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This book is both a commemoration and a celebration.

It’s a commemoration of the Exceptional Erotica publication on Medium, which I was proud to co-edit from August 2022 to November 2025. In that time, we hosted thousands of stories by hundreds of authors, read by thousands of readers. I’ll always be grateful to both groups of people. I have fond memories and not a small bit of sadness when I think about our heyday.

And it’s a celebration of all that erotica can be. Too often it’s flattened into shorthand: keywords, tropes, outcomes. But one of the pleasures of reading it, and of editing it, is seeing how many different forms desire can take on the page. It can be satiric or romantic, brutal or soft, dreamy or profane, extravagant or restrained. It can be all pulse, or all ache, or both at once. It can still surprise.

The stories in this anthology span a wide range of moods, voices, and intensities. Some are tender and romantic; some are sharp, playful, or slyly funny. Some are wistful, some strange, some lush, some brutally direct.

All are proof that erotica can be various in tone and still unmistakable in effect, that smutty doesn’t mean shoddy, that filthy can be fancy and fanciful. 

This book celebrates not just erotic possibility, but craft: writers who are funny, daring, strange, tender, filthy, and precise in their own distinct ways.

These are stories written with appetite, intelligence, and care. I know you’ll  find something here that doesn’t just excite, but lingers.

JK Mill
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The Pounding of Rain
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Megan Landon
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The peoples come for First Rains when the skies burst with fresh waters. They delight in the abundant flows after the long dry winter and bask in the rich, earthy scent of petrichor. They come to revel in me.

In the wake of the celebrations, after the pilgrims return to their villages, I drift among the ripples on the surface of the wellspring, lazing in the heat of the sun and the quiet hum of the forest.

A rhythmic clung-clung quivers the waters, drawing my focus to the limestone edges of the pool. Clung-clung.

It has been many cycles since peoples inspected the quaducts that carry the waters to the towns. In wetter cycles, they clear the boskage from the quaduct; in dryer cycles, they line the waterways with clay that hardens in the sun.

The clung-clung reverberates through me.

I dissolve into the water, emerge as vapor at the edge of the pool, and catch the wind to investigate. As I approach, the clung-clung becomes a clomp-clomp. Downstream, I find the source of the unrest. A big beastie with iron hooves clomp-clomps toward me, carrying a tall and broad-shouldered people.

With an energy that is commanding yet relaxed, the rider hums a tune in a rich baritone that carries on the wind. The deep voice envelopes me in sumptuous waves as he rides past.

His head is turned to the dry bed, and his face is shadowed by the brim of a deerskin hat. Instead of stopping to inspect the quaducts, he rides at a trot along the creek toward the well.

Like a cool breeze, I follow.

At the pool, nestled against protective, limestone cliffs, he dismounts, leaving the beastie to quench her thirst in the creek.

His robust humming resonates through the air and into me, making me tremble.

When I gravitate formless toward him, his strong back stiffens, and his sculpted chin tilts upwards and stills, like a beastie scenting the air.

Sensing me?

He removes his hat, revealing long hair tied at his nape, big brown eyes lined with years of bright smiles, a sculptured jaw, and a wide mouth made for laughter. The energy surrounding him is familiar and warm. Like one I’ve known before, though this people is a stranger to me.

He strips off his tunic to reveal muscles that ripple across his broad chest and shoulders. He sits on the flat boulder near the pool to remove his boots.

When he stands to slide his leather pants off his legs, I dissolve into vapor and flow into the water to spy from the well. He removes his braces and stands naked at the edge of the pool to take in the still green waters, the blue skies, and the majestic limestone cliffs.

The water trembles around me, drawing the rider’s gaze to the surface of the pool with a furrowed brow.

He climbs the rock face. His muscular back, taut buttocks, and strong legs flex and strain with his movements. When he reaches the top and stands on the cliff, I evaporate from the water to observe from the trees.

The foliage rustles with my energy, and his attention snaps to study the trees where I stand. For a moment, his perceptive gaze lands on me, but he sees through me.

