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Steam & Sex

The last golden hour of the day was bleeding across the sky, a spectacle of celestial hemorrhaging that painted the soft, velvet underbellies of the clouds in shimmering shades of apricot and rose. The horizon looked like a bruised peach, with deep indigos and purples deepening at the edges where the sun had already dipped below the world. It was a masterpiece, a transient painting by an unseen hand, but my full attention was captured elsewhere, in a world far more immediate and visceral. I was submerged to my chin in near-scalding water, the surface a placid mirror reflecting the fogged-up ceiling, a state of profound bliss I chased on a weekly basis, but which had never, ever felt quite like this. The heat was a living entity, wrapping around my limbs, seeping into my very bones, and commanding every muscle fiber to surrender its tension.

For three long years, a trip like this, even for a weekend, had been an impossible pipe dream, a fragile “someday” we’d whisper to each other late at night. Those whispers were usually exchanged in the dark of our cramped bedroom, when the oppressive weight of our ambitions and the stark reality of our bank accounts felt particularly heavy. Kasey, pouring every ounce of her formidable intellect into her doctoral research in marine biology, and me, hunched over a glowing tablet trying to carve out a sustainable career as a freelance illustrator, were perpetually, almost comically, broke and busy.

Our shared one-bedroom apartment often felt more like a shared, chaotic office space than a home. It was a landscape perpetually littered with the artifacts of our separate struggles: stacks of Kasey’s research papers on kelp forest ecosystems, their pages dog-eared and smelling of old paper and stale coffee, sat beside my half-finished digital paintings of fantastical creatures and melancholic landscapes. The air was a constant mix of turpentine and the faint, briny scent of whatever marine specimen she’d been studying that day.

But then, after years of grant applications met with polite rejections, came the grant. The big one. The one that felt like winning the lottery. The one that would send her to a remote, windswept archipelago off the coast of Chile for an entire month to study a scarce and elusive species of sea urchin. I had never in my life seen her so incandescently happy as the day she got the email notification. The joy was not a quiet, internal thing; it was explosive, a physical force that radiated from her. She’d practically vibrated out of her skin, letting out a sharp, joyous shriek that made me jump. Before I could even ask what happened, she had lifted me clean off the floor, spinning me around and around in our tiny, cluttered kitchen until we were both hopelessly dizzy, breathless, and laughing like madwomen.

My pride in her was a tangible thing, a physical sensation like a sunburst in my chest, a nova of warmth and light so bright it almost hurt to contain it. And yet, riding in the immediate slipstream of that brilliant joy, a different sensation began to coalesce: a cold, creeping dread that coiled in the pit of my stomach. A month. It sounded like a lifetime. Four weeks. Thirty excruciatingly long days without her brilliant, toothy smile being the first thing to greet me in the morning, without the specific, comforting weight of her arm draped over my waist in the middle of the night, a silent anchor in the dark. The prospect of the silence that would fill our apartment felt deafening even in my imagination.

It was Kasey, with her preternatural ability to read my every subtle shift in mood, who, seeing the shadow pass over my face even amidst my genuinely effusive congratulations, had booked this trip. She had sat me down on our lumpy couch, her hands covering mine, her gaze unwavering. “Before I go,” she’d said, her voice a perfect blend of firm and gentle, a tone that always managed to soothe my most frayed nerves, “we’re taking our ‘someday’. We’re cashing it in. Just for a weekend. Just us and the ocean and nothing else.”

She’d found this place online, a tiny, gloriously weathered bungalow perched precariously on a cliff, overlooking a secluded, crescent-shaped stretch of the California coast. The pictures showed faded blue shutters and a porch with two rocking chairs facing the endless Pacific. It was perfect. It was primitive enough to feel like a genuine escape from the pressures of our lives, but with one crucial, decadent amenity: a bathtub big enough to drown our sorrows in, a baptismal font for our weary souls.

