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Wild and Intense

The ache of Tina’s absence had become a physical presence in our little house over the past few months, a tangible entity with its own weight and temperature. It was in the profound cold of the hollow space beside me in bed, a dip in the mattress that obstinately refused to hold my warmth, instead emanating a phantom chill that seemed to seep into my very bones. No matter how I tried to curl into the center, the empty space remained, holding the faint, heartbreaking scent of her. It was in the oppressive, ringing silence that greeted me when I came home from work, a quiet so profound it felt louder than any noise, swallowing the cheerful jingle of my keys and the soft thud of my bag hitting the floor. It was in the solitary weight of the single coffee cup I washed in the morning, its ceramic cool against my fingers, a sad companion to my lonely toast.

She was a sous chef at one of the city’s most ambitious new restaurants, a dream job she had chased with a relentless, fiery passion that I both adored and, lately, had come to resent. The position demanded all of her daylight and devoured most of her nights, leaving me with the spectral version of the woman I loved. I’d come home, my own hands smelling of the cool, damp earth and the spicy, clove-like perfume of carnations from the flower shop, a scent I usually loved but which now only served to highlight the sterility of our empty home. I’d find only a note scrawled on a napkin, often the sturdy, disposable kind from the restaurant, the ink of her hurried script slightly blurred from a stray drop of water or grease. Late one tonight, babe. There’s leftover risotto. Love you.

I would eat alone at our small kitchen table, the two empty chairs a silent testament to our diverging lives. The risotto, no matter how masterfully crafted, would taste of solitude. The ghost of her laughter, a rich, throaty sound that could make my entire body light up, seemed to echo in the quiet rooms, a cruel trick of memory. I would catch a glimpse of our reflection in the darkened living room window and be startled, for a half-second, to see only myself. I’d fall asleep clutching her pillow, burying my face in the cotton to inhale the scent of her, a complex and comforting medley of kitchen herbs and pure Tina. It was rosemary from the scraggly bush by our back door, the nutty aroma of browned butter from a sauce she’d been perfecting, and beneath it all, the uniquely warm, almost musky fragrance that was just her, a scent my body recognized on a primal level as home.

Our calendars had become a battlefield, a heartbreaking document of our fracturing synchronicity. The shared Google Calendar, once a tapestry of date nights, movie plans, and weekend trips, was now a chaotic mess, looking more like a strategic military map. My entries in hopeful blue ink, “Dinner at Aloro?” “Martha’s gallery opening!” were ruthlessly struck through with her aggressive red slashes. “clopening,” “inventory,” “new menu tasting.” We were ships passing in the night, our hulls scraping against each other in the dark, the contact too brief to be anything more than a reminder of what we were missing. Our communication had been whittled down to loving postscripts on those kitchen notes and a flurry of text messages that felt like trying to bottle sunlight. They were filled with a desperate, aching longing: “Thinking of your smile,” I’d send. A reply would come hours later, long after I’d fallen into a restless sleep: “God, I miss your face. Kiss the pillow for me.”

The distance was a quiet, creeping thing, a vine of ivy slowly winding its way around the foundations of our life, threatening to pull it all down. I felt it in the way I’d stop myself mid-story, realizing I was talking to the cat, in the way I started watching her favorite shows without her, a transgression that felt as serious as any infidelity. A desperate, clawing need grew inside me to reclaim our space, to find a way to pause the world and step off together, to carve out a piece of time that was only ours, if just for an afternoon. So, the Fourth of July became my mission. It was a mandatory day off for her, a rare and precious gift from the relentlessly demanding god of fine dining, and I was fiercely, almost grimly, determined to make it count. This had to be more than just a day off; it had to be an anchor, something to tether us together before we drifted too far apart.

The day had started with a thrumming sense of purpose that vibrated just under my skin. At “Petals & Stems,” I moved through the frigid, humming air of the floral cooler like a woman possessed, my breath pluming in front of me. The air was a potent cocktail of scents, the sharp, green smell of snapped stems, the heavy, almost funereal perfume of lilies, and the sweet, watery aroma of roses. My boss, a kindly, silver-haired woman named Martha, whose hands were permanently stained a faint green, watched with an amused, knowing smile from the doorway. Her glasses were perched on the end of her nose, and she leaned against the frame as if watching a fascinating nature documentary. I bypassed the buckets brimming with the standard, unimaginative patriotic arrangements of red, white, and blue carnations, their garish colors and cheap, peppery scent feeling utterly wrong for the statement I needed to make.

