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The Watcher

Richard and I had first met in the hallowed, slightly stuffy halls of academia, a serendipitous stroke of luck that had us assigned to adjacent seats in our creative writing class. It was a required elective, a survey of Modern American Voices that neither of us was particularly thrilled about initially. I was, by all definitions, a quintessential shy, nerdy girl, my nose perpetually buried in a book and my heart secretly devoted to sweeping romance novels that always promised a happily-ever-after. He was the epitome of the charming, athletic type, a man who seemed to glide through life with an easy, unshakeable confidence, yet who, as I would soon learn, harbored a surprisingly deep and soulful love for poetry.

Our worlds, on the surface, couldn’t have been more different, but from that very first lecture, an undeniable current flowed between us. It was in the way his brilliant blue eyes would crinkle at the corners when he smiled at my nervous, over-analyzed take on a Flannery O’Connor story, or the way I’d find myself completely distracted from the professor’s monotonous drone, instead tracing the strong, clean line of his jaw as he listened intently, a small furrow of concentration between his brows. Our attraction was immediate and palpable, a low, constant hum of electricity in the otherwise staid lecture hall.

Despite this magnetic pull, we danced a careful waltz around our feelings for months. Our interactions were confined to the safe territory of shared notes after missed classes and playful, whispered debates over the respective merits of Whitman’s barbaric yawp versus Dickinson’s quiet genius. We were two celestial bodies in a tight, cautious orbit, each acutely aware of the other’s gravity but terrified of the potential collision. That delicate balance, however, was shattered during a late-night study session for our final exams, a cram session that turned the quiet, sanctified halls of the campus library into the backdrop for our first real connection.

Surrounded by the comforting, musty scent of old paper and bound leather, with the only illumination coming from the soft green glow of a single shaded lamp on our table, the academic pretense that had separated us finally dissolved. The air grew thick with unspoken things as the hour grew later. His hand brushed against mine as we both reached for the same worn copy of The Sound and the Fury, and the spark that had been simmering between us finally ignited into a proper flame. In an instant, the complexities of Faulkner were forgotten, replaced by the far more urgent and desperate need for a make-out session in the shadowy confines of the history stacks. It was a kiss that sealed our fate, a breathless, fumbling moment of discovery where poetry and prose finally, beautifully, met. We had been utterly, irrevocably inseparable ever since.

After graduation, our professional paths diverged, but our personal lives remained perfectly, exquisitely intertwined. Richard, with his natural charisma and razor-sharp intellect, was a natural fit for the fast-paced world of marketing, and he quickly began climbing the corporate ladder. I, meanwhile, found my own version of paradise, landing my dream job as an editor for a small, independent publishing house that specialized in the very kinds of literary love stories I had always adored. Our own love story, which had begun in a stuffy classroom, continued to unfold with the beautiful, lyrical quality of a well-written novel.

It culminated in a magical winter wedding just six months ago, a day so perfect it felt as if I had plucked it from one of my manuscripts. I can still recall the scent of pine boughs and beeswax candles in the old stone church, the hushed silence as snow fell gently outside the stained-glass windows, and the low, steady timbre of Richard’s voice as he spoke his vows. We were still deeply entrenched in that blissful, intoxicating honeymoon phase, a gilded period where every casual touch felt electric, a jolt of pure joy, and every moment we spent apart felt like a small, unbearable eternity.

Richard’s job, a testament to his ambition and formidable talent, often took him away on business trips. This particular one, a week-long conference in Chicago, had kept him away for seven whole days and six impossibly long nights. A mere week, yet it had stretched into a vast, empty chasm in time. It was the longest we’d been apart since becoming husband and wife, and I found myself pathetically counting down not just the days, but the hours and minutes until his return, obsessively checking his flight status on my phone.

I missed the simple, grounding things: the comforting weight of his arm draped around my waist at night, the sound of his deep laughter echoing in our sunlit living room, the familiar ritual of how he made coffee in the morning, strong and black, just for me. I wanted to make his homecoming more than just a simple reunion; I wanted it to be an event, a palpable welcome. And so, drawing inspiration from a particularly steamy historical romance I’d been editing, I planned a surprise designed to erase the distance and make up for all the lost time.