We had spent the entire day walking for miles and miles along the shore, the raw, untamed power of the Pacific a constant, roaring companion to our left. The air was thick with salt spray, a fine, cool mist that clung to our hair and eyelashes and left the taste of the ocean on our lips. We were treasure hunters, scouring the wet sand at the tide line, our pockets growing heavy and clinking with our finds: sea-smoothed glass in shades of cobalt and emerald, and shells that spiraled in perfect, impossible geometry, their internal architecture a testament to a hidden, mathematical beauty.

I watched Kasey come alive in a way she only ever did by the sea. Her scientific mind, usually so focused and rigorous, became almost childlike in its wonder as she knelt by the tide pools, pointing out the complex, miniature ecosystems with infectious enthusiasm. All the while, the artist in me was completely captivated, not by the anemones or starfish, but by the way the afternoon sun made her strawberry-blonde hair shimmer and ignite, a fiery corona of spun gold and copper around her head.

We’d eaten sandy sandwiches, the grit a familiar, almost welcome texture, our fingers laced together on a worn, faded quilt spread over the dunes. We’d stolen countless kisses that tasted of salt and the sharp tang of dill pickles from the jar we’d packed, and underneath it all, the particular, inimitable flavor of Kasey herself, a taste of sunshine and clean skin that I could never get enough of. Every single moment of the day felt impossibly precious, each laugh and touch tinged with the bittersweet, aching knowledge of its fleetingness. This wasn’t just a vacation, a simple respite from work. It was our last deep, shared breath together before the plunge, before Kasey would fly south and I would be left to navigate a long, lonely month.

Now, soaking in the gloriously hot water, I tried with all my might to anchor myself in the present moment, to absorb every single sensation and file it away for the coming drought. I focused on the salty breeze that drifted through the open sash window above the bathtub. It was a cool and living thing, carrying the delicate, sweet scent of the dune primrose blooming outside and the vast, metallic, watery expanse of the world. It toyed with the thin, almost translucent white curtains, making them billow and dance like a pair of gentle, harmless ghosts in the fading light.

Plumes of thick, white steam rose from the surface of the water, clinging to my skin in a dewy sheen, fogging the antique mirror above the pedestal sink, and making the smooth, sea-green ceramic tiles on the wall sweat glossy tears. I didn’t know what was more profoundly relaxing: the searing heat that was methodically leaching every last ache from my muscles after our long walk, or lying here, weightless, listening to the eternal, rhythmic symphony of the ocean. The waves crashed against the jagged rocks below our little bungalow, a constant, percussive heartbeat for the entire planet. I closed my eyes, letting the dual sensations of intense heat and the cool, fragrant breeze wash over me in alternating waves.

“Is that tub really big enough for two?”

The voice was a low, melodious hum, a familiar frequency that seemed to vibrate right through the solid wood of the bathroom door and resonate deep in my bones, a cello note played just for me. I turned my head on the porcelain backrest, a slow, deeply contented smile spreading across my lips before I even bothered to open my eyes. Kasey was standing there, perfectly framed in the doorway, looking for all the world like a goddess of the sea who had just returned to her element. The dying light of the setting sun poured in from the bedroom window behind her, creating a brilliant, fiery halo around her entire form, backlighting her silhouette and making the countless tiny water droplets on her skin gleam like scattered diamonds.

She was still in her simple black bikini, the fabric a stark, beautiful contrast against the warm, golden tones of her sun-kissed skin. A fine, glittering dusting of sand still clung to her shins and the tops of her feet, an artifact of her last walk down to the water’s edge. Her strawberry blonde hair, usually so sleek and well-behaved, was a wild, tangled, and wonderfully thick mane, a glorious mess born of the salty air and the humid, steamy breeze. A few damp, darker strands were stuck to her temples and clung to the strong, elegant column of her neck.

My eyes drank her in, a long, thirsty gaze, trying with a sudden, sharp desperation to commit every single detail to memory, to brand the image of her onto the inside of my eyelids. The faint, pale tan lines at the edges of her bikini mark the boundary between her daily life and this sun-drenched escape. The powerful, defined curve of her calves, sculpted by years of hiking and swimming. The way her lips seemed fuller than usual, slightly plumped and reddened from the sun, the wind, and our earlier, frequent kisses.