My bouquet for Tina had to be a story, an entire conversation held in petals and leaves. I began with the peonies. Enormous, cloud-like white peonies, their heads so heavy with petals they bobbed on their thick stems. I chose the ones that were just beginning to open, their centers still blushing a faint, bashful pink. The petals felt dense and impossibly soft, like a stack of silk handkerchiefs, a promise of tenderness and the deep, abiding heart of our romance.

Next, I added stalks of blue delphinium, their individual blossoms like tiny, intricate stars climbing a spire that reached for the sky, a perfect mimicry of fireworks frozen mid-burst, full of hope and celebration. For the red, I searched until I found the most perfect bunches of velvety cockscomb. Its texture was strange, a fascinating, intricate maze of folds like a piece of coral or the convolutions of a brain. It felt right, a nod to the beautiful complexities we navigated daily, the challenging but worthwhile texture of our life together.

To finish, I tucked in sprigs of bright green mint and feathery lemon balm, running a leaf of each under my nose before adding it. It was a private message for my chef. I knew Tina, who experienced the world so intensely through taste and smell, would crush a leaf between her fingers and appreciate the subtle, edible scents woven among the more traditional floral notes. This wasn’t just a bouquet; it was a testament, a physical manifestation of my heart, of everything I couldn’t manage to say in a hurried text message or a sleepy, pre-dawn kiss. It was my argument for us.

Later that morning, while she was still deeply asleep, a rare and sacred state of oblivion after the brutal gauntlet of a sixteen-hour shift, I moved through our home with the stealth of a cat. I could hear her soft, rhythmic breathing from the bedroom, a sound that filled the house with a profound sense of peace, a stark contrast to the usual echoing emptiness. With painstaking care, I began to load the car. The heavy wicker picnic basket was a treasure chest filled with the fruits of her own labor. Despite her exhaustion, she had insisted on preparing the food the night before, a flurry of focused, graceful energy in our small kitchen. I had watched her, mesmerized, as she moved, her hands sure and quick, her focus absolute. The scent of her apple pie, the crust a perfect, shining lattice sparkling with coarse sugar, had filled every corner of our little house, a warm, buttery promise of the sweetness to come.

Now, her creations were carefully packed. Alongside the basket, I placed my floral masterpiece, buckled into the passenger seat like a cherished child. On the seat between us, our favorite wool blanket was folded neatly. It was a heavy, blue-and-green plaid one we’d bought for ten dollars at a flea market our first year together, its edges slightly frayed, its texture softened with age and countless lazy afternoons in the park. It smelled of us—of sun-dried grass, old books, and the faintest hint of Tina’s perfume. I backed out of our driveway and drove toward our spot, a secluded curve of land by the river we’d discovered on a long walk years ago. A feeling of nervous, fluttering anticipation took root in my chest, a hummingbird beating its wings against my ribs. My palms were damp on the steering wheel. Everything had been so carefully curated, so lovingly planned. This had to be perfect. This had to feel like coming home. This had to be enough to bridge the silent, aching gap of the last few months.

The afternoon had unfolded like a dream, like a scene from a movie about a perfect love. The sun was a warm, benevolent hand on our skin, the air alive with the drone of cicadas and the gentle lapping of the river against the bank. We feasted on her perfectly grilled chicken sandwiches, the bread toasted just so, the chicken still smoky and tender, slathered with a vibrant pesto aioli that sang with basil and garlic. We ate a bright, tangy potato salad, studded with dill and celery, that tasted of sunshine itself. And for dessert, we devoured huge slices of that sublime apple pie, the apples tender and spiced with cinnamon, the crust so flaky it shattered at the touch of a fork. The sweetness was almost overwhelming, a perfect counterpoint to the sharp cheddar cheese she insisted on serving alongside it.

