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Quenching Her Thirst

It was the pen that started it. Not just any pen, but the weighty, silver fountain pen my boss, Mr. Abernathy, always used to sign off on the quarterly reports. It was an object of almost fetishistic reverence in our sterile office environment, a small totem of analog elegance in a digital world. The way he held it, his thick, manicured fingers cradling the cool length of it, poised over the stark white expanse of the paper as if contemplating a treaty. I watched the almost imperceptible pressure he exerted just before the ink, dark and rich as blood, flowed from the gold-plated nib in a thick, decisive line. It was an act of finality, of power.

My eyes, refusing to focus on the slides of pie charts and upward-trending graphs, traced the smooth, cylindrical shape of the pen’s barrel. I noted the satisfying curve of the rounded cap, the way the subtle gleam of polished silver caught and fractured the flat, soulless fluorescent light of the conference room. And as I watched, as I cataloged every gleaming detail, a slow, familiar heat began to pool low in my belly, a lazy curl of smoke signaling a much larger fire.

It had been a slow burn all morning, a faint, almost subliminal thrumming beneath the surface of my professional demeanor, a quiet baseline of want hummed just below the frequency of conscious thought. I’d felt it during my commute, a restless energy in my limbs. I’d felt it while brewing my morning coffee, my fingers lingering for a moment too long on the warm porcelain of the mug. But now, as I sat there in that stifling, air-conditioned room, feigning rapt interest in profit margins and Q4 projections, that innocuous thrumming had found its focus. It intensified, coalescing from a vague restlessness into a distinct and demanding pulse that beat a frantic, insistent rhythm between my legs.

My mind, a complete and utter traitor to the corporate cause, began to defect. It packed its bags and deserted its post, wandering into lush, forbidden territories. It imagined Mr. Abernathy’s pen, the cool, solid weight of its metallic body, not gliding across paper, but slowly, deliberately, tracing the sensitive line of my inner thigh. It imagined the satisfying pressure of it, a focused point of purpose, pressing against my clit through the thin, business-appropriate fabric of my work slacks.

My focus blurred, the PowerPoint presentation dissolving into a meaningless swirl of primary colors. Mr. Abernathy’s voice, a usually commanding baritone, droned on, becoming a meaningless series of syllables, a low-frequency buzz that my brain refused to process or translate into language. The world outside my own body faded to white noise. The only sound I could truly perceive was the frantic, panicked beat of my own heart, a frenetic drum solo for an audience of one, thundering in my ears and vibrating through my ribcage.

The heat, once a contained little pool, spread with alarming speed, a liquid fire seeping from my belly down into my core, making my pussy ache with a deep, hollow, and utterly desperate need. It was a tangible emptiness, a vacuum demanding to be filled. I shifted in the stiff, unforgiving leather chair, the cheap material sighing in protest. I was trying to create some friction, any small spark of relief, but the movement only served to make the ache more pronounced, more insistent, a spoiled child screaming for attention.

I risked a furtive glance around the polished mahogany table. Sarah from marketing was nodding sagely, her expression one of thoughtful concentration, a little furrow between her tweezed brows. Across from her, David from finance was scribbling notes with a furious intensity, his pen scratching against the paper. My colleagues, my peers. Not a single one of them seemed to notice the silent, desperate drama unfolding within me, the physiological melodrama reaching its fever pitch right next to the complimentary water carafe. To them, I was just another cog in the great corporate machine, calmly absorbing data, my face an impassive mask of professional engagement. But inside, I was a furnace, and the internal temperature was rising to critical levels.

The beast was waking up.

I call her the beast, my pussy. It’s a term of endearment, truly, though it might not sound like it. She is the wild, untamable core of my being, the source of my most profound and earth-shattering pleasures. She is a beautiful, ravenous creature who knows exactly what she wants and is not remotely shy about demanding it. She’s pretty, too, a fact I take some pride in. Especially after a fresh wax, she’s all neat and tidy, a perfect, inviting sculpture of feminine flesh, her soft inner lips the delicate petals of some exotic, carnivorous flower. But her appetite… her appetite is legendary.