That evening, as the sun began its slow, graceful descent, it cast a warm, golden glow through our large living room window, painting the walls in hues of honey and amber. The light illuminated the dust motes dancing lazily in the air, transforming them into tiny, glittering sprites. It was against this ethereal backdrop that I found myself pacing, clad in nothing but a whisper-thin silk robe, my nerves thrumming with a mixture of anxiety and potent anticipation. The robe was a special piece, a decadent souvenir from our honeymoon in Bali, a slash of deep crimson silk that felt like liquid heat against my bare skin. It was a garment that held more memories of being pooled on the floor of our private villa than of actually being worn on my body.

I had just finished lighting an array of scented candles I’d scattered around the room—sandalwood and vanilla, his favorite combination—and their flames flickered like tiny, hopeful beacons in the rapidly dimming light, filling the air with their rich, heady perfume. Just as I blew out the match, I heard it: the familiar, wonderful sound of a key scraping against the lock of the front door. My heart gave a powerful thump against my ribs, a frantic bird beating its wings against a cage. My breath caught in my throat. The tumblers clicked, the deadbolt slid back with a heavy, final thud, and the world seemed to hold still.

Richard walked in, and the sight of him stole the breath from my lungs. He looked as handsome as ever, perhaps even more so after a week’s absence. He was dressed in a dark blue, impeccably tailored suit, his golden-blonde hair slicked back perfectly, betraying no sign of the long flight he had just endured. At a good foot taller than me, he seemed to fill the doorway, a towering, magnificent presence that instantly made our apartment feel like home again. As his eyes adjusted to the candlelit room, they found me. A slow, wide, utterly captivating smile spread across his face, a smile that radiated warmth and love and a hint of something much hotter.

I didn’t give him a chance to register the scene fully, to set down his leather briefcase or his carry-on bag. The moment his gaze locked with mine, I launched myself at him, a missile of pure longing. I jumped into his arms, wrapping my legs tightly around his waist and pressing my lips to his in a frenzied, desperate kiss. He smelled like home, a complex and perfect concoction of his expensive cologne, the sterile air of the airplane, and the unique, comforting scent that was purely Richard. He smelled like comfort and safety and a deep, abiding love—everything I had missed so deeply it had felt like a phantom limb.

“Baby, I missed you so much,” I squealed, my voice high and breathy, filled with a week’s worth of pent-up excitement and desperate longing. The words tumbled out, a cascade of pure, unadulterated joy.

“Me too, Natalie,” Richard murmured, his voice a deep, resonant rumble against my lips that sent a delicious shiver dancing down my spine. He held me tightly for a long moment, his arms a stronghold around me, before setting me down gently. His hands lingered possessively on my waist, his thumbs stroking the bare skin just above the silk. He then took my hand in his, his large, warm palm enveloping mine, and twirled me around slowly. His eyes, intense and appreciative, took in every inch of me, from my tousled hair down to my bare feet on the hardwood floor. “I haven’t seen this robe since our honeymoon.” His voice was thick with memory, his gaze hot and knowing.

“Well, it’s a special occasion,” I winked at him, feeling a familiar, delightful heat rise in my cheeks under his intense scrutiny. The air between us crackled with a potent energy, a promise of the night to come.

We settled onto the plush, oversized couch, the evening sun continuing to pour through the window, bathing us in a warm, golden light that only intensified my desire for him. The light caught the gold in his hair and the blue of his eyes, and his face, illuminated so perfectly, was a sight I had missed more than words could ever adequately express. We went through the motions of ordering food on his phone, scrolling through menus for our favorite gourmet burger place, but it was a perfunctory act. Neither of us was particularly hungry for what was on the menu; the only appetite we had was for each other.

The moment the order was placed, I wasted no time. I climbed back into Richard’s lap, straddling him, feeling the slightly rough, expensive fabric of his suit trousers against the bare skin of my thighs. The contrast of textures was incredibly arousing. If my eager greeting at the door hadn’t made it obvious how much I’d missed him, this action certainly left no room for doubt. Richard’s hands, ever confident, found the delicate silk tie that held the front of my robe closed. With a single, gentle tug, the knot gave way, and the crimson fabric slid effortlessly off my shoulders, pooling around my hips before landing silently on the floor. His hands, now free to roam, began their exploration of my naked body. They moved with a slow, deliberate reverence, tracing every curve and line as if reacquainting himself with a long-lost, priceless treasure. His fingers skimmed over my collarbones, down my sternum, and circled my navel before cupping the swell of my hips.

