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Shower Me with Love

The worn rubber of the brake pedal felt soft, almost pliable, under the sole of my sneaker, a familiar give that had been an unconscious part of my life since I first learned to drive in this very car, my dad’s old sedan. It smelled faintly of old vinyl, stale coffee from a forgotten cup in the cupholder, and the lingering ghost of a thousand air fresheners. My foot, however, was anything but soft. It tapped a frantic, staccato rhythm against the gritty floor mat, a nervous percussive beat that perfectly matched the hummingbird flutter deep in my belly, a vibration of pure, unadulterated anticipation. Red light. Another goddamn red light on the slow, hemorrhaging crawl out of the city and back to the sprawling, tree-lined quiet of my suburban childhood. Each stoplight felt like a personal affront, a deliberate obstacle placed between me and my destination.

The past week had been a special kind of hell, one exquisitely designed and reserved for first-year law students on the crumbling precipice of finals. My brain felt like a sponge that had been left to soak in a murky sea of torts and civil procedure for far too long; it was oversaturated, heavy, and dripping with useless information. Every spare neuron, it seemed, had been commandeered by convoluted case law and arcane legal theory, leaving no room for my own thoughts. Finals were looming, a great, shadowy beast on the horizon, its breath hot with the threat of failure, and the pressure was immense, a physical weight that settled on my shoulders and tightened the muscles in my neck into hard, unyielding knots. It was a constant, low-grade headache throbbing behind my eyes.

On top of that academic nightmare, I’d just survived the final performance of the semester for the campus dance troupe. Dance was my one outlet, the single, precious thing that let me exist entirely in my body instead of the noisy, crowded courtroom of my head. It was sweat and motion and music, a language my body spoke fluently even when my brain was stuttering over legal precedent. But the rehearsals had been grueling, merciless. Hours upon hours of sweat that stung my eyes and glued stray hairs to my temples, of strained muscles that screamed in protest, and the dizzying, relentless repetition of choreography until it was no longer a conscious sequence of steps but something etched deep into my muscle memory, an instinct.

Tonight’s show had been a roaring success, a chaotic blur of hot, blinding stage lights that bleached all color from the world, the thunderous, anonymous roar of applause, and the communal, almost sacred exhaustion of my fellow dancers backstage. We had collapsed against each other in the wings, breathing in the shared scent of sweat and hairspray, our bodies humming with a residual tremor of adrenaline and exertion. But now, driving away from that peak, the adrenaline was leaching out of me minute by minute, leaving behind a profound, bone-deep weariness and a layer of sticky, cooling sweat that made my clothes cling unpleasantly to my skin, a second, clammy skin I was desperate to shed.

That was why I was driving toward my parents’ house, a beacon in the suburban darkness, instead of my own cramped, noisy rental near campus. A text to my mom earlier in the day, a carefully constructed little white lie, had set the entire, glorious plan in motion. I’d typed it out between classes, my phone screen a small, bright rectangle of hope in the dusty light of the law library.

Me: Hey! So, I know this is a huge ask, especially on a weeknight. But I’m at my wits’ end. Is anyone home tonight? I desperately need a haircut and was wondering if you’d be my savior again? My hair has become a monster.

The reply had come almost instantly, a small buzz against my thigh that made my heart leap.

Mom: Of course, honey. Anything for you. But we’re all at the high school for Caleb’s track meet. He’s running the mile. It’ll probably go late. You know how those things are, they never end on time.

I watched the little bubble with the three dots appear and disappear, my breath held tight in my chest. I could picture her perfectly, standing on the aluminum bleachers, squinting at the track, her fingers flying across her phone screen as she formulated the logistics. She was the ever-practical matriarch, the queen of planning.

Mom: The key is under the ceramic frog by the front steps like always. You could come over, let yourself in, and take a nice long shower first, that way your hair is wet and ready to go when we get home. Would that work for you? Love you!