Most of the time, she’s a discerning gourmand, a connoisseur of sensations, enjoying a varied and sophisticated diet of my boyfriend’s skilled fingers, his clever tongue, his thick, satisfying cock, and a well-curated, top-shelf collection of sex toys. But when she gets truly, deeply famished, when the hunger goes beyond simple desire and becomes a primal, gnawing need, her standards plummet with alarming speed. She degenerates. She becomes an indiscriminate scavenger, eyeing completely inanimate objects with a disturbing, almost comical level of creative appraisal.

This morning, for instance, in the relative peace before the workday began, she’d had a delightful little amuse-bouche. It was a simple but effective breakfast of two of my own fingers in the shower, just a quick, slick exploration to start the day. The hot water cascaded down my back, the steam filling the small enclosure, creating a private, misty world. I’d slid my fingers easily into my own warmth, the combination of water and my natural slickness creating a frictionless glide. It was just enough to get the blood flowing, to awaken the nerve endings and leave her content and purring, a satisfied hum resonating through my pelvis.

Then, around a little after eleven, as I stared blankly at a spreadsheet, she’d demanded a light lunch. I had obliged, of course, slipping away to the sterile privacy of the large disabled bathroom on the third floor. The clinical smell of disinfectant and the cold hum of the ventilation fan were a stark contrast to the heat building inside me. Locking the heavy door, I leaned back against it, pressing the heel of my hand firmly against my clit through the thin cotton of my underwear, rocking my hips back and forth in a steady, urgent rhythm until a tight, shivery, almost dissatisfying orgasm seized me. It was just enough to take the edge off the burgeoning hunger, a temporary measure to tide her over until I could orchestrate a more substantial meal.

But now, sitting in this air-conditioned purgatory of a conference room, the memory of that brief, functional satisfaction felt a lifetime away. For the last two hours, ever since Mr. Abernathy produced his damn pen, the gnawing hunger had returned with a vengeance. It had escalated dramatically, going from a polite, internal request to a screaming, clawing, all-consuming demand. The beast was no longer purring contentedly; she was roaring, shaking the bars of her cage, and my carefully constructed professional composure was the only thing standing between her and the unsuspecting world. My mind, her loyal and imaginative accomplice, began meticulously cataloging my immediate environment for potential tools, for anything that could be repurposed for pleasure.

The smooth, cool surface of my stainless-steel water bottle. The rounded, blunt end of my yellow highlighter. My gaze, slick with need, landed on the heavy-duty stapler sitting on the corner of my desk, just outside the conference room door. It had a pleasing heft, a substantial weight, and its back edge was curved into a perfect, ergonomic swell that looked almost purpose-built. That could work, a treacherous, seductive voice whispered in my head, its tone dripping with suggestion. Just lean back in your chair when you get back to your desk, hike up your skirt… no one would ever know…

That was my cue. That was the line. When you start seriously contemplating the logistics and erotic potential of standard-issue office supplies, it is definitely, unquestionably time to call it a day and go home. I feigned a sudden coughing fit, muttered an apology about a burgeoning migraine, and fled the room before Sarah or David could offer me an aspirin.

The journey home was a special, bespoke kind of torture, designed by a deity with a particularly cruel sense of humor. Of course, there were severe delays on the Central Line. The universe, it seemed, was conspiring to prolong my agony, to draw out every last second of this desperate, aching need. The platform was a sea of sweaty, impatient bodies, and I was crammed into a carriage, the collective body heat of a hundred strangers pressing in on me from all sides, a damp, suffocating blanket. The rhythmic rocking and jolting of the train, usually a soothing, hypnotic motion, became a maddeningly effective tease. With every sudden lurch and gentle sway, my thighs, slick with a fine sheen of sweat, brushed against each other.

The friction, however slight, sent a fresh wave of piercing need crashing through me. I squeezed my legs together, clenching every muscle in my core in a desperate attempt to contain the torrent of arousal that was threatening to overwhelm my senses and my sanity. My pussy was ridiculously slick; I could feel the ever-expanding patch of dampness in my underwear, a secret, shameful, yet thrilling testament to my unraveling state.