I threw my head back against the cushions, arching my back and letting myself succumb completely to the exquisite pleasure of his touch. It had only been a week, a single, solitary week, but I was so unbelievably horny for him, so desperate for the feel of his skin against mine. The absence had been a slow-burning fire, and now, with him here, it had erupted into a full-blown inferno. Richard leaned down, his warm breath ghosting across my skin before his lips found my breasts. He licked and teased, his mouth hot and wet, before taking each nipple in turn, sucking and pulling gently until they were hard, aching peaks of sensitivity. His tongue moved like slick, hot velvet across the peaks of my tits, sending a powerful shiver wracking through my entire body. Beneath me, I could feel the impressive ridge of his cock growing hard and insistent within the confines of his suit pants, pressing urgently against my thigh. It was a tangible promise of what was to come.

I couldn’t wait another second. The anticipation was a sweet agony I was ready to end. I slid gracefully off his lap and onto the soft rug on the floor, my eyes locked onto his as my hands went to the button and zipper of his pants. I worked them open with practiced ease, pulling out his magnificent cock, my mouth watering at the sight of it, thick and flushed and already beaded with precum. I lowered my head slowly, my gaze never leaving his, and took just the head of it into my mouth, feeling him jolt and grow even harder as my lips wrapped around him. A long, shuddering groan tore from Richard’s throat, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. His fingers immediately threaded into my hair, gripping gently as I began to move my mouth up and down his impressive length, gagging slightly with each deep swallow, a sensation that only fueled my own excitement.

“Natalie, that feels fucking incredible,” he groaned, his voice thick and strained with lust and desire. I closed my eyes, losing myself in the rhythm, letting my instincts take over as I slid up and down on him. I loved this, the power and intimacy of it, the raw sounds he made, the way his hips would subtly buck into my mouth. I don’t know how long I sucked his cock—time seemed to melt away—but it was mesmerizing, feeling him grow harder and harder, hotter and hotter in my mouth.

Finally, just as I felt the tell-tale twitch that signaled he was getting close, Richard pulled my face away from him. His thumb, slightly rough, ran across my glossy, swollen lips in a tender gesture that contrasted sharply with the raw passion of the moment. I watched from my position on the floor between his legs as he began to unbutton his shirt, shrugging it off to reveal his toned, muscular body. He was all sleek lines and defined muscle, a testament to the hours he spent at the gym. Once he was completely naked, his discarded suit a crumpled heap on the floor, I rose to my knees and bent over the arm of the couch, provocatively shaking my ass at him, knowing with absolute certainty how much this particular view drove him wild.

A low, appreciative whistle escaped Richard’s lips. He moved behind me, his hands immediately finding my ass, massaging each cheek with a firm, knowing pressure that made me moan. I braced myself on the couch as he got underneath me, his warm, wet tongue finding my pussy first, and then, to my delight, my asshole. While he worked his magic with his mouth, I reached down and massaged my own clit with two fingers. It was the perfect, overwhelming combination of sensations, a symphony of touch that I hadn’t been able to replicate in my lonely fantasies while he had been gone. I rested my cheek on the cool leather of the couch, feeling the last vestiges of the warm sun on my head, and let the pleasure build and build, a tidal wave of sensation that crashed over me until I was coming hard, my whole body shaking with the force of my orgasm.

It wasn’t until I looked up, my eyes glazed over with a blissful haze of pleasure, that I saw him. A man, standing on our front porch, watching us through the wide, unobscured living room window. The food delivery guy. I gasped, my eyes widening in shock, my body freezing mid-shiver as I turned my head to look at Richard.

“Babe,” I managed to get out, my voice a strangled whisper filled with a confusing cocktail of shock, embarrassment, and a strange, illicit thrill. “We have an audience.” Richard’s hands, which had been gripping my waist, tightened as he sat up slightly, looking over my shoulder to see the delivery guy standing there, his mouth literally hanging open, a brown paper bag clutched in his hand.