My thumbs flew across the screen, so fast I almost made a dozen typos. A thrill, sharp and potent, shot through me, a jolt of pure electricity that had absolutely nothing to do with getting my split ends trimmed.

Me: That is absolutely perfect. A lifesaver. You’re the best mom in the entire world. See you in a bit! Love you too!!!

The stars, against all odds, in a universe seemingly conspiring against my sanity and well-being, had aligned. This ritual, the pre-haircut shower, was a relic from my high school days, a comfortable tradition born of necessity. My mom and I share the same profoundly unruly pattern of curls, a chaotic halo of hair that defied gravity and reason, and which no licensed stylist in a proper salon ever seemed to understand. They’d approach it with a kind of horrified fascination, armed with thinning shears and straightening irons. They’d thin it, layer it into oblivion, or scorch it into submission, leaving me with a frizzy, misshapen, triangular mess that looked like a poorly maintained poodle.

But my mom, she understood the curl. She had a kind of innate, genetic wisdom. She knew to cut it wet, to snip just the ends, to follow the natural, spiraling pattern of each individual ringlet. It was easier, it was, more importantly, free, and it was a small, comforting piece of home I could still access, a tangible link to a simpler time.

But the real reason my heart was hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird had little to do with the promise of a decent haircut. It was about the shower itself. Specifically, the shower in my parents’ master bathroom, a space that had become my own private temple.

You see, the first orgasm I ever had wasn’t a clumsy, fumbled-through discovery with a teenage boy in the cramped, fogged-up back of a car, nor was it the product of a deliberate, curious exploration with my own fingers under the covers late at night. It happened entirely by accident, on a completely unremarkable Tuesday morning before school, under the powerful, pulsing stream of that specific, magical showerhead. I must have been sixteen, preoccupied with a chemistry test or some forgotten high school drama. I’d been soaping up, lost in thought, and I’d slipped, my body sliding down the slick, tiled wall in a graceless heap. To catch myself, I’d braced my legs out, and in the frantic, uncoordinated shuffle, the jet of hot water, angled just so, hit me directly.

The sensation was electric, utterly alien. A jolt that was nothing like pain and everything like… something profound I’d never known I was missing. It was a bolt of pure, concentrated lightning. It was so intense, so overwhelming and world-altering, that I’d scrambled away from it in a panic, my heart pounding in my ears, my body trembling, thoroughly confused and, if I’m being honest, a little scared. What had just happened to me?

It didn’t take long for adolescent curiosity to conquer that initial fear. A few days later, my mind still reeling from the memory of that feeling, I went back, this time with a clear, singular purpose. I learned to unhook the heavy, chrome showerhead from its cradle, to lie down on the floor of the tub, the porcelain cool against my back before the water warmed it. I learned to aim that concentrated, powerful spray with a surgeon’s precision. That was where I discovered my own pleasure, in the echoing privacy and billowing steam of that bathroom. It became my secret solace, my escape.

To this day, the orgasms I could coax from that perfect, sublime combination of intense water pressure and enveloping warmth were in a class all their own, a league of their own. Nothing else in my life had ever come close. Not my own diligent fingers, not the eager, talented tongue of my very sweet and genuinely attentive boyfriend, Liam, and not even the deep, rumbling power of the Hitachi Magic Wand I kept tucked in my nightstand drawer like a secret weapon. That showerhead was my gold standard, the undisputed, unparalleled champion of my solo sex life.

I’d taken it for granted, of course, as we do with all the greatest gifts of our youth. For years, it was just… there. A daily opportunity for ecstasy that I often passed up in the frantic morning rush to get to school or, later, to work. Now, living in a dilapidated rental house with three other over-caffeinated law students, I was plagued by what could only be described as anemic water pressure. The shower in our downstairs bathroom, a grim, mold-speckled stall, produced a lukewarm, apologetic trickle that was barely sufficient for rinsing out shampoo, let alone inspiring anything resembling pleasure. It was functional, not sensual. It got the job done, but it was a joyless, perfunctory task. It was a constant, frustrating reminder of the aquatic paradise I’d left behind, a daily insult to my memory of what a shower could, and should, be.