I’d briefly, frantically, thought about texting Alex, my lovely, patient boyfriend. My fingers had hovered over the screen, already composing the message, begging him to skip his evening session at the gym and come straight home, to meet me with an urgency that matched my own. But even as the thought formed, I dismissed it. Even if he hailed a cab that very second, he wouldn’t be fast enough. He couldn’t beat the clock that was ticking down inside me. The beast was far past the point of being willing to wait for a partner. She had regressed to a primal, entirely selfish state. She needed to be filled, to be stretched, to be pounded into submission, and she needed it now. There was no room in this equation for tender foreplay, for gentle buildup, for the give-and-take of shared pleasure. This was a purely selfish mission. Just a raw, immediate, overwhelming, and solitary satisfaction.

The moment my key finally, blessedly, turned in the lock of our apartment door, it was like a starting pistol being fired at the beginning of a frantic race. I didn’t just take my shoes off; I kicked them, sending them flying across the hall, one scuffing the skirting board with a thud I barely registered. My work bag and keys hit the polished wood of the hall floor with a clatter that echoed in the sudden, glorious silence of the apartment. A trail of discarded clothing marked my frantic, single-minded path up the stairs: my tailored blazer landed in a crumpled heap on the third step, my silk blouse slithered to the landing like an ethereal, pearly puddle, and my trousers and underwear were abandoned in a tangled heap just outside the bathroom door.

I made a brief, compulsory, but highly pragmatic stop. A quick, almost violent pee to empty my bladder, a purely functional act, because I knew, with absolute certainty, that I was going to be clenching hard, and I didn’t want any distractions. I then washed my hands with scalding hot water, the methodical, almost surgical scrubbing of my skin a bizarrely grounding ritual in the midst of my escalating frenzy. My eyes, pupils blown wide and dark, caught my reflection in the mirror. My face was flushed a deep, mottled pink, my lips were slightly parted and swollen, and my hair was a wild mess. I looked possessed, feral. On the shelf beside the sink, a neat stack of clean, fluffy white towels. I grabbed one automatically, a perfunctory nod to the mess I was about to make, and the cleanup that would inevitably follow.

Then, naked and armed with my towel, I burst into the sanctuary of the bedroom. The air, cooler than in the hallway, caressed my feverish skin, raising goosebumps. I didn’t bother with the lights; the fading afternoon sun, filtering in muted stripes through the Venetian blinds, was more than enough, casting the room in a dramatic, liminal glow. I went straight to my destination, the top drawer of my nightstand, our shared treasure chest. Pulling it open revealed a beautiful, colorful chaos of silicone and glass, a gleam of purples and pinks and intimidating blacks, a vibrant, joyful testament to our mutual love of sexual exploration.

My fingers, trembling with a mixture of anticipation and impatience, bypassed the slender, elegant glass wands and the smaller, more discreet, bullet-shaped toys. They were tools for a different mood, a more patient seduction. My hand, acting on instinct, closed around a familiar, substantial weight. The purple one. My most powerful, most reliable, most ruthlessly efficient friend. Without a second thought, my other hand snatched the half-empty bottle of lube from the cluttered drawer as well.

I practically threw myself onto the bed, landing on my back directly on top of the unfolded towel. There was no grace in the movement, only a primal urgency. My feet planted flat on the cool cotton of the mattress, my knees bent and falling wide, exposing myself completely to the cool air of the room, a wanton, willing offering to the god of pleasure.

I guide the slick tip of the toy toward my aching, needy entrance. Even with a generous, pearlescent dollop of lube coating its head, it is a tight, resistant fit as I begin to slide the vibrator into my pussy. The slight, sharp burn as the thick, rounded head of it passes my swollen, sensitive inner lips and pushes its way inside me makes me moan, a low, guttural sound that is equal parts searing pain and ecstatic pleasure. The pleasure of finally, finally having something solid and unyielding inside me, of that desperate, clawing emptiness beginning to be filled, is so intense it borders on a spiritual experience. But the brief, stinging pain from my own brutal impatience is a sharp, grounding counterpoint, a reminder of just how far gone I am.

