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one
Self-Pleasure


Taylor

“The biological clock of a woman ticks faster than that of a man,” Mom’s voice echoes in my head, a refrain I’ve heard way too many times.

“I don’t need a man, Mom.” My voice is steady, but I know what’s coming.

“Every woman needs a man,” she counters, as predictable as always.

“I have a company to run, Mom. A man is a time constraint I really don’t want,” I say, holding the phone tight to my ear, the exhaustion creeping in.

“I have to go now, please don’t forget to send the plumber’s contact,” I add, cutting the conversation short. After hanging up, I drop the phone onto my cluttered desk where papers are scattered everywhere.

Letting out a sigh of relief I try to shake the weight of her words off. I’ll never understand why she pushes me so hard to find a man as if my worth depends on it. A few of my friends have caved, trading their ambition for marriage and kids. From my perspective, they’ve completely lost themselves in the process.

I just can’t understand how they let that happen. I will never let that happen to me.

Marriage? Childbirth? No, thanks.

Marco wanted all of that, though. We were together for four years, and I truly thought we were on the same page. Everything seemed perfect, right up until he proposed. How could he have ignored everything I’d said about not wanting marriage and kids? But, damn, the sex… it was incredible. He knew exactly how to touch me like he’d memorized every inch of my body.

I try to push those thoughts out of my head, but they creep in anyway. His hands on my skin, his teeth grazing my breasts, his tongue swirling in my ear. The warmth of his lips when we kissed.

"Harder!" I hear his voice in my mind, clear as day.

"Fuck me harder." The memory floods me and my body responds instinctively. My skin heats up as the images fill my head—me clawing at his back, begging for more. Damn it, why does thinking about him always make me feel this way?

I press my hand against my breasts as the heat rises inside me. My nipples stiffen under my palm, and I arch my back, the pressure building. My body moves without thinking—I slip off my chair awkwardly, knocking papers off my desk, but I don’t even care. The only thing I can focus on is the growing ache inside me. My body is on fire. I can’t stop thinking about Marco, about how badly I need someone like him right now.

I part my legs slightly, just enough not to tug my shorts down, feeling the cool air hit my skin. My fingers slip into my soaked panties with ease, the slickness already there, waiting. The heat between my thighs is driving me insane, and the second I shove my fingers inside, they are completely soaked.

It’s a relief, but not enough.

I need more.

I need to be fucked, like Marco used to fuck me.

"Raise your legs, Taylor. Bring them over my shoulders." His voice whispers in my ear, teasing me with those wicked words.

"I’m going to fuck you till your legs can’t hold you up anymore." God, I want him. He was so damn good at making me feel alive, at making me lose control. My fingers move faster, deeper, but it’s not enough. It’s never enough.

I reach for my purse, knowing exactly what I need. My vibrator. The new toy is shaped just like a man's real cock—thick and substantial, with a pronounced vein running along its length. It's just what I've been yearning for, the firmness and intensity I need. Holding it in my hand I already imagine the feel of it inside me. Marco’s words still echo in my head.

"Move your hands above your head. I want you so bad."

The vibrator comes to life in my hand, and I press it against my clit, the sensation sending shivers down my spine. I’m so wet that I don’t need any lube—my own cream slicks up the vibrator as I circle it around my entrance. I ease it in slowly, the vibrations mixing with the heat of my arousal make my hips buck in response.

The pressure builds, my body tenses, and I lose myself in the moment. Sliding the toy in and out I feel my orgasm rising. My nipples tingle under my touch and sweat forms on my skin. This is what I needed, what I’ve been missing. My mind is consumed with him, his scent and how his body pressed against mine.

I’m on the edge, so close to letting go when the doorbell rings.

“Oh fuck,” I mutter under my breath, trying to ignore it, but it rings again. And again. My phone vibrates, adding to the distraction.

"Can’t a woman just pleasure herself in peace?" I think, rolling my eyes. The irony isn’t lost on me—I run one of the biggest tech companies in Canada, yet here I am, annoyed at the very technology that keeps me connected.

Once again, the doorbell rings before I even register who might be at the gate—the plumber. Quickly pulling up my shorts, I rush to the kitchen sink to wash my hands, and then fix my hair. I glance around, checking for anything that might embarrass me in the living room and kitchen. I almost forgot about the vibrator lying out in the open. I scramble to grab some papers to cover it up.

When I open the door, my breath catches in my throat. I’m greeted by the most dangerously alluring pair of eyes I’ve ever seen. He’s wearing the usual grey overalls, but damn, he makes them look stylish. His long hair is tied back in a ponytail, adding a rugged charm to his appearance.

“Hello, ma’am,” he says, his voice sweet and his smile polite. He must be in his mid-twenties.

“Hello, please come in,” I invite, trying to keep my composure. As he walks past me, I’m hit by a mix of sweat and musk—a scent that usually turns me off. But instead, I’m overwhelmed by an unexpected surge of arousal. I must be so horny that my mind is playing tricks on me, reacting to this young man, who’s probably half my age.


two
Pleasures Beyond the Pipes


James

Life's been tough for me these past few years, especially trying to find work after getting out of prison. I struggled for months until I met Connor, who kindly offered me an apprenticeship at his plumbing business. Throwing myself into work I picked up a few small jobs here and there, but my luck really changed when I helped a sophisticated older woman with her kitchen clogs a few weeks ago. She was so impressed that she not only spread the word but also vouched for me, which opened up some great new opportunities.

Today she called, saying her daughter needs help with the kitchen pipes. I dropped everything and headed straight to the address she gave me.

As I approached the house, I can’t help but notice its extravagance. It stands out with its unique glass structure and two-story design, looking more like a mansion than a regular house. Given the area, I wouldn’t be surprised if there’s a pool somewhere on the property.

When the door swings open, I’m momentarily captivated by the woman who greets me. She’s stunning—timeless beauty, despite the age difference. Her long, shapely legs seem to go on forever, and she stands barefoot in a short tank top that leaves little to the imagination. The way she carries herself, not wearing a bra, and the subtle, undeniably feminine scent around her makes her irresistibly sexy.

As I walk past her, I feel a bit self-conscious about my dirty overalls. Maybe I should have cleaned up a bit more.

“It’s right over there. The pipe underneath the sink has been leaking for a couple of days,” she says, pointing out the problem.

A short distance from the entrance, her kitchen opens up—a spacious, sleek, minimalistic space with a gigantic oak table dominating most of it. I can’t help but let my mind wander, imagining all sorts of things I could do to her on that table, each thought carrying a distinct sexual undertone.

“Normally, I would fix this myself, but this particular pipe is a big one,” she adds, leading me to the sink and emphasizing the size. I chuckle at the innuendo of her words.

Climbing under the sink I start examining the pipe. After a closer look, I tell her, “We don’t need to replace the pipe; I just need to replace a seal and tighten some connections. I’ll get it fixed for you.”

I can't help but smile as I notice a sex toy discreetly tucked under some papers on one of the chairs. Glancing up at her, I ask, “Would you like to see it?”

“See what?” she replies, looking puzzled.

“The problem with the big pipe,” I answer, my grin spreading wider.

“Yes, sure.”

Blushing, she joins me under the kitchen sink to take a look. Her face is tantalizingly close, and with just a slight turn of my head, a kiss feels like it’s right on the edge. I can feel the warmth of her breath as I focus on the pipe fittings, making the necessary adjustments.

My mind drifts as I catch her divine scent, almost intoxicating. The nape of her neck is so irresistible, tempting me with thoughts of a taste—or maybe two. I glance at her and notice the way she’s looking at me; if I didn’t know better, I’d say there’s a desire in her eyes. Her lips are slightly bitten, and she tilts her head. Ok, clearly my brain doesn’t get enough oxygen down here. I must be hallucinating.

Standing up I offer her my hand. She moves in with a sultry sway, brushing her body against mine. In a daring move, she loses her balance and stumbles into me. I’m caught off guard when her lips suddenly meet mine in a slow, fiery kiss. The shock of her warmth and the pressure of her body against me nearly took my breath away.

I quickly recover from the surprise and dive into the kiss, savoring the feel of her petite frame in my arms. My hands take hold of her chin, guiding the kiss with a mix of urgency and need. It’s been far too long since I’ve kissed a woman.

When her lips part, inviting me to deepen the kiss, I hesitate for a moment, fearing she might suddenly reconsider. But then my tongue slips into her mouth, and she releases a sweet, sultry moan.

My primal instinct kicks in as I grip her hair and pull her closer, desperately hoping she won’t pull away and realize the mistake she’s made. Grabbing her by her curvy ass I lift her off the floor. With her legs wrapped around my waist and her hands tangled in my hair I carefully place her on the table.

With every second that goes by, I grow more confident that this is exactly what she needs. My hands slip under her tank top, teasing her hard nipples.

I feel her legs clamp around me, pulling me closer to the table as I fumble with her shorts. Supporting her weight, I lift her hips and get to work, yanking off her shorts and panties and letting them drop to the floor.

As she pulls up her tank top, her breasts bounce free. I’ve never seen anything more tempting. I close my eyes for a moment, biting my lips as I enjoy the sight. Slowly, I lower my head and begin to tease her nipples with my mouth, letting my tongue trace their sensitive peaks and savoring the sweet taste of her skin. Each flick and gentle bite makes her moan louder. With her breasts pushed up against me, I can’t get enough of her.


Taylor

With one final tug, his hair falls around him in a wild halo. I gasp, my breath catching in my throat as I take in his rugged beauty. Playfully, I pull at the overalls hanging from his waist, guiding them down with my legs as he steps out of them with ease.

My gaze drops lower, and I can’t help but stare. His cock is thick and impressive, standing fully erect, the veins running along its length adding to the intensity of the moment. The head is swollen, the skin smooth and flushed with heat, and my pulse quickens at the sight of him—completely shaved, his size both intimidating and arousing. There’s a raw, primal energy about him, and it’s impossible to tear my eyes away. He looks like everything I’ve ever fantasized about, and the urge to feel him, taste him, overwhelms me.

His eyes blaze with passion and no words are needed, I know he wants me just as much as I want him. Ignoring the warning voice in my mind that keeps saying this is a bad idea, I can't help but feel that it’s right. It’s what I have been craving for months. A strong man taking control of my body.

Clapping my hands twice I say, “Athena, play some soul music.”

Sitting on the tabletop he carefully lifts my leg. His lips start at my feet and trail up to my knee, each kiss lingering. As he moves higher, his kisses become more deliberate, working their way up my inner thigh. When his mouth finally reaches the most sensitive part of me, I can’t help but let out a moan.

“You feel so amazing,” he murmurs against my skin, his voice husky.

Every moan that escapes me mixes pleasure with the restraint I’m trying to hold on to. I can see the intense hunger in his eyes

Every pore of my body craves more. I shut off my thoughts and let myself fully experience his touches and kisses. He has me completely and it turns me on. I can’t help but focus on the muscles of his arm, tracing the veins from his neck down his back. The roaring lion tattoo scattered across his skin, representing recklessness and anger, captivates me.

When his tongue finds its way to my pussy, a shiver runs through me. Marco was never into eating me out; he always said, “It’s vulgar.” I moan, “Oh damn,” as the warm, wet sensation of his lips sends me to another realm.

His expert touch makes my body react intensely, and for the first time in a long time, I let a man take control. It’s clear he knows exactly what he’s doing, and I surrender to the pleasure he’s giving me.

He kisses the corners of my thighs before moving back to my pussy. I feel his tongue glide over my moist spots, then push inside me. His touch makes me gasp as he draws out my juices.

“So sweet,” he murmurs, burying his head between my legs.

“So fucking wet for me,” he adds, skillfully using his tongue and teeth.

My body jolts with excitement, craving more as his hand explores my breasts while his head stays between my legs.

“Oh yeah,” I moan, pulling his hair in ecstasy. It’s been so long since a man has worshipped me like this.

Feeling one finger push inside me, my body starts to shake uncontrollably, reaching the peak of passion. His face stays buried between my legs, getting coated in my juices from the explosive climax. I collapse in exhaustion as he licks and swallows the remnants of our ecstasy.

A few minutes later, I sit up and catch him looking at me uncertainly. “You are so sexy,” he blurts out.

My mind is spinning, but my pussy is nowhere near satisfied. “We need to stop this right now; he’s a stranger,” says my head. “A fucking sexy stranger who’s giving me exactly what I need,” says my body.

“Don’t overthink,” he says as if he read my mind. As my feet touch the ground, he captures my mouth in a hungry kiss. He lifts me by my buttocks, pressing me against the wall next to him. Our hands tangle in each other’s hair. I glance downward, my heart racing in anticipation. His massive cock, hard and ready, presses against my hot center.

Retrieving a condom from his wallet, I watch, breathless, feeling the anticipation build. He rolls it on with careful precision, his gaze locked on mine, a mix of focus and desire in his eyes.

When he positions himself against me, my entire body tingles with expectation. The heat of his hard cock against me sends shivers through my core. Slowly, he pushes into me, and I gasp at the sudden, intense sensation. The initial pressure is both sharp and thrilling. Each inch he claims stretches and fills me, a blend of pain and pleasure that makes my skin crawl with electricity.

His thrusts are deliberate, slow, and deep, his control evident as he tries to restrain himself. I can sense his struggle to hold back, his desire to take me hard. The way he moves inside me is both gentle and intense.

With my feet on tiptoe, I press my upper body into the wall, arching my back and pushing out my waist to create the most delicious curve. His hands grip my hips, and I feel his cock beginning to thrust harder, sending my breath catching in my throat. My body adjusts, tingling with each intense push. It’s like I’m evaporating, losing myself entirely in the relentless rhythm of his movements.

“You’re so sexy,” he growls, his voice rough and husky. He keeps talking.

“Do you like this?” he asks, his voice low and filled with a mix of desire and curiosity.

“Harder,” is the only thing I manage to say, my voice barely a whisper against the growing heat inside me.

As soon as the words leave my lips, I can almost see the gears turning in his mind. I know he’s been wanting to take me harder all along. So why is he not going for it? I begged him, what else does he need?

His grip tightens around my hips, his fingers digging into my skin as if he's holding back, balancing on the edge of control. I can feel his breath on my neck, hot and ragged, the tension between us growing unbearable.

“What’s stopping you?” I manage to say, my voice is more breathless now, the frustration building inside me.

He lets out a low chuckle, the sound vibrating through me. “Oh, you have no idea what you’re asking for,” he murmurs against my ear, his words like a promise.

Then, without warning, he shifts his angle, driving into me with a sudden, powerful force that knocks the air from my lungs. I gasp, the shock of it sending a wave of heat through my entire body. It’s deeper, harder, just like I craved. Every nerve feels like it’s on fire, his relentless rhythm pushing me further, closer to the edge with each thrust.

“There it is,” he growls again, his voice darker now, more intense, as if he’s finally given in to what we both wanted. “That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”

I can only scream in response, my body trembling as I cling to the wall, every sensation heightened, every movement drawing me closer to release. My pussy throbs with an intense heat stretched and filled in a way I’ve never experienced before. Every thrust makes my body quiver with a raw, reckless intensity that has me gasping and moaning.

“Scratch me,” he demands between heavy breaths.

“Scratch you?” I ask, a bit unsure but still eager to please him. I rake my nails down his back, digging in hard.

His response is immediate and intense. I can feel his body quaking under my touch, his muscles tensing as he releases his pent-up desire. The condom stretches with his juice, and I feel the subtle pressure as he pulses inside me, his breath hot and ragged against my skin. My own body stiffens and then relaxes as I feel the tightening of my pussy around him. We cling to each other, breathless and spent, wrapped in the aftermath of our release.

As I climb down from his arms, and my orgasm, I’m struck by a wave of disbelief. Fully satisfied, light as a feather, yet I can’t help but question my decision. I just let myself get fucked by my plumber. The only reason I even know his name is because it is stitched onto his overalls.

I’m a smart woman. I make deliberate, purposeful choices. But this? This wasn’t planned, though the ache between my legs serves as the most satisfying reminder.

He had lifted me like I weighed nothing, gone down on me like a pro—damn—and the rush hits me all over again. But I can’t let it show. I slip into my usual composure, the businesswoman’s face that hides everything.

“So…” We both say it at the same time.

“Oh, I’m sorry, please go ahead,” he says, his voice a little awkward, almost submissive.

“The bathroom is that way if you want to clean up,” I offer, keeping things professional, distancing myself from what just happened.

“Right, thanks,” he mumbles, gathering his clothes from the floor.

“You were going to say something,” I prompt, not sure why I’m prolonging the conversation.

“It doesn’t matter,” he says, tugging his shirt over his head. His tone is casual, but I can sense tension simmering beneath the surface.

As he heads toward the bathroom, I stand there, staring at the space he just left. My mind starts spinning, replaying every moment. What was I thinking? I run my fingers through my hair, the heat of the moment cooling off, and reality starts creeping back in, hitting harder than I expected. It’s all clear now—this was a mistake. Something that shouldn’t have happened and can’t happen again.


three
Echoes of Pleasure, Whispers of Regret


Taylor

The thing about making impulsive choices is the gratification—or the regret—that follows.

He’s too young. We’re from completely different worlds. And while I don’t judge people by their social class, there are certain lines you just don’t cross. Plus, the age gap... No, this cannot happen again. Ever.

It has been a couple of days and as much as I tell myself it’s over, my body won’t let me forget him. The craving is gnawing at me. I can still feel his rough hands on my skin and hear his grunt in my ears—damn, hearing a guy enjoy himself just drives me wild. The way he kissed me, the way he devoured me... It’s burned into my memory. The thought of his tongue on my pussy, the way he worshiped me, lingers. It’s intoxicating, irresistible. And that tattoo—God, that tattoo—etched into his skin like a mark of danger, only makes me want him more.