I slid my body up the length of the tub, a deliberate, languid movement that displaced a small wave of water, sending it lapping softly against the far end. My movement was an unspoken invitation, a clear and definite answer to her playful question. “Well, if the other person happens to be my very hot, devastatingly gorgeous girlfriend,” I murmured, my voice coming out husky and thick from the steam-filled air, “then yes. It absolutely is.”

Kasey smiled at me, a slow, languid unfolding of her lips that made my heart perform a familiar, delightful little flip-flop in my chest. It was the smile she reserved just for me, a private communication full of profound affection and a delicious, tantalizing hint of mischief. Without breaking our intense eye contact, she reached a hand behind her back, her fingers finding the small metal clasp of her bikini top. There was a faint click, and the fabric parted. She slowly, deliberately, pulled it off, letting the straps slide down her arms, and allowed it to drop unceremoniously to the woven bathmat on the cool tile floor.

My breath hitched in my throat, a sudden, audible gasp at the sight of her bare breasts. They were large and round, full and heavy in a way that always made my hands physically ache with the need to hold them, to feel their weight and softness. The skin there was pale and smooth, shielded from the sun, a stark and beautiful contrast to the flushed, sun-flushed skin of her shoulders and decolletage. I watched, completely mesmerized, as her nipples tightened in the slightly cooler air of the bathroom, the areolas puckering into hard, perfect, beckoning peaks. My own body responded in immediate, sympathetic resonance, a deep, anticipatory thrum of want starting low and warm in my belly.

Then, my gaze moved inexorably south, tracking the deliberate, teasingly slow drag of her hands as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her bikini bottoms. She pushed them down over the gentle, soft swell of her stomach, over her beautifully curving hips, and down, down, down over her thick, powerful thighs. The muscles there were taut and well-defined from our hike, and I could trace their elegant lines with my eyes, a visual caress. When the black scrap of lycra joined its mate on the floor, she stood before me, completely, magnificently naked, and so utterly breathtaking it felt like a punch to the gut. A perfect statue carved by a master sculptor from raw sunlight and saltwater.

A sudden, forceful sigh escaped my lips, a sound heavy with a desperate longing that had nothing to do with sex and everything to do with the impossible desire to stop time in its tracks. “Do we have to leave tomorrow?” I said, the words a raw, vulnerable plea that hung in the steamy air between us. “It’s just so perfect here. We could just… stay. You could study the sea urchins here. I’m sure they’re perfectly fascinating local specimens.”

Kasey chuckled, a warm, throaty sound that echoed slightly off the tiled walls. The sound wrapped around me like a comforting blanket, a temporary shield against the impending chill of her absence. She walked toward the tub, her bare feet silent on the cool floor tiles. Her every movement was fluid and filled with an innate grace, like the water she loved so much. Reaching the side of the bath, she dipped her hand into the water, her fingers trailing through the steamy depths to test the temperature. Her expression softened with recognition and affection. She knew I always liked my bathwater almost punishingly hot, a habit she endlessly teased me about but secretly, lovingly indulged.

“Perfect,” she murmured, her gaze locking with mine again, a silent acknowledgment of this small, intimate piece of knowledge she held about me. Slowly, with a deliberate, unhurried grace that was all her own, she lowered herself into the opposite side of the large, claw-footed white tub. The water level rose significantly, sloshing gently against the high rim, the surface agitated into a miniature storm. Her legs, long and sleek and glorious, pushed against mine under the surface of the water, skin sliding against skin in the encompassing, soupy heat. I reveled in the contact, in the simple, solid, undeniable presence of her. She leaned her head back against the cool, smooth porcelain, letting out a long, contented sigh of her own as the intense heat enveloped her. Her untamed hair floated on the surface of the water around her head, spreading out like a fiery halo, an aurora of copper and gold. For a long, perfect moment, we were silent, just soaking in the profound comfort of the heat and the closeness, the sound of the tireless ocean a constant, soothing refrain.