“He seems like he likes it,” Richard said, a wicked smirk playing on his lips. His voice was calm, amused even. I looked over my shoulder again to see Richard giving the guy a slow, deliberate nod—a silent, startling invitation to stay and watch. I bit my lip hard, a rush of pure exhilaration, hot and sharp, coursing through me. I never would have pegged myself as having an exhibitionist streak, but in this moment, with Richard’s confident presence anchoring me, feeling so utterly safe and desired, I felt strangely, powerfully empowered. The idea of a stranger watching us, witnessing this raw intimacy, was suddenly the naughtiest, most exciting thing I could imagine.

“Let’s just keep going then,” I said finally, my voice regaining its strength, now filled with a newfound, daring confidence. As a response, Richard shifted his position and plunged his cock deep inside of me in one swift, powerful motion. I gasped out loud, a sharp, pleasurable cry at the way his cock stretched and filled my tight, wet pussy. Through the window, I saw the delivery guy push his fingers through his curly brown hair, a look of stunned disbelief on his face, which, paradoxically, only made me feel sexier and more uninhibited.

Richard gathered my long hair in his hand, wrapping it around his fist and yanking my head back gently, exposing my neck. With this new angle, his cock drove into my wet cunt with a relentless, punishing rhythm. I could only whimper and pant, completely at his mercy as he used my pussy, sending shockwaves of pure pleasure radiating through every nerve ending in my body. I was dizzy, so wonderfully, intoxicatingly dizzy from the pleasure and the sheer audacity of it all. After a couple of minutes of this glorious punishment, I was coming again, an even more intense, earth-shattering orgasm than the first, somehow amplified by the presence of our silent observer.

After I’d quieted, we shifted. Richard pulled out, and I turned so that I was bent over the back of the couch, my front now facing the window, giving our delivery guy a spectacular sideways view of the action. My back was arched high, and my ass was pressed up intimately against Richard’s hard stomach as he slammed into me from behind, making my ass cheeks jiggle with each powerful thrust.

He had released my hair, but his hands were on my breasts instead, squeezing them together, his thumbs teasing and tugging at my nipples relentlessly. He was a machine, pounding into me again and again with a primal urgency. I could feel my pussy getting wetter and wetter, slicking his shaft with every stroke, the slapping sound of our fucking filling the otherwise quiet room, a raw, percussive rhythm of our reunion.

“His name tag says his name is James,” I panted, turning my head slightly to glance at the porch. Richard’s rhythm didn’t falter, but he glanced over at the guy standing on our front porch.

“Should we let James watch me cover your face in cum?” Richard groaned, the words a guttural promise spoken directly into my ear.

“Mmm, fuck yes,” I managed to get out, the words a breathy prayer. The thought was extra naughty, scandalously decadent. The idea of this stranger, James, watching Richard mark me so possessively, claiming me as his own, sent another jolt of raw desire through me. With a final, deep thrust, Richard pulled out. I turned over, my limbs feeling like jelly, and lay on my back on the couch. He put one foot up on the couch cushion, bracing himself so he could aim his cock perfectly at my face. I closed my eyes in anticipation and stuck out my tongue slightly. From the porch, I clearly heard the words from the delivery man’s mouth: “Holy shit.”

Seconds later, I felt the first hot, thick splash of his cum landing on my nose and mouth. I instinctively swallowed the drops that landed on my tongue and lips, the taste of him salty and familiar. There was so much cum, an abundant, copious flood that made me wonder if Richard had even jerked off once during the entire week he was away. Finally, when there was not a single drop left, he lowered himself.

Richard collapsed on the couch next to me, breathing heavily. He wrapped a protective arm around me, pulling me into the curve of his body. We both looked out the window at the same time, just in time to see James, the delivery guy, giving us a huge, enthusiastic grin and a friendly, almost congratulatory wave. He turned around, headed back to his car with a new spring in his step, and I broke out into a fit of helpless, bubbling giggles, leaning my head exhaustedly on Richard’s damp shoulder.

“He’s never going to want to deliver to any other house ever again,” Richard laughed, his chest vibrating against my cheek.

“I don’t blame him,” I said, still giggling, the absurdity and excitement of the situation washing over me. Richard kissed the top of my head, his arm tightening around me in a gesture of pure affection.

“Listen, that performance got me riled up,” he said, his voice still thick with desire, even after his explosive release. “I think we should eat and then go upstairs for round two.”