Feeling my energy?

The boskage and the beasties of the forest sense me through our shared energy. They feel me the way they anticipate rain or intuit a stalking beastie. Only once has a people sensed me, but that was cycles ago, and he is no longer.

The rider scans the trees around me, until his gaze stops to peer into the foliage as if seeing me. His stare is intense like the heat of sunrays through the canopy. I preen at the notion of being seen, and vibrant joy flushes through me. The foliage around me brightens, and the sweet scent of fresh green flourishes.

Body stiffening, he glances in my direction once before he launches headfirst into the air. The dive is captivating as his sleek, muscular body pierces the water, leaving a modest ripple on the surface.

I relocate to the center well, and when he flips to resurface, I caress his body with the effervescent bubbles that rise around him.

He surfaces and floats on his back with arms spread. I reform as water to ripple against taut muscles as he watches the clouds drifting above with a content gaze.

Soon he rolls like a log to swim with elegant strokes to the edge of the pool. When he lifts himself out, I am the water sluicing off his body.

He shivers, but no fear vibrates off him.

He feels me.

The energy surrounding us is electric like thunder poised on the wind. Anticipation.

Again, he climbs the cliffs, and when he reaches the precipice, I dissipate into mist and reform at the tree line. Scanning the trees around me, he cannot see me, but he knows I am here.

Remembering what it is to be seen, another wave of joy surges through me, and the boskage around me rustles with an eager flourish.

He steps away from the precipice toward the tree line. Toward me.

I reform on the path to the ledge hidden by the canopy. Closing his big brown eyes, he cocks an inquisitive head to the side. He pivots toward me and follows, drawn to something.

Me.

Excitement ripples through me. So many cycles have passed since anyone has sensed me.

I relocate to the ledge that hugs the cliff face. He follows. Fresh energy quivers and tightens in my center. He sidesteps along the ledge until he reaches the opening in the rockface. He leans in.

Energized by his fearlessness, I glide deeper into the shadows and feel a pronounced thrill when he follows into the dark. He sniffs the air, scenting the pleasant coolness of the damp rock surrounding him. In this enclosed space, his energy vibrates the air around him and wraps around me. So different from the low frequency hum of the boskage, the beasties, and the earth. I move deeper, and he follows me into the dark.

Reaching the end of the tunnel, his steps are cautious, perhaps sensing the open space of the expansive cavern at the end of the passage.

Gathering elements from the vapor in the air, I take form and appear in a people-shape and glow my bioluminescence. Like light reflecting on water, my skin swirls with shades of jade green, agate blue, amber brown, and smoke gray. An echo of the features of the natural world I inhabit.

I am as naked as the forest in winter, but light and color dance over me. His gaze lingers on my body a long while before rising to meet my eyes.

“You’re here.” The whisper is loud in the enclosed space.

“I am always here,” I say simply. Where else would I be?

“I’d heard there was a witch in this forest.” His whisper is reverent.

“How?” I ask, curious. The peoples do not see me. They do not feel me. They only know my waters.

“A long-ago whisper from a dying man to his grandson,” he says. “About a beauty of the forest who saved his heart.”

“I am no witch.”

“A goddess,” he says quickly. “On his deathbed, he called you a goddess. They thought it was the confusion of age, but his wits were intact until the end.”

The young man, Croft, who had grown into a man. He designed the quafers and visited me cycles ago. “You knew the man?”

“I knew his grandson, and I believed his stories.”

Not so many cycles then.

“Your skin looks like water,” he says. He reaches a hand toward my belly but stops himself before touching me. “You’re beautiful.”

I flush with warmth, and my light brightens. Such a silly thing to glow at simply being seen.

The whirling colors of my skin brighten and cast vibrant light over the entire cavern. The little gasp that escapes him is loud in the stillness, where only the dripping from fissures in the ceiling ripple on the black water and disturb the silence.

Captivated by the cavern, he studies the undulating patterns of layered rock that mark the passing of water and time.

Could he conceive of the times I have witnessed? Nurtured? Shaped?