The quiet, however, couldn’t hold back the sadness entirely. It was a persistent tide, and it began to seep in around the edges of our peaceful bubble, manifesting as a quiet, familiar ache in my chest. “I can’t believe you’ve got to leave for a whole month,” I said quietly, my voice barely a whisper above the percussive sound of the waves. The stark reality of it was hitting me again, sharp and unwelcome as a shard of glass. “The rest of the summer isn’t going to be the same without you, babe. The apartment is going to feel so empty and quiet. So huge.”

“Shh,” said Kasey, her voice incredibly soft but firm, a gentle command to cease my spiraling thoughts. She shifted in the water, the movement bringing her closer, her knees now nestled against my own. Her eyes, the precise color of a summer sky just before a thunderstorm, were filled with a deep and tender understanding that made my throat tighten. “Not tonight. We’re not talking about that tonight. Tonight, there’s no Chile. There’s no research grant. There are no airports and no goodbyes. There’s no tomorrow.”

Her hand found my foot under the water, her strong fingers wrapping around my ankle, a warm and grounding pressure. “Tonight,” she continued, her voice dropping lower, “there’s just this. Just us.” She began to gently massage my feet underneath the water, her thumbs strong and sure as they pushed deep into the tender soles, methodically working out the knots and aches from our long walk on the sand. The pressure was exquisite, a perfect, agonizing blend of pain and pleasure that sent shivers up my spine.

I moaned contentedly, a low, guttural sound of pure release, my head falling back against the rim of the tub. Every ounce of latent tension from the day, every flicker of anxious energy about the coming weeks, began to dissolve and melt away under her knowing, expert touch. It felt absolutely perfect. She worked her way with scientific precision from my soles to my arches, then to the balls of my feet, her thumbs circling with a practiced pressure that made my toes curl involuntarily. “God, that feels absolutely amazing,” I breathed, the words barely formed.

“I know,” she whispered, and I could hear the hint of loving smugness in her tone, the satisfaction of a job well done.

We stayed just like that for a few minutes that stretched into an eternity, her hands working their quiet magic on my tired feet, the steam swirling around us in thick, dreamlike clouds, the ocean outside our window singing its timeless, powerful song. But the small distance still remaining between our bodies, as small as it was, suddenly felt like an impassable chasm. I needed her closer. I needed to feel the entire length of her against me, to erase every inch of empty space. “Come here,” I finally said, my voice thick with a sudden, urgent need. I lifted my head from the rim of the tub and motioned with my chin. “You’re still too far away.”

A slow, knowing smile spread across Kasey’s face. She released my foot, letting it float free in the warm water, and began to move through the water toward me, her body gliding with an unnerving, serpentine grace. Her wet hair draped around her face and over her shoulders like a veil of dark, red-gold silk as she leaned over top of me. Her body partially lifted out of the water, and a cascade of warm droplets ran from her shoulders and breasts, pattering onto my own skin and into the water around me. The scent of her, a heady combination of clean skin and salt and something uniquely, intoxicatingly Kasey, filled my senses and made my head spin.

I reached up, my movements feeling slow and dreamlike, and brushed the wet, heavy strands of her hair behind her ears, tucking them back so I could see her face clearly, unveiled. Her eyes were dark with a swirling mix of emotions, with a deep, consuming hunger that I knew mirrored my own. She leaned down, closing the final distance between us, and she put her lips on mine. The kiss wasn’t fiery or demanding, not at first. It was soft, searching, a deep and soulful communication that said everything we couldn’t bring ourselves to say with words. It was a kiss that tasted of love and a profound, aching longing, and the unspoken promise of the night ahead. At that exact moment, a single seagull flew past the bungalow, its high-pitched, lonely cry momentarily drowning out the constant, rushing sound of the sea, a perfect, poignant soundtrack to our sealed-off world.