We talked for hours, the words tumbling out of us as if a dam had broken. We caught up on the small, vital details that get lost in the frantic rush of our lives, the tiny pixels that make up the whole picture of a person. I told her about the hilarious, overly dramatic customer at my shop who had tried to commission a funeral wreath for his pet goldfish, complete with a tiny, seaweed-draped treasure chest. She recounted the latest drama with a cocky new line cook at her restaurant, a kid fresh out of culinary school who thought he knew better than everyone and kept scorching the delicate sauces. She mimicked his arrogant swagger, and I laughed until tears streamed down my face.

The heavy, knotted tension I’d been carrying in my shoulders and neck for weeks, a permanent resident in my body, slowly, miraculously, melted away under the warm sun and the full, undivided, intoxicating attention of her gaze. She was here. She wasn’t a note, or a text, or a sleepy shadow in the dark. She was here, her knee brushing against mine, her eyes sparkling with laughter. She was mine. And the world, for the first time in a long time, felt fundamentally, blessedly right again.

As dusk began its slow, gentle watercolor bleed across the sky, painting the high, thin clouds in shades of muted lilac and soft, bruised orange, Tina rummaged in the basket. She produced a small, rectangular box of sparklers, her face lit with a childlike glee. With the practiced, efficient movements of a chef lighting a pilot light, she struck a single wooden match against the box’s rough edge and lit the tips of two sparklers at once. The sulfurous, sharp sizzle filled the air, a nostalgic, almost magical scent that instantly transported me back to childhood summers, to running barefoot on damp grass with my cousins.

A smile stretched over my face, wide and genuine, my cheeks aching with the unfamiliar pleasure of it. I took the fizzing wand she offered me and began to circle it in front of me. The light painted fleeting, brilliant gold lines in the deepening twilight, a magical, temporary graffiti against the darkening canvas of the evening. The sparks snapped and spit, a miniature, handheld firework show created just for us. I spelled T plus C with mine, the fiery letters hanging in the air for a perfect, impossible fraction of a second before dissolving into a curl of gray smoke. Behind us, across the river and in the distant suburban neighborhoods, the muffled thump-thump-whistle of bottle rockets being fired into the sky provided our private, chaotic soundtrack, each distant pop a punctuation mark to our perfect, stolen moment.

When the last spark had died, plunging us into a deeper twilight, we sat in a comfortable, happy silence. The remnants of our Fourth of July picnic lay strewn out around us in a state of beautiful disarray. The banquet of flowers I had so carefully brought from the florist, their vibrant reds and blues and whites now muted and soft in the fading light, sat proudly in their glass vase on a patch of grass, a silent, watchful audience to our reunion. The leftover food that Tina had made with such love, now carefully packed away in their containers, still perfumed the cooling air with the faintest hints of basil, baked apple, and caramelized sugar. And at the center of it all was the blue-and-green plaid blanket, rumpled and inviting, gloriously decorated with the golden, buttery crumbs of her perfect apple pie. It wasn’t a mess; it was a landscape of our love, tangible and real, messy and beautiful and utterly ours.

“Cecily,” said Tina, her voice soft in the profound quiet that followed once our sparklers had fizzled out, their glowing wire skeletons cooling into blackness in the damp grass beside us. The single word, my name spoken with such gentle gravity, held a weight that made me turn to her fully, my breath catching in my throat. She looked at me, her face illuminated by the last vestiges of daylight clinging to the western horizon, her expression unguarded, open, and intensely serious. Her brown eyes, which could be so sharp and focused in the kitchen, were soft and deep. “I love you.”

My heart didn’t just leap; it felt like it seized, stopping for one long, silent beat before restarting with a powerful, joyous surge that flooded my entire body with a dizzying, effervescent warmth. All the loneliness, all the quiet nights spent talking to the cat, all the swallowed words and unspoken longing, it all evaporated in an instant, utterly annihilated by the simple, profound sincerity of those three words. They were the antidote, the cure, the rain after a long drought. “I love you more,” I breathed out, the words feeling hopelessly inadequate but desperately, achingly true. A lump formed in my throat, thick with unshed tears of sheer relief. “Thanks for putting this together for us,” she added, her thumb stroking the back of my hand where our fingers were loosely entwined.

