I pull away from the toy slightly, just to feel it again, and discover with a jolt of delight that the tentacles unscrew just as pleasantly when pulled the opposite way, the golden suckers dragging and teasing on their way out. Every motion, forward or backward, up or down, creates a new symphony of sensation, heightening my arousal into a fever pitch. My body, my primitive, instinctual body, begins to take over.

My breath quickens, catching in my throat, ragged and wet. The tip of my tongue hangs slightly at my bottom lip as I focus entirely on the storm of sensation brewing within me. Each slow, deliberate press back into the dildo brings a whimpering sigh from my chest, the delicious, filling pressure beginning to take complete control of my senses. The world outside this shower, this steamy, tiled enclosure, ceases to exist. There is only the wet tile, the hot rushing water, and this magnificent alien thing remaking me from the inside out. My calves begin to ache from holding the delicate, precarious pivot of my position, and my elbows, braced against the wall, begin to shake with the effort. But I can’t stop. I won’t stop. I need more. I need to feel all of it. I need to reach the hilt.

With a guttural groan that seems torn from a place deep within my gut, my fingertips push away from the tile. My hips snap back, jamming my pussy onto the full length of the dildo in one desperate, decisive movement. My ass slaps against the wet, solid stone of the suction cup base, and the overwhelming stretch is almost too much. It’s a razor’s edge. I suck air sharply through my teeth as I ride that fine, thrilling line between searing pain and ecstatic pleasure. The sheer volume of it is shocking. I’ve never been this full. I’ve never felt so thoroughly, completely occupied. The base of toy is a firm, wide pressure against my perineum, a grounding ache, while the blunt head presses firmly against my cervix, a deep, primal thrum that makes my toes curl and my vision swim.

My pussy, stretched to its absolute limit, clenches involuntarily, a powerful, reflexive tightening. I gasp, the spasm sending a wave of prickling goosebumps across both my arms and down my back.

Oh yes, that’s it.

The thought isn’t even fully formed, just a flash of pure affirmation. I dive into my mind, shutting off the analytical part of my brain, and follow the incandescent veins of ecstasy that tangle through my consciousness, a neurological map that mirrors the tangle of sensation inside me. My body moves on its own now, a purely instinctual rhythm. The slick skin of my inner thighs kisses the wet tile with each forward and backward stroke. A mantra begins in my head, a rhythmic chant to the movement of my hips.

Yes, yes, yes, more, yes…

My motions are no longer slow and experimental. They are deep, sure, and demanding. I ride the impossible shape inside me, my hips rocking back and forth, my body learning, adapting, maximizing the pleasure, angling myself so the spiraling ridges and dragging suckers hit just the right spot, a spot I didn’t even know I had. I am the artist and the canvas, the sculptor and the clay. After another deep, shuddering breath, the orgasm comes. It doesn’t build slowly; it detonates. It goes off like a flashbang in a dark room.

My elbows and knees lock, my whole body going rigid, an arch in my back. All conscious thought evaporates, replaced by pure, blinding sensation. I allow the moans, raw and torn from my throat, and the convulsions to come at their own pace, uninhibited and loud in the confines of my small bathroom. Each powerful, involuntary twitch of my pussy clenching around the intricate shape sends another surge of white-hot pleasure deep inside me, a delicious, violent dance between me, myself, and I. The double helix design seems to amplify every contraction, the suckers and smooth ridges triggering new waves of aftershocks long after the initial peak has passed, echoing through me in waves.

I suck in lungfuls of hot air and steam, moaning shocked and elated profanities to my empty bathroom as my body finally begins to relax, to come back to itself. The strength gives out in my legs, and I half-slide, half-fall away from the wall, pulling free from my newest obsession with a wet, satisfying plop. I lean my forehead against the cool, damp tile, my body trembling and weak, my legs shaking uncontrollably. The water, which I hadn’t even noticed, feels impossibly hot on my now hyper-sensitized skin. I look over my shoulder at the toy, still firmly mounted to the wall, glistening and triumphant under the cascade of water. It’s no longer just an object.

It’s a catalyst.

A key.

In the misty, quiet aftermath, I see not just a fantastically designed piece of silicone, but the jagged, colorful, textured mountain range I had been so desperate to find. And I knew, with a bone-deep certainty that settled into my very marrow, that I had only just begun to climb.


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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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

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

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

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