Kasey’s hands, which had been resting on the edges of the tub for balance, moved to my breasts. Her palms were slick with bathwater, and the sensation of her wet, warm skin cupping my flesh sent a powerful shiver through my entire body. She teased my nipples briefly, her thumbs circling the sensitive, hardened peaks, making them ache and harden even further. Then, with a slow, deliberate slide that left a trail of fire in its wake, one hand moved down my belly, gliding through the hot water, and settled with unerring accuracy between my legs. I shifted in the water, my thighs parting for her instinctively, a silent, eager welcome. A ribbon of pure, unadulterated pleasure pulled tight at my core, and a low, electric hum started deep inside me, vibrating outward.

Her fingers found my most sensitive spot, their touch somehow even more potent and direct through the water. She didn’t press hard, not yet. She just rubbed over my clit, a gentle, circling motion that was both maddeningly light and incredibly, overwhelmingly potent. My whole body clenched in a reflexive response, a sudden, involuntary tightening of every single muscle. My hips gave a little jerk, a twitchy, seeking motion, desperate for more pressure, more friction, more of her.

“I have an idea,” Kasey said suddenly, her voice a husky, breathy whisper right against my ear. Her breath was hot on my skin, raising goosebumps. She pulled away, leaving me feeling bereft and instantly cold, my body whining in silent protest at the loss of her touch. She got out of the bath quickly, with a lithe, powerful movement that sent a cascade of water splashing over the floor. For a fleeting second, I felt a flash of indignant protest, but then I saw where she was going. She moved with a clear, undeniable purpose into the adjoining bedroom, its lights dimmed low, and reappeared a moment later holding the familiar, comforting shape of the black silicone vibrator we’d brought with us. The sight of it in her hand, combined with the dominant, intensely focused look on her face, sent a fresh, powerful wave of heat surging through me.

She slipped back into the water, silent as a seal, this time positioning herself directly behind me, so that I was nestled snugly between her long legs, my back pressed firmly against her chest. The feeling of her body completely surrounding me, her full breasts a warm pressure against my shoulder blades, her strong thighs bracketing mine, was incredibly intimate, incredibly possessive. It felt like being held at the center of the universe. “Fuck,” I whimpered, the word a reverent prayer whispered into the steamy air.

I felt her reach around me, her arm brushing against my side, a feather-light touch that promised so much more. I whimpered again in raw, frantic anticipation as she turned on the waterproof vibrator. A low, powerful hum filled the water, the vibrations traveling through the bath and racing up my spine like a bolt of lightning. She brought the head of the toy to my clit, pressing it firmly against the place her fingers had just been moments before.

The intense, focused buzzing against my already hyper-sensitive flesh made me gasp, my entire body starting to shake from head to toe. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming, a tidal wave of pure pleasure. I writhed against my girlfriend, my hips bucking instinctively as the water in the tub rippled and churned around us. The potent combination of the hot water amplifying every sensation and the powerful, relentless vibrations was utterly intoxicating, turning every flicker of pleasure into a raging, uncontrollable fire.

“Hold the toy right there,” Kasey muttered in my ear, her voice low and gravelly, laced with a surprising thread of authority that was new and utterly, devastatingly thrilling. “Don’t move it. Just hold it perfectly steady for me.”

Struck speechless by the sudden, sharp dominance in her voice, a clear command rather than a gentle request, I obeyed without a moment’s hesitation. My fingers, trembling slightly with a mixture of pleasure and anticipation, closed around the smooth, silicone base of the vibrator. I held it firmly under the water, pressing it securely against my clit, which was already quaking, screaming for release. The steady, relentless vibration was a sweet, exquisite torture.

While my lower body was consumed by that singular, humming focus, Kasey used her free hands to torment my tits. From behind, she squeezed them, her strong fingers digging into the soft, full flesh. She lifted them, testing their weight in her palms, and separated them, her thumbs pressing into the sensitive cleavage between them. She bounced them a few times in her hands, a playful, proprietary gesture that made me smile despite the thick haze of pleasure that was clouding my brain into a blissful fog.