My voice was thick with emotion when I finally found it. “I needed this,” I whispered, the admission feeling monumental. We hadn’t seen much of each other lately due to our work, the schedules clashing like immense tectonic plates, the friction and pressure creating a rift we were only now, tentatively, beginning to close. This holiday together was exactly what my soul had been crying out for. It was more than a simple want; it was a fundamental necessity, like water after a long, parching thirst, like the first deep breath after being held under for too long. It was so good to just spend uninterrupted time together, to exist in the same space, breathing the same air, without the looming pressure of an impending alarm or a late-night emergency call from the restaurant. Especially if that time included Tina’s cooking, which was, in its own quiet, deliberate way, another form of her love, an edible declaration.

With her sunglasses still perched jauntily on top of her chic brown bob, a habit she had, whether it was sunny or not, a permanent accessory to her look, Tina leaned in and kissed me.

Her free hand came up to cup my face, her palm warm against my cheek. The skin of her palm was calloused, a map of her hard work, but her touch was impossibly gentle. Her thumb stroked the delicate curve of my cheekbone with a tenderness that made my eyes flutter shut on a soft sigh. The first press of her lips was soft, hesitant, a gentle reassurance. It tasted of the sweet, cinnamon-spiced iced tea we’d been sipping and something else, something that was just Tina, a clean, warm flavor I could never get enough of. Then, the pressure deepened, a subtle but undeniable shift from simple, sweet affection to a burgeoning, hungry need that mirrored my own.

Her tongue, slick and warm, slid into my mouth, confident and searching, a question and a demand all at once. I moaned against her, a low, involuntary sound from deep in my throat, a sound of complete surrender, of overwhelming gratitude, of pure, unadulterated want that had been dormant for far too long. I was so profoundly, intensely grateful for this private picnic spot by the river, this hidden gem where the clamor of the world couldn’t find us, where we could be entirely, completely ourselves.

With her arm guiding me down, a firm but gentle pressure at the small of my back, Tina rolled me onto my back on the rumpled blanket. The well-worn wool was slightly scratchy against the bare skin of my arms, a grounding, tangible sensation in a world that was quickly dissolving into pure feeling. The sun, now a final, brilliant sliver sinking below the horizon, sent out parting shots of light that flashed around us in short, dazzling bursts. Above us, a bank of heavy, bruised-looking clouds began to roll over the sky, their underbellies glowing a dramatic, prophetic orange from the last of the sun.

She kissed me deeply and intensely, a kiss that spoke of missed opportunities and future promises, of lonely mornings and the hope of waking up together. It was the kind of kiss that erased thoughts, that dismantled coherent sentences, leaving only raw, shimmering sensation in its wake. Her hands were a delicious, maddening torment, sliding up and down my body, an eager and reverent exploration, relearning the familiar landscape of its curves and hollows. They skimmed over the sensitive skin of my ribs, dipped into the curve of my waist, and slid up to rest high on my thighs, her touch both possessively claiming and tenderly worshipful. The lightweight cotton of my sundress, a pale, buttery yellow thing I had chosen specifically because I knew she loved it, had bunched up around my hips, exposing the tops of my thighs to the quickly cooling evening air.

Tina’s fingers found the gathered hem of the dress, her touch sending a powerful, electric shiver of anticipation skittering through me from head to toe. She slid her hand underneath the fabric and laid it flat and warm against the thin cotton of my underwear, right over my center. “I fucking love when you wear dresses,” she moaned into my ear, her voice a low, husky rumble that vibrated straight through my skull and down into my core. She punctuated the sentence by giving my earlobe a quick, sharp nip with her teeth, sending another jolt of delightful shock through my system.

My laugh, a startled, breathy thing, tapered off into a groan of pure, helpless pleasure. “I know you do,” I managed to say, my own voice trembling, thick with arousal. “It’s why I wore it.”

She had just started to rub my clit through the thin, rapidly dampening cotton of my panties, a slow, deliberate circle that was already making my hips begin to twitch with a mind of their own, when suddenly, out of the warm, close bubble of our embrace, I felt a single, shockingly cold raindrop land on the back of my hand. It was a startling sensation against my heated skin, a tiny, cold shock of reality intruding on our perfect, self-contained world.