His gaze returns to my soft, flowing form. Preening at his attention, I extend my hand to him. When he takes it, the resonance between us rumbles like shifting earth.

I marvel at the contact of flesh to flesh. For the first time in a long time, I remember what it is to be seen. I forgot what loneliness felt like, though I learned of it once before when I felt its absence. Being seen is worth remembering what loneliness is.

I step off the ledge and dissolve into the water as light to take shape in my people form. My luminescence reveals the rolling formations of the rock walls and the depth of the water beneath me.

With the same fearlessness that propelled him head-first from the cliffs, he steps off the ledge and plunges into the water.

“What are you?” he asks, stirring the waters with his treading.

I flood the water around us with pulses that wash over him, wrap around him, and pull him closer to me. “Energy,” I say. Tension vibrates between us.

“Energy,” he whispers with a little head shake as he closes the distance. “Show me.”

Fearless.

He exhales a hot breath between us, and I hold still as he treads water. His waves flow around me and caress my solid form, and the vibrations coming off his body penetrate my being.

“Would you like to explore my depths?” I ask.

“Absolutely,” he says, his face inches from mine. He leans forward but holds still.

I press my lips against his and thrill at the heat of his hard body. Different from the heat that radiates from the sun or that rises from deep in the earth. His is the heat of flesh.

Wanting more of his heat, I trace the seam of his lips with my tongue. He opens for me, taking me inside him as he wraps an arm around me. I buoy him, suspending our bodies in the water.

“You are in no danger with me,” I say.

Settling into my power, he wraps his other arm around me and envelopes me in the warmth of his muscular embrace. “I’m not sure I care,” he says, making me smile against his mouth.

We sink below the surface. He stills when we are completely submerged. A moment passes before he realizes, with me, he does not need to breathe under the water. He never breaks our kiss. When I try to pull away to gauge his reaction, he nips at my bottom lip with his teeth, keeping my mouth to his.

Relaxing into the suspension, he is free to explore my form. His hands touch my face and trace lines over my neck and shoulders as his leg slides between mine. His fingers skim over me, exploring my heavy breasts as his thigh presses against the sensitive throbbing flesh between my legs.

I am cool like the deep waters, but his hard body is warm against me. When he grips my hips to press me down against him, I rock my hips to rub the soft wet flesh of my cunt deliciously against the hard muscle of his thigh.

We drift to the wall, and I spin us around to press him against the wall. The places where our bodies touch throb earnestly as the water around us vibrates. It is not enough for him to embrace me. Wanting his fleshy heat, wanting him inside me, I rock harder and faster, desperate to drive the friction. It doesn’t take long before my physical body releases, and chaotic waves burst out from the center of my being to crest and crash against the matter — the water, the rock, the flesh — around me.

He holds me tight as my body relaxes against his, and when I pull away to look at him, he wears a self-satisfied grin.

The smug expression slips from his face, when I tighten a fist of water against the hot shaft of hard flesh pressing against my belly. He looks down between us, where swirls of illuminated water stroke his cock. I press my mouth against his and force his mouth open as I fuck him with a chokehold of water around his dick, clenching and releasing, plunging and sucking. I press against him, milking him and squeezing the tightening balls at the base of his shaft.

His fingers grip my shoulders hard, bracing himself, as I pump him and explore his mouth with mine. His hot tongue succumbing to the hard stroking of my own cooler tongue.

When his body tenses, I release the kiss to watch his face contort with pleasure. His body shudders, and his hips buck into my watery grip. Creamy jets of cum spurt into the water around us, glowing in my bioluminescence, until it dissipates into the water.

I drift away to bask in the afterglow of his heavy-lidded languor, but he pushes off the wall to pull me against him again. Taking his hand, I tug him downward to explore further, eager to show him the secret passages of this world.

He follows me, sliding his hands over me as we glide together. He grabs my ankles when I swim ahead and presses himself against me when we swim through the narrow gaps. He barely notices the formations in the caverns as his eyes and hands focus on my soft flesh, my rippling colors, and my cool glow. Awash in the heat we generate with our playful touching, caressing, and stroking, all I want is to return to the solid ground outside and explore his body in the sunlight.