“You sound just like me after I read a long, angsty book where the characters leave things unresolved,” I said with another giggle. The truth was, I had secretly been hoping he wouldn’t be too tired from his flight. I wanted to go all night, to lose myself in him until I couldn’t take another touch. The idea of spending the entire night rediscovering each other’s bodies, making up for the lost time in the most intimate way possible, was utterly intoxicating.

“You grab the food,” I said quickly, pushing myself up. “I’ll get the table set.”

As Richard, now wrapped in a towel, went to retrieve our slightly-delayed dinner from the porch, I couldn’t help but feel a fresh rush of excitement for the night ahead. Our spectacular living room performance hadn’t been an ending, but merely a prelude. Our love story was far from over; it was a living, breathing thing, and I couldn’t wait to see what the next chapter held. As I set out plates and cutlery on our small dining table, I found myself grinning like a fool, my heart filled to bursting with love and lust and everything wonderful in between. This was just the beginning of our forever, and I couldn’t wait to see what adventures, both in and out of the bedroom, lay ahead.

The food was delicious, but the company was even better. We sat across from each other, devouring our gourmet hamburgers and fries, but between bites, Richard’s eyes never left mine. There was a sweet, possessive shine in their blue depths, and even after everything that had just transpired, the man looked positively starved. I guess it was for good reason. It reminded me of when he’d first asked me out back in junior year. He’d done it with that same intense gaze but a nervous, lopsided grin, and had wound up getting his words all twisted and bunched together like a tangled ball of yarn. He couldn’t seem to get his thoughts out fast enough. I had fallen in love instantly with his charming nervousness, with his raw willingness to be brave and vulnerable all at once.

Richard’s glance dropped to my lips. I let them part slightly, and with deliberate slowness, licked a bit of stray sauce from the corner of my mouth. He started to reach out to me with his hand, a purely instinctual gesture, before realizing what he was doing and pulling back.

“Sorry. Habit,” he said, a faint blush coloring his cheeks. I let him watch as I wiped it away with my own napkin.

“Never apologize for being a better husband than I deserve,” I told him sincerely, pushing the rest of my burger away. My appetite for actual food was quickly waning again anyway.

“It’s true,” he said, his voice low and earnest. “I’m the luckiest man in the world.”

“Sweet? Yes.” A million times yes. He was, without a doubt, the sweetest man I had ever known. “Perfect? No. You stole my French fries while I was setting the table.”

He grinned, unrepentant. “They looked lonely by themselves.”

“That is a remarkably weak argument.”

“Okay, okay. You caught me. Here.” He plucked a perfectly golden fry from his own plate and held it up to my mouth. Richard always had this boyish, endearing smile, the kind that suggested that whatever he was going to say next was the most clever and wonderful thing ever uttered. “You look hungry.” I leaned forward and took the fry slowly, letting my lips wrap around his fingers for a fraction of a second, smirking internally at the way Richard blinked and seemed to hold his breath until I finally took a delicate bite. “You were supposed to eat the fry, not make it look like something else entirely.”

“I was hungry,” I said with an air of pure innocence, flashing my own clever smirk back at him. He was brave and wonderful and virile, and being with him always made me feel a rush of adventure. Every single moment with Richard was more vibrant, more real, than any of the countless romance novels I read in the slog of manuscripts that came across my desk every day. None of those carefully crafted, fictional men could ever hold a candle to my husband. Every moment with him… what could possibly be better? My heart was pounding in renewed excitement, my breath catching in my throat.

A fresh wave of desire, potent and deep, laced through me. It wasn’t just a physical craving for the feeling of his touch. I had my favorite fictional stories and archetypes loaded in my mind, but Richard was so much more than any of those. He had a depth and a reality that no character on a page could ever hope to match. I started writing a dirty story of my own in my mind, and he was the undisputed star. He would push his strong arms against the firm muscles of my thighs, rip off my now-damp panties, and replace them with—

“Natalie?” Richard’s voice cut through my reverie, soft but insistent.

I looked up at him, my eyes probably glazed over with my private fantasy.

“Are you okay to move on to round two?” he asked, his own gaze burning with anticipation.