I opened my eyes, which had been squeezed shut in pleasure, and looked up, past the beautiful, focused intensity of Tina’s face, to see that the magnificent, bruised-purple sky had darkened to a menacing, inky gray. The last sliver of prophetic orange on the horizon was being swallowed whole by the churning darkness. “Ugh, it’s raining,” I grumbled, the complaint torn from me unwillingly, a petulant protest against the universe’s absolutely terrible timing.

The sound of my voice broke the spell. Tina turned her head to look up, her hand stilling its magic between my legs, leaving me aching. “Shit,” she muttered, her eyes widening as another fat drop landed squarely on her forehead and traced a path down the bridge of her nose. The sky had shifted with the startling, dramatic speed that only happens in the height of summer. One moment, it was a breathtaking sunset, a spectacle of color and light; the next, it was a burgeoning deluge. Summer storms in this part of the country were always a surprise attack, violent, unpredictable, and usually over as quickly as they began.

A collective sense of frantic urgency seized us. We scrambled to our knees, almost comical in our haste. We began flinging everything into the picnic basket with a clatter of panicked activity, plates clashing against the glass bottle of iced tea, the plastic lid of the pie container snapping shut with a sharp crack. I grabbed the heavy wool blanket, now dotted with rapidly spreading dark spots of rain, and tucked its damp, cumbersome weight under my arm just as the clouds, their bellies full to bursting, finally opened up.

It wasn’t a drizzle; it was a vertical river. The world didn’t just get dark; it felt like a switch had been flipped, the air growing thick, heavy, and smelling of ozone and wet dust. Rain came down not in drops but in cold, thick darts of water, instantly plastering my hair to my scalp and soaking my pale yellow dress, rendering it transparent and heavy in a matter of seconds. The sound was a deafening, percussive roar, swallowing the distant pops of fireworks and our own startled curses, isolating us in the audible chaos. “Cecily, this way!” cried Tina, her voice sharp and clear, cutting through the drumming of the rain with the authority she used in her kitchen. She took off in the direction of the dense line of trees that bordered the riverbank, her silhouette a fleeting, athletic shape against the gunmetal gray gloom.

I hurried as fast as I could after her, my thin leather sandals instantly becoming worse than useless, sloshing and slipping against the puddles that had already formed in the soft earth. Thick, cool mud squelched between my toes, a sensation that was both disgusting and strangely thrilling. The tree cover, a dense canopy of ancient, gnarled oaks and sprawling maples, gave us some immediate, blessed protection. Water still dripped through the thick leaves in heavy, intermittent plops, but the relentless, punishing assault of the rain lessened to a manageable, if steady, shower. Although we were still getting wet, the relative shelter felt like a sacred haven.

Huddled together, breathing hard, I looked back out at the open field where our perfect picnic had been just minutes before. The lush grass was now a shimmering, flooded mess, and in the middle of it, a casualty of the sudden war, sat my flowers. My beautiful, story-filled bouquet, my carefully constructed argument for us, was now a drowned, pathetic pile of petals, the whites and blues and reds bleeding together as they were beaten mercilessly into the mud by the storm.

“I’m sorry, love,” said Tina, her voice soft and full of genuine sympathy beside me. She had followed my gaze, and her arm came around my shoulders, pulling me into the solid warmth of her side. Her body was just as soaked as mine, her t-shirt clinging to every curve, and I could feel the surprising heat radiating from her skin right through our wet clothes.

But as I stared at the ruined flowers, a strange thing happened. I didn’t care. I didn’t care about the meticulously chosen peonies or the sky-reaching delphinium. I didn’t care about the soggy remnants of the pie or the mud-streaked blanket. A laugh bubbled up from deep in my chest, starting as a small, surprised giggle and quickly exploding into a full-blown, convulsive fit of laughter at the absolute, wonderful, spectacular absurdity of it all. I was laughing at the sudden, biblical rain, at nature’s impeccable and terrible comic timing, at my pretty yellow sundress that was now stuck to my skin like a second, transparent layer, revealing everything. Tina stared at me for a moment, a look of bewildered surprise softening her features, before her own smile broke through her concern. Her laugh, deep and rich, joined mine, our mingled sounds a joyful, defiant noise against the relentless drumming of the storm.