Then, she turned her full, undivided attention to my nipples. They were already hard and aching for her touch, but under her ministrations, they became twin points of exquisite, almost unbearable agony. They hardened impossibly as Kasey rolled her fingers over them, a gentle, promising friction that hinted at more. Her touch wasn’t gentle for long. She began to rub them fast and hard, pinching and pulling with a delicious cruelty, making my breathing become shallow and desperate. Little gasps and frantic pants escaped my lips, lost in the chaotic sound of the churning water.

“Oh, fuck, baby,” I moaned under my breath, the words tumbling out of me, slurred and thick with need. My chest was heaving up and down now, my back arching into her warm, solid body as the pleasure started to build into an unbearable, glorious crescendo between my legs. Kasey didn’t let up for a single second. She was a master conductor, orchestrating my complete and total undoing with flawless precision. The relentless, powerful combination of the vibrator still working my pussy, buzzing me into absolute oblivion, and her fingers mercilessly teasing my overwrought, sensitive nipples drove me directly over the edge into a freefall.

It wasn’t a gentle cresting of a wave; it was a tidal wave, a tsunami of sensation. I bucked my hips violently under the warm bathwater, my body taking over completely as I rode the vibrator, grinding against it with a desperate, primal abandon. “That’s it, Laila, let go for me,” Kasey muttered, words of encouragement in my ear, her voice a dark, rough caress against my skin. “Show me.”

My entire body shook and shuddered uncontrollably as I came, my orgasm bursting inside me, a blinding supernova of light and sensation. The noises coming out of my mouth were wet and desperate, primal whimpers and cries that didn’t sound like me at all. My vision blurred and swam, hot tears of pure pleasure leaking from the corners of my eyes as wave after unstoppable wave of ecstasy crashed through me, leaving me utterly wrecked in their wake.

When the last violent, shuddering waves of my climax had finally faded, leaving me trembling and completely boneless, a ragdoll in her arms, Kasey pulled me tightly against her chest. She held me firm, her arms a solid cage, letting me ride out the gentle aftershocks, her body a solid anchor in the dissipating storm. She pressed a soft, lingering kiss to the back of my neck, right on the sensitive, ticklish spot just below my ear. She knew precisely how much it drove me crazy to feel her mouth there, and a fresh feeling of longing, a different, deeper kind, began to uncoil its way through my spent body. I sagged against her, completely and utterly spent, my head lolling back onto her strong shoulder.

I let my breathing slowly even out, let my heart rate slow from a frantic, panicked gallop to a steady, thudding canter. After a minute that could very well have been an hour, I rolled over in her arms to face her, the water sloshing around us. I was grinning, a lazy, satisfied, shit-eating grin that I could feel stretching my face. I leaned in and kissed her parted lips, a deep, grateful kiss that was full of the remnants of my orgasm, a taste of salt and fulfillment. “I think it’s your turn now,” I whispered against her mouth, the words a promise.

Her eyebrows shot up in surprise, and I saw a fleeting flicker of vulnerability in her gaze that I adored. She looked down between her legs, a dark blush creeping up her neck as she watched me take the vibrator from my own slick, still-throbbing folds and bring it to her clit now. Her own body was open and vulnerable to me, her legs still bracketing my hips in the water. I loved this reversal, this sudden power shift, this chance to give back even a fraction of the earth-shattering pleasure she had so generously, so expertly, given me.

I turned it on low at first, a gentle, teasing hum to start. The toy shook and buzzed under the water, and I loved being able to watch Kasey’s face so clearly, to see every flicker of sensation register there in real time. In her professional life, she was so composed, so rigorously in control. Seeing her like this, completely undone and at the mercy of pleasure, was my favorite thing in the entire world.

Her brow furrowed in concentration, and her mouth, which had been set in a soft, post-coital smile, formed a small, perfect O. Her breath hitched audibly. Her fingers, which had been resting loosely on my shoulders, immediately reached for the edges of the tub, gripping the cool, smooth porcelain tightly as her lower half started to grind the way that mine had, a slow, instinctual rhythm, like her pussy was waking from a long slumber and demanding to be fed.