We pass through another corridor into a vertical shaft that opens to the outside well. Here blue light seeps from the aperture overhead to light the same tunnel he dove into from the cliff.

Recognizing the well, his focus shifts from me to the shaft. Beneath us, the tunnel angles to run beneath the forest. Filtered sunlight from above illuminates the ironware, pottery, toys, and skulls — beastie and people — littering the ground.

Unease flutters through the water. Though I catch fear flash across his face, it is replaced with a stoney expression. I extend my hand, but the disquieting tension doesn’t ease.

When we surface, he guides us to the edge of the pool where he pushes my belly against the wall, his warm muscular body presses against my back.

“What is that? Sacrifices?”

His words come from fear. Fear taking the form of aggression.

“I do not take sacrifices.” My voice sounds softer compared to his gravelly one. “Sometimes they are offered by peoples. It serves as a reminder of the power I wield.”

He presses his face against my neck. “You have no power over me.”

The low tambor of his voice vibrates through me, and I shiver against him.

It is true. I do not exert my power. I maintain balance, sharing and redistributing energy. I do not control, but I feel fear in the raspy voice and in the trembling body pressed against mine. This strong people who feared nothing. Who dove headfirst into a black abyss. Who arrived alone in a forest seeking a mythic. Who allowed himself to be submerged away from the air he needs to survive.

“I have no power over you,” I say.

He does not pull away from me, and my body pulses at the contact of his hard body and harder cock at my back. If being felt and seen send a buzz through my body that ignites all my senses, the hint of being dominated incites a rumbling promise of thunder in the essence of my being.

The thought of yielding my control to him excites the energy vibrating between us. If he needs to exert his power to feel safe and restore his balance, I can give him that.

He lifts me out of the water and pushes me to bend me over the edge. My belly presses against the rock, my legs dangle in the pool.

He presses his face into my ass, nuzzling my cheeks and spreading me open with his thumbs. His hot tongue drags over my sex, and he releases a moan that thrums through my core. I arch my back to press into the pleasure. He licks at my pussy, and I shiver. I am his to control, and I like it.

He laps at my cunt with a fervent hunger, flicking my clit, stroking the entrance of my cunt, and pressing a thumb to my ass.

He evokes an unfamiliar need, desperate in its cloying, that rages in me and threatens to burst out. When the unquenchable lust consuming me reaches a frenzied pitch, he stops.

To my shock, he climbs out of the pool and leaves me, quivering from his single-minded attentions. But he helps me to my feet and leads me to the flat-topped boulder nearby. He sits on it and pulls me to stand between his knees.

“I want to see you in the light,” he says, his voice gravelly.

His fingers trace the shades of jades, blues, and ambers swirling over my skin, and I shiver under his admiring gaze.

“You’re solid,” he says as he leans forward to kiss my belly.

“I am,” I say, distracted by the light touches of his rough fingers on my hips, my ass, my thighs.

“When you want to be.” A hand glides up my side to thumb a puckered nipple.

“Yes,” I say, intent on the sensations electrifying my taut nipple when he pinches it. He leans forward to flick his tongue over it, and I tremble.

“Stay solid for me.” It is a command delivered in that deep baritone that penetrates my senses. His tongue draws a circle around one nipple then the other as his hand slips between my legs. “You’re wet.”

“Yes,” I say. His words are funny, but my laugh stalls on my lips when he slides a finger inside me.

“But you’re cool.”

“The water,” I pant. “A deep well,” I say. “Cool.”

“Refreshing,” he says.

He stands and turns us so I can sit on the rock. “Lie back.”

When I do, he pushes my feet to rest at the edge of the rock. Warm air licks at my folds, and I let my knees fall open, welcome to all the sensations this people brings. A thick finger presses against me, slipping into my slippery pussy. He strokes me and sinks inside me as he circles my throbbing bud.