The vibrator isn’t huge by any stretch of the imagination, but it has enough girth, enough substantial presence, that I know I should have been more patient. I should have used my fingers or a smaller, introductory toy first, to gently stretch and prepare the way for a painless, easy entry. My body, despite its copious wetness, is clenched tight with hours of unresolved, accumulating tension. But I am far, far too desperate for such patient, sensible sensibilities. My pussy has been waiting, aching, practically begging to be filled for hours. That gnawing, internal hunger has only intensified with every passing minute, every delayed train station, every agonizing step closer to home. It’s a primal, reptilian craving that logic and patience cannot possibly touch.

Once the thickest part of the toy is finally past the tight, stubborn ring of my entrance, I push it deeper with a long, slow, deliberate slide that has me sighing in profound, soul-deep relief. The feeling of being stretched, of being filled so completely and thoroughly, is nothing short of exquisite. The hollow, empty ache that has plagued me for hours is instantly replaced by a satisfying, substantial pressure. With the vibrator buried as deep inside me as it can possibly go, its smooth, flattened base resting flush against my perineum, I finally, with a trembling thumb, press the power button.

I leave it on the first setting. It’s the lowest the toy offers, a continuous, deep, resonant thrum that feels less like a typical vibration and more like a gentle, internal earthquake. Any higher right now, and I think I might spontaneously combust from the sheer sensory overload. It’s a testament to my frantic, mindless state that my blind grab from the drawer yielded my most powerful weapon; the universe, it seems, after torturing me all afternoon, has decided to reward my perseverance. The vibration starts, a low, sonorous hum that travels from the toy through the delicate, slick walls of my pussy and plugs directly into my central nervous system. It feels exactly like the purr of a giant cat, its contentment resonating through my entire pelvis, a soothing, bone-deep rumble.

With the toy nestled deep and snug inside me, I place two fingers on the end of it, keeping it pressed firmly in place, ensuring maximum, unwavering contact with my internal walls. Then, I begin to move. My hips lift from the bed in a slow, languid arch, a movement that drives the toy even deeper, pressing its tip against the sensitive barrier of my cervix. Then I rotate them in a lazy, deliberate circle, grinding my pelvis against the steady, hypnotic pulse of the vibrations. My eyes, which had been staring unseeingly at the ceiling, drift shut. My world narrows, the universe condensing to this single point of glorious contact, this rumbling, momentous invasion.

Even on its lowest, gentlest setting, the deep rumbles of the vibrator against the hypersensitive walls of my pussy just feel absolutely amazing. Every tiny, incremental shift of my hips, every subtle clench of my muscles, creates a new and delicious ripple of pleasure. My movements, which were initially slow and almost exploratory, become more urgent as my body quickly attunes to the feeling, demanding more. I start to gasp, the sounds no longer moans but short, sharp, punctuated breaths that punctuate the low, continuous groan building in the back of my throat. It’s a vocal, almost worshipful appreciation of just how good this feels, a raw, primal thank-you note to the silicone god that is currently residing inside me.

I start to pull it out slightly, a teasing, gradual withdrawal that makes my inner muscles clench instinctively around it, trying to hold it in, to keep it from leaving. Then I push it back in, creating tiny, focused little thrusts. My hips pick up the pace, my body finding a new rhythm, rocking faster and faster against the humming toy, a frantic beat set by the beast’s ever-growing, ever more specific demands. I can already feel it, that familiar, tell-tale tightening deep in my core, the first distant, coded signal of an approaching orgasm. The wave is building far out at sea, but I can already feel its immense power gathering, its inexorable pull.