I know I should stay away, but there’s something about the risk that pulls me in deeper, like a fire I can’t help but touch. I know this is a bad idea. But the temptation is too strong, and my legs are already moving toward the phone. My mind is coming up with every excuse to stop, but my body is winning the argument. I need him. His cock fits me so perfectly, his touch sets me on fire.

"Don’t call him," my brain screams.

"Call him, I need him. It has been two days already," my body counters, remembering how good he made me feel.

Before I can stop myself, I’ve already dialed.

Ring. Ring.

“Connor’s Plumbing, this is Cathy, how may I help you?” The female voice on the other end is raspy.

“Um, hello, may I speak to James?” I sound whiny, desperate even, and I hate it. What am I doing?

“Okay, who’s calling?” Cathy asks, way too chirpy for my current emotional turmoil.

“Taylor. Taylor Smith.”

“Just a moment,” she says, and I can hear the shuffle of movement before that familiar, husky voice greets me.

“Hello?” My heart skips a beat.

"Hi... it's Taylor," I manage to say, my voice betraying the inner conflict I feel.

Before I change my mind I say, “I was wondering if you could come by my house today.”

“You need something fixed?” he asks skeptically.

Yes, I need you to use your big pipe to fix my leaking cunt. I don’t say that, though. Instead, I come up with a lame excuse.

“Yeah, I accidentally broke the bathroom faucet this morning.”

It really is only a loose screw and I can easily fix it myself, but every excuse counts.

“Er, okay sure.” He says surprised.

“I’ll be there in forty minutes ma’am,” he says before the call disconnects.


James

I can’t believe she just called me. I was certain she’d written me off as the biggest mistake of her life.

Now here I am, standing at her door with my heart pounding in my chest. This woman has me by the balls. There is something about her, that intrigues me. Maybe her age, maybe her power, and her social class.

When she opens the door, I’m frozen, staring at her. The scent of roses mixed with musk hits me. She looks even better than last time, wearing a silky dress with thin spaghetti straps that barely cling to her shoulders. The fabric hugs her curves, revealing just enough to drive me wild. Her neck is exposed, almost begging for my lips. All I can think about is pressing her against the wall, kissing her collarbone, and taking her hard.

As soon as the door clicks shut behind me, I drop my tool bag to the floor. Instinct takes over as I cup her face, pausing just long enough to give her a chance to protest before my lips crash against hers. The kiss is long and passionate, everything I’ve been craving. Her soft skin against my beard is like pouring gasoline on the fire that’s already raging inside me.

Controlling the kiss, my tongue invades her mouth and my teeth bite her lips. My hands move to her neck, pulling her even closer as I deepen the kiss. She tastes like wine... and power. My dick is rock-hard—so fucking hard—and with every second that passes, my need to be inside her intensifies.


Taylor

James knows exactly what he's doing, reading my body like he's done it a hundred times before. I let go of the little control I have left, surrendering to the man who knows exactly what I need and want. My hands hang lazily around his waist before I move them down to grab his ass, needy and desperate. I trail my fingers to the waistband of his jeans, brushing against the massive bulge. The way James inhales sharply like he’s been burned, sends a thrill through me. He presses himself into my hand, making it clear he’s just as ready as I am.

I unbuckle his belt, undo the button, and slowly lower his jeans, revealing the full length of his arousal. His dick springs free, like it’s been aching to escape, and the sight of it has me panting with need. I close my eyes, trying to steady my breath, but my hands have other plans. They squeeze him firmly, feeling the heat and hardness beneath my touch, and I can't help but moan as I start to stroke him. I explore further, cupping his balls, and teasing him with gentle caresses.

"So horny," he groans.

“Yes," I moan, biting my lips.

"For me?"

"Yes," I breathe, closing my eyes, barely able to contain the heat between us.

"Good," he says, his voice thick with arousal. "I haven’t been able to get you out of my head since the last time."

“Neither have I,” I confess, squeezing him harder, feeling him pulse beneath my touch.

I pull away from his hold, drop to my knees, and tug his jeans down further. I take his hard dick into my mouth, something I usually avoid because it feels too much like being submissive to him. Normally I don’t like giving up control. Right now, the need and desire push me beyond my usual boundaries. His cock is calling to me and I need to taste him.

"I’m shitty at this," I warn, my voice low.

“Hard to believe,” he moans, his hand gently resting on my head. “Lucky for you, I’m a good teacher. Just relax, follow my lead, and trust your instincts,” he says, guiding himself deeper into my mouth.

“It feels so good in your mouth,” he says, his voice rough with pleasure. “The warmth, the tightness, it drives me wild. I want you to enjoy it as much as I do. Use your tongue, apply pressure—make me feel every bit of your attention.”

I don’t usually like taking instructions and I hate not being perfect at something. This is different; I crave his praise. I’m surprised by how much I’m enjoying this. Even though I don’t take him deep right away, I try to make up for it with my hands, massaging his shaft as I move my head up and down.

His deep grunts spur me on and I feel a surge of confidence. My hands grip his ass as I bob my head, the taste of him filling my senses. His fingers tangle in my hair, guiding me as I take him deeper and faster.

He holds my head down, and I gag slightly, pulling back for a moment to catch my breath before diving back in. “That’s it,” he encourages, his voice a low growl. “ Keep going, lick me, suck me—let me feel your eagerness.”

I kiss the tip of his dick, then move down to his balls, licking him from base to tip before taking him into my mouth again. His body tenses, and I can feel him shaking.

“Good girl,” he groans, his hands guiding me. “Just like that. Now look me in the eyes. I’m so close—keep that rhythm, use your mouth and hands to make it even better.”

“Fuck!” he groans loudly, his body jerking as he cums in my mouth. The heat and intensity of his release overwhelm me, and I swallow as best as I can, savoring every pulse and spasm.

He pulls me up, his eyes blazing with raw appreciation. “You’re fucking incredible,” he breathes, his voice thick with admiration. His hands cup my face, “I knew you’d be amazing, but you’ve exceeded all my expectations.” He kisses me fiercely, his hands cradling my face, his touch both tender and urgent.

“Fuck, you sucked me good,” he murmurs against my lips, his praise leaving me glowing with satisfaction and desire.


James

I lean over the faucet, trying to focus on tightening the loose screw, but my mind is all over the place. I glance at her, watching me, and I can’t shake the image of her mouth wrapped around my cock, her lips moving with such eagerness. No doubt she is classy and elegant, yet the way she pleasured me felt raw, passionate, and completely unexpected. It left me breathless long after it was over.

After fixing her bathroom sink, I walk to her and take her hand. "Can I take care of you now?"

She giggles. “You don’t exactly need my permission for that.”

“Well, I don’t know the way to your bedroom.”

She leads me down the hall and into one of her rooms.

“Holy fuck, this is your bedroom?”

“One of them,” she says casually.

That comment hits me. "It's huge and beautiful."

“Thank you. Just like you,” she replies with a teasing wink.

“Come here,” I say, unable to stop staring at her.

“You’ve got condoms in here?”

“Yes, in the top drawer of the nightstand.”

I look into her eyes as I slip the silk dress off her shoulders. The fabric glides down, pooling at her feet, and I lift her gently out of it. Her bare skin is soft under my touch, and I can barely contain the energy building inside me.

“Can we play some music?” I ask.

“Athena, play some sensual music,” she calls out, and Rihanna’s “Needy” fills the room.

“Good choice,” I say with a smile.

I guide her onto the bed, kissing her tenderly as I do. Each kiss, each brush of her skin, is deliberate—filled with a kind of reverence. My lips trace her neck, lingering on the soft curve of her breasts, while my hands roam over every inch of her body. I take my time, caressing her toned stomach, teasing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. I can feel her breath quickening as my fingers explore her folds, gently parting them before sliding inside. The warmth of her makes my head spin.

I press soft kisses down her body, savoring the taste of her skin as I move lower. I trail my tongue along her thigh before finally reaching her center. Her legs tremble as I kiss her there, drawing a sharp gasp from her lips. I flick my tongue against her clit, slowly at first, then faster, building her up, feeling her body tense with every stroke. Her moans are intoxicating, and I can’t resist pushing her closer, sucking on her swollen clit while my fingers curl inside her, finding that sweet spot that makes her cry out.

When I finally pull away, she whimpers, “Don’t stop.”

Her chest is rising and falling rapidly as I climb back up, positioning myself between her legs, I feel my cock aching with need. I reach over to the nightstand, grab a condom and quickly tear it open. As I roll it on, my eyes lock with hers, when she says, “James, take me, I need you inside me.”

Her words make my mind reel. I guide myself to her, teasing her slick entrance with the tip, brushing against her just enough to make her grasp.

"You’re going to feel every inch of me," I murmur, my voice low. Then, without holding back, I push inside her, her cave so tight and wet it takes everything I have not to lose it right there.

Watching her take me in, her pussy stretching around me, sends a wave of heat through me.

I start to move, slowly at first, savoring every thrust, every gasp that escapes her lips. Her nails dig into my back as I pick up the pace, her body meeting mine with desperate need. Fighting to keep steady, I grip her breasts, then her hips, pulling her closer, wanting more of her. The way she clings to me, the way she moans my name, drives me wild. Seconds later, I’m losing myself in her tightness around me. Her legs wrap around my waist, drawing me closer, and I can feel her cunt beginning to tighten, which tells me she's close.

“Right there,” she moans, and I pick up the pace, nailing her harder and faster. Our bodies move in perfect sync, and then she finally falls apart beneath me, with her pussy clenching around my cock. With one last thrust, I bury myself deep inside her, my release hitting me with such intensity that I can hardly breathe.

After a few moments, I collapse next to her, breathless, smiling, my chest rising and falling as I try to catch my breath.


four
A Pleasurable Visit


James

As I approach the high-rise building, the massive letter 'T' in elegant cursive on the front catches my eye. I can only assume it stands for her name. The entire structure is a masterpiece of sleek, tinted glass panels, reflecting the city around it like a monument to success. It’s modern and imposing.

Walking through the sleek glass doors of Taylor's company office building, I feel like I’ve stepped into another world—one of polished floors, designer furniture, and people in sharp suits moving with purpose. It’s my first time working in a corporate building, and I’m already feeling out of place in my work boots and tool belt. I’ve always been a hands-on guy, fixing pipes and getting my hands dirty, but this… this is something else.

Taylor hired me herself. A high-end client like her usually feels out of reach for someone like me, but here I am, tasked with repairing the damaged plumbing in her company's office.

My boss, Connor, had hinted that this could be my big break—a chance to prove myself in a whole new setting. Still, as I look around at the towering windows and the bustling energy, I can’t shake the feeling that I don’t quite belong.

But the job's the same. Pipes are pipes, no matter where they are. And if I play my cards right, this corporate world might just open up a whole new set of opportunities for me.

I head toward the front desk, trying not to look too out of place in my overalls. The receptionist glances up from her computer, taking me in.

“Hey, you’re the plumber, right?”

“Yeah,” I reply.

“Taylor needs you on the 7th floor after you finish in the kitchens.”

“Got it.”

Two thousand dollars to fix a couple of kitchen sinks is more than I’ve ever charged, so I’m making damn sure every pipe is in perfect shape. Once that’s done, I head up to the 7th floor.

I knock lightly on the door marked "CEO."

“Come in, James,” her voice carries through the glass walls. I step inside, and damn, she looks good today. Her curves are hugged by a sleek pencil skirt, paired with a tailored blazer, and her long legs are accentuated by strappy stilettos.

“Hello, ma’am,” I greet her, trying to keep my cool.

“Like what you see?” she asks, catching me staring.

“You look gorgeous as always, ma’am,” I say, feeling a bit shy under her gaze.

“Well, when it’s just us, you can call me Taylor.”

“Okay.”

She glances at me, her eyes narrowing as they drift to my chest. "The overalls look tight—you’re not going to be able to move freely in it while you work." Her voice is firm, leaving no room for argument. "Take it off."

It’s a strange request, but I can't really argue. She’s the one paying me, after all. With a resigned sigh, I unzip the overalls and slip them off, leaving me bare-chested in front of her. The air feels cooler against my skin, and I catch the way her eyes linger a little too long.

Without missing a beat, she taps her hand twice on the glass wall, and suddenly, the entire thing darkens, turning opaque. The seamless shift takes me by surprise, leaving me momentarily speechless.

“Take me,” she demands, her voice low and full of authority. “I’ve got less than ten minutes before my next meeting.”

There’s no time for hesitation, she’s been on my mind all day. I step forward and grab her waist, pulling her into a deep kiss. My hands find her hair, pulling it free from its band, making the kiss even more intense, but I break away just long enough to turn her around. Guiding her to the edge of the desk, I knock papers aside in a rush, sending them scattering to the floor. Her hand braces against the desk, and I step behind her, lifting the hem of her skirt, and exposing the smooth line of her legs. The tension between us crackles, her breath quickening as I move closer.

She’s not wearing panties, and that sight alone makes me harder than I thought possible. I bring my hand around to her mouth, sliding a finger between her lips. Her tongue swirls around it, the heat of her mouth driving me wild. When I pull my finger away, I slide it inside her swollen, dripping-wet pussy.

Without another word, I pull her closer, grab a condom, and prepare to give her what she needs.


Taylor

Instant relief floods my mind as his thick, warm dick circles my entrance, teasing with every slight touch. Groaning, James mutters, “Damn, I need you so bad.”

His words are laced with desperation. Eager to show him just how much I want him, I push my ass back into him, feeling his body tense and respond to my movements.

With each slow grind of my hips, I can feel his hardness rubbing against me, building the anticipation. My movements are deliberate and teasing, each shift designed to drive him wild. I arch my back, giving him an unfiltered view of my ass, feeling the heat of his gaze. His groans deepen with each calculated move. Finally, he can’t hold back any longer, and he slams into me with a force that leaves me gasping, the intensity of our connection overwhelming every sense.

"Finally," I yelp, my voice full of satisfaction.

"You’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you?" he growls, clearly enjoying the control.

"Fuck me like you mean it, James," I demand, ignoring his question. There’s no time for words—I need him fast and hard -now.

His hands grip my waist as he starts pumping in and out, going deeper with every thrust. My moans echo through the room, my body wrapped tightly around him. His dick feels like it's melting into me, every movement slick and hot. The sound of his balls slapping against my ass fills the space, matching the rhythm of our bodies.

My hands are steady on the table, but each plunge shoots through my core, a delicious mix of pain and pleasure. He’s fucking me rougher now, and I can’t help but moan louder.

"Oh yeah, that’s it," I cry out.

Losing control, he nails me even harder, his hand suddenly covering my mouth. Not that I care, but he must think I'm too vocal. He slows his pace, each movement deeper, more intense.

I love how he pounds into me with no mercy. My belly feels like it’s turning to gel as my body trembles through a powerful climax. Seconds later, I jerk forward, feeling him come undone inside the condom.

“Wow!” I scream and swallow hard. “Just what I needed.”

“Happy to be at your service, Taylor,” James whispers.

I barely acknowledge him, adjusting my skirt with a practiced calm.

“Thank you. As I said, I have a meeting in a few minutes.”

I signal my secretary to arrange for the plumber’s payment, ignoring James as he hurriedly tidies himself. He gave me what I needed and now I focused on the next task at hand.

“Taylor, I enjoy fucking you,” he says quietly.

I pick up a paper from the table, trying to hide my discomfort. I secretly hope he’s not having an emotional breakdown right now—I really can’t deal with that.

“That’s it? You can’t admit that you find me attractive? Or that you enjoy what we have?” he presses.

“Can we not do this right now?” I say impatiently.

“I’m not trying to get upset, but being dismissed like a tramp doesn’t feel right,” he replies, his voice needier than it suits a strong guy like him.

I narrow my eyes, trying to stay focused. “I have a meeting to attend. You can pick up your check at the front desk. Thank you,” I say, my voice as cold as ice.

“Okay, thank you for the opportunity, ma’am. Please do not call me again. I will recommend another plumber. One you might respect and see as a human rather than a sex toy.”

He smiles sadly and walks away, leaving me feeling a mix of guilt and relief.


five
Second Chances for Pleasure


James

Three weeks have passed since I called Taylor out on her bullshit. Even though I know I did the right thing by standing up for myself, I can’t help but miss her. Life hasn’t been the same since. Memories of her make me sad. I tell myself it was good while it lasted, but I’m no one’s plaything—and I’m not about to let anyone treat me like one.

In an effort to move on, I’ve immersed myself in work—bigger gigs, to be precise. Thanks to a recommendation from HR at Taylor’s company, I’ve landed corporate clients who are willing to shell out thousands for even the smallest projects. My life has changed for the better; Soon I will be able to afford a decent apartment. Also, the thought of starting my own business has been crossing my mind more and more.

Even with everything going so well, I can’t stop thinking about her. I’m ready to be whoever she wants, just to feel her skin and take care of her needs. She was definitely into me, but her pride won’t let her admit it, especially with how different our worlds are. I just hope she hasn’t replaced me yet.


Taylor

I’m a mess. I crave him, only him. Even if I won’t admit it out loud, deep down, my mom might have been onto something—maybe I do need a man. Not just any man. James, specifically. His touch made me feel desired and wanted in a way I never imagined. Now, my body refuses to accept the reality of being dormant for the next few months, maybe even years. I doubt I’ll ever get fucked as well as I did with him again. His dick was made for my aching pussy. If only I could push my pride aside and admit he’s more than just a sex slave. I’d treat him better if he could forgive me.

Picking up the phone. I dial the number for the workshop. It is time to jump over my shadow. I have to apologize I want him back in my life. I’m planning to offer him intimacy while providing financial assistance, but I need to figure out how to broach the subject without hurting his feelings.

“Hello, may I speak with James, please?” I ask.

“He went home a few seconds ago,” the assistant answers.

“Can you give me his address? I’m a client and friend. I need to see him urgently,” I say.

“Er, sure.” She hesitates but eventually gives me the information I need.