The last time I’d managed a secret tryst with my old friend was over Thanksgiving break. The memory alone was enough to make a fresh wave of heat bloom low in my gut, a slow, spreading warmth of remembered pleasure and risk. The house had been absolute chaos, filled to bursting with visiting cousins, loud aunts, and even louder uncles. We’d all gone out for our traditional family soccer game in the muddy park, and everyone returned coated in dirt and clamoring for a shower. Liam was there, wandering around in a towel wrapped low on his hips, calling my name, asking if I was next. The risk had been immense, a dizzying tightrope walk of horny desperation and high-stakes timing. But I knew, with a certainty that bordered on panic, that it might be my only chance for months. I’d locked the door, stripped in record time, my fingers fumbling with my buttons. I sprawled on the shower floor, one hand clamped hard over my mouth to swallow the sounds as I brought myself to a frantic, explosive, and terrifyingly quick orgasm. I’d emerged five minutes later, my heart still performing a jackhammer solo in my chest, feigning simple, clean efficiency for anyone who might have been timing me.

But tonight… tonight was different. Gloriously, beautifully different. No one home. A track meet, as my mom had so helpfully confirmed, takes forever. I had a wide, open, luxurious expanse of time. The house would be empty, silent except for the hum of the refrigerator. A private kingdom where I was the sole monarch, free to be as loud and as leisurely as I wanted. The thought was so potent, so electrifying, that I had to physically shift in my driver’s seat. The cheap, synthetic fabric of my leggings suddenly felt abrasive and suffocating against my skin. I was so horny it was a physical ache, a deep, throbbing tension centered between my legs that had been building all day, fueled by a toxic cocktail of stress, exhaustion, and now, raw, unadulterated anticipation. I was coming home from a show, drenched in sweat and utterly spent. This was my spa day. My reward for surviving. My sacred, solitary ritual.

The harsh, fluorescent glow of the city lights finally gave way to the soft, familiar, sodium-vapor yellow of the streetlights in my hometown. The houses grew larger, set back from the road, the lawns wider and greener. An ache of nostalgia, sharp and sweet, settled in my chest. I passed the park where I’d scraped my knees a thousand times, each scar a tiny map of a childhood fall. I drove by the corner store where my friends and I had once bought my first pack of cigarettes, and I’d promptly thrown them in a trash can after one disgusting, head-spinning puff. Each familiar landmark was a step back in time, stripping away the jaded, stressed-out law student layer by layer, and revealing the girl who used to live here, the girl who had discovered an entire universe of pleasure in the quiet solitude of the master bathroom.

Finally, with a turn that my hands knew by heart, I was on my street. The house was dark, a comforting silhouette against the star-dusted sky, just as I’d expected, save for the single, welcoming porch light my dad always left on, a silent “welcome home.” I pulled into the driveway, the crunch of gravel under the tires a sound as comforting and elemental as a lullaby. I killed the engine, and for a long moment, I just sat in the sudden, ringing silence, my own ragged breathing loud in my ears. The car was filled with the weight of my need. The air was thick with it. I could feel the dampness blooming in my underwear, a slick, insistent heat that was both an answer to my anticipation and a command to hurry up.

I didn’t even bother taking my dance bag or my heavy law books inside. I grabbed my keys and my purse and practically ran to the front door, my sneakers slapping against the pavement. My fingers, clumsy with haste, fumbled for the cold, smooth ceramic of the rotund frog statue hidden amongst the overgrown hostas by the stoop. The key was there, nestled in its usual spot, its metallic form cool and solid against my heated palm. The lock turned with a familiar, heavy clunk, a sound of security and homecoming, and I pushed the door open, stepping out of the cool night air and into the darkness. The house greeted me with its unique, irreplaceable scent, a complex blend of my mom’s lemon-scented furniture polish, the faint, papery smell of the thousands of books that overflowed from my dad’s study, and something else, something warm and ineffably home.