Knowing exactly what I need, what will push me over the edge, I shift my hips just so, angling the vibrator until its subtly curved tip is pressed squarely, perfectly against my g-spot. The sensation shifts instantly, dramatically. It transforms from a general, full-bodied, pleasurable thrum to a laser-focused jolt of pure, unadulterated electric pleasure that makes my breath catch in my throat. I hold it firmly in that exact spot, my fingers locked tightly around the base of the toy, and abandon the rhythmic thrusting in favor of simply rocking my hips up and down, grinding myself against that one, magical point. My back arches high off the bed, my spine bowing like a drawn bow as I pant and moan, my body and mind united in this singular chase, riding that massive wave as it surges towards the shore.

I am so wet already, so utterly, comprehensively drenched, that I can feel little drops trickling down my inner thighs with every upward tilt of my pelvis, mapping the intricate, glistening paths of my pleasure. The sounds I’m making are no longer shy, tentative moans; they are loud, guttural, and completely uninhibited, the vocalizations of a creature lost to reason. My breathing is heavy, ragged, and my vocabulary has been reduced to a single, reverent, two-word phrase, a prayer to the heavens. “Oh fuck,” I gasp, over and over again, the words torn from me. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, I’m so close.”

Just as the wave is about to crest, to curl over and break upon me, I make a final, decisive, strategic move. With a slick, wet, sucking sound that echoes in the quiet room, I pull the vibrator completely out of my pussy and, without missing a single, crucial beat, press its still-vibrating head directly against my swollen, throbbing clit. The sudden, shocking change in stimulation is like throwing a canister of gasoline onto a raging fire. My entire body seizes, locks up. I start to cum, the orgasm hitting me hard and fast, a lightning strike with no thunder to warn of its apocalyptic arrival. There are no gentle, rolling waves of pleasure moving through me with this one, just a violent, all-consuming, world-ending crash. My hips twitch and jerk spastically against the bed, my toes curl into painful claws, and a high, keening cry is ripped from my throat as my body is wracked with a series of deep, convulsive shudders.

I keep the vibrator pressed firmly to my clit for as long as I can possibly bear it, milking the climax for every last drop of sensation, riding out the powerful, involuntary contractions that seize my vaginal walls, squeezing at the empty space within. But soon, too soon, the direct, intense vibration becomes too much, an unbearable overstimulation. My clit, now agonizingly sensitive, is screaming with a sensitivity that borders on outright pain. With a hand that is visibly trembling, I fumble for the button and switch the toy off. The sudden, profound silence is jarring, almost deafening. In that quiet, I slide the now-still and silent vibrator back inside me. There’s no burning pain this time, no resistance at all. My body, flushed and momentarily sated, welcomes it easily, my slick passage a testament to the violent storm that has just passed. I lie there, motionless, letting the last of the little aftershocks tremble through me, my heart rate and my breathing slowly, reluctantly, evening out.

The beast has had her starter. And she thoroughly, unequivocally enjoyed it. But as my breath returns to something resembling normal and the violent shaking finally subsides, a new, deeper, more insidious tingle begins to stir. The frantic, desperate edge has been taken off, but the fundamental hunger, the deep-seated craving, remains. The main course, it would seem, is yet to come.

I start to slowly, languidly move the still-dead toy in and out of my thoroughly soaked pussy. With the power still off, the sound it makes is deliciously, wonderfully obscene. A wet, sloppy, echoing squelch resonates in the quiet room with each leisurely, deliberate thrust, a stark, almost comical auditory reminder of just how incredibly wet I am. I focus the movement against my g-spot again, but gently this time, not pressing hard, just a light, stroking, reawakening caress. It’s already starting to feel nice and tingly again, a slow, gentle reawakening of the nerve endings. I continue the leisurely, unhurried pace, moving my hips up to meet the toy as it glides lovingly over that sensitive nub of flesh, reacquainting my body with the sweet, intoxicating promise of pleasure.

Then, with a deliberate, knowing twist of my wrist, I rotate the toy a full 180 degrees. The subtle curve of the vibrator, which is cleverly designed for this very purpose, is now much more pronounced, pressing deeper and more directly, more insistently, onto my G-spot. The response is instantaneous and utterly electric. My whole body jolts as if I’ve touched a live wire. The lazy, pleasant, dreamy tingles are gone in an instant, violently replaced by sharp, specific, targeted shocks of pleasure that make me gasp aloud. The game, I realize with a thrill, has changed entirely.