Fueled by the thought of seeing him again, I jump in my car and drive to his address.

When he opens the door and sees me, surprise flashes across his face. “What are you doing here?”

“I’m sorry, James. I acted like a fool. I should never have made you feel less than enough because you’re not. You’re more than that. You made me feel something no one else ever has. My pride...”

He doesn’t wait for me to finish. He pulls me into a tight hug, his broad body pressed against mine, and kisses my cheeks. “I’m glad you came.”

“I missed you,” I admit between kisses, feeling a rush of relief and happiness as we reconnect.

He guides me into his apartment.

“Are you alone?” I ask following him.

“Yes, why?” He asks confused.

Without wasting a second, I start shedding my clothes.

“This is why,” I whisper, pushing my naked breasts up.

Stepping closer, he kisses my nipples and buries his face between my tits, breathing me in.

“Goddess you smell so good,” he growls, while undressing himself. Soon we're both naked, our bodies colliding in a fiery kiss. Now his hands find their way to my breasts, giving them a gentle squeeze as he supports me with one hand. He lifts me effortlessly against the wall, and I wrap my legs around him, feeling his hands explore my ass. Our kisses are wild and hungry, and his restrained moans are music to my ears, tempting me to beg for more.

“What do you want me to do to you?” he asks, his voice a mix of shyness and eager anticipation.

“This isn’t about me, James. Do whatever you feel like doing,” I purr, my voice dripping with desire. “I want you more than anything.”

A mischievous glint dances in his eyes as he smiles, clearly relishing the control. He gently guides me onto a chair, his touch both firm and playful. As he circles me slowly, his naked body brushes against me, his cock hard and prominent, making me ache with anticipation. One of his fingers trails lightly along my inner thigh, barely touching my exposed skin, sending shivers through me.

He moves slowly, with his gaze never leaving mine. “So, it took you three weeks to realize that you miss me?” he murmurs, his voice low and taunting as he leans in close. “How could you have forgotten this?”

He strokes his cock, making sure I see every inch of him, his movements filled with intention. “Did you miss this?” he asks rhetorically, his tone both teasing and provocative. “Did you miss how my dick fills your pussy out?”

His finger continues to graze tantalizingly close to my cunt, never quite making contact. I squirm with need, desperate for more, as he continues to circle me. He finally moves back in front of me, his eyes glinting with satisfaction. With a teasing grin, he squats above me, his hard cock hovering just inches from my exposed pussy. He swipes it teasingly across my wetness, and I gasp, my body arching instinctively towards him in desperate need. Just as he starts to pull away, I grab his hips and pull him back down, thrusting my own hips forward in desperation. He chuckles, clearly enjoying my need, and with a swift, practiced move, rolls a condom over his length, his gaze never leaving mine.

“Ready to make up for lost time?” he asks, his voice low and filled with promise.

I moan as his dick slides into me, the sensation of something so perfect inside me feels like a long-awaited reunion. Another loud moan escapes my lips as he squats over me, adjusting his body so he doesn’t press too heavily on me.

“Fucking perfect,” I wince, my body adjusting to his length. I arch my hips up and down, tugging at his hair, though my movements are somewhat restricted by his weight. He holds me down, flexing his hips with a sensual rhythm, his motions fluid and deliberate like a dancer. The impact from this angle is intensely satisfying, reaching places I didn’t even know existed.

Lost in a blissful haze, I feel him ride and grind against me on the chair, our mouths locked in a passionate kiss. His hand moves stealthily to my neck, applying a gentle squeeze. The mix of emotions converges into pure pleasure, overwhelming me with a wave of satisfaction.

I dig my nails into his skin, knowing how much it turns him on. I mold my body to match his movements, spreading my legs wider for deeper access. Caught up in the sensations he stirs, I surrender completely to the young man who pleasures me like no one else.

Seconds later he commands, “Stand up.”

Pulling me up with him. His hands grip my ass firmly as he continues to penetrate me. “Now wrap your legs around me. I’ve got you.”

Without withdrawing, he lifts me effortlessly, my legs locking around his waist. He walks us over to the wall, pressing my back against it, and then drives into me with a deep, relentless rhythm. His thrusts are powerful and unyielding, filling me completely as he hits me deeper and harder with each stroke.

I cling to him, gasping and moaning as he fucks me with an intensity that makes my entire body tremble. With each powerful thrust, I see stars, my vision becomes blurry. His grip on my hips is firm, guiding me through every punishing stroke. The pleasure builds to an overwhelming crescendo. His breathing becomes ragged, his thrusts growing more frantic as he nears his climax.

As he throws his head back, his body shuddering with release, my own climax follows swiftly, my pussy clenching tightly around his throbbing cock.

I watch as he gradually comes back to himself, his breathing slowing. He leans in and kisses me tenderly while carefully lowering me to the ground.

“Shit, I’m sorry. Did I hurt you?” Concern fills his voice as he holds both my hands and gazes deeply into my eyes.

I give him a reassuring smile. “No, I’m fine. Actually, I really enjoyed the wild side of you.”

“I lost control there for a second,” he admits, still looking worried.

“It’s okay,” I say, squeezing his hands. “I asked you to take what you need, and you didn’t hurt me. I like it when you fuck me hard.”


six
Pool Pleasure


Taylor

"Alright, have you tried talking to Rebecca? She's usually great with stuff like this," I say into the phone, my patience wearing thin.

“Thanks for letting me know. If there’s anything else you need, call my assistant.”

My frustration melts away as my gaze settles on the sexy beast that just fucked me.

“Good, I’ve got to go,” I say, hanging up.

“Everything ok?” he asks, his concern evident.

“Yeah, just work. Damn, it’s hot in here,” I remark, fanning the air across my face with my palm.

“The air conditioning doesn’t work. I’m sorry,” he says, looking abashed.

“It’s okay. We could go to my house if you like,” I offer, walking toward him. I wrap my hands around his neck and press my core against him, feeling his growing erection.

“Well, let’s go,” He says, standing up.

“I have plans for you and me,” he continues seductively.

We dress in silence, the air between us filled with a comfortable intimacy. As I slip into my clothes, I wince slightly, my pussy sore but in the best way. James catches my eye and offers a sheepish grin.

“That was... intense,” he admits, his voice a low rumble. “I didn’t realize how much I needed that.”

I chuckle softly, adjusting my clothes. “It was definitely intense. But I enjoyed every minute of it.”

As we head to my car, the drive is remarkably comfortable. The car hums smoothly, and the conversation flows effortlessly.

James breaks the silence first, his tone thoughtful. “There’s something you should know. You might not want me around after I tell you.”

“What is it?” I encourage him.

James studders. “I’ve made some pretty bad choices along the way. Ended up in prison for a while because of it. It’s a mess, honestly, but I’m trying to turn things around. I don’t deserve you.”

I listen, genuinely interested. “We all have our battles. It’s good that you’re working on moving past it. And as for deserving each other? I’m not sure I deserve to be fucked this damn good.”

“Fuck, I should never have told you. Now you must be disgusted,” he says, his voice filled with regret.

“No! Your past doesn’t define you. You haven’t given me a reason to doubt your integrity. If anything, I admire your strength and determination,” I reassure him.

“Really?” he asks, a hint of disbelief in his voice.

“I’ve made bad choices in the past too; the press would have a field day if they knew,” I say, trying to lighten the mood. “Besides, I think it’s incredibly hot to be fucked by an ex-inmate,” I add with a teasing smile.

“I envy you, Taylor. You seem to have your shit together,” he says, but I don’t respond. Instead, I squeeze his hard quads with my right hand.

“Athena, open the sunroof,” I call out. The roof of the car drops down, and the wind whips my hair in all directions. The bright sun brings back memories of my carefree younger days, and James screams excitedly, “Woho!”

When we arrive at my house, he says, “Not sure I’ve said this, but you have such a lovely home.”

“Thanks. I bought it because of the pool,” I explain, winking suggestively.

“You may not believe it, but I have a fantasy of fucking a sexy woman in the pool,” he confesses with a teasing smile.

“Believe it or not, I’ve never had sex in my pool,” I reply, winking again. “I can’t wait to have a strong badass man take me.”

“Well, we have a pool, a sexy woman, and a wannabe badass,” he says as he smiles and walks around to pull me in for a kiss.

I free myself to say, “Let me get some wine.”

Returning with a bottle and two flute glasses, I walk over to see an almost naked James sitting on the edge of the pool. I admire the expansive lion tattoo adorning his back, emanating a captivating and dangerous vibe.

“Come here, sexy,” he calls.

In one swift motion, he jumps up and takes the bottle and glasses from me, setting them on a side table next to the lounge chair nearby. With a gentle touch, he loosens the straps of my dress and tosses it into the growing pile of clothes, without another thought I reach behind, unclasping my bra and letting it slip away.

Leaning forward, I pull my panties down slowly, wiggling my hips to accentuate the movement.

“Fucking gorgeous,” he murmurs. My heart races—he excites me like no one ever has.

His gaze lingers on me for a moment before I kick off my slippers and dive into the pool. While I swim, James pours the wine, placing the glasses carefully by the pool’s edge as he settles down beside them.

After swimming all the way to the far end of the pool I call, “Won’t you join me?”

“I’m enjoying the view,” he says as he winks and finishes the glass of wine before refilling it.

I swim back towards him. He sits on the pool’s edge, his feet resting on the step just in front of me. I kneel, leaning in as I tug his waistband down exposing him. A groan escapes him as my lips close around him, his body tensing with the sensation. His feet press into the step, hips shifting slightly as he leans back on his hands, letting me take control. Feeling him deep in my throat, touching both sides and the roof of my mouth, I gag but keep going. My head moves up and down rhythmically for several minutes before I pull back to kiss him.

He slides down from the edge and meets my lips with a passionate kiss. After swimming a few laps, we settle on the steps to sip our wine. As we relax, he moves behind me, his hands gently finding my neck. His fingers work in slow, deliberate circles, easing away the tension. My head falls forward, eyes closed, and I can’t help but moan softly as he kisses along my neck, his breath warm against my skin. Instinctively, my hand reaches behind me, grabbing his ass, pulling him closer. He groans into my ear.

While his fingers continue their soothing massage, I feel the firm pressure of his crotch pressing against my back. The sensation sends a thrill through me, and I shift slightly to feel him more clearly. His hands drift from the back to my front, finding their way to my tits, gently kneading them from behind. His hands drift from my breasts, moving slowly up the column of my throat.

As his touch trails upward, I stretch my neck, arching it as my head falls back onto his shoulder. I bite my lip, savoring the anticipation. His fingers exert a gentle, teasing pressure on the nape of my neck, making me moan with each deliberate touch.

Gradually, I turn around, lowering myself into a kneeling position on the pool steps to face him. I fumble slightly as I try to remove his underwear, but he assists smoothly, sliding it off with practiced ease. Our lips meet in a heated kiss, and I feel his hands move to my hips, guiding me closer.

His fingers trail down my body, teasingly grazing my skin before slipping between my legs. I gasp softly as he begins to finger me, his touch gentle yet firm. My body responds instinctively, arching into his touch.

My right hand finds its way to his cock and starts stroking it gently underwater. The warmth and firmness of him in my hand make my pulse quicken. He’s hard and ready, and I can’t wait to feel him.

As he stretches his legs, he lifts me onto him, guiding me gently up and down on his hard cock. He takes his dick in hand and teases my pussy, circling it with the head of his shaft without entering.

He looks down at me, a grin playing on his lips. “Let me grab a condom.”

With that, he gently withdraws from me and gets up from the steps, his gaze never leaving mine. Quickly he retrieves a condom from his pants and rolls it on.

He settles back into the pool, positioning himself on the steps with his back against the edge. With a passionate kiss, he lifts me up, guiding me to straddle him.

As I position myself above him, he teases me with the head of his cock, brushing against my entrance before guiding it inside. The initial thrust is intense, making me gasp as I adjust to the fit. He fills me to the brink. Grabbing him by his shoulders I start riding him. Very very slow at first. He is so deep. He grabs my hips and joins my rhythm. Clasping my hips he matches my rhythm.

“Ah, this feels so good,” I moan.

“You’re so tight,” he grunts, his voice full of pleasure.

As I ride him, I throw my head back, overwhelmed by the sensations. “Your cock fills me perfectly. Yeah, right there! You’re hitting all the right spots. Hold me tighter and push deeper.” My words mix with my moans.

Every thrust drives me closer to the edge, the intense pleasure making my body quiver. I cling to him as I ride him harder, the heat building inside me. Each deep, forceful push sends waves of ecstasy crashing through me.

My breathing quickens as I feel the overwhelming pressure mounting.

“I’m gonna come,” I gasp, my voice trembling with the intensity of it. His hands tighten around my waist, pulling me closer, pushing me further into the incredible pleasure.

Suddenly, the dam breaks. I come with a shattering cry, my whole body convulsing as the climax rolls through me. My pussy clenches around him, spasming and uncontrollably. The throes of my orgasm leave me breathless, my moans mingling with his gasps of satisfaction as I lose myself.

As I ride out the last waves of my orgasm, he groans deeply and follows with his own release. His cock pulses inside me, and he pulls me close, his grip tight as he comes with a throaty moan.

Breathless and sated, he looks at me with a satisfied smile. “You just fulfilled my dream of pool sex,” he murmurs, his voice filled with genuine awe.

I smile back, resting my head on his shoulder. “Anytime, baby.”

~ The End ~
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one
A Blaze of Passion


Calden was not one to act impulsively. He was a man who followed the rules, someone who valued connection and understanding before intimacy.

Yet, there was that one exception. The night he decided to abandon his usual caution, the night he fucked a girl without having at least a ten-minute conversation. Something primal had stirred within him. He did not even get to know her name.

In the days that followed, he tried to shake off her memory by spending time with other women. But no one could match the fire she had ignited in him; she had set the standard impossibly high.

Those warm eyes haunted him every night in his dreams. The way she called out to him, her voice filled with desire, was like a siren's song: impossible to resist. And when her lips parted in pleasure, it was a visual symphony that spurred him to keep going, no matter how tired he felt.

One plea from her tender mouth lit a spark that consumed them both, turning into four hours of intense, passionate fucking. Their plan was simple: to lose themselves in each other, to forget their demons for one night.

It worked, but now, he can't get her out of his head no matter what he does. Her scent lingers in the air around him, her soft touch still burns on his skin, and the memory of her moans and whispers still echo in his ears, a constant reminder of their unforgettable night together.

It was just sex, a way to escape the complexities of their lives. At the same time, it was more than that.

He didn't romantically care for her, but their shared passion was undeniable.

Her eyes were filled with a mixture of desire and pain, revealing a depth of emotion that went beyond physical pleasure.

“Do you like when I do this,” she asked as she put his dick into her mouth, sucking expertly.

“Love it,” he moaned.

“Do you like it when I do this?” she asked again as she used one hand to hold onto his penis, massaging as she took all of it into her mouth, sucking and spitting on it.

Thoughts of the warmth of her tongue and the depth of her mouth flooded his mind like a shot of pure adrenaline straight to his senses. She was anything but inexperienced, knowing just how to take him to the edge and back again.

She cupped his dick with both hands as she sucked on it gingerly. After he exploded hot cum into her mouth in pleasure, she liked it and made a beautiful mess with the sloppiness around her mouth.

He stirred and turned as he remembered all the details of their heated make-out session. If only he knew the name of the woman who had changed his sex life. All he could think of was, that he wanted some sort of closure; he had woken up the next morning and she was gone. She left nothing behind, no phone number and no note. Instead, she had taken a piece of him when she left, a piece he wasn't sure he'd ever get back.

When they first met at the bar, her big, round eyes held an innocence that made him feel guilty for even considering getting involved with her. But once she spoke, he couldn't bring himself to let her go.

“Hey handsome, want to fuck?”

That night, he was observing her from a distance. On the dance floor alone, she danced to the beat without a care in her sinfully crafted red dress. She was not the most beautiful girl in the room, but she definitely attracted the most attention with her ivory skin and loose hips. Her legs were as long as days, so she certainly didn’t need those strappy heels she was wearing. With her thick hair gathered in a cute bun and a modest attempt at makeup, she was striking.

“Excuse me?” he asked, confused.

“I saw you looking at me from over there.” She nodded to the dance floor.

“Oh,” he answered, feeling caught.

“So, do you wanna go somewhere and fuck?” she asked him again.

“I’m on duty, just catching a break.” He smiled as he flashed his badge at her.

“Ah, I won’t tell anyone,” she said as she looked at him directly and walked away.

He recognized the code and rose from his seat, intrigued. She led the way, her strides purposeful, and he followed. They stepped out into the night, the air crisp and cool around them. The parking lot was almost empty, with just a few cars scattered about. She headed toward an old, rusty truck parked in the shadows.

As they reached the truck, she stopped and turned to face him. With a mischievous smile, she unlocked the back door and gestured for him to climb in. The faint smell of leather and gasoline hit him.

Once inside, she closed the door behind them, enveloping them in darkness. She reached for a small flashlight and switched it on, illuminating the cramped space.

As his eyes adjusted to the darkness, he noticed her sitting on a makeshift bed in the back of the truck. She held up a condom, a silent invitation. In her eyes, he glimpsed a sorrow mirroring his own turmoil. It was then that he realized they were both running from something.


two
Passion's Intensity


Drawing her close, he indulged in the taste of her lips—a tantalizing blend of soda and lime. She kissed him with an intensity he hadn't experienced in ages, rekindling a fire within him. Her lips caressed his with fervor, stirring a hunger deep within him.

“Make me forget,” she demanded—more a plea than a command.

He pressed her against the cold window, his touch firm as he kneaded her ass, kissing her sensually. His palms explored her D-cup breasts, their fullness and weight filling his hands. As he twisted her nipples through the fabric, she moaned, the sound sending a jolt of desire through him.