“Mmm, I think someone likes that,” I teased, my voice a low, throaty purr.

She let out a breathy, shaky laugh, the sound shaky and full of air. “Shut up,” she managed to gasp, but there was absolutely no heat in it. She didn’t say anything else. Her eyes were squeezed tightly shut now, her long, dark lashes stark against her skin, as she became completely caught up in the pleasure I was giving her. Her head tilted back again, exposing the long, elegant line of her throat, a gesture of complete surrender.

I gave her no warning as I turned the toy up one more level. The sudden, sharp increase in intensity made her yelp, a high, surprised sound that was instantly swallowed by a deep moan. Her hips bucked hard against the toy as if she’d received an electric shock. While she adjusted to the new, more powerful setting, I reached down with my free hand and began to tease her nipples the way she had mine. I was going to worship every inch of her body, to learn her responses as intimately as she knew mine. I rolled them gently at first, mimicking her own initial, tender touch, but then I became more aggressive.

My touch was a direct reflection of the desperate passion and the simmering desperation I felt about her leaving. I tugged on them, flicked them smartly with my thumb, and then ended up massaging both of them at once with the pads of my two fingers, a firm, insistent, circling pressure. I alternated between her breasts, lavishing intense attention on one before moving to the other, watching the way her body twitched and arched with every new, targeted sensation.

Kasey’s breathing quickened dramatically, turning into short, harsh, shallow pants. Her grip on the side of the tub was white-knuckled now, her knuckles luminous in the dim light. “Laila!” she gasped out, her voice strained and tight, her eyes flying open to lock with mine. There was a wildness in them, a raw, desperate plea for more, for release. Her back arched impossibly toward me, bringing her core into even firmer, more direct contact with the vibrating head of the toy.

“I’ve got you, baby,” I whispered, my voice dark with intent. I pressed the vibrator even harder against her clit, feeling the engorged, hidden nub throb and pulse against it through the water. And then, feeling her right on the precipice, I turned the intensity up as high as it could possibly go.

The effect was instantaneous and explosive. The world seemed to narrow to the space between our two bodies, the sound of the high-pitched, humming toy, and Kasey’s incredible noises, which seemed louder than the ocean now. She let out a deep, primal roar that came from her belly as her head fell back against the tub, a raw, animalistic sound of pure, unadulterated, overwhelming pleasure. It was like she was crying up to a full moon that only she could see. I loved that side of her, that untamed, instinctual need that she usually kept so carefully, so professionally, under wraps. This was the raw Kasey, the force of nature that mirrored the tumultuous sea just outside our window.

“Come for me, Kasey,” I urged, my voice dropping to a low, powerful command, echoing the dominance she had shown me earlier, completing the circle. “Let yourself go. Give it all to me right now.”

That was all it took. Loud, ragged, wrenching gasps shook from her lips as she came, her body seized by a powerful, all-consuming orgasm. I watched, completely transfixed, as her entire body tensed up and convulsed, her strong thighs clamping down hard on my hand, trapping me there. Her toes curled, and her head thrashed from side to side against the back of the tub, her wet hair slapping against the porcelain. I kept the vibrator pressed to her clit the entire time, unrelenting in my assault. But I added my own little twist, a trick I knew drove her absolutely insane: I’d lift it up slightly, just a millimeter away from her skin for a few excruciating seconds, letting the anticipation build to a fever pitch, before bringing it back down hard against her. Each time I did, a fresh, violent wave of her climax would hit, and she would cry out my name, a ragged, desperate sound that was music to my ears.

Finally, when Kasey was totally, utterly spent, her body limp and trembling uncontrollably, I tossed the vibrator onto the bathmat beside us and fell back against her. Her arms, weak but determined, came around me, pulling me into a fiercely possessive embrace. I rested my head in the crook of her neck, my ear pressed against her chest, listening to her heart pound against her ribs, a wild, frantic drumbeat that was slowly, gradually, finding its way back to a steady rhythm. Her breathing was ragged, and she took a few deep, shuddering breaths, trying to steady herself.