My sneakers squeaked on the glossy hardwood floor as I made a beeline, not for the kitchen to grab a drink or my old bedroom to drop my things, but straight down the hall to my parents’ room. I didn’t even turn on a light, navigating the familiar landscape of furniture by memory and the faint, silvery moonlight filtering through the large windows. Their bedroom door was ajar, an invitation. I pushed it open and slipped through the gap, my gaze fixed on my goal: the adjoining bathroom. My hand found the light switch on the wall by instinct, and with a soft click, the room was bathed in the soft, yellowy glow of the vanity lights.

And there it was. The bathroom. My sanctuary. The faded floral wallpaper my mom had been meaning to replace for a decade. A neat stack of my dad’s National Geographic magazines on the floor by the toilet. The porcelain sink, the gleaming chrome fixtures that my mom kept polished to a mirror shine. And in the corner, the tub-and-shower combo, my temple. My holy ground.

My heart was beating a heavy, frantic rhythm against my ribs, a drumbeat of imminent release. I locked the door, the small click of the bolt echoing loudly in the small space, a sound of finality, of privacy secured. I was sealed in. I turned the familiar crystal-clear handle on the shower, and the pipes shuddered to life with a deep, resonant groan, followed by the sound of water beginning to drum against the fiberglass floor. Without wasting another second, my fingers went to the waistband of my leggings, peeling them down my legs along with my damp underwear. The fabric clung to my skin, and I kicked it away impatiently. My t-shirt came next, pulled over my head in one swift, liberating motion, followed by the tight, constricting sports bra, which felt miserable and suffocating against my skin.

Naked, I stood before the rapidly fogging mirror, my body flushed from exertion and the thrilling heat of anticipation. I kept one hand held in the stream of water, a human thermometer, feeling it shift from shockingly cold to lukewarm to a steamy, promising, perfect heat. With my other hand, I let my fingers drift downwards, a slow, deliberate journey through the crisp curls of my pubic hair, to the slick, waiting flesh beneath. I let out a sharp, involuntary gasp as my fingertips found me. I was already so wet, slick and swollen and utterly, desperately ready. My own readiness was a potent aphrodisiac, a feedback loop of desire.

Letting my middle finger slide lightly over the sensitive, hidden nub of my clit was like striking a match in a room full of gasoline vapors. A full-body shudder wracked my frame, a powerful tremor of pure, unadulterated pleasure that started deep inside me and radiated out to my fingertips and toes. I was so primed, so utterly desperate, a tightly coiled spring of need. A wicked, greedy thought flashed through my mind: I could probably come twice, maybe even three times, before they got home from the track meet. The idea was decadent, gluttonous, and absolutely, overwhelmingly irresistible.

I climbed over the cool, high edge of the tub and stepped into the shower, letting the perfectly hot water sluice over my body. It was an immediate, visceral relief, a homecoming. The water pressure here was a revelation every single time I experienced it, a forceful, massaging cascade that worked the tension from my scalp, my neck, my sore shoulders from hunching over textbooks. The sweat and grime and stress of the day washed away, swirling down the drain in a greyish cloud. I raised my face to the spray, closing my eyes and letting it stream over my closed eyelids, my open mouth. God, I had taken this for granted in high school. The sheer, unthinking luxury of it. Why wasn’t I orgasming every single morning before school? What a fool I’d been, wasting all those years on simple hygiene when sheer ecstasy was so readily, so easily available.

My hands began a slow, languid exploration, as if reacquainting myself with my own form after a long absence. I cupped my breasts, feeling their weight in my palms, rolling my nipples between my thumb and forefinger until they were tight, aching peaks that tingled at the slightest touch. I traced the sharp line of my collarbone, the gentle curve of my waist, the soft swell of my hips. My fingers threaded through my hair, separating the thick, heavy curls under the deluge of water. The water, the billowing steam, the comforting, familiar scent of the Dove soap from the dish, it was a symphony of sensory triggers, all conspiring to push me closer and closer to the edge.