Feeling her grip on his pants, he sensed her intent. Her fingers undid his belt, the sound of the buckle loosening making his dick twitch in excitement. As she kept working on his Khakis, he could feel the fabric giving way, the cool air surrounding them contrasting the heat building between them.

Her body fit the small space perfectly as she crouched over him. She parted his legs, pulled down his underwear, and freed his beast.

Glancing at her face as she assessed the scene, he noticed her perplexed expression. Witnessing her swallow deeply as she grasped his semi-erect member, he felt a searing sensation from her touch. Her small, warm, and steady palms sent a jolt of electricity through his body.

His consciousness nearly detached from his physical body as she gently stroked his dick. The feeling of her palms was everything he thought it would be, just like the anticipation he felt watching his favorite porn star take control and deliver pleasure.

Her mouth enveloped his hardness, the warmth and wetness sending shivers down his spine. He could feel the delicate contours of her throat as she expertly worked her tongue around his shaft, every movement sending jolts of euphoria through him. Her hands, gripping him firmly, provided support as she bobbed her head up and down, tormenting him.

Sitting with his head against the front seat, eyes closed in bliss and her between his legs he relishes the sensation. He wasn't one to moan, but her expert touch made sounds of enjoyment escape his lips as he climaxed over and over again.


three
A Night of Burning Passion


She could not forget the man from a few nights ago. His scent lingers in her mind, and his touch against her skin is filled with power and consideration - a mixture she wasn’t familiar with. He saw her… really saw her. As she packs her cases from the table, she can’t get this stranger out of her mind; he is like a bad headache.

Men are liars; they destroy and hurt people, but his dick had felt so good in her mouth and his callous skin smelled clean and fresh. She had enjoyed the pleasure of his body grazing hers.

After their steamy foreplay in the car, he whisked her away to a nearby hotel that evening. His tall, strong frame molded perfectly against hers, exuding power. The fire in him could ignite an entire neighborhood. In the heat of the moment, her silky red dress—her only one—was torn, the fabric worn and weak against their fiery passion.

“Kiss me!”

“Touch me.”

“Scratch me,” he chanted as he carried her by the hips to the insanely large bed in the center of the room. He threw her gently onto it as he retrieved the condom she had given to him earlier in her truck.

He had a huge cock; as he undid his pants, it sprang free, thick and pulsing with need. With a swift motion, he tore open the condom packet, rolled it down his shaft, and without warning, penetrated her. While her mouth took his massive length in easily, her pussy whimpered in protest at the sudden intrusion. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and discomfort that brought tears to her eyes, yet felt so incredibly good.

"Are you okay?" He paused, sensing her body stiffening beneath him.

"Yeah, don't stop. Fuck me," she reassured him, noticing his concerned expression. She arched her back, urging him on. Responding to her subtle encouragement, he lost himself in the moment.

"Oh, shit," he exclaimed repeatedly, his movements hitting all the right spots, eliciting a moan of pleasure from her.

He sucked on her nipples and squeezed her ass as he thrust into her. Her body shook violently as she released her feminine juices all over him. He didn’t let her go; he held her legs together and placed them on his shoulders as he entered her again without hesitation. The friction against his penis was intense; he didn’t stop when she begged and cried out in ecstasy.

“Fuck,” she chanted as her hands covered her face. She had felt so bare before him.

As she thinks back to that evening, her toes curl in need, and her panties feel wet. She could use a fuck… and a new apartment, although one looked more promising than the other.


four
A Risky Proposition


In the morning, she struggles to squeeze her ass into the only salvageable skirt she has left; the rest is locked away in a storage unit, as she temporarily stays with a friend. She looks at herself in the mirror, taking in the reflection. Nothing has gone well for Sasha in the past eight months since her mother's passing. All their savings have been drained by hospital bills that still weigh heavily on her. The house has been foreclosed on due to several months of missed mortgage payments, and she has lost her job along the way.

Everything has spiraled downward, and currently, she only has $70 in her purse. This new job is the last chance she has to survive the coming week. Her mind is going awry as she dwells on the bad card’s life has dealt her recently. Angry at her new reality, she's barely scraping by each day, and being a college dropout isn't doing her any favors during the job hunt.

She felt the heavens smile on her when she got a call back for the final stage of an interview for the role of personal assistant to an executive in one of the biggest advertising firms in New Jersey.

Her blood pumps with excitement and causes her to step on the gas, going over the speed limit unconsciously. She glances at her phone and curses.

"Stupid Sasha, you are going to be late for the interview", she chastises herself accelerating even more.


She cannot afford to be late. This might be the last chance in life she gets. The next thing she notices are sirens blaring behind her, and a police officer instructs her to stop. 

“Fuck,” she runs her hands through her hair in frustration, gripping the steering wheel tightly.

“Oh fucking hell, not today.” She bangs her hands against the steering wheel before she does as instructed.

“Hello, miss,” the officer says while gesturing for her to roll the window down.

She does as she is told and is met with the warmest blue eyes she has ever seen. The man does justice to the police uniform. There is something about him that makes her skin crawl.

"This must be fate. I can't believe we're meeting again," the man says, his voice thick with lust.

She can feel his gaze on her, and a shiver runs down her spine. He's as captivating as she remembers, his presence filling the room.

“What?” she asks in a confused tone, squinting against the sun as she scans his lean figure.

She plays it cool, but in her mind, she can still taste him, sucking him off without gagging.

He immediately recognized the truck and decided to follow. Her speeding gave him the perfect excuse to pull her over.

Her body throbs with the memory as she tries to maintain her composure.

“Officer, I’m sorry, but I’m late for an interview,” her voice floats.

Calden already knows he won't give her a ticket, but he needs to know her name. This time, he won't let her go so easily. “Well, you were driving over the speed limit. Can I have your license and registration, please?”

"Damn it," she mutters, frustration evident in her voice. Sasha opens her glove compartment to retrieve the requested documents, only to find her blood-red dildo lying next to a black thong. She quickly grabs her driver's license and registration, trying to ignore the embarrassing items. Feeling her face flush with embarrassment she hands them over to the officer. When Sasha looks up at him; his eyes are sparkling and a smile gently tugs at the corners of his lips. He is flushed and clearly enjoying the mystery. She manages to smile apologetically.

“Look officer, I cannot afford to get a ticket right now,”

“Miss, I don’t make the rules,” he says with a big grin on his face while berating her.

After a few seconds she says, “Can you please let it go this one time?” Using her feminine charm. Her heart sinks as she watches the officer jotting down her information. If she stays for too long with this man, her body might betray her: he is the man whose dick she had in her mouth in the back of this very truck.

It felt so good when he entered her tight pussy in the hotel room, a couple of days ago. Missionary style had never been so satisfying. Memories flood his mind as he recalls how he had pressed her legs together before trying to pry them open with his pulsing dick.

All she can think about is getting to the interview on time. Sasha knows she can still make it if she hurries. The drive itself is only about seven more minutes according to her GPS.

“Well, I could let it go, but I don’t think that is a good idea as a dutiful officer.” His eyes twinkle as he stares at her breasts openly.

“You shouldn’t be like that, officer. I remember you begging me not to stop when I was fucking you with my tongue. Surely there is something you can do.”

“Oh, so you remember me after all.”

“Of course. How could I forget?” She says with her voice a lot weaker than she anticipated. “I can help you with that situation happening down there,” she states as she nods at his bulging pants.

“There are many things I want to do to you, Sasha. I want to punish you for leaving without a word. I…”

“Officer, I’ve been a naughty girl, but do you think we can rush this? I’m running late for an appointment,” she says, more coyly. “Come in.” She nods to the passenger seat. She wants this man just as much as he wants her. Just not right now.

“Wow, fuck it, you are even hotter than I remember.” He whistles as soon as he settles into the passenger side of the truck.

Her body trembles with satisfaction, but her brain is in overdrive, thinking about the interview. She quickly grabs his pants and hastily removes his belt.

Meanwhile, he fumbles with his gun holster for easy access.

As her eyes fall upon his exposed erection, a surge of primal desire courses through her veins. Her breath hitches, and a flush of heat spreads across her skin. Without hesitation, her hands move to touch him, her body reacting on pure instinct to the sight of his arousal. “Fuck, I missed your cock.” Her mouth betrays her mind.

“Did you miss it fucking you?” he asks.

“Yes, so much,” she affirms. Even her head has to admit this one.

He laughs as his body throbs with need. The cool air against his exposed dick is suddenly replaced by warmth.

Rubbing her hands together she places them on his hard cock. She can feel his body shake as she holds onto the man’s massive penis. Both of them release loud moans upon contact.

“Fuck,” he groans as her hands glide around his dick in soft sensual movements. She slides her palms along his hard shaft, intending to make each touch more arousing. Moving to his balls, she lightly massages them.

He is craving more than just her hands. Yearning for her mouth to envelop him. But at the same time, he doesn't want her to stop. Each stroke of her hands sends waves of pleasure through him, unlike anything he's ever experienced from a mere hand job.

She rubs softly and expertly switches to a faster pace.

Darn, she is good at it.

Her hands move on their own while her pussy hisses in protest; it wants to be freed. But once again, she wills her mind to win the battle. Sasha glances at the clock— she has one more minute if she wants to arrive on time for her interview.

His body jerks as warm fluid spills onto the back of her fingers. A few seconds later, he relaxes. With a bittersweet realization that this is a goodbye, he leans in to kiss her. “Ten minutes isn’t nearly enough for me to punish you, but I will let you go for now. I will see you tonight,” he says.

“Huh?”

“I have a copy of your license,” he explains. “I have your address.”

“Oh, I don’t think that’s a good one. Can I call you?” she asks.

“Okay, I get off work at seven tonight,” he says as he places a card into her exposed cleavage.

“See you tonight, handsome.” She smiles as she watches him zip up his pants before climbing out of her truck. She can’t wait to get fucked by this sexy stranger again, whose ass she watches from her rearview mirror.


five
Passionate Quickie


The interview went smoothly, leaving her invigorated as she stood in front of the building. The quickie was exactly what she needed, relaxing her in unexpected ways. It seemed to have done the trick—she got the job. She made a mental note to thank him for that later. Next week she will be starting at her new work.

She took out the card he had given her earlier that morning and calls him. “Hey, it's Sasha,” she says as soon as he takes the call.

“Hey, sexy! Tough luck, something came up, and we have to cancel tonight,” he says disappointed.

“Aw, I was looking forward to fucking you hard tonight,” she pouts. “But I understand duty. I’ll probably just touch myself with the red dildo you saw earlier,” she says as she quiets her voice into a whisper.

“Fucking hell, Sasha. Don't do that to me,” he stammers.

“I mean I could probably just lift my leg right now and pop it in. I’m already so wet thinking of your dick,” she moans into the phone.

“Where are you?” he asks coldly as he picks up his badge and car keys from his desk. He needs to fuck her immediately. He can spare thirty minutes.

“I’m at the bar off the alley on 19th,” she tells him triumphantly.

Minutes later he barges into her truck, sits in the passenger seat and pulls her to him for a kiss. His tongue roughly invades her mouth, taking charge. Her arms are around his neck as he massages her back to undo her bra.

“We have only ten minutes since I need to go back to work,” he says as he sets his phone down and turns on an eight-minute timer. He needs to touch this woman - to fuck her.

She unfastens his belt and discards it on the back seat; his hat and holster follow.

Her hot, full breasts spill onto his face. Every part of her is ready for him. He can smell the dampness in between her thighs.

“So wet,” he says as he presses his fingers against her slick center.

She lifts herself gently as she pulls his pants and underwear halfway to his knees. Kissing him again, this time she takes charge. Her hands are in his hair as she straddles him; his palms are on her breasts, massaging them. Then he takes one of her nipples between his teeth, grazing it lightly while the other hand cups her ass.

His eyes dart to the glovebox to retrieve a condom. She awkwardly gives him space to put it on before she moves on top of him. She uses her long fingers to push her wet panties to the side. With every inch he slides deeper inside, it feels tighter for both of them.

“Ah,” she moans. He is perfect, and her pussy purrs in response.

Her body jerks up and down, taking all of him into her core. He has a huge dick that hit her in her sweet spot. To feel him deeper inside, she bounces harder. The sight is perfect for him: her breasts are swinging up and down as she rocks his body. One hand is in his hair while the other keeps her panties to the side.

Her movements are smooth and agile but not fast enough for him. He holds her waist steadily and jerks up and down into her wet cunt. Her moans intensify as her hand grabs his hair tighter. He can feel the pang of every pull, but her dilated eyes and moans make up for the hair loss.

“Fuck yeah,” she moans.

“Fuck me harder!”

He pounds into her for another two minutes, before he feels her body shake. Her warmth pools around him. It smells like sex. They stare at each other for a moment as they catch their breath.

“We got three more minutes,” he declares.

“Let’s make it count,” she says as she lifts herself off of his dick. She can feel the loss of him inside her, but it is replaced by two of his fingers immediately.

A noise from deep inside escapes her lips.

His other palm envelopes her breasts before he expertly rolls her onto her back. As he bends over her, he parts her legs and sniffs her panties. She smells like detergent and cum. Parting her folds to the side, he continues to torture her.

Her pussy throbs with every movement of his fingers, aching for more.

“You are not good with your fingers,” she says brutally.

“Oh,” he says, surprised and with a hint of disappointment in his voice.

“Sorry,” she says. “I could walk you through it, but we don’t have the time right now.”

“I’m off tomorrow. You can teach me then,” he suggests.

She can’t answer because she feels his lips on her pussy, giving her a wet big sloppy kiss before withdrawing. She wants more, but he points at the beeping clock. It is time for him to leave. They both adjust their clothes in silence.

“Bye, Sasha,” he coos.

“See you tomorrow, officer…” she says, not knowing anything else to call him.

“Calden,” he says as he scribbles his address on a business card.

“We have to stop meeting in your truck,” he says with a smile as he climbs out. She watches as he drives off.

“That was a good fuck,” she murmurs to herself, sinking back into the car seat, savoring the lingering sensations.

***

After a long, exhausting day, they finally reunite the next afternoon, their bodies craving each other's touch. They share a lazy, lingering kiss that quickly escalates into a heated make-out session. Exhausted but content, they eventually drift off to sleep, tangled together in a comfortable mess of limbs.

The following morning, she's wearing nothing but his shirt, her body deliciously exposed. Bent over the expansive kitchen counter, she scrolls through her phone, the whirring of the coffee machine adding to the morning's quiet hum.

He enters the kitchen, a towel wrapped around his waist. His presence brings a sudden jolt of electricity. Approaching her silently, he wraps his arms around her waist, pulling her closer. She turns with a mischievous smile, surprising him with a passionate kiss.

“Morning,” he greets.

“Slept good?” she asks.

His mouth parts to answer, but she kisses him again.

“Someone slept well,” he affirms.

“Yes, I slept really good,” she admits. She hadn't had such a good night's sleep in a long time. There were no nightmares.

She kisses him again as he lifts her onto the counter, deepening the kiss. The shirt she has on is a transparent white, which reveals her breasts. His hands tease her nipples through the shirt, and he opens one button at a time. His hands start tracing light touches along her belly. Then they trail across her rib cage. She is a skinny woman with all the right curves. The things he wants to do to her are countless.

“Are you hungry?” she asks against the kiss.

"I'm starving for you," he growls, capturing her mouth in a deep, urgent kiss. Her hands eagerly move to his towel, undoing it with a swift motion. As it falls to the floor, she wraps her legs around his naked ass, pulling him closer. Her fingers tangle in his damp hair, deepening the kiss as their bodies meld together in a frenzy of desire.

“You know," she whispered, "one of my fantasies involves being cuffed and thoroughly searched by a police officer. You think you could arrest a naughty woman like me?” she asks out of nowhere.

His eyes widen in surprise, while his blood rushes to his dick.

"Aren't you lucky I'm a cop?" he murmurs, his voice low and husky with desire. "I'm going to have to arrest you for being so naughty."

With a grin, he saunters over to the cabinet by the door, his movements deliberate and enticing. He retrieves a pair of handcuffs, the metallic click echoing in the room, sending a shiver down her spine.

Her eyes twinkle in anticipation.

“You know how much I would love to play games with you right now, but I have to get to work soon,” he says with a sad smile on his face.

“See you tonight then?” she asks.

“For sure. I will torture you nicely,” he answers as he kisses her again.

“I’ll get going then,” she says while attempting to get dressed.

"Oh, no," he breathes, his voice thick with desire. "I was not planning to let you go with that sweet, wet pussy of yours."

With a hungry look in his eyes, he guides her back against the counter, his touch firm yet gentle. The anticipation builds between them, the air crackling with electricity as they surrender to the passion that courses through their veins.

The coolness of the kitchen counter contrasts with the warmth of his touch as he gently removes her shirt. His body heat enveloping her, creates a cocoon of warmth against the cool surface. Together, their bodies radiate heat, their passion igniting a fire that consumes them both.

His hands grab her face as he kisses her hard; she sits up and grabs his ass. While his hands slide from her face to her hard nipples, her body relaxes. Next, she can feel two of his fingers inside her pussy. She moans and parts her legs wide to grant him access.

His breath is hot against her skin as he hugs her with his fingers moving in and out of her. She rocks her hips back and forth in pleasure, taking everything she can get.

“Turn,” he commands as he lets go of her. Sasha misses the warmth of his body once he withdraws, but she turns, regardless. Registering how she is almost getting off on his fingers, he adjusts her position on the counter.

Pressing her neck down he places one palm over her stomach and gently pushes on her back with the other. Her body forms an arch with her ass protruding; he watches as her body relaxes into the new position.

After retrieving a condom, he enters her with force.

“Ah, finally,” she moans.

“It’s not too hard?” he asks.

“No, it’s perfect,” she says between breaths as he pumps into her, showing no mercy. He is hitting all the right spots.

“So good, Calden. Make me cum good,” she demands.

“Yes, harder,” she yells as he increases his pace, leaving no room for her to catch her breath from the last thrust.