I nodded, feeling a blush creep up my neck. Had I really been that lost in thought? I bit at my lower lip, then took a deep, steadying breath. “I’m ready,” I said, my voice infused with a steadiness I didn’t know I possessed. As we ascended the stairs to our bedroom, our hands were clasped tightly together, the warmth of Richard’s palm a comforting and exciting pressure against mine. His thumb caressed the back of my hand with every step, a simple, rhythmic gesture that felt like a love poem written just for me. Kings ascending to their thrones could not have been more regal than my husband was in that moment.

He squeezed my hand gently as we reached the top of the stairs. The man flipped on the overhead light in the bedroom, and I listened to the familiar sharp flick of the switch. The sudden brightness was too harsh, too mundane. “One sec,” I told Richard. This wasn’t the path I wanted the night to take. Instead of aiming our steps toward the waiting expanse of our bed, I gently tugged his hand and angled Richard toward the en suite bathroom. It was our private sanctuary, a space for luxury and indulgence, and I wanted tonight to be more than special. I wanted it to be sacred.

I grabbed the box of matches from a small shelf over the toilet and struck one on the box’s rough edge. The sulfur flared to life. I put the tiny flame to the wick of a candle, this one a ceramic replica of the Doctor Who TARDIS, a quirky gift from our college friends that always made me smile. A lighter, gentler orange glow filled the room, instantly softening every line, every hard edge. The stack of fluffy towels draped over the shower rod, the chrome fixtures of the sink, and the full lips of my husband. In this light, we were perfect. I was so profoundly glad he had come home, and tonight, I would show him just how much.

I started the water for the tub, turning the heavy chrome handle until a powerful stream gushed from the faucet. We didn’t use the grand, claw-footed tub nearly often enough. I eyed the bottle of romantic bubble bath I kept in the cabinet, a special blend saved for occasions just like these. It fizzed and hissed like a fresh pack of index cards snapping open as I poured a generous amount into the steaming stream. The heady, complex scent of black pepper, crisp cucumber, and fresh mint immediately filled the room, mingling with the vanilla and sandalwood from the living room. Those old romance writers really knew just how to set the mood.

My husband tilted his head, leaning against the doorframe as he watched me, his expression a mixture of adoration and raw hunger. I felt his eyes on me, a physical touch, undressing me as I turned to face him and let the borrowed towel fall from my body again. It pooled on the cool, gray tile floor, a stark white circle in the candlelight. Richard sucked in a quick, sharp breath, and just to make sure he understood that I was fully with him for the long haul, I reached out and hooked my fingers in the waistband of his boxers. A moment’s glance into his smoldering eyes was all the permission I needed, and I slipped them down his muscular legs, with his pants following suit.

Richard asked again, his voice huskier this time: “Are you ready?”

“Ready,” I confirmed with a decisive nod. I reached out and let my hand run over his chest, my fingers tracing the hard planes of his pecs, sticking and stopping on the firm, ridged bumps of his abs. The fire inside me was still burning brightly. A primal desire to show my husband, in no uncertain terms, just how much I had missed him. I couldn’t keep my hands to myself. My fingers moved lower, my head tilted, and I strode forward, walking right into his waiting embrace. My breath caught in my chest as his arms came around me. His eyes widened, and there it was again—that courageous, vulnerable look that made my heart melt.

“I’ll never be able to return the favor for all of this,” he said, his voice thick with emotion as he gestured around the candlelit, fragrant room.

“The source of my desire isn’t my work, Richard. It’s the work you do on me.”

“But you’re the one who makes dreams come true for a living.”

“And you make all of my dreams come true, every night, right here with me.”

I took him by the hand, leading him the final few steps to the enormous bathtub. I watched as he lowered himself into the steaming, bubbling water. His lips firmed into a contented line. His eyes crinkled at the edges with a smile of pure bliss. He pulled me toward him and kissed me delicately, reverently, on the corner of my mouth. It was the best feeling in the world. Without breaking our soft lip-lock, I put one foot into the water, testing its heat. When I didn’t pull away, Richard put his hands firmly on my waist and pulled me in with him. The sudden, encompassing heat from the water only served to heighten my already overloaded senses.