The sensations quickly build, graduating from a series of individual, staccato shocks into a more constant, insistent, and demanding thrum that radiates from that single point of contact outwards, flooding my entire pelvis. My leisurely, exploratory pace is forgotten, abandoned in favor of a new urgency. I start to move the vibrator in and out of my pussy faster, with more intent, more purpose. I pull it almost the whole way out each time, just for the sheer, unadulterated auditory pleasure of hearing that deeply satisfying, wet, resonant squelch as it pulls free of my juicy, dripping pussy, before thrusting it back in, all the way to the hilt.

I ride this new, more intense wave for a few moments, lost in the symphony of sound and feel, my hips moving with a renewed, almost desperate purpose. Then, when the non-vibrating thrumming against my g-spot is all I can possibly focus on, I rotate it back around to its normal position and, with a sense of delicious, wicked anticipation, press the power button twice, skipping the gentle first setting and going straight to the more serious second.

The deeper, more powerful vibrations push the toy back deep inside me, and the rumbles feel so fucking good as I begin to grind my hips against it. It’s a completely different sensation from the first setting. The only way I can even begin to try and describe it is to compare it to standing too close to a massive speaker at a concert. You can feel the bassline reverberating deep in your chest, a physical, tangible manifestation of the sound. It’s like that, but concentrated entirely inside my pussy, a contained, localized earthquake of pure, unadulterated pleasure. If only it could be as strong… the thought alone, a flicker of longing for even more intensity, makes me shiver.

I start to thrust it in and out of me again, but with shorter, more focused, more rapid strokes this time. I don’t pull it all the way out anymore. I pull it back just enough so the vibrating tip is positioned perfectly on my g-spot, and then I pause, grinding down on it for a fraction of a second before pushing it all the way back in. The devastating combination of the deep, rumbling internal vibrations and the targeted, focused pressure on my G-spot is proving to be devastatingly, overwhelmingly effective.

I realize that the more I clench my inner muscles around the toy, the deeper and more intense the rumbles get, the powerful vibrations seemingly amplified and reflected back by the tight grip of my own body. This is a whole other level of pleasure right there, a feedback loop of escalating sensation. My breath starts to catch in my throat again, and low, throaty, animalistic moans begin to spill from my lips, involuntary and raw.

Driven by a sudden flash of inspiration, a new idea, I push the vibrator so deep inside me that the base, with its two small, raised rubber control buttons, is now inside me too. The subtle, unexpected texture of the buttons creates a new, entirely accidental friction against my inner walls. I stop thrusting and just grind down on the toy, my pelvic muscles clenched as tight as a fist around its entire length. Oh my god. The sensations of the powerful vibrations on the walls of my pussy, combined with this new, subtle texture, are simply outrageous, a full-on, multi-pronged sensory assault. It isn’t long at all before the next orgasm sends a clear, unmistakable signal, announcing that it is on its way, and this one already feels bigger, deeper, and more powerful than the first.

My own juices, which are being produced in frankly startling quantities, have made the end of the vibrator almost impossibly slick. I have to pause my frantic movements, pull the toy out for a second with a loud, wet pop, and wipe the smooth purple plastic handle dry on the towel so I can get a firm, non-slip grip. Then, with renewed determination, I start to fuck myself, hard and fast, my hips rising up forcefully from the bed to meet each brutal, punishing thrust. More of my copious slickness flies from my entrance, dotting my inner thighs and the already damp towel beneath me with glistening, pearly evidence of my arousal.

I bring my knees up towards my chest, pulling them back with my hands, opening my hips even wider, a position of maximum availability. As I continue to thrust, I rotate the toy 180 degrees again. Oh. Fuck. The pronounced curve of the toy is now hammering directly against my g-spot with every deep, relentless plunge, hitting everything very, very, very right. I carry on fucking myself like this, the pace relentless, my whole body shaking with the force of my own movements as the orgasm gets closer and closer, a monstrous tidal wave about to swallow me whole.