“Right there,” she yells when she feels him deep inside her core.

She feels a surge of energy building in her lower abdomen, a tight ball of anticipation. With a loud cry, she releases it, feeling a gush of liquid escape as she reaches the peak of her pleasure.

“Oh, ew, I’m so sorry,” she apologizes.

“Why?”

“Your kitchen counter,” she responds.

“I loved it,” he says with a smile.

He turns her around and enters her while looking into her eyes. Both of their bodies are wet from the liquid on the counter.

“Looks like we need another shower,” he says when he senses her concern.

He thrusts hard and fast, their bodies slick with liquid, until he trembles in pleasure and lets out a sigh of relief.

They collapse on the counter for a moment before making their way to the bathroom.


six
Passionate Role-Play


He walks into the dark room with a baton in hand. His gun and cuffs hang around his waist in a holster, his neatly pressed uniform hugs him in all the right places, and his hat sits elegantly on his head.

“Anyone here?” he asks into the darkness.

He’s met with a deafening silence. He walks further into the dark with the truncheon across his shoulder, ready to strike in case of an attack.

He catches a tantalizing hint of her scent and instinctively follows it, his senses heightened as the sweet aroma grows stronger. The familiar, peach-like fragrance envelops him, a reminder of Sasha and the intense pleasure she brings. The thought of her knowing exactly how to satisfy him ignites a primal desire within him.

“Sasha are you here?” he calls out again.

“In here,” he hears her voice from the bedroom.

The lights are dimmed, but he can see the woman wearing a short maid’s uniform sitting on the edge of the bed. Her legs are crossed, and the stockings on her long limbs end in a pair of heels—the same ones she had on that night at the bar.

“Hey handsome,” she whispers.

"Who are you? What are you doing in my house?" he demands, his voice tinged with anger and excitement. Leaning heavily on his left leg, he leans against the doorframe, his gaze intense as he surveys the woman before him.

“I’m the new cleaning lady,” she purrs.

“And what is this in your bag? Are those my watches?” he continues to play the game.

“I’m sorry, officer. I’m guilty.”

“Are you?” he asks.

“Yes sir,” she says way too fast.

He walks closer and eyes her curiously. As usual, her hair is in a bun secured with a white headband. Her neck is half exposed by the low collar of her white and black costume, which stops an inch from her nipples. He can see the plump, firm shape of her boobs. A name tag pinned on her right breast reads, “Nora.” The dress barely covers her round ass. He guides her hand and places it on his throbbing center. “There might be something you can do to reduce your sentence,” he says, closing his eyes from the touch of her hand.

“Anything, officer,” she answers, smacking her full glossy lips.

“I need to cum hard,” he moans, touching the bulge in his pants.

She kneels in front of him, and, looking up at him, she asks, “Is this what you need, officer?”

“I like you on your knees, Nora. You look fucking beautiful from up here,” he moans as he gazes down at her. “Nevertheless, I need to arrest you. Breaking in and stealing is a crime. Lift your right hand, Nora,” he commands as he unhooks the cuffs from his waist.

She does as she is told and asks, “Now what?”

“Now, you listen to me,” he says as he cuffs her hand against one of the four bed poles behind her. He uses the baton in his hand to raise her head, so she looks up at him. “You have been a naughty girl,” he warns with a sly smile. “I will need to show you the consequences of your crime,” he says as he grabs her hair.

Sasha's body is thrilled. She likes the smooth vibrations of his voice, the sleek baton against her skin, the coldness of the cuffs around her wrist, and the suspense of their role-play. The uncertainty of what he will do to her turns her on.

Calden crouches to match her as she takes off his hat with her right hand. His palms part her legs in a V-shape and caress her exposed thighs all the way to her core.

Her breathing goes ragged when one of his fingertips comes in contact with the thin fabric covering her pussy. Her heart skips a beat when his hand moves over her breasts.

He moves the baton sensually from the bridge of her breasts down to her belly, relishing the power he holds over her. He enjoys being in control, but deep down, he knows he won't be able to keep it up. In reality, he would do anything she says. Sasha has put a spell on him, and he is completely under her control.


She enjoys his movements over her skin before he stands unexpectedly, leaving her longing for more.

“You stole some of my expensive watches. Are you going to pay for them?” he demands.

“Yes, sir. I don’t have any money, but I’ll do whatever it takes,” she answers eagerly. Too eager.

“Pull down my zipper with your free hand,” he demands.

She struggles with it for a minute but finally figures it out. His dick jumps out with no barrier or warning. A moan escapes her lips. She loves what she sees.

“You are going to suck on it continuously until I tell you to stop. Deep throat,” he demands.

“Certainly,” she agrees, taking him into her mouth with deliberate slowness. Her lips and tongue move skillfully, caressing and exploring his shaft as she wobbles her head around it.


He grips her hair, taking control of her movements, unable to contain himself any longer. He had been fantasizing about this moment all day, craving the sensation of her mouth on him. His body is about to surrender to the intense pleasure she provides. As the pressure inside him builds, he can feel how close he is to exploding. The sensation is overwhelming, and he knows he's on the brink of losing control.

When she feels him shake, a wave of arousal washes over her, and she quickens her pace, eager to please him. Before she knows it, he releases himself in her mouth.
“You came quick, officer,” she exclaims as she sucks and swallows his cum, some escapes her lips and drools down her chin.

“Damn, woman. You are just perfect,” he says as he tries to calm his shaky legs. A few seconds later, he helps her onto her feet, his fingers roaming over her body, exploring every inch. Turning her to face the wall at the upper part of the bed before he carefully uncuffs her hand. “Are you okay?” he asks tentatively.

“Never been better,” Sasha answers as she falls backward onto the bed. “Hey, come here, handsome,” she says, beckoning him to come closer.

As he approaches, she takes his hand, guiding it between her thighs. "Feel how wet I am for you," she whispers, pressing his fingers against her heat. "How about, I teach you how to finger me really good?"

Ripping his shirt off hastily, he pulls her in for a kiss, tasting himself on her lips. "Show me what you need, sexy," he says in excitement. There is nothing more he wants to do right now than take this woman over the edge and back.

"Start by tracing circles around my clit, like this," she instructs, showing him the rhythm and pressure, she likes.

As she guides him, he feels her heat through the barrier of her panties. He slides his finger under the fabric, teasing her, before he pulls it to the side, granting him full access to her wetness. Encouraged by her soft moans, he slips a finger inside her, feeling her tightness and wetness.

"Good," she moans, her voice husky with desire. "Now, add another finger and curl them slightly inside me, like this," she instructs, demonstrating the motion that drives her wild. Sasha finds it challenging to concentrate on the teaching part, her hunger growing with each passing moment. Admitting to herself that he is a fast learner, she manages to say in between breaths, "Use your thumb to massage my clit while you continue with your fingers. Keep the rhythm steady." She guides his movements, her body responding eagerly to his touch.

Suddenly, he pulls his fingers out and brings them to his lips, licking her juices off with a hungry look in his eyes. She watches, aching for his touch, feeling a pang of longing as she misses the sensation of his fingers inside her. But the sight of him tasting her juices, enjoying her essence, sends a wave of arousal through her. She's more turned on than ever, knowing that he likes the taste of her, that he craves her as much as she craves him. "Don't stop, Calden. Please, I'm so close!" she whimpers, arching her back towards him, lost in the pleasure he's giving her.

He obeys, savoring the taste of her wetness as he traces circles around her clit with his thumb. Feeling her desire building, he gently pushes two fingers back inside her, curling them slightly to hit that ravishing spot. Her moans grow louder, her body responding eagerly to his touch. He can feel her tightening around his fingers, a sure sign that she's close.

As she reaches the peak, her body tenses, and with a final, desperate gasp, she tumbles over the edge, trembling with release. Her back arches, as she lets out a series of soft, breathy moans. The intensity of her orgasm leaves her trembling, her senses overwhelmed by the ecstasy coursing through her.

He watches her in awe, knowing he's brought her to such heights of pleasure. Seeing her lost in ecstasy, he feels a sense of pride and satisfaction, knowing he was able to please her in such a profound way.

After a moment of blissful recovery, she takes the lead. Turning him on his back she straddles him. Her panties are damp against his skin, and he can smell her juices.

She pulls his pants all the way down without discarding them, then looks him in the eye as she positions herself over his fully-erect dick.

“Ah fuck!” he moans.

After some back-and-forth adjustments, she accommodates all of him inside her. Without further movement, she reaches for the cuffs in his hands and locks his wrists together above his head and around one bed pole. With him inside her, she starts to move, riding him slowly, savoring the sensation of being penetrated. After a minute or two, she pulls away, letting him slip out with a soft, wet sound. Standing up, she walks away, her movements confident and purposeful.

As she suddenly gets up, he feels a rush of cool air where her warmth has surrounded him. He watches her intently, waiting for her to come back, mesmerized by her fluid way of walking.

After turning on some music, she returns with a small bag of toys. Her eyes alight with mischief, she sits down on a chair. Facing him, Sasha takes out the red dildo. "Remember this one," she asks. Without waiting for an answer she traces it along her body, teasing herself before bringing it to her lips and sucking on it, mimicking the act of fellatio. When the next song starts she gets up and lays the dildo down. Holding onto the pole, she moves her hips swiftly to the sounds of “Hot in Here” by Nelly. She begins by swaying her hips slowly, the movement captivating as she twists her waist in a tantalizing dance. Her hands grip the pole, executing amateur moves that somehow enhance her allure, driving him wild with desire. Maintaining eye contact, she sensually unbuttons her costume, revealing her skin inch by inch. Each motion is accentuated by the clack of her stockings and heels against the floor, adding to the seductive rhythm of her dance.

“You are so hot,” he moans as she continues to slither against the pole. Her eyes are half closed as she swings her head around, exposing her neck. With a naughty grin, she uses her hand to deliver a sharp spank to her ass, the sound echoing in the room. As she sensually removes her remaining clothing, she watches his cock twitch in excitement, knowing she turns him on. Her hands glide over her body, caressing every curve, while she teases and squeezes her breasts perfectly in time with the seductive rhythm of the music.

“I need you,” he cries out.

“All in due time, officer,” she promises as she turns her back to him. Bending over with her ass facing him, she uses her hand to part her ass cheeks, moving them sexily according to the beat.

“You are such a tease,” he growls.

She reclines in the chair, facing him, and elegantly lifts her legs onto the bed. Arching her back to raise her hips, she locks eyes with him, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. Closing her eyes, she licks the dildo like the most delicious popsicle she ever had, moaning lustfully. Slowly, she slides the thick dildo into her waiting pussy. Although she's performed this act several times before, the thrill of Calden watching her exceeds any experience she had before. As the dildo fills her, she feels a surge of pleasure that courses through her body. Each movement sends waves of ecstasy washing over her, intensifying with every thrust. The feeling of being watched, of knowing that he is enjoying the show, only adds to her arousal. With each stroke, she moans softly, lost in the sensation. Her body responds eagerly, arching into each thrust, seeking more. The combination of the dildo and the anticipation of what is to come builds a delicious tension within her, bringing her closer and closer to the edge.

His head rests against the headboard, his eyes keen and full of lust. Watching her pleasure herself with the dildo, makes all his blood rush to his dick, throbbing with need. There is no denying that his helplessness turns her on, and the knowledge that he is at her mercy only adds to the intensity of his desire. “That should be my cock fucking you, Sasha," he growls, his body trembling with the urge to feel her wet pussy gripping him. Despite himself, he can't deny the thrill of watching her slide the dildo in and out of her, the wet sounds of her arousal filling the room.

She's lost in the pleasure, fucking herself with abandon. With her other hand, she massages and pinches her clit, intensifying the sensation. The pleasure builds, but she refuses to release it just yet. "I'm about to cum!" she moans.

"Oh, fucking hell," Calden groans, unable to contain himself. He's more than turned on by her show, and he's more than ready to fuck her senseless.

“You want to suck the juice out of me?” she asks tentatively.

“Yes,” he answers quickly as he sees her legs shaking hard while her body hisses. “Fucking tease,” he says as he smiles, watching her eyes roll as she climaxes. He feels his own wetness at his groin. “Wow, watching you is such a turn-on,” he admits.

“You liked it?” she confirms.

“Hell yeah, that’s some power you’ve got over my body,” he says watching her uncuff him.

“You do this to me. You ignite that fire in me,” she sighs in contentment. Holding his dick she slowly starts massaging it.

His body tenses in pleasure immediately. He wants to kiss her, pin her down, and fuck her relentlessly, but he withholds himself to enjoy the tingling feeling of her gagging on his dick. “Touch my balls," he commands, relishing the sensation of her soft hands on his body. Struggling to hold back his desire to take her right then and there, Calden begins kissing her neck. He moves to her earlobes, lavishing attention on them with gentle kisses and warm breath, teasing her mercilessly. He takes his time, deliberately drawing out the tension between her legs, driving her insane with anticipation. With a sudden surge of desire, he grabs her and pulls her close, his lips crashing down on hers in a hungry kiss. As their kiss deepens, he feels her hand grip his cock tighter, her strokes becoming more urgent. He groans into her mouth. Unable to resist the temptation any longer, he breaks the kiss. When he meets her gaze, her eyes mirror his lust and longing. He swiftly reaches for a condom, his hands trembling slightly with anticipation as he rolls it on. Positioning himself between her legs, he enters her with a deep, primal thrust.

His first stroke is rough, causing a mix of pain and pleasure to shoot through her. But as her craving pussy gets used to his size, she takes him in deeper. Her nails dig into his back as he fucks her hard. Each thrust is driving her closer to the edge. The stimulation of his dick is a stimulating dance of passion. The intensity builds with each passing moment.

Calden's control slips further as he pounds into her, lost in the primal need to claim her completely. Finally, with a guttural groan, he reaches his peak, his body shuddering with release as he spills into the condom.

She follows him over the edge, her own climax washing over her in a wave of ecstasy.

Exhausted and spent, they collapse onto the bed, their bodies still entwined as they catch their breath, basking in the afterglow of their passionate encounter.


seven
Passion in the Aftermath


In the morning, she sets out to find a budget-friendly rental property after overstaying her welcome at her friend's place. With her new job, she can finally secure her own accommodations. She has scheduled a meeting with a real estate agent to assist her in her search.

While cruising down the road, an unsettling feeling creeps over her. A nagging thought lingers as she navigates the bumpy road to reach the first property. The surroundings are oddly quiet, but she continues to drive. Taking risks is part of life, so she decides to forge ahead. Just to be safe, though, she puts her cop lover on speed dial as a precautionary step.

Upon reaching the location, she is greeted by two guys, each armed with a stick, instructing her to step out of her truck with her hands raised.

If her gut feeling wasn't a matter of life or death at this moment, she might have performed a little victory dance; once again, her intuition proved correct. She swiftly dials his number just before one of the men snatches the phone from her grasp.

She figures that she'll just roll with it and hope for the best, knowing there's not much else she can do.

Calden flashes a smile when he sees her call, their last fuck still fresh in his mind. However, the noises coming from her end indicate trouble. Without hanging up, he quickly traces the call's location in the station's control room before rushing out.

The men snatch all the loose change from her purse, their disappointment evident when they realize how little she has. One of them raises a hand, intending to strike her, but it never reaches her face; it's halted midway, frozen in the air.

Calden, her handsome lover is here. She breathes a sigh of relief. She has been scared thinking of the endless list of bad things that might have played out. Beside Calden, stands an older policeman.

“Are you okay?” he asks.

“Yeah, I am now, thank you,” she replies shakily and moves to the side to let the cops do their job.

She watches him take charge and cuff the two men before his partner drives the arrested men away.

“Thanks for coming,” she says.

“Have you checked the property yet?” he asks. He holds out his hand as she shakes her head.

“Let’s go then,” he says.

The apartment is small and dainty, but Sasha cannot call this place home, especially after what just happened.

It has beautiful finishes nonetheless. Her eyes flicker to the counter as she looks back at Calden, who mirrors her thoughts. He comes closer to her and lifts her like she weighs nothing.

He cups her face in his hands and plants gentle, then fervent kisses on her lips. Lifting her against the wall, he grabs her waist as she wrapped her legs around him. Their kisses are passionate and unrestrained, both longing for each other. Her fingers tangle in his hair, and her soft moans are like sweet music to his ears.

He craves more but restrains himself.

After the crazy morning, he's just glad to have her in his arms, feeling comforted knowing that she is safe now.

Placing her on the edge of the counter, he kneels before her, delicately parting her legs. Calden lifts her sunflower-colored dress, shifting her panties to the side with his left hand as he buries his head between her thighs.

His mouth explores her with a continuous, tender touch. He uses one hand to pull down her panties so his tongue and finger can violate her in the most pleasurable way. His tongue licks and tastes all her natural juices, while his finger massages her clitoris, creating soft sensations.

She experiences a swirling sensation in her lower belly as waves of pleasure wash over her repeatedly. Her head arches back while her right hand grips his hair tightly. Her lips part, calling out his name the more he fucks her with just his tongue and fingers.

Sasha gradually pushes aside all the fear that still haunted her from the earlier encounter with those men.

Calden eats her out like she is a six-course dinner at a fancy restaurant. She feels like a goddess being worshiped as he taps her pussy gently. Shortly after, she climaxes and squirts cum on his fingers and into his mouth, heaving a sigh of pleasure. She is even more turned on when he sucks his fingers seductively.

“I love the taste of your sweet pussy,” he says.

Sitting up properly and kissing him, she tastes her juices in his mouth. Her hands are everywhere in a second; she wants more of this delicious man as she untucks his shirt from his pants.

Calden is rock-hard for her. His dick is huge and long in ways she had thought would hurt her, but he always fits perfectly.

“I love when you are so ready for me,” she teases.

“You do this to me, love. Your scent is addicting. It fucks with my senses,” he growls as he bites her lips.