“Perfection,” she managed to get out, her voice a shredded, breathless rasp against my hair. “That… that felt so damn good.”

I smiled and hummed my agreement, too blissed out and content to form coherent words of my own. “Mmm, yes. I couldn’t agree more, baby.”

We stayed in the bathtub until the water grew tepid, the comforting, cocooning heat slowly leeching away, leaving a pleasant, telling coolness in its wake. We didn’t speak. There was nothing left to say. Our bodies had said it all, had screamed it from the rooftops. The salty breeze blew through the open window, stronger now as the night deepened, cooling our warm, damp skin and raising goosebumps on our arms. The ocean felt louder somehow, its crashing waves filling the comfortable, contented silence between us.

Maybe it was because the soft, inviting tendrils of an exquisite, bone-deep sleep were already beginning to curl their way into my consciousness. Maybe it was because we were both so dizzy with pleasure, so completely emptied out and raw. We listened to the repetitive, hypnotic lullaby of the waves for what must have been a good ten minutes, Kasey’s chin resting on the top of my head, my body molded seamlessly to hers, before we finally found the energy to pull our waterlogged bodies out of the bath.

We grabbed two thick, fluffy white towels from the heated rack beside the tub, another small, perfect luxury of this perfect place. The towels were wonderfully warm and smelled faintly, comfortingly, of lavender. We dried ourselves off, the simple, domestic act feeling profoundly, almost sacredly intimate after the raw, primal intensity of what we’d just shared. My movements were slow, languid, heavy with satisfaction as I dried my legs and arms.

I looked up to see Kasey watching me, her own towel draped loosely around her shoulders. When I caught her eye, there was a glint in them, a deep, shimmering light that held everything: a universe of love, a deep well of satisfaction, a trace of the sadness we’d been holding at bay all evening, but mostly, a profound and unwavering promise.

And in that single, silent look, I realized how much I loved this woman. Not just the idea of her, or the way she made me feel, but the whole, complex, brilliant, infuriating person. The dedicated scientist, the passionate lover, the woman who would chase sea urchins to the end of the earth, and the woman who knew exactly how to make my body sing its most glorious, uninhibited song.

I realized in that moment that we’d be okay, even with a whole continent and a month of time between us. The ache of missing her would be real, a palpable, physical presence in our bed, in our apartment, in my life, but our connection was stronger than that. It was woven from moments just like this, from sandy sandwiches and shared, breathless laughter and the primal, earth-shattering language our bodies spoke in a hot bath by the sea. She was worth it. She was worth every second of the wait.


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

https://mybook.to/TabooCravings

A Series of Forbidden Intimacies.

Step into a realm where desire surrenders to the irresistible pull of the unspeakable. Taboo Cravings invites you to explore the intoxicating depths of familial bonds twisted into passionate, erotically charged encounters. Dare to witness the burning glances between a step-sister and her devoted step-brother, or the electrifying tension that ignites a step-mother’s carefully guarded heart. Uncover the clandestine affairs and unexpected desires that bloom within the unsuspecting confides of family gatherings, from the seductive allure of a mother-in-law’s knowing touch to the shocking, yet undeniable, passion found in the arms of a step-aunt.

This series is a decadent exploration of relationships that defy convention, where the thrill of the forbidden fuels a burning, insatiable hunger. Prepare for stories that push the boundaries of morality, delving into the raw, primal urges that arise when deeply entrenched familial ties become the ultimate catalyst for the most exquisite and scandalous of pleasures. Taboo Cravings offers an escape into a world where societal rules crumble, and the only commandment is the relentless, intoxicating pursuit of desires that have long been suppressed. Each novel is an uninhibited plunge into the delicious agony and ecstasy of connections that dare to be entirely, thrillingly taboo.
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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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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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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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