“I could sustain myself drinking only you,” he says, his probing fingers gliding in and out of me. Then his mouth is on my clit again.

I could sustain myself with your touches.

My hands grip the rock on either side of my hips. They dissolve into vapor and reform as rock to bind with the boulder beneath me.

He glances up to find me fused to the rock, and he releases my clit with a hard suck. “Stay in your solid form,” he tells me.

He stands to his full height to look at me. When I pull my hands from the rock, he laces his fingers with mine and raises my hands over my head.

He bends over me, settling between my legs and pressing his hard cock against my greedy cunt. “Have you ever taken a man’s cock?”

“Yes,” I say, rocking against his length.

“You liked the feel of hot flesh inside you?” he asks before kissing my mouth and sliding his tongue past my lips to stroke mine. He rocks against me, his cock slick with my juices.

I moan my answer into his mouth. “Yes.”

“Tell me what you liked about it,” he says, locking both my wrists in one hand and sliding the other hand down to cup a breast.

“It was hard.”

He kisses my jaw.

“And soft.”

He kisses my neck softly as he drags his cock over my sex in long, carnal strokes.

“Inside me.” I moan as he nuzzles one nipple and squeeze the other. “The vibrations ... the heat ... the friction.”

“You like the friction?”

“Yes.” It comes out as a moan as we both rock our hips, grinding against each other.

“Don’t move your hands,” he says.

I shiver, enjoying his intent focus and commanding words.

“I’m going to give you my cock,” he says. lifting off my body.

“Please.”

He trembles at my pleading. “That’s my sweet enchantress,” he says, sliding the head of his dick at my channel. He holds me by my ankles and spreads my legs wide to watch his cock disappear inside me. “Take my cock.”

I savor the slow silky rub of flesh against flesh as he fills me.

“Take all of me,” he says.

“Yes,” I say, licking my lips, parched for more of anything he gives.

His gaze lifts from where he has stuffed himself to graze over my shaking body to my face. The colors on my skin swirl and churn at the sensation of being felt. Seen. Touched. Enjoyed.

He slides out, and the friction of the stroke is so lush I beg again, “Please.”

He thrusts his cock inside me. “That’s my good enchantress. Feel me.” He pulls out and drives inside me hard. “Feel me use your sweet...” Thrust. “... delicious ...” Thrust. “... goddess ...” Thrust. “... cunt.”

He fucks me hard, pounding me with unrestrained need.

“Friction, goddess.” He drives me hard. “Feel it.”

He increases the pace of his thrusts. An unfamiliar chaos rages through me as the eddying energy in my center tightens into a wild pulsing. I glance to the clouds in the skies. They gather faster and pile taller.

“So sweet,” he utters through clenched teeth.

I wrap him in my energy as my cunt clenches around his cock, and his thrusts become harder, more desperate. The energy resonating in the air around us sings through our joined beings. Air whirlpools around us, drawing on the heat between us. Hotter and faster it churns, feeding the storm growing in my core.

“Good goddess,” he grunts as he fucks me. “Taking all of me.”

A charge builds inside me like the air before a thunderstorm.

I blow out a breath to dispel the tightening energy, and my release is a wave that bursts out of me and swells through the forest. With it, the clouds above let go an icy deluge.

My muscles pulse around his cock, and his thrusting becomes chaotic, until he lets go with a roar that startles the thunder.

Quenched, he falls against me, cock buried inside me, as the muscles in our bodies ripple and twitch against one another. We lay there, his hips cradled between my thighs, head nuzzling against my breasts until the rain passes.

When we untangle ourselves, I fall to my knees and stroke his cock until it hardens again. He fucks my mouth as vapor rises around us. Later, he positions me on my hands and knees and fucks me like a beastie. Again and again, he takes me. Seeing me, tasting me, touching me. Commanding me. Long after the sun has set.

In the night, I lie next to him under the starry sky listening to his breathing. With my arms wrapped around him, I commit his form, his resonance, his breath, his smell, and his taste to the memory of my being before I dissolve into mist.