After another minute of just letting the warm water work its magic, of letting my body soften and my mind empty of everything but pure sensation, I knew it was time. The anticipation had built to a fever pitch, a physical sensation, a knot of pure want pulled taut and humming in my lower abdomen. I reached up and my wet fingers closed around the cool, smooth plastic of the removable showerhead. It lifted from its cradle with a satisfying, solid click, feeling weighty and significant in my hand.

The floor of the tub was slick and warm beneath me. I carefully lowered myself down, my back resting against the gentle slope of the tub, my legs bent, knees wide. I scooted closer to the faucet-end of the tub, wriggling until I found the perfect position, so that I could lie back, fully supported and comfortable, and hold the showerhead between my legs without straining a single muscle. I was aching, a deep, resonant throb that seemed to pulse in time with my own racing heartbeat.

The showerhead was old, a sturdy, no-frills model from a bygone era of things built to last. The little dial that changed the jet settings was worn smooth from years of use, the tiny icons for “mist,” and “pulse,” and “jet” faded into near illegibility. But I didn’t need them. My fingers knew the settings by touch, by the subtle clicks of the mechanism. I twisted the dial, feeling the familiar click-click-click under my thumb, testing the different sprays against the sensitive skin of the inside of my wrist. One setting was too wide, a gentle, dissatisfying rain. Another was too fine, like a thousand tiny needles. And then… There it was. My favorite. A perfect, concentrated, powerful pulse that felt like a focused caress, firm but not painful.

With a long, shaky sigh that was half pleasure, half complete surrender, I parted my thighs and propped my feet up on the tiled wall in front of me, the cool grout a strange contrast to my heated skin. I brought the head of the nozzle down, the plastic cool for a split second against my flesh before the gushing water warmed it. I let the spray hit the inside of my thigh first, teasing myself, deliberately delaying the inevitable pleasure. The hot water coursed down my leg in a rivulet, and the suspense was exquisite, agonizing torture. I moved it slowly, deliberately, tracing lazy patterns on my inner thighs, moving ever closer to my goal, the epicenter of all this need. Finally, I let the stream graze the swollen, outer edges of my labia, and a low, guttural moan escaped my lips. I didn’t have to stifle it. I could be as loud as I wanted. The freedom of it, the sheer liberation of making noise, was its own kind of arousal, amplifying everything.

My mouth fell open, and I let out a series of long, shallow breaths that soon gave way to deeper, more primal moans as I finally centered the jet of water. It hit that one perfect spot, my clit, with unerring accuracy. My hips began to rock instinctively, a slow, hypnotic grind against the pulsating stream of water and heat. The pressure was firm, constant, and utterly divine. It felt like a direct line to every single nerve ending in my body, bypassing my brain entirely. My world narrowed to this single point of contact, this a nexus of heat and water and friction.

I was already dangerously, thrillingly close. My toes curled, my stomach muscles clenched hard. I should have pulled back, drawn it out, savored the climb to the summit. But I couldn’t. I was too far gone. I had been starving for this for months, and the feast was too magnificent to nibble at. Screwing my eyes shut so tightly that I saw bursts of color, like fireworks behind my eyelids, I tightened my grip on the showerhead, pushing it more firmly against myself, grinding for all I was worth.

The wave crested. The orgasm didn’t just overcome me; it completely consumed me. My legs locked straight, the muscles in my thighs and calves quivering violently. The pleasure was so immense it bordered on pain, an exquisite, searing agony that blotted out all conscious thought. I went completely silent, my breath hitched and trapped in my throat, my body arching up off the floor of the tub as if powered by a live current. My head tossed back and forth against the wet fiberglass, my soaked hair slapping against the surface with each movement. I knew I probably looked insane, a wild, feral thing thrashing in a cage of steam and tile, but I didn’t care. I couldn’t care. To let my lust take over this completely, to be so thoroughly, primally undone, was a deep, visceral thrill that drove me absolutely wild. It was a complete and total abdication of the crushing control I had to maintain in every other facet of my life.