Rain drizzled onto us from the thick leaves above as our laughter finally subsided, leaving us breathless and grinning at each other in the eerie, green-tinged gloom. We were enclosed in a private world under the canopy, the air thick with the primeval smells of wet earth, sharp ozone, and the rich, complex scent of decaying leaves. It was as though the storm had transported us to a different, wilder place. Tina’s hand, which had been resting comfortingly on my shoulder, slid with deliberate slowness around to the back of my neck, her fingers tangling in my dripping hair. She pulled me toward her, her intentions clear and undeniable, and we began to kiss again.

This kiss was nothing like the tender, searching one on the blanket. This was wild, primal, stripped of all artistry and restraint. Branches and wet leaves crunched under our feet as we shifted our weight, our bodies pressing together with a desperate urgency, seeking warmth and friction and a deeper connection. Our tongues slid into each other’s mouths, slick and hot and greedy, and I could taste the clean, metallic flavor of the rain on her lips, mingling with her own intoxicating taste.

Tina’s hands slid up my wet back, her palms flat against my skin, her fingers tracing the knobs of my spine through the soaked cotton until they reached the thin, delicate straps of my dress. With a deft, practiced movement born of long familiarity with my body, she slid them off my shoulders. The clinging, heavy material offered no resistance as she pulled my dress down, down, down, until my breasts were bare to the cool, damp air.

My nipples were instantly hard, pebbled into tight, sensitive points from the shocking combination of the cold air and the raw, electric arousal that was once again coursing through me like a current. “Mmm, fuck,” I moaned, the sound a throaty, guttural prayer uttered into her mouth, swallowed by the steady patter of rain against the leaves. The world had narrowed to this small, sacred space beneath the trees, to the feeling of her body pressed hard against mine, to the storm inside matching the storm outside.

Tina’s mouth was a furnace on my chilled skin, a stark and wonderful contrast. She lowered her head, her wet hair falling forward to tickle my collarbone, and her lips closed over one nipple with a hungry, pulling heat that made my knees tremble violently. She sucked on each nipple in turn, laving them with her hot tongue, rolling the sensitive peaks between her lips while I quivered in response, my hands tangled in the wet silk of her hair, my fingers clenching and unclenching. At the same time, she bunched up the skirt of my dress in her free hand, gathering the heavy, soaked fabric with an impatient strength until she found the waistband of my panties again. Without breaking the rhythm of her mouth on my breast, she began to rub my clit through the sodden fabric, her touch firm and insistent and maddeningly skillful. “Uh… oh, god.”

I leaned back heavily against the rough, damp bark of a huge oak tree, the texture sharp and real against my bare back, a grounding force as my knees grew increasingly shaky and weak. I needed this. After weeks of aching, cavernous loneliness, I was desperate for it, for her, for this raw, unvarnished connection. It felt like geological ages since we had last fucked, a chasm of time that had left my body feeling hollow and foreign, my limbs aching for more than just sleep.

Everything felt urgent then, like we were on borrowed time, on stolen land, as if the storm could stop at any moment and break the wild, permissive spell we were under. With a low growl of impatience that seemed to come from the deepest part of her, Tina shoved down my panties with force. The wet fabric caught and clung to my thighs for a frustrating second before she hooked her thumbs in the waistband and pushed them all the way down to my ankles, a discarded ring of lace and cotton. She didn’t wait, didn’t hesitate. She pushed my legs open with her hips, her body pressing between them, and sank her fingers into my drenched, tangled curls.

She rubbed my clit with the pads of two fingers, a relentless, knowing pressure that promised oblivion. Her blue eyes, so dark they were almost black, stormy and turbulent as the sky above, stared intensely into mine as water dripped from the ends of her bangs down her face like tears. In that moment, the world fell away. There was only the roar and patter of the rain, the exquisite, almost unbearable feeling of her hand between my legs, and the mesmerizing, magnetic power of her gaze. Her lips were slightly parted, her breath coming in soft, audible pants, and in the dim, green-filtered light of our woodland cave, I couldn’t tell if the breathless moans I was hearing were hers or mine, or if they had simply merged into one sound of shared pleasure. All I knew was that her gaze was smoldering, a contained fire in the gloomy half-light. Her eyes held the same sort of passionate, desperate neediness that I felt blooming like a hot, dark flower inside me, a perfect, startling mirror to my own soul.