“When you say things like this, I feel invincible,” she confesses as she gives into the kiss. His hands are on her breasts, softly massaging them.

“You are powerful, Sasha, more than you know. When you feel weak, think of the time when you had a cop wrapped around your fingers.” He winks and kisses her again.

She jumps down from the counter, takes off her panties in a teasing manner and locks eyes with him. Then she throws the panties at him while he groans, and mutters a curse word. Motioning with her finger, she directs him to climb onto the single stool by the counter. With a swift move, she discards her dress, revealing herself to him. Taking charge, she kisses him fiercely, asserting her dominance. Her kisses are intense, and she uses one hand to massage his dick and balls, taking control of the moment.

“Fucking hell, Sasha, stop teasing me already,” he says with a shaky breath.

“Calm down, darling, I plan on fucking you until you beg me to stop.”

“I think you stole my line, love. I will be fucking you into oblivion very soon. Have your fun while it lasts,” he warns with a calm authority.

Her body hums with anticipation, craving his touch to guide her through a series of positions, each one igniting new waves of pleasure that escape her lips in a chorus of his name. She's desperate for him to fuck her, to take her to the edge and beyond.

He increases the intensity of his kisses on her neck, earlobes, and shoulders. His dick is probing her ass, which is enough to make her go into overdrive. She is becoming more excited by the second.

Keeping those thoughts at the back of her mind, she plans on keeping the promise that she made a few minutes ago. Kissing him harder, she grabs a condom from his wallet, tearing the wrapper in one swift motion. She places it on his dick and takes a squat position above him. She is looking him in the eyes and kissing him before slowly sitting on his dick. His moan is confirmation enough of her success.

He holds her waist as she rides him up and down, back and forth, left and right, all while taking all the pleasure from it she needs.

She feels bold as she climbs down from him. She moves back to the counter, placing her hand on the edge and pressing her cheeks and breasts into the wood with her ass in the air. He doesn't need a further invite as he pushes into her swollen pussy.

He spanks her suspended ass and slides inside her with ease. He holds her waist and pounds into her, hitting her sweet spot. Her very loud moans echo in the empty apartment.

“You like that?” he asks between breaths.

“Yes, I do! Fuck me harder,” she commands.

Trusting her forceful, he presses two fingers into her mouth, urging her to bite down. After a series of intense moments, she reaches the pinnacle of her pleasure; her hands form fists, her toes curl, and her heart races wildly. In that moment, she releases all her inhibitions, giving in to her primal desires.

She climaxes twice within thirty minutes. Gasping for breath, she looks up at a smiling Calden.

~ the END~
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one
Unexpected Turbulence


Things always work out differently than I want them to. It’s something I’ve had to live with for the past twenty years. I’m used to it. The more I want something, the less likely it seems to happen. So, I learned to ask for the exact opposite. This tactic usually works, but not today.

The plane is shaking with turbulence and I’m scared shitless. Beside me, the man sits calmly, tapping on his phone as if nothing is happening. While everyone else is panicking, he remains composed. Well, if I were to put my trust in someone, it might as well be him.

"Please hold me," I say as I stretch out my hand.

"What?" his gruff voice retorts in confusion.

"I don't want to die."

"Okay?" His brows furrow.

"You don’t look shaken when we are about to fall out of the sky, so you must have a plan, yeah? Can you take me with you when you escape?" I ask selfishly, but he says nothing.

Suddenly the plane tilts; my body flings to the other side, my hand landing on his cock.

"Oh, wow. I’ve never had sex before," I blurt out, still holding onto the bulge in his pants. Fuck, it is rock-hard.

"How old are you?"

"Old enough," I answer defensively.

"Well, I have a situation down here, and you aren’t helping right now. But I think we can assist each other. We both need a distraction," he says as I remove my hand hastily.

"Sorry," I manage. My heart thumps rhythmically as my mind deciphers the meaning of his words.

Since we're about to die anyway, I might as well have some fun. I feel his hand move gently under the blanket, that covers me.

"Open your legs," he demands.

"Wider," he whispers. I can feel his hand slide under my skirt, his touch sending a shiver down my spine. "Fuck, you are so wet."

His palm rubbing against my panties before he moves them to one side.

“Do you like that?” he asks as he pushes one finger inside my pussy.

Moaning I arch toward him, craving more.

“I bet your pussy is nice and tight. I can already imagine how it will feel around my cock,” he murmurs as he leans close to my ear.

My body trembles with jittery anticipation. I’ve never done this before, yet it seems so natural.

For clarity, I’ve never spoken to a stranger for more than ten minutes. I’ve never thought that a particular man is smoking hot, I’ve never allowed a man to pat my pussy, and I’ve never been on an airplane.

So, why the hell am I having a conversation with a stranger who is fingering me on a plane ride? I don't know. Today, I'm a little outside my comfort zone, breaking all the rules I've lived by over the years.

Oh, I forgot a not-so-important detail: my best friend, Trisha, is merely three seats behind me. There was a mix-up with our seating.

Everything he is doing to me feels so familiar, yet strange: the way his breath smells of mint when he leans in turns me on. Sensing my pussy tighten and clench around his finger, I think there must be something wrong with me. I know what I’m doing is morally wrong, but man hypnotizes me.

"Do you like when I do this?" he asks as he pushes a second finger inside me.

Oh, my lord, it feels good. But I can’t say that, so I nod.

"What about this?" he whispers as he gently taps my pussy. The way his fingers work is nothing short of sheer expertise.

I'm amazed by the intensity of my physical reaction, trembling and quivering. It's like my essence is wrapping into a fuzzy ball before exploding in fireworks. The sensation is overwhelming and beyond my control. My body seems to have a mind of its own, responding with a wave of pleasure I never knew was possible.

"Ooooh, baby, you drive me wild!”

"What was that?” I ask still a little confused.

"I would say you just had an orgasm," he simply says with a smile.

I had never been interested in the idea of joining the mile-high club. Wait, that sounds wrong! You can’t be interested in something you’ve never experienced. Let me rephrase: I’ve never thought I would join the mile-high club, but I’ve read plenty about it and understand what it entails. Why would anyone think having sex inside a tiny cubicle laboratory on a plane is a good idea?

I could not even comfortably pee in that shit-sized pathetic excuse of a “convenient room,” not to mention fitting in two grown adults jerking back and forth in the rigorous exercise of fuckery.

Then again, I’ve never put myself out there, because I’m Lena, the geek. My best feature is my thick wavy dark hair that falls beautifully to my waist. Plus, I’m very smart - I’m talking the kind that cuts across everything. I know something about everything and a little about anything.

The downside to this awesomeness is my absolute lack of social interaction. I’ve been to only one party in my twenty-one years alive – thanks to Trisha, my best friend. It has been fun, but I felt out of place looking at the boys and girls doing stupid things. If that’s the price of a social life – hum, hell no. Hard pass.

I'm an avid reader, devouring anything I can get my hands on. But it's the books that make my pulse race and my cheeks flush that really get to me, the ones that make my panties go damp. Unfortunately, no man has yet had the pleasure of seeing that side of me.

Glancing back at Trisha in the back row with her purple headset and closed eyes, she seems to be asleep.

"Why do you keep looking back." His voice floats around me. It is deep yet soft as he looks at me curiously. His hands are still underneath the blanket and inside my skirt as he tortures me with two fingers.

I feel a pang of guilt as I recall sharing my pact with her: to pop my cherry with the right guy this summer. It's difficult to admit, but I'm enjoying this far more than I should.

Biting my lower lip, I shake my head. "Nothing," I reply softly.

"I want to fuck you hard," he growls.

Turning abruptly toward me, his body blocks the view of the passengers on the other side of the center aisle. With his free hand, he invades my cropped top, snaking it gently from my belly to my braless breasts.

"Wild," he says.

I laugh.

"I’m anything but wild," I manage to say, though a moan slips out as his hands explore my small breasts, eliciting a delicious response from my body. Sensations stir in my lower abdomen, and I revel in them.

"You like it?" he asks again.

"Love it," I answer softly.

My pussy craves more, wanting deeper movement. I feel like such a slut. Tilting my head back as he takes hold of my nipple, a quiet moan slipping out. His touch sets me ablaze, my skin flush with desire. How come he looks so in control, while I'm aching for more?

"You are so sexy." He murmurs in my ear.

"You think?" I ask.

His dark eyes bore into me. I feel exposed as he gazes down. There's a fiery passion in his eyes, something I hadn't realized I craved until now. My body on the other hand made the decision minutes ago. Needing to get fucked by this man.

"I love the way your pussy is squeezing against my fingers, and your hard nipples," he murmurs, his voice low and husky, sending a shiver down my spine.

"That's quite arrogant of you," I stammer in an attempt to deflate his ego even if everything he says is true. I want more. I need him.

"But it is the reality, no?"

"How big is your cock?" I ask boldly to change the subject.

"Your tight pussy might not be able to take it even if I put only half of it in you."

"You are one arrogant bastard."

"Yet this bastard has made you feel relief within a few minutes of touching you," he chuckles. I don’t like this man’s attitude, but maybe that is his charm. It is working because he makes me curious.

"Want to show me?” Wait, did I just ask that? I clap my mouth shut in horror. This isn’t me: I’m smart Lena, the nerd and the virgin.

"Yes, I’ll go to the lavatory, come four minutes later to join me," he says as he withdraws his hands from my body. My pussy protests and my breasts ache from the absence of his warmth.

He winks at me as he gets up to leave. My head is reeling…what am I doing? I look at my digital watch, counting in seconds and minutes. One minute passes. What the hell am I doing? How can a stranger have this much effect on me? I think about the handsome man who has managed to break down a wall I didn’t know I had put up.

"One minute late," he says as he pulls me into the lavatory, his eyes brimming with anger. But I’m not scared. I’m feeling naughty.


two
The Wildling's Ecstasy


His eyes are darker than the night, the kind some of my books would describe as soulless and evil. I should be scared, but as I hold his face and press my mouth against his wide lips, fear is the last thing on my mind. His mouth envelops mine with a passion I've never experienced. My body tingles with electricity, from my hair down to my feet.

With each kiss, my craving for him intensifies. Needing to pull back to catch my breath, my eyes search his. All I can see is hunger and a deep desire.

A few minutes later, he seizes my lips once more, his kiss urgent and needy. He's an amazing kisser, and his touch leaves me feeling exposed. I hear a sharp inhale before he takes my right breast in his mouth, pinching the other.

By the heavens, it feels amazing. He's so careful, purposefully sucking. He fondles them gently, repeatedly, playing with my nipples in a trance-like state.

Lust gleams in his eyes, and the way his hands rub against his bulge turns me on even more. I smile and bite my lower lip, then relax my back against the wall near the tiny toilet, gazing at him.

I prop my leg on the small seat, exposing my thighs. I’m not brave by nature, and this level of confidence is new to me. Also new is the need I’m feeling underneath my logic.

The fear of being caught adds to the rush of blood flowing to all my sensitive parts. I’m more than excited and feel reckless.

"You smell so good," he says as his tall body leans closer, taking a sniff. Of course, I do! I represented one of the biggest perfumeries in North Carolina.

He doesn’t wait for further invitations as he discards my top in the sink. Taking my skirt up to my waist, he kneels before me; my exposed pussy is directly in his face. He inhales, and I feel his warm breath against my thighs.

"Open your legs wider," he commands.

"Okay," I respond in a voice that is not mine; it’s light and squeaky.

He keeps sniffing and blowing warm air into my exposed slit; my heart is beating erratically, and my body is tense and needy. I crave more, so I hold his head down and push my center even more into his face.

"Kiss me there, now," I growl.

"So impatient my little wildling," he says, as I feel a new sensation between my legs. A wet warm slobbery thing slides across my fold: his tongue is long and wide. It feels harder as he inserts it directly, going back and forth. I moan out loud, fully aware that I have to be quiet.

I want to run my hands through his sleek hair, but I hold myself back so as not to alert anyone of what we are doing when we return to our seats.

There is a knock on the door. He calmly stands up, opens the door slightly, and mutters something to whoever is there. In the meantime, I try to get dressed, but his hands stop me.

Back on his knees, he places my legs on both sides of his shoulders. I’m sitting on the covered toilet, my back resting against the cold wall. He drags my skirt a little higher, so it is on my waist. Next thing I know, he inserts a finger into my pussy, going in and out while kissing my thighs and moaning loudly. This is the sexiest thing ever.

The finger of one hand continuously drives into my pussy while his other palm teases my boobs with such pleasure. Sitting there, I do nothing but writhe and moan quietly.

“Touch me,” he commands, as he continues to torture me. One hand instinctively finds its way into his hair and the other one shyly wanders down his neck, scratching his back. Losing control over my actions is new to me.

His tongue is warm in contrast to his very cold lips. When it strikes my clit, it sends shivers through every inch of my body. I arch my back in pleasure. He is biting and licking my pussy. The desire for more builds in the pit of my stomach. I can feel the need to release, but I hold on.

My body trembles and my hips press against his mouth. Everything happens so quickly, and I feel overwhelmed. It's like my body is operating independently, with a mind of its own.

"Yes, my wildling, spill that juice," I hear him say in the distance.

There is no holding back: I’m too far over the edge.

As sensations swirl around me, my head feels light, my body is exposed, and my pussy drips with anticipation. All I crave is to feel him, to experience the pleasure of him deep inside me.

As I fumble with his pants, my hands shaking with nervous excitement, his cock springs free, and I gasp. It's everything I've seen in porn and more—big, long, and thick. I can hardly believe my eyes as I awkwardly reach out to touch it. My movements are clumsy and uncertain. Shivers of excitement and a touch of fear run down my spine as I realize that I’m about to have my first time.

"You do have a huge cock," I say with a shaky voice.

"I told you,” He says. "Scared?" he presses further.

"Very" I whisper, a little embarrassed.

"Yeah, I sort of expected that."

"What do you mean by that," I ask, feeling upset for some reason.

"You did not strike me as the kind of girl that is up for a challenge."

Yes, he is right, I’m not, but I’m feeling insulted by this man’s arrogance. Scared, I want to prove him wrong.

"Can you take it?" he asks as if he knows what I’m thinking.

"Yes," I say weakly as he chuckles.

He laughs softly as he lifts me gently, puts my discarded top on, and arranges my skirt.

"We need to get out; the plane is about to land. You go first," he says as he drops a business card into my hands. I open my eyes wide as I look at the gold-like plated rectangular card with only a phone number in silver lettering on it. He pushes into my hands a wad of cash.

"What are you doing?" I ask in annoyance.

"Have a good vacation, my little wildling" he replies as he places a simple kiss on my head before shoving me out. I walk back to my seat with many emotions: relief, anger, and guilt. He never returned to the seat beside me.

A sense of loss and confusion engulfs me.


three
The Seduction Begins


Axel

"Her name is Lena," my secretary informs me.

"She is here on vacation with her best friend," he continues.

The image of the young woman from yesterday lingers in my mind. Her purity calls me. Perhaps she isn't as innocent as she believes, but something about her ignites excitement in my body. She hasn’t reached out yet, but I know she will. I saw the hunger in her eyes, confirming that she was ready for a challenge. I know she wants to feel my cock inside her. I certainly want to torture her. I want to see her on the edge once more and then fuck her hard as a reward.

"Best friend," I repeat. Images of what I could, and would do, flood my mind. I started dreaming about how I would play with the two of them. Their begging for mercy echoes in my head.

After envisioning the scene of having both women beneath me, I conjure a scenario where Lena is tormented by both her friend and me. There's an intriguing quality about her that captivates me. I need to fuck that tight pussy of hers as soon as possible

The memory of her taste, when I sucked on her wet fold, is etched in my mind as heavenly. The soft, silent moans that escaped her lips when I touched her sent a thrill through me. Yearning to pin her down in my room, I want to lose myself in her completely. I can almost hear her cries and feel her begging me to continue.

It took a lot of restraint from me not to fuck her in the lavatory. But I knew she was scared and we ran out of time. I want to hold her long hair and twist it in a coil while pounding into her. Fuck, why isn’t she calling me? Could it be that she lost my number?

"Find out what hotel she is staying at," I growl.

***

In need to find a woman for tonight, one to make me release my frustration in the form of a cum, I walk into the bar of one of my hotels. Quickly, I found the girl who had been fawning over me. This is home. Many know me down here as Axel, the owner of Axel’s hotels and airlines.

"Yes, fuck me."

"Yass."

"Don’t stop."

"Ahhhhh, you feel so good."

The red-haired doggy style in front of me keeps yelling out loud. She is beautiful, but my mind is fixated on someone else. Her boobs are round and firm, but her moans are forced and exaggerated: they sound like noise to my ears.

"You talk too much woman," I snap angrily.

"Let's put your mouth to better use," I say as I remove my dick harshly. I watch as she heaves a sigh of relief. My mind wanders to Lena. She was honest about it all: she was human compared to this doll. I saw the fear in her eyes when she saw my cock.

I recall her pleasure when I tortured her underneath the blanket, the ecstasy as I kissed her, and the way her pussy tightened around my fingers. It was so fucking hot. I wonder how her small pussy will react when I enter her; the thought of a whimper escaping her lips gets me excited.

The red-haired girl puts my erection in her mouth. Expertly she moves her head up and down against it. There is no denying that it feels good when she plays with my balls, massaging and teasing them.

I moan, "just like that."

My shaft is enjoying the warmth of her mouth, but my mind is on Lena, whose smell is torturing me. It’s her I envision.

"Get out," I yell at the woman before me.

Quickly she grabs her stuff and scurries out. Sensing her fear like a tangible presence, I revel in the moment, relish it. I love my power and am unafraid to make use of it. I need Lena. It isn't typical for me to crave a woman in this way, but my body demands her, and only her.

***

"Drive down to Abby’s," I command my driver.

"Yes, sir."