Just as the waves began to subside, just when the intensity became almost too much to bear, my hand spasmed and I pulled the showerhead away. I let it go, and it dangled from its long, metallic hose, spraying erratically against the shower wall like a firehose dropped in a panic. I was too exhausted, too boneless and liquid to deal with it right now. I lay there, panting, my chest heaving, my lungs burning. Aftershocks still trembled through me, little zings and sparks of residual pleasure dancing across my skin. I looked down at my body. My skin was flushed a deep, rosy pink, a beautiful, vibrant combination of the scalding water and the sheer, raw force of my arousal. My nipples were still pebbled and exquisitely, painfully sensitive. But I wasn’t done. The thought surfaced through the dense fog of pleasure, clear and sharp and certain. I was not done.

That first orgasm had been a desperate release, the lancing of a boil of pent-up need and stress. This next one would be for pleasure. For indulgence. For art. For the sheer hell of it.

With a low groan of effort, I pushed myself into a sitting position. My muscles protested, feeling languid and overused, like warm taffy. The stray spray from the dangling showerhead misted my face with cool droplets. I reached down and my fingers wrapped around the slick hose, reeling it in like a prize catch from the deep. I brought the nozzle back up, its plastic body now warm and familiar in my hand.

I settled back into my preferred position, legs once more propped against the cool, tiled wall. This time, as I placed the nozzle back between my legs, I flinched. My whole body was humming with sensitivity, my clit a raw, hyper-aware, swollen nerve. The slightest touch was almost too much, a painful pleasure that made me gasp. But I had to squeeze one more in before my family returned, before the dream ended. Who knew when I would get this chance again? Law school wasn’t getting any easier, and these trips home were a rare, precious luxury.

To give my overstimulated body a break, I aimed the jet slightly off to the side, letting the hot water pulse against the tender, swollen flesh of my labia. It was a gentler sensation, a slow, teasing build that hummed with potential. It allowed my body to recalibrate, to move past the initial overwhelming sensitivity and to lean back into a deeper, slower-building arousal. The steady, rhythmic thrum of the water was a promise of what was to come. I watched the water bead on my stomach, tracing intricate paths down my sides. I let myself get lost in the feeling, in the slow, creeping tide of heat that started in a single point between my legs and spread like warm honey through my entire body. Once the slight, teasing trickle of pleasure left me aching, desperately, impatiently ready for more, I knew it was time.

With a deliberate, steady hand, I shifted my aim. The stream, hot and powerful, landed directly back on my clit.

A sharp, guttural moan tore from my throat, raw and unrestrained. It felt just as intense as the first time, perhaps even more so, as if my body had completely reset, hungry and new again. Oh god, I could do this all day if I had this house to myself. A whole weekend. I could lose myself in here, dissolve into pure sensation. The thought was dizzying, intoxicating.

I moved the showerhead around, a fraction of an inch here, a fraction of an inch there, learning the topography of my own pleasure anew, discovering new angles, new pressures. I writhed under the relentless onslaught, the hot water a pulsing, insistent lover that knew exactly what I needed. It was so much more intense than my powerful vibrator at home, so much more profound than my own fingers, more perfectly, divinely targeted than any tongue could ever be. It was a category unto itself. My mouth fell open again, the moans tumbling out, wordless and raw, a base-level expression of pure ecstasy. I could feel the second orgasm gathering force, coiling deep inside me like a great, powerful serpent. It was coming faster this time, my body already primed and eager for release.

Fighting every screaming instinct in my body, the instinct that screamed at me to hold on, to keep the feeling exactly as it was, suspended in that perfect moment of pre-orgasmic tension, I did something deliciously, wonderfully wicked. I knew the result would be sensational, a risk worth taking. I pulled the showerhead away for a single, agonizing second. My entire body screamed in silent protest at the loss. With my free hand, I reached for the dial on the nozzle. My thumb, slick with water, found the ridged edge and turned it one notch higher. Click.