Then, with a decisive thrust, she pushed two fingers up into my pussy. The sudden invasion was a profound relief, a fulfillment of a deep, unspoken plea my body had been screaming. I was so impossibly wet and soft for her, slick with rain and my own copious readiness. Her fingers slid in easily, meeting no resistance at all. She sank them deep inside me, all the way to the hilt, before curling them in that specific, devastating way she had, pressing them firmly up against my inner walls, knowing with an unerring instinct exactly where to touch me, the spot that made my whole body jolt as if struck by lightning. “Good girl,” she cooed, her voice a velvety, possessive whisper against my ear, the hot puff of her breath a caress. The praise, the quiet ownership in her tone, was my undoing. I began to buck my hips against her hand, a frantic, uncontrollable rhythm driven by pure, animal instinct.

I couldn’t help it.

It was as if my body had a mind of its own, a primal intelligence that sought only to meet her touch, to take her deeper, to consume and be consumed. My entire body was heaving, my breath coming in ragged, painful gasps that burned my lungs. We had never done anything like this before. We’d had sex in the predictable comforts of our bed, on the living room sofa, even impulsively against the kitchen counter, but never anything so wild and feral, out in the open, at the mercy of the elements. Rain was still drizzling onto us, a constant, cool baptism. Occasionally, a big, thick drop would land on my nose or my chin, and I’d lick it away without thinking, the clean, earthy taste mingling with the salt of my own skin. I was sure my carefully applied mascara was running in black, dramatic streaks down my face like war paint, but I didn’t care. I couldn’t have cared less about anything in the universe beyond what her hand was doing, what her eyes were saying.

Tina’s fingers felt too good inside of me, a perfect, exquisite torture that was both pleasure and pain. They curled and moved in a steady, relentless rhythm, a piston of flesh and bone pushing me closer and closer to the screaming edge of reason. The pressure was building in my lower belly, a tight, viciously coiling knot of unbearable pleasure that threatened to tear me apart.

“Look at me,” said Tina, her voice a low, husky command that cut through the thick, swirling haze of my climaxing mind. Her fingers paused their relentless assault for one heart-stopping, agonizing second, making me whine in protest, a wounded, keening sound, before resuming their merciless pace, even faster this time. “I want you to look into my eyes as you come.”

I swallowed hard, my throat tight and dry. My eyes, which had been fluttering closed against the sheer intensity of the feeling, snapped open and locked with hers. I held her gaze, my mouth opening and closing uselessly as chains of desperate, guttural moans left my throat, torn from me against my will. My heart was thudding in my ears, a loud, thick, frantic drumbeat that matched the escalating rhythm of her fingers. The connection between us was electric, an unbreakable cord of visceral intimacy and raw power stretching through the rain-soaked air. Seeing the dark, possessive hunger in her eyes, the way her pupils were blown wide and black, only fueled my own violent ascent.

I was close. So, so close. Tina knew it. I could see the knowledge in the slight, predatory curl of her lip, the triumphant glint in her stormy eyes. And she fingered me harder, faster, more and more, her movements becoming punishingly sharp, relentlessly focused. She kept driving her fingers into me, pushing me past the point of no return, forcing me over the edge. My whole body began to shake from the sheer force of it. “Ugh, fuck… Tina!” I cried out, my voice choked and high-pitched, her name on my lips a desperate plea and a final, total surrender.

The climax was cataclysmic, a sort of shattering pleasure that enveloped me completely, wiping out all thought, all sensation but the blinding, brilliant white light of orgasm that exploded behind my eyes. My back arched violently, pressing me harder against the rough, unforgiving bark of the tree. My body was rocked by it, every single muscle group tensing up in a violent, systemic seizure, from my pointed toes to my clenched jaw, as I came in a shuddering, seemingly endless wave. I was still coming down from it, my body still twitching with the powerful aftershocks, when Tina, without missing a single beat, moved her other free fingers to my clit, adding a new, extra level of delicious, overwhelming torture to the mix. The new sensation, a direct and focused friction against the impossibly hypersensitive nub, sent a secondary, fizzing orgasm rippling through me, less violent than the first but just as potent, a cascade of golden sparks in the wake of the supernova.