The drive is quiet as usual; my eyes are closed. Thoughts of Lena flood my mind, vivid and enticing. Imagining her naked, her body sprawled on the floor, her hands reaching out to me, I can almost hear her voice. In my dream, she is begging me to take her, to make her mine in every way possible.

In my mind's eye, I envision myself with another woman, our bodies entwined as I move inside her. It's a cruel fantasy, a way to torture Lena the way she's been torturing me. I want her to see me with someone else, want her to know how powerful I am. Even though she makes me feel weak and almost insecure, no woman before had such an effect on me. My body reacts violently, and my dick hardens. I need her tonight.

Making myself at home in the hotel lobby. I’ve been sitting only a few minutes before I see her walking down the grand staircase. She has the biggest smile I’ve ever seen in my life.

Information is power, and power can be bought. Satisfied with myself, I watch her as she speaks with her friend, animatedly. My body stirs at the sight of her curvy hips and full lips. I moan and adjust my pants as I wave at her.

Her eyes widen in shock, and a blush creeps up her cheeks as she turns to her friend. This innocent gesture ignites a surge of desire within me.

"We will meet here at four?" I hear her friend asking.

"Yeah," Lena answers.

Then she stares at me.

"Hey, Lena."

"Hey."

"You didn’t call me," I say calmly.

"Was I supposed to?" she asks shyly.

What is she doing? No one plays games with Axel. "I gave you my number, didn’t I?"

She is about to answer when I cut her short.

"Come here," I beckon; she does and I whisper, "I believe we have some unfinished business." As I challenge her, blood travels visibly from her neck to her face. She turns in a deep shade of red. Taking her hand, I lead her to my car outside the hotel.

"Where are we going?" she asks.

"Somewhere I can fuck you hard…you’ve been naughty," I say as she turns even redder. So innocent and sweet.

Lena

My heart is thumping hard in my chest. My body is betraying me and wants to jump on him right here in the backseat. I want to press myself against him violently. This man has been on my mind for the past 24 hours. Trying to keep my cool, I watch him make several phone calls to cancel meetings for the next few hours.

His voice is cold and menacing. I can hear the fear in the receiver’s voice. Minutes later we arrive at a big building, labeled Axel’s.

The elevator ride is tense with just the two of us. As soon as we step into the large office, he grabs my mouth in a desperate, demanding kiss. His tongue seeks dominance, his hands winding around my neck.

My tongue reacts on instinct to his. Our connection is fueled by raw desire as if we are savoring each other as a final feast. One hand finds its way into my hair, while the other travels to my waist and then further down to my buttocks. His fingers massage my rear, gently squeezing one butt cheek after the other.

When he pulls me in tighter, I notice his bulge against my thighs. A moan escapes my lungs as I feel his hot breath against my ear.

"See how hard you make me," he mutters as he directs my hand to his throbbing cock. It is so hard and big that my hand can’t grab it all.

In a swift move, he pushes everything from the table to the ground. My OCD trait hitches, as I worry about the mess.

No time to freak out, he pulls me closer, his tongue in my mouth once more. I can barely control my thoughts as he invades them blissfully. All my worries fly away as my hormones begin screaming and clamoring for more. I need him so badly. Feeling his arms and torso hard as if made of steel, drawing me in deeper.

As the thought of escaping briefly crosses my mind, it's more about asserting my independence than a genuine desire to leave. All I truly crave is to feel his rock-hard cock inside me. Unfortunately, he seems to sense that, and it only adds to the tension between us.

He hoists me effortlessly, carrying me to his desk. With a swift motion, he pulls my skirt down to the floor, then tears my panties off - like a beast. My blood rushes south, igniting sensations I've never experienced before, eliciting a moan from deep within me. He guides me gently, my back meeting the desk, and my legs lifting off the ground. Kneeling before me, he grips my waist, bringing it to the edge.

"Fucking beautiful," he says as he looks at my pussy. My heart is beating hard as I feel his cold lips on my hot center.

"Hmmm, I need you so bad," he says. Using his tongue he opens my fold. His hands move up to my hips while he skillfully bites and licks all around my vulva.

"Oh wow," I moan, trying to bear the pressure of his mastery. All of this is new to me. My toes curl in pleasure when he stops to lick his lips. Eyes do not leave me when he stands up. Staring into my soul, he removes his pants and bends over my thighs. I watch him closely as I take in a deep breath.

"I missed your smell," he murmurs, a look of pure lust on his face. I practically convulse.

The thought of making this powerful man horny fills me with pride; his face meets mine as he helps me to sit up.

"Do you want this?" he asks, looking down at himself.

"Yes," I answer without hesitation.

After giving him the permission he needs, his demeanor changes and he tears at my blouse.

I notice the sounds of the button landing on the hardwood floor. Feeling my blood rush from the force, I watch his primal instinct take over the best of him making me want him more than anything. The way he unhooks my bra hastily turns me on.

"I’m going to fuck you hard, so be a good girl,” he orders gruffly, almost soullessly. Fear initially washes over me, but it is quickly replaced with lust as his cock springs free from his underwear.

"Come down," he orders while giving me a hand.

“Hold the table."

"Stand on your toes," he demands.

I’m panting, enthralled, wanting, and needing. Listening to his instructions I push my hips towards him.

Then with no warning, I feel his cock ease into me; it is a painful sensation as he breaks the barrier. I wince in pain.

"Ah" I cry out, but he does not seem to care as he pushes in deeper and deeper. More and more until I feel that I can't take it anymore. My head reels with a faint pleasure mixed with pain and my legs become numb when he stops. "Are you ok?”

"Yeah," I say truthfully. The initial pain slowly fades, replaced by a deep awareness of his penetration that surprisingly feels good. My body seems to be adjusting to his shaft, welcoming the sensation as he continues to move in and out.

"Ahhh" I whimper, trying to relax into the motion.

My mind is confused between pain and pleasure. His hardness fills me, dominating my senses. Then he moves, but this time he doesn’t stop. Shifting his hands from my waist to the table, I sense his weight pressing down on me, keeping me restrained.

He moves slowly at first, thrusting in and out of me.

While my body adjusts, I allow my mind to let go and focus on the inexplainable ecstasy. I arch my back, offering myself to him, inviting him to take me deeper. The rhythm between us becomes primal, a raw, instinctual dance of desire. My hips move in sync with his, meeting each thrust with a hunger that consumes us both. An animalistic urge is rising within me, a need to be taken, to be claimed. His movements become more urgent, and more demanding when he suddenly stops.

"Fuck you are so tight, Lena."

“I need you to turn around,” he orders between breaths.

Once he pulled his thick dick out, I feel almost empty. Relief of some kind, but longing for more at the same time.

No time to think, he swings me around and pushes my upper body down on the table. After spreading my legs slightly, I can feel the tip of his shaft against my ass. Next thing I know he invades me with force.

A scream in surprise and release leaves my lips.

For a few seconds, I can see stars.

“Yea, fuck me!” I hear myself cry out.

He quickens his pace. I moan, as he thrusts in and out. Escalating the rhythm, he is thrusting hard and relentlessly. He spanks my ass, then pulls my hair. His other hand moves to my breasts as he continually pounds my pussy. I’m dripping wet, making a sound that fills me with pride.

With each thrust, I can feel the tension building, coiling tighter and tighter until it's almost unbearable. I'm on the edge, teetering on the brink of something powerful and all-consuming. I start to stiffen while he keeps going. And then, with one final, desperate push, I surrender to the primal ecstasy that consumes me. I can feel my pussy tighten around his cock while climaxing.

My thoughts scatter, overtaken by bliss – consumed by him, by me, and the lingering scent of sex.

"Holy fuck," I yell and feel my body tense up more.

Shortly after, he reaches his peak, calling my name as he thrusts with increasing force. Then he pauses, releasing himself inside me. I'm still catching my breath, trying to calm my racing heart. My mind is filled with just one word:

"Wow."

He withdraws abruptly, and a hiss of longing escapes my lips at the sudden emptiness. Desire flares anew, compelling me to turn and watch as he pants and staggers towards the large, black couch on one side of his office. Despite the soreness that lingers, my body moves of its own accord, driven by an insatiable craving.

With instinct as my guide, I approach him. My mind is a haze of need, operating on a primal level. Gently, I push him down onto the couch, eager for more.

"Lena."

"Hush," I whisper, placing my finger on his lips. I gradually unbuttoned his shirt, revealing broad shoulders. I marvel at his defined biceps. His physique is a sculpted masterpiece, each muscle defined with precision. A testament to dedicated hours in the gym, his abs showcase a chiseled core, hinting at great strength beneath the surface.

The contours of his body speak of hard work and discipline. My hands explore his body briefly, noting that his cock is still hard and glistening from our previous encounter. I can see the juice inside the condom; so I remove it and toss it into the trash.

I kiss his tiny nipples, one after the other. He inhales sharply, as I kiss his belly button and then the bridge between his waist and cock. Soft hair surrounds his hard length like a dense pool. His breath catches as I kiss his balls.

My hands are on his thighs. I kneel before him and take his huge length into my mouth. I can taste his cum. I suck on it like I’ve seen it in porn and allow my subconscious to take over.

Axel

Her mouth surprises me, warm and eager, a mix of impulse and uncertainty that drives me wild. There's a certain charm in her beauty and innocence as she struggles to take all of me with her petite mouth.

"Ah," escapes my lips, and I quickly clamp my mouth shut. I’m not a man to moan, but fuck this feels so good. Placing my hand on the back of her head I press it down so I can feel her gagging over my cock. She pauses to catch her breath every thirty seconds, but I will not complain.

Warm tears cascade down onto my throbbing length, adding an unexpected sensation to the heat between us. With a firm grip, I guide her head in rhythmic movements, savoring her attempt to bring me to climax. Unable to contain myself any longer, I surrender to the rush of release, watching intently as she eagerly takes it all in, swallowing my hot juices.

Her eyes, brimming with tears, meet mine in a gaze filled with intensity and desire. As she licks her lips, a subtle innocence lingers in her glance, adding to the allure of the moment. She is a keeper at least for now. No one else has left me craving for more. I feel the urge to lead her into unknown pleasures, to break her in and make her mine in every sense. I ache to be the one who molds her, who teaches her, who shows her my world, so she craves only me, wanting everything I have to give.


four
Forbidden Ecstasy


Lena

The room is small, emphasizing the aura of danger that surrounds him. His presence fills the space, commanding attention. There's something undeniably dreadful about this man, a sense that he walks a fine line between chaos and control. My brain registers the warning signs, but my body betrays me, instinctively trusting him. It's as if I know deep down that he won't harm me, yet every move he makes, every gesture, every glance, radiates an unmistakable air of danger and power.

"What do you want to drink," he asks in a husky voice.

"Soda," I answer.

"You should try this," he says, handing me a clear glass bottle filled with a red liquid. It looks like blood but smells like wine with a hint of mint. Curiosity gets the best of me, and I take a cautious sip. The taste is surprisingly refreshing, but it burns my throat on the way down.

"Take another gulp," he commands, his voice firm and compelling. I find it hard to refuse him, so I take another big sip before setting the bottle down on the counter.

Suddenly, my head feels light, and the room begins to spin. Realizing that I'm sweating I wonder if the air conditioning is off. His voice calls out to me from a distance, and I struggle to focus, feeling both hot and dizzy.

"You good?"

"Yeah, I’m ok."

"How do you feel?" he asks.

"Free!" I exclaim, raising my hands in the air. Everything feels different, in a good way. It's like I'm floating, weightless. My vision is slightly blurry, and for a moment, he seems to blur too, but then he sharpens, and... did he just get more handsome?

The buzz of the alcohol fades quickly, leaving me remarkably clear-headed. But the next thing I know, a wave of confidence washes over me, and I feel incredibly sexy and powerful.

"Fuck me," the words come out of my mouth brazenly, surprising even myself with my boldness.

"Come here," he says as he pulls me closer to his hard body.

"Take off your dress.”

Obeying, I stand before him in nothing but my sandals and thong. I put my hands on my waist looking at him, trying to gauge his reaction. If I didn't know better, I'd say he looks impressed.

"Now what?" I ask boldly.

"Lie on the sofa and pleasure yourself," he replies.

"How?" I ask, feeling a mix of confusion and arousal.

He takes my hand and leads it to my breasts, showing me how to caress myself. As his hand guides mine, gently massaging my boobs, a shiver of excitement runs through me.

My nipples respond intensely, hardening beneath his touch. The warmth of my fingers on my bare skin, all beneath his sensual gaze, is exhilarating.

I relish the audacity of my actions, the thrill of the unknown consequences only adding to the rush. It is time to throw all caution to the wind. Whatever was in that drink made me feel invincible and wild. Finally feeling like myself, I debate whether I am a “wildling” after all.

"Damn, your body is sexy. Now, play with yourself," he says, his tone oddly casual compared to his usual arrogance. Strolling to the other end of the sofa he sits, crossing his legs. A cup of half-drunk whiskey in one hand; his tie loosened, two buttons of his shirt are undone, and his eyes are fixated on me.

This behavior isn't typical for me, but strangely, it feels natural, like this is the true me. I love it. I enjoy myself. Whatever he does to me makes me feel desired.

I begin by slowly removing my sandals, savoring the feeling of each strap sliding off my skin, leaving me barefoot and exposed. With a deliberate and sensual motion, I then move to kneel on the sofa, my body angled towards him, my hips pushing forward suggestively.

Maintaining eye contact, I reach for the tiny string holding my panties together. With a teasing slowness, I tug at it, feeling the fabric give way. As I discard the damp fabric, I throw it towards him, a bold and provocative gesture. The act of baring myself to him in this way makes me feel a rush of power.

Swaying to the faint beats of a Rihanna song in the background, I let my hips move in a seductive rhythm. My hands find their way to my breasts, cupping them gently as I tease myself with featherlight touches. The heat of his gaze intensifies, sending a wave of desire through me.

With a sultry gesture, I tug at the band holding my hair in a ponytail, letting it cascade down my back in a silky wave. My hands glide over my neck, eliciting a soft moan as I surrender to the ecstasy coursing through me.

The sensation is intense, a heat that makes me yearn for his rock-hard dick.

Stretching out my legs, I sensually guide my hand from my toes, slowly caressing up my thighs. Crossing one leg over the other in the air, I block his view of my face, offering an unabashed display of my bare pussy.

With a delicate touch, I insert one of my manicured fingers into my core, feeling a rush of relief and pleasure that escapes in louder moans. Lost in the satisfaction of self-indulgence, I revel in the pleasure of my touch.

“Move your finger.” His voice is low and dreadful.

I do as I’m told, feeling the warmth and moisture inside me. Instinctively, I add another finger, the sensation intensifying. It feels so good, so tight, that my mind reels from the pleasure.

I run my other hand over my face, dragging it sensually over my lips before trailing down to my stomach. With a seductive wiggle of my body, I move around the fingers inside me, lost in the overwhelming sensations.

"Look at me, Lena," he demands. I lift my eyes to see him undoing the button of his pants; his cock springs out to reveal its majestic size. My body tightens at the sight of his impressive length, anticipation coursing through me.

With one hand, I give my breasts some good squeezes and playful teasing, starting slowly and then picking up speed, heightening my arousal. My other hand, two fingers deep inside me, works tirelessly to push me over the edge.

As everything becomes a blur, my eyes mist over, my head feels lighter, and the room starts spinning. I'm on the brink of that moment of release, the edge of ecstasy. And then it hits me—I cum, waves of pleasure crashing over me as I lose myself in the intensity of my climax.

“Do you like what you see?” he asks, calmly.

“Yes.”

“Do you want me?”

“Badly,” I hear myself saying.

“Come, suck my dick,” he says.

With my wobbly feet, I walk toward him; it’s like floating. He is sitting with his legs apart, his fully erected cock twitching in excitement. I kneel before him and grab his length, slowly massaging it. Building up his want by increasing the pace by the second, I lean in to take it in my mouth.

"Oh yeah," he moans while guiding my head down to his shaft, urging it deeper into my mouth. Before I know it, I feel him in my throat, and breathing becomes a struggle. But I don’t stop. With both hands, I grab the base of him and massage his balls.

I'm uncertain about my performance, but the grunts and huffs escaping him signal his satisfaction. I manage to release my hold from the pressure of his palms to catch my breath.

I curl my tongue around his cock, mimicking the techniques of the porn actresses I watched last night. With my palm wrapped around his cock, I jerk my head forward and backward, fully committed to pleasuring him. My mouth hurts from sucking, but his moans give me the willpower to continue until he spills his warm juice in my mouth and on my hands.


five
Elevator Ecstasy


Axel

Ablaze with desire for more of her touch, her essence, my body refuses to let her go as she prepares to leave. She's like an addictive drug, intoxicating and maddeningly irresistible.

Even though her body shows signs of exhaustion, mine feels electrified, the blood rushing through my veins like a tempest, I know I won't survive the night without one final taste of her, one last moment of ecstasy to hold onto.

On the mirrored elevator walls, her curves are visible from every perspective. She stands with her arms akimbo, the rise and fall of her chest accentuated by the rhythm of her breath.

My hands travel down her back, landing on her buttocks for a tender squeeze, earning me a bashful smile.

“Get out,” I yell at the staff as I ferociously tap the button. I watch them scurry out in fear.

“Why did you do that?” she asks with a pout as the door closes.

“To do this,” I say, pushing her against the glass wall for a kiss. When her mouth opens as she gasps, I take the opportunity to push my tongue in further, while I mold my body to hers. Responding to my touch I can feel all her feminine curves soften. Her hand is in my hair as she wraps her right leg around my legs, her moans filling my ears.

“Someone might see us,” she warns in between the kisses.

“No one will,” I assure her, my desire overriding any concern for being caught. With urgency, I lift her dress and massage her ass, feeling her readiness as I insert a finger into her wet pussy. As my digit explores inside her, she grips me tightly, her teeth grazing my earlobe, sending a shiver down my spine.