The searing heat of his hard member pressed instantly, insistently, against the softness of my belly. It was a promise, a declaration of all the pleasure to come. With a slow, deliberate confidence that made my pulse throb, he maneuvered me so that my back was flush against his strong, solid frame, his muscular legs caging mine in a possessive and delicious embrace. My skin, slick from the fragrant water, slid against his. A powerful shiver, born of pure anticipation, originated at the base of my spine, racing like a lightning strike all the way to the nape of my neck and down the length of my arms at his touch.

He’d been gone for what felt like an eternity, a long and desolate stretch of time that had left me feeling hollow. To now feel the comforting, masculine roughness of the hair on his legs against my own smooth skin was like a form of profound rejuvenation, a homecoming for my very soul. I could have surrendered completely, lost myself in the sanctuary of his arms right then and there. Who needed food or worldly sustenance? Richard was all the nourishment I would ever require. He cupped my bottom in his large, capable hands, the pressure firm and knowing, lifting me slightly out of the water. With a soft sigh, I arched my back and brought myself down, settling into his lap with a perfect, accommodating fit.

He reached over to the side of the tub and grabbed hold of the detachable chrome shower head, its metallic surface gleaming in the candlelight. With a flick of his thumb, he turned it on, and a gentle spray of warm water began to rain down over us. The spray misted our skin, the warmth a delightful contrast to the cooler air of the room, dripping down my front, teasing and tracing paths over my skin in shimmering rivulets. As if commanded, my nipples rose erect, their peaks instantly hard as they were covered and then uncovered by the shifting stream.

After a moment, his hands replaced the water droplets, abandoning my ass to claim my breasts with an unhurried, commanding touch. It was impossible to miss, to not feel the incredible, restrained strength he possessed in those hands. He took hold of my breasts, palming them, his thumbs circling my areolas before he began kneading the soft flesh with a practiced, possessive touch that spoke of familiarity and profound ownership. My entire body rose up and down gently in the water with the rhythmic motion of his hands, a hypnotic, blissful rocking. All the while, his intense, adoring attention did not wane for a single second. I tilted my head back against his shoulder, my eyes heavy-lidded. Richard was my angel, my sexy, magnificent, earthbound angel, sent here just for me.

He leaned close, the tip of his nose brushing against the exquisitely sensitive skin just under my ear. The moist heat of his breath on my neck lit up a fresh constellation of goosebumps along my arms.

“I want to ravish you,” he murmured, his voice a low, quiet rumble that was utterly sure of itself, vibrating through me and coiling deep in my belly. He punctuated the heart-stopping declaration with a searing, open-mouthed kiss to my throat, right over the frantic beat of my pulse. My eyes fluttered shut on their own accord. A quiet, helpless gasp slipped from my lips, a sound of pure submission.

“Then ravish me,” I told him, my voice a husky, thick invitation. I turned in his powerful arms to face him, my hands gripping onto the slick, porcelain side of the enormous bathtub for support. He held me steady, one hand a warm and steadying weight on my shoulder, while his other hand plunged into the warm water between my legs. His fingers found me immediately, slipping through my folds and confirming what we both already knew: I was more than ready for him. In response, I lifted my ass higher out of the water, tilting my hips and offering myself to him completely, an act of total trust and boundless desire. He grabbed at a cheek with one hand, his grip firm and possessive, and with the other, he guided his slick, hard tip to my wet, waiting center.

He pulled back for a single, torturous second, a breathtaking pause that heightened the tension to an almost unbearable degree. Then, without any further warning, he came into me in one powerful, fluid surge that stole the air from my lungs. I cried out, the sound a mixture of a sharp gasp and a deep moan, my voice echoing off the tiled walls of the palatial bathroom. He was my husband. In this moment, we were one being, one soul, connected in the most profound way possible. And no man on this earth could ever, or would ever, love me the way he did right then. I loved him so hard it was a physical ache in my chest, a beautiful, welcome pain.

Faster and faster he thrusted, setting a desperate, dizzying rhythm. I met him with equal fervor, my body a willing and eager recipient of his unrestrained passion. Soon, I was fighting to meet his every thrust of ravishment, a frantic, glorious dance of two bodies becoming one. Water sloshed up and over the high edge of the tub, drenching the marble floor in shimmering pools, every splash and spray a testament to our ecstatic, reunited lovemaking.


If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Firebound Lovers
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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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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.

[image: Frost & Flame Holidays]

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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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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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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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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