I barely had time to recover, my body pliant and boneless, sagging against the tree like a puppet with its strings cut, before Tina leaned in, wrapping her hand around the back of my neck, her grip firm and possessive. She held my face straight on and kissed me, her mouth crashing down on mine with a ferocious passion. It was as though we were long-lost lovers, finally, desperately reconnecting in these rainy woods after an eternity apart, having survived a great war. The light was gray and drab and dying all around us, but our kiss was red-hot, a conflagration in the storm. Our tongues slipped and slid, hot and slick, and our hands moved with renewed purpose up and down each other’s wet, cold bodies, seeking warmth, mapping familiar territory with a new sense of discovery.

“I love you!” she said loudly, her voice clear and strong and triumphant, shouted over a sudden increase in the rain, which was now drumming against the leafy canopy with renewed vigor.

“I love you,” I replied, my voice hoarse and broken, my lips swollen and tender from her kiss. We broke apart, both of us breathing heavily, our chests heaving. We rested our foreheads against each other, a moment of quiet communion. We looked out from our shelter at the open area, the field now a series of small, shimmering ponds reflecting the featureless gray sky. My flowers were a sad blue and white pile in the middle of the grass, their petals scattered and beaten. But the sight didn’t bring even a pang of sadness anymore. It wasn’t a tragedy. It was just a part of the glorious, chaotic story of the day. The storm wasn’t letting up.

“Should we book it home?” asked Tina, a wicked, conspiratorial grin spreading across her face. Her eyes were bright with adrenaline and mischief. “We’re already as wet as we can possibly get, anyway.”

I looked down at my feet, at my ruined leather sandals half-sunk in the thick, oozing mud. Without a second thought, with a feeling of exhilarating liberation, I kicked them off, one after the other, leaving them behind without a backward glance. There was no way I could run in them, not over the wet, slippery grass. They belonged to the storm now, a small sacrifice to the gods of chaos and passion. Tina’s grin widened, transforming into a genuine, joyful expression that lit up her whole face with a beauty that took my breath away. She shook her head, sending a spray of water droplets flying from her dark hair.

“Yeah,” she said, her voice filled with a mixture of admiration and profound love. “This is why I love you. You’re always ready for the chaos.”

We took off in the direction of our tiny home, which was just over the next hill. Tina led the way, grabbing my hand, her grip strong and sure, pulling me along with her. We ran, soaked to the bone as the rain came down at a hard, driving slant, pushed by a wind that had kicked up from nowhere. We were shrieking and laughing like children, our voices high and wild in the roaring air. We slipped and slid on the slick grass, our bare feet muddy, our lungs burning, our hearts so full they felt like they might burst. It was a baptism, a glorious, freeing, full-body immersion, washing away the dust and silence of the past few months.

When we finally reached the familiar, weathered wood of our own front porch, we collapsed against the railing, both of us laughing and shivering uncontrollably, gasping for air. Tina’s teeth were chattering, her bottom lip caught between them as she looked at me, a slow, appreciative smile spreading across her face. My yellow dress was completely transparent, clinging to every inch of me, and my whole body was trembling from cold and leftover adrenaline.

She reached out and, with freezing, clumsy fingers, helped me out of my soaked dress, peeling the cold, heavy fabric away from my skin with a tender reverence. Then, I reached for the hem of her wet t-shirt and pulled it off over her head. We helped each other undress with fumbling, numb hands, a silent, shared ritual until we were standing totally, gloriously naked on our front porch, the rain still pouring down around us, creating a shimmering, beaded curtain of privacy. Our bodies, hot from running and from each other, were steaming in the cool air, our skin pink and alive.

“Come on,” she said, her voice a low, promising growl that sent a fresh shiver of anticipation through me. As I stepped over the threshold into the welcoming warmth of our home, she gave my ass a sharp, stinging smack that echoed in the quiet hall. The sound was a punctuation mark, an exclamation point on the day. “I’m not done with you just yet. I’m going to start the shower.”
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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.
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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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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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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

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

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

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