Then, just to prolong the exquisite, unbearable torture, I let my legs fall back down to the bed. I keep thrusting the vibrator in and out, but now I start rotating it 90 degrees every so often as I move. This simple act changes up precisely where the tip touches my g-spot and alters the patterns of vibration along my pussy walls, sending new and different shockwaves of sensation through me, keeping my overstimulated body guessing, preventing it from acclimating to any one sensation.

I keep losing my grip on the toy as it gets coated in more and more of my own wetness. I have to keep wiping it, these brief, frustrating pauses in the rhythm only serve to heighten the tension. I am so close to cumming now that the tension is almost unbearable, a high-frequency, vibrating wire humming through every nerve in my body. I rotate the toy again, another 90 degrees, and that’s it. That’s the spot. I freeze the motion, holding it right there, right fucking there, and just grind against it, my hips rocking in frantic, tiny, desperate circles.

My moans and gasps of pure, unadulterated, mind-obliterating bliss just get louder and more shameless the closer I get. My lungs feel tight, constricted, and I almost forget to breathe, my entire being, my very consciousness, focused on the white-hot epicenter of pleasure raging inside me. I can feel the orgasm cresting, a massive, swelling pressure that has to be released. “Yes, yes, YES!” I cry out to the empty, twilight-dappled room as I start to orgasm again, moaning loudly, a long, drawn-out, cathartic sound of pure, unadulterated release. I keep the vibrator pinned to that magic spot, grinding against it through the entire, rolling climax, determined to get every single moan, groan, and squelch possible out of this orgasm until my body is completely and utterly spent.

Panting heavily, my muscles quivering from the exertion, I turn the toy off again as the lingering, buzzing vibrations start to feel too sensitive, bordering on abrasive. I lie in the wreckage of my second orgasm, my body limp and heavy, my mind blissfully, mercifully blank, with the full and honest intention of getting up, peeling myself off this hopelessly damp towel, and jumping in the shower.

However… as I start to pull the still, silent toy free of my pussy, it happens. A faint, almost ghostly, tell-tale flicker. A little tingle, deep, deep inside, as the smooth, slick plastic glides over my still-engorged and exquisitely sensitive G-spot. The beast, apparently, was only pausing for a digestif. She isn’t satisfied. She wants dessert. And her desire is a quiet, insistent whisper that I cannot ignore.

A slow, tired, but deeply amused smile spreads across my face. Who am I to deny her? After all this, who am I to deny her anything at all?

So, with a sense of impending doom mixed with a rush of delirious, almost manic excitement, I push it back inside and, without any hesitation, press the power button three times, skipping the first two levels and engaging the third and final power setting. The highest level. The big guns. The setting I rarely use unless I want to shatter my own soul.

Fuck.

The jump in intensity is absolutely staggering. It’s not a gradual increase; it’s a quantum leap. The vibrations are so powerful, so profound, I can almost feel them in my chest now, a deep, resonant buzz that seems to shake my very skeleton. This toy is a simple, elegant masterpiece of German engineering, its surface smooth, pure, medical-grade silicone with no distracting ridges or patterns. It’s designed to let the sheer force of the motor and the power of its vibrations do all the work, and oh fuck, they are certainly working again now.

I push the vibrator as deep inside me as it will possibly go one more time and let my legs fall straight down on the bed before closing them tightly together, pressing my thighs against one another. With my thighs clamping down, keeping the toy pinned perfectly and immovably in place, my hands are now free. And my breasts, I realize with a pang of guilt, have been feeling very neglected throughout this entire ordeal.

I bring both hands up to my chest. I squeeze and knead them, spank them lightly with my palms, then pinch my nipples hard, rolling the hardened, sensitive tips between my thumbs and forefingers. As I lavish this much-needed attention on my breasts, I keep my hips moving in a slow, steady, grinding circle. The deep, rumbling vibrations echo around inside the tight, enclosed chamber of my pussy, amplified and intensified by the pressure of my clamped-together thighs. Oh god, they feel so fucking good! The combination of the sharp, almost painful pinching sensation at my nipples and the profound, bone-deep thrumming in my core is sending my nervous system into complete and total overload.