The stream that erupted was a different animal entirely. Stronger, harder, a more concussive and focused jet that was almost violent in its sheer intensity. I took a sharp, preparatory breath, bracing myself for the impact. And then I placed it squarely back on my aching, throbbing clit.

The moment it touched me, my back arched off the floor like I’d been struck by lightning. A strangled cry escaped me, half gasp, half agonized moan. The pleasure was instantaneous and utterly blinding. There was no gentle build, no slow climb to a peak. It was a sheer cliff face of sensation, and I was thrown from the top of it without warning. I ground against it, a frantic, desperate motion, even though the pleasure was so great I felt I had no control over my own limbs. My hips bucked and writhed of their own accord, chasing the feeling, demanding more even as it threatened to tear me apart from the inside out.

And then, the orgasm took me.

It was a tidal wave, a tsunami. I screamed, but the sound was muffled, swallowed by the fleshy part of my own hand, which I’d clamped over my mouth in a primal, reflexive gesture to contain the sheer volume of it. My teeth sank into my palm, the brief, sharp sting of pain a distant, welcome anchor in a raging sea of pleasure. My other hand held the showerhead clamped between my legs with a white-knuckled death grip, refusing to let it go, refusing to let the feeling end. The pleasure became too much almost immediately, a sensory overload that was almost unbearable, but I held on. I rode it out. Wave after wave of almost painful pleasure crashed through me, one after another, sending my entire body into violent, shuddering spasms. My vision went white at the edges, then went completely dark. My legs shook uncontrollably, my heels drumming a frantic, uncontrolled tattoo against the tiled wall. It was a deluge, a hurricane, a complete and total obliteration of self.

As if by some deep, animal instinct for self-preservation, my hand finally yanked the showerhead away. My fingers went slack, and I let go of it completely. It clattered loudly to the floor of the tub. I sat up, gasping, my body trembling from head to toe. My wet hair fell in heavy, dark strands around my face and shoulders, sticking to my skin. I was shaking, completely and utterly spent. I looked down at my chest, my stomach. My skin was an angry, beautiful red, flushed and glowing, a testament to the storm that had just passed through me.

My mind slowly started to come back online, booting up piece by piece. The sound of the water still hammering against the tub floor from the fallen nozzle. The steam, so thick it was almost hard to breathe. And then, the insistent, internal ticking clock. They could be home soon.

With a sudden burst of panicked energy, I reached over and twisted the faucet handle, shutting the water off abruptly. The silence that fell was deafening, absolute, broken only by my own ragged, panting breaths and the slow drip-drip-drip from the faucet itself. My legs felt like jelly, completely unreliable. Using the cool, tiled wall for support, I shakily got to my feet, replacing the showerhead in its cradle as if it were a holy relic being returned to its sacred altar.

With wobbly legs that barely felt like my own, I hopped out of the shower and onto the plush bathmat, my arousal still a slick, warm dew running down the inside of my thigh. I grabbed two thick, fluffy towels from the rack, wrapping one around my hair turban-style and the other around my trembling body. I was still vibrating, a low hum of pleasure deep in my bones. I leaned over the sink, splashing my face with cold water from the tap, trying to shock my system back to some semblance of normalcy, to cool the crimson flush from my cheeks. But as I stood there, dripping and dazed, I let one hand slip down, inside the towel. My fingers found their way between my legs, rubbing my still-slick, swollen clit. A low, guttural moan vibrated in my chest. It was still so sensitive, still humming with a vibrant, electric energy.

A slow, languid smile spread across my face as I looked at my reflection in the steamy mirror. My pupils were huge and dark, my lips swollen and red. I looked debauched. Thoroughly ravaged. And I felt magnificent.

I might have to go one more round before they get home.
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I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.

Coleen F. Brennan
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

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

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

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

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

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

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

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

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

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

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

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

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

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

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

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