In the morning, I watch from the dew drops on nearby leaves as he reaches for me. When he does not feel me, he sits up with a start.

Though he feels my presence, he radiates with loss.

I am energy. I am eternal. I am content in the solitude of my existence.

He sits among the sounds of the wind in the leaves and the tittering of the beasties until after the sun has risen to cast a warm glow over the rocks and water. I wrap my energy around him, feeling his energy attune with mine, and I feel the moment he surrenders and releases me.

He takes the time to enjoy a morning meal of bread and cheese, setting aside a cloth with servings for me. Seeing me without seeing me.

At the edge of the well, he lowers himself to his knees and with hands spread wide on the rock, he touches his forehead to the limestone. He exhales long until his lungs are empty of air. I feel the flush of energy that flows from him into the land, the air, the water. Into me.

Gratitude.

Then he inhales, filling his lungs with fresh clean air and the energy that is me.

I receive the gift and vibrate with the ground, the rocks, and the air to call forth a surge of water from the depths of the well to fill the creek.

Delight radiates from him, and his sudden laughter startles the birds in the canopy.

I keep him company as he rides along the creek, his energy content.

The cycle of peoples is fleeting like the boskage and the beasties around me. They grow and shift and evolve with the ever-renewing flow of water. He may not witness the abundant rains beyond his own cycle, but he will renew with them, and me, cycle after cycle.

I pad through the forest, cool damp earth soothing my feet and glance to the skies. I become the wind and coast into the air to summon the clouds. It is time for First Rains.
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Kat Vaughn
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The clock had just struck 5:55 PM when a luxurious black car pulled up beside me. The back door opened and a pair of French manicured hands held out, gesturing for me to come inside. I opened the door wider and sat down next to a woman wearing a pinstripe suit and an elegant mask.

My body tensed as the car began to move. There was no physical driver at the wheel, but it made shifts and turns until we reached a nearby gated neighborhood.

“Kat, right?” the woman asked without looking at me.

“Yes, that’s me. Who are you?”

“That will be revealed in a moment,” she said.

Her voice sounded so familiar. I looked at her body and also saw some similarities, the shapes of her fingers and also a faint scar in the middle of her hand.

She was eerily quiet the whole ride, which gave my thoughts way too much room to race. Her presence drew such an uncanny resemblance, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. Tension flooded in the pit of my stomach like I was on a deathly slow rise of a roller-coaster.

“We’re here,” she said.

The car stopped in front of a large house with high marble columns.

“I’m going to remove my mask now. Please, don’t panic.”

“Okay, why would I...”

She’d already unmasked before I finished speaking. As soon as she revealed her face, I screamed! I mean, really screamed bloody murder! A sound let out of me like the high-pitched squeal of a girl in some technicolor cartoon.

“Didn’t I just say don’t panic?” She laughed, holding my hands in hers. “Come on, calm down! Breathe,” she consoled.

I eventually did after a few more frantic motions. My overly dramatic gestures were making her laugh, eventually shifting my mood. I looked away, then looked at her again as my racing heart slowly calmed.

“Are you...me?” I asked nervously.

“Yes,” she replied. “I am the future you, the ideal you.”

“Wow!” I exclaimed, admiring her face, I mean my face. “You’re so beautiful!”

“Thank you,” she smiled.

I reached out my hand hesitantly and it was like she was reading my mind.

“Would you like to touch me?”

I nodded nervously. My movements were careful and deliberate. Feeling her face was surreal. Her skin was just like mine, but even more soft and supple. She even smelled like me. She was so clean and polished, too. Her figure was perfectly proportioned. Not overly slim, but curvaceous and petite.

I got a quick glance at her bosom and my brows raised in intrigue. “Is that all me?” I asked curiously.

“Yes, you nerd,” she laughed. “They’re real.”

“May I?” I asked, trying not to sound too excited.

“Fine,” she muttered, rolling her eyes.

“Yes!” I cheered softly as I reached for her chest.

“I almost forgot how much of a pervert I was,” she laughed, shaking
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