In an almost embarrassingly short space of time, I can feel orgasm number three making itself known, rocketing towards me with terrifying speed. This is it. The dessert orgasm. The grand finale. The one that will finally, hopefully, truly annihilate me.

I place one hand down on my pubic mound, just above where the head of the vibrator is churning away like a demonically possessed engine inside me. I hook my fingers under the soft swell of my mons and pull upwards, increasing the internal pressure, changing the angle of the toy just slightly. Through the flesh of my own hand, I can feel the powerful vibrations from the toy buzzing against my fingertips.

Oh fuck! That is the spot. Legs clamped tightly together, hips moving in a frantic grind, and then moving my hand on my pubic mound up and down as I grind. It’s too much. It’s utterly perfect. Oh fuck, I’m almost there again, so, so close, my moans are turning into desperate, guttural, almost incoherent shouts now, almost th—

And the world goes silent.

The deep, soul-shaking rumble inside me vanishes mid-thrum. The apocalyptic vibrations cease. The toy, my valiant purple warrior, goes limp and powerless in my hand, its motor dying with a pathetic whir. The bastard battery has run out. I fucking hate, hate, when this happens! And even though it has just given me two of the most fantastic, bone-shaking, mind-melting orgasms of my life, I am incandescent with a white-hot, singular rage. I was so very, very, very close to orgasm number three, perched right on the goddamn precipice, and it was stolen from me by a faulty lithium-ion cell.

For a split second, I genuinely consider screaming, a full-throated, window-shattering howl of pure frustration. But my incandescent rage quickly gives way to sheer, bloody-minded determination. The beast will not be denied her dessert. Not after all this.

Leaving the dead, useless toy where it is, its substantial girth still providing a satisfying, if disappointingly stationary, fullness, I use one hand to part the slick, swollen, glistening lips of my pussy. With the index finger of my other hand, I dive straight for my primary target. I begin to rub my very engorged, hyper-sensitive clit, hard and fast, with no gentle circles, no teasing buildup, just a furious, almost violent, back-and-forth friction.

It really doesn’t take long to get my stalled orgasm back on track. My finger is a slick, frantic piston against the ultra-sensitive nerve ending bundle. As I rub my clit as fast as I possibly can, I’m back to moaning really fucking loudly again, and I don’t stop grinding my hips against the now entirely still and no-longer-vibrating toy lodged inside me. My body remembers the path. My finger is just giving it the final, desperate, manual push. The climax, when it finally comes, is a raw, furious, almost angry thing. I cum loud and hard, my body jerking up off the bed in a violent, convulsive arch, a guttural, primal scream tearing from my throat as release finally, finally crashes over me in a wave of exhausted relief.

I collapse back onto the bed, just lying here, panting and twitching, my limbs feeling like they’re filled with sparking, fizzing soda. Little tingling aftershocks are still happening, tiny electrical pulses firing off randomly in my arms and legs. But this time, I can feel it. The deep, profound calm. The absolute silence. The beast is quiet. She is curled up, asleep, fully and utterly, definitively satisfied.

There are no more “let’s play again” tingles. No lingering echoes of need. There is only peace as I reach down and slowly, carefully, pull the dead toy out of my very wet, and very, very, very relaxed pussy.

As I pull the toy free, I drop it beside me onto the soaked, ruined towel. Its job is done. I can feel more of my wetness trickling out of my pussy, a warm, thick, slick stream moving down between my buttocks and adding to the dark, damp patch that has stained the white terrycloth. I lie there in the gathering twilight, the room now almost dark, my body humming with the ghost-memory of pleasure, my mind blissfully, beautifully empty. A slow, lazy, deeply contented smile touches my lips. Now, I can shower. And then, maybe, I’ll text Alex and tell him to hurry home. The beast may be sleeping, but she always, always wakes up hungry again.


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


[image: photo of the author]

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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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

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

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

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

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

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

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

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

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

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

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

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

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

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