After a few minutes of teasing and pinching her pussy, I put her other leg around my waist and lift her off the ground. With her back still pressed against the glass walls, I press myself into her and watch as her lips part in a loud moan.

“Harder,” she screams.

That makes my primal instincts take over, I can't hold back any longer. With a fierce hunger, I pound into her without mercy, consumed by the raw, intense desire. Each thrust is violent, fueled by an overwhelming need to possess her completely. Her moans of pleasure only drive me further, pushing me to the edge of control.

My body trembles as I spill my juice inside her. I make a mental note to discuss her contraceptive plan.

After regaining control of myself and ensuring that she is okay, I hear her say: "Wow, that was exciting. You lost control there for a second."

She is right but there is no way I can admit that, so I change the topic.

“This was nothing little Wildling. Don’t think I'm not done with you yet. You have not reached your peak of pleasure.”

Gently, I place her down and kiss her softly, a new emotion blossoming inside me as I hold her body close to mine.

"Do you like my kisses?" I ask.

"I love them," she replies eagerly.

"Where do you want me to kiss you next?" I tease playfully.

"Here," she says, touching an exposed thigh. I kneel and plant soft, kisses, lingering to inhale her intoxicating scent.

"Then here," she moves her hand further up.

"And here," I respond, placing a tender kiss on her wet pussy.

Lifting one of her legs over my shoulder, I bear her weight as I'm drawn to the smell and moistness of her pussy. I kiss and lick the juices pooled around it, eliciting a sigh of pleasure from her as one hand grips my hair for support while the other leaves marks on the cold glass.

I tease her relentlessly, alternating between gentle licks and fervent thrusts with my tongue, worshipping every inch of her with fervor. The intensity of her lust fuels my arousal, my cock hardening with each passing moment.

As her cries of ecstasy grow louder, I feel her body tense with impending release. With a final surge of passion, I continue to pleasure her with my tongue and fingers, pushing her closer to the edge of bliss.

"Holy fuck!" she gasps, her body trembling with the force of her climax. I feel the warmth of her release sliding down my tongue and fingers.

Exhausted but euphoric, she collapses into my hand, her body spent from the overwhelming sensation


six
Threesome Temptation


Lena

He is sitting on the bed with a golden stopwatch in his right hand. The suite is beautifully decorated, and scented candles light up the place. I never would have guessed that he would be a romantic kind of guy.

I glance at Trisha, her mouth hanging open as she scrutinizes every nook and cranny of the room. It's clear she's never seen anything as fancy as this before, and neither had I until I met him. His world is a stark contrast to ours.

His eyes find mine, and the intensity of his gaze feels like a physical touch, sending a shiver down my spine. I can't help but remember the promises he made the last time he fucked me. My pussy is still sore from our last encounter.

When his gaze falls on her, he nods in approval before his eyes turn stone cold. It's a transformation I've seen before, the shift from charming to commanding, from approval to indifference. I feel naked under his scrutiny, exposed to the full force of his demanding, arrogant personality.

But there's a danger in his demeanor that's strangely endearing, a reminder of the power he holds and the thrill of being near it. Despite the fear that coils in the pit of my stomach, there's a part of me that's drawn to him, to the risk and excitement he represents.

"Take off your dresses." His voice cuts through the silence, and we slowly remove them. Something about his tone has changed, it’s commanding yet soft.

"Come," he invites us to the bed with a lazy wave of his hand. As we get closer, my eyes widen in shock at the enormous bed's array of toys and devices.

Trisha walks ahead, and I can't help but appreciate the curves of her petite and perfectly proportioned backside. The outline of her perky and flushed breasts is visible through her bra. As she draws near, he swiftly pulls her into his lap, and she settles in comfortably.

"I told you not to be late. Get on your knees," he commands, and I simply obey.

From down here I watch helplessly how he presses Trisha into the bed and handcuffs her to the frame. She squirms as he traces his fingers along her skin, stopping for a few seconds where the line of her bra starts before pulling out a ball gag from beside him.

She lets out a soft moan from his teasing, her skin blushing pink as she arches her back under his touch. His intense kisses guide his hands to the back of her bra, where he fumbles to unhook it. When revealed, her small yet firm breasts with their prominent, large nipples stand exposed. The red color on her body deepens from the impact of his caresses.

"Don't want you making too much noise now," he says with a smirk and gags her.

Standing up he observes his work like a proud artist that looks at his most treasured work. "Lena, get up." He motions to me.

I stand up and move toward him, avoiding direct eye contact. In the short time since we parted, he has transformed into a predator. Standing just inches away from him, he places his hand on my cheek, gently lifting my chin to meet his gaze.

“Do you want this?” he asks for approval.

“Yes.”

"Good, because I'm not going to give you any mercy," he whispers in my ear and then pushes me onto the bed without giving me a second to process his words. Both hands on my hips he moves in for a kiss.

His lips feel heavenly, and the slight smell of whiskey on his breath turns me on. Instinctively, my body presses into his. As he undoes my bra, I can feel my breasts seeming to jump out, as if they are lucky to be freed and ready for his touch. I lift my back from the bed, giving him extra room to slip it off.

“You have a perfect body, Lena. It fits right into mine.”

His hands move expertly. I can’t help but moan into his mouth as his thumb brushes over my nipples. My body responds to the warmth enveloping me, and I instinctively grasp his erection, applying gentle pressure as our mouths engage in a passionate battle. His hands leave my breasts to lift me, then start to massage my buttocks tenderly.

“A perfect ass,” he murmurs, his words igniting a desire for more. My body responds to his caress, the earlier tension melting away. I arch slightly, pressing myself into him. For a moment, I forget we are not alone, simply reveling in the warmth of his touch.

“Do you like this?”

I nod eagerly as he cups my ass and gives it a hard squeeze. I move to unbutton his pants, but his hands hold mine. I want more, but he has other ideas. He pulls down my panties and holds up a dildo. It is purple and wickedly long – the longest I have seen.

My body reacts violently to the gigantic toy. In the background, I hear a faint moan from Trisha. She has always been the wild one of the two of us.

“Are you into this?” he asks, looking at her. She nods her head eagerly.

“Open your legs,” he commands.

"Use this on her," he says, looking at me.

My eyes widen in shock, but I recover quickly. It is a little strange, but it feels right. I oblige and take the dildo from him. After removing her thong, I brush my fingers over her wet pussy. Trisha is drenched, clearly aroused from watching us.

With a wink, she encourages me as I slowly slide the dildo into place. Though muffled by the gag, a soft moan escapes her. Her body sinks further into the bed as I push the dildo in deeper. Initially resistant to penetration, it eventually glides in smoothly and gently. Another moan escapes her lips.

Axel nods approvingly and smiles as he watches me fuck Trisha with the toy. I slide the dildo in and out of her slowly, then faster. My hands and body shake as I increase my thrust. She is so fucking wet; the pink part of her pussy pulsates and forms cream on the dildo and my hands.

I hear a low, guttural sound from behind me and instinctively glance back. For a fleeting second, our eyes meet, and in that moment, I can see the raw desire in his dark gaze as he watches us. The sight of him, lost in his own arousal, touching his bulge, sends a powerful surge of empowerment through me

I savor the moment as my hands slowly slide down, teasingly tracing the curves of my body, before sensually discarding the last piece of clothing, my thong. With a playful flick, I toss it in his direction, a silent invitation. As I climb onto the bed, I feel his gaze intensify, pure lust.

Kneeling before Trisha, I position my legs on either side of her, arching my back slightly and pushing my buttocks upward, creating a provocative curve. With my derrière exposed in the air, I can feel the cool air against my intimate parts, sending a shiver of excitement through me.

“Fucking hell,” he curses.

I lean into the dildo, which is still suspended in Trisha's pussy, and continue fucking her with it. One hand is on her breast, squeezing and playing with her nipples as I move my hips in rhythm with the movement. Her body is writhing under me with muffled moans.

I tease him deliberately, pushing him to the brink until he loses his composure in our presence. The sound of his belt clanking fills the room, a prelude to his pants cascading down his legs, followed by his underwear. As he frees his cock, my heart skips a beat. His hand moves to his fully erected length, mirroring the rhythm of my hips as I continue to tease. I want him here with us, I need to feel his touch and I can see in his eyes that he wants the same.

“Yes, just like that Lena,” he says as he glides his hand further, his eyes fixated on us as he continues to stroke passionately.

As my eyes land on him, my body reacts violently. My heartbeat races, torn between the pleasure of the heat emanating from Trisha's pussy and the moans from the man behind me. In that moment, I realize I don't have to choose; I can bask in the ecstasy of my two lovers.

I part the soft folds of her pussy, craving a taste. Moving closer, I push my hips higher, eager to explore. She hisses in pleasure, opening her legs further, granting me access. The scent of her arousal fills my senses, overpowering his grunts.

At that moment, all I want is to take and feel her and then him. I allow myself to fall in tune with them. It into an out-of-body experience.

I slide my tongue into her pussy and use one of my fingers to part her labia as I suck on the juice coming from her. It is slimy and salty. I take more and more as I feel his hands around my waist.

Expecting him to penetrate me from behind, I instead feel a wet, sloppy sensation against my pussy. He's crouched underneath me, face up, planting long, wet kisses on my sex.

My head spins with pleasure, yet I persist, maneuvering my tongue and fingers back and forth inside Trisha. The grip of my other hand on her thighs tightens, responding to the cold sensations generated by his mouth on my intimate parts. As he continues kissing me, a subtle tremor courses through my body when he introduces a finger into my still-moving pussy.

“Ahhhh,” is the only sound that escapes my mouth.

His fingers move in swish-swish movements. I don’t think I can hold back any longer. Her hips sway suddenly as the dildo hits her G-spot. I look back at him, and he smiles approvingly. A surge of pride floods my brain, like a marathon runner crossing the finish line after months of training. A look of animalistic lust is plastered on his face; his lips are wet with moisture as he stands erect, watching me.

Engaged in passionate intimacy with my best friend, our connection is reaching a fever pitch. I drive the dildo even deeper, the warmth emanating from her passion fueling my heat. The expression on her face, constrained by the ball gag, adds an intense and exhilarating element to the experience.

I've never witnessed anything like it before. She looks ethereal, tears of ecstasy and pleasure glistening in her eyes. It makes me wonder—is this how he sees me when we're together? Each thrust of the sex toy elicits jerks from her body, her hips grinding into the bed, her muffled groans growing louder. He watches silently, his eyes seemingly memorizing every spasm and contraction of her body, finding pleasure in her unrestrained desire.

Trisha's eyes roll back as she reaches her climax; but before she can cum, he grabs my hand and quickly stops the thrusting. He smiles and looks between the two of us.

"Not yet,” he says, shoving his dick into my mouth before I can protest. My senses are numbed as he thrust it into my throat. His cock tastes sweet and salty; it also holds a hint of body soap. His natural scent seeps into my sinuses; and before I know it, he is all I can perceive.

He plunges his substantial length deep into the back of my throat. I convulse in a mixture of pleasure and discomfort, coughing up saliva and mucus. Yet, he doesn't withdraw. Instead, he allows my fluids to cascade down his shaft, compelling me to meet his gaze. In his eyes, I witness a transformed persona: lustful with slightly labored breaths.

He continues to jerk in and out, going deeper with each motion until I start to feel his balls slapping against my face. The more liquids I cough out, the more geared up he gets.

Moments later, his body spasms, and a small release of cum lands on my tongue. He gradually withdraws his cock from my mouth, leaving trails of spit and cum along its length. He is seemingly unfazed. Next thing I know, he lifts me and cradles me in his hands before gently inserting his rigid shaft into my eager pussy. The sensation is insane.

My body quivers with desire as his cock hits my sensitive spot. Although I am unsure of the effectiveness of this position with my legs raised on his shoulders, he seems to know precisely what he's doing. As he starts thrusting, his moans of pleasure reach my ears, syncing with mine.

My head hangs off the bed, next to Trisha. I observe her wet pussy creaming as he continues his rhythmic thrusts. After a few more, my body shivering in ecstasy, and I cum, waves of pleasure shaking my entire being. I crave more of him when he gently withdraws.

As he moves closer to Tricia, I catch my breath. His fingers enter her soaked pussy, the squelching sound audible. He stimulates her with his fingers, adding another; her body reacts with tremors and rolling eyes. As she approaches a climax, he unexpectedly removes his hands, repeating this process twice until her body is left spent.

As I watch him, it dawns on me what he's doing. It's a game of pleasure, but it means something entirely different to each of us. He expertly brings me to climax again and again, each wave of pleasure more intense than the last.

But for Trisha, he withholds that same release, teasing her, denying her the satisfaction she craves.

It's a tantalizing dance of dominance and submission, pleasure and denial. Trisha's moans grow louder, her body writhing with need, while I surrender to the ecstasy he offers me. His control over us both is intoxicating.

~ The End ~
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one
Unexpected Lessons
Dawn


The plan was always simple: get a degree, land a good job, become a wife, and eventually have a kid—preferably a little girl. But why the heck am I still stuck in phase one? Why am I struggling at the very first step?

Looks like I'll be chilling in this lecture hall for another couple of years, thanks to my program's crazy demands. I'm bound to fail that stupid math exam they make us take in the business department. You might say, "Just switch majors." I wish I could, but my dad would flip. I see how he works his butt off from sunrise to sunset just to give me better opportunities in life. Letting him down is not an option.

The professor—let's be real, the youngest and hottest prof ever—is seriously messing with my focus on this subject. He's like a mix of Chris Hemsworth's rugged charm and Dwayne Johnson's smolder. The guy is a major distraction. I can't help but drift off in class, thinking about his mouth, his voice, and the way he swallows when he takes a sip of water... it is surprisingly sexy. It's smooth and controlled like he's teasing the glass with his lips.

There's this subtle, almost sinful grace to it, as if he's savoring not just the water, but the moment. It makes you want to be that glass, just for a taste of his... well, you know. And the way his black pants hang low on his hips, teasing the promise of a sculpted physique underneath, has a magnetic pull on my gaze. Please, don't even get me started on the bulge in his trousers—it's a tantalizing mystery that occupies my mind more than it should.

“Stay behind if you didn’t turn in your assignment today,” he announces. Oops, I fall into that category, so I patiently wait with the rest of the defaulters.

He addresses us one after the other. I’m the last one. “Okay, Miss Delgado, can you explain why you did not turn in your homework?” His rich baritone voice echoes through the lecture room.

Wait, what is happening? I turn to confirm that he is talking to me. This is new. As the wallpaper I am—and always have been—I usually manage to escape my professors’ interrogations. Still in disbelief that he knows my name, I stutter, “I’m sorry, I just don’t get it, no matter how much I try. Math is not my strength.”

“Do you have a study group? Anyone that can help you?” he asks.

“I work at Lou’s till late at night,” I answer, shaking my head.

“Well, you have to find a tutor to help you. As much as I hate to say this, you might have to take an extra year if you don’t do something now.”

“I can’t afford a tutor,” I say sadly, exhausted from hearing my reality.

After a short break, he offers, “I’m free Mondays and Thursdays. I can give you extra lessons before or after your shift on those days.”

My eyes widen. Out of all the possibilities, nothing has prepared me for this opportunity. "Thank you so much," I say with genuine enthusiasm, clasping his hands in appreciation. His grip is strong and reassuring, with just the right amount of firmness. Heat rushes to my cheeks as I start to dream.

“You can let go now,” he says.

“Oh, so sorry, Professor,” I shrug, pulling myself out of my naughty thoughts.

“Call me Gabriel.”

"Thank you, Gabriel," I mutter, trying to keep my cool even though my inner fangirl is screaming about how handsome he is.

Throughout the day, while wiping tables and taking customer orders, my mind keeps drifting to the memory of his touch. I can’t shake the image of his smile and the sound of his laughter when I blushed like an idiot. It replays in my head over and over again, making it hard to focus on anything else.

“So you're telling me that he just offered to help you?” my roommate asks skeptically. “Yes, Mona,” I answer for the umpteenth time.

“Hmm, there is something suspicious going on.”

“Nothing suspicious, just a kind man willing to save a desperate dummy from failing,” I say with a laugh. While chatting, I pick out a knee-length sundress and admire it in the mirror.

“You are wearing that?” she asks with a mocking face.

“Yeah, it’s cute.”

“Darling, cute is good, but you want to dress for success," Mona says, flipping through my wardrobe. She pulls out a stunning black dress with a low back and tight-fitting bodice. "This is what you need—chic and sexy."

I hesitate, unsure. "I don’t think it’s appropriate, Mona."

"Men like bold and daring, sweetheart," she insists, handing me the dress. "Trust me, they always want something in return."

“He doesn’t like me in that way; he is just being kind to a final-year student. Maybe he is helping me so he doesn't see my face for another year,” I say, trying to convince myself as much as my roommate. Taking the dress from her, I notice it doesn’t scream desperate and excessive, but it does accentuate my curves in just right the right way.

“Besides, what have you got to lose? At least give him something to look at.”

My heart is beating erratically in the direction Mona has navigated my mind. Do I need to charm him? I mean, he is hot; so what’s the harm in trying? Putting on the dress and fixing my hair and makeup, I head out, feeling a combination of excitement and anxiety.

Thump thump.

My heart quickens as I spot him across the street, seated in the lobby of the apartment building he had directed me to. Today, he's not clad in his usual black pants and shirt; instead, he sports a sleeveless tee, faded jeans, and a baseball hat. The outfit emphasizes his biceps, which flex subtly as he turns the pages of a magazine.

Nervously, I begin to walk toward him. With each step, the urge to grab my trench coat from my bag, neatly tucked behind me, grows. This could go either way.

“Hello, professor,” I greet him.


Gabriel

As I scan the room, nothing prepares me for the sight that greets me. I know all my students by name, a small group of barely fifty. I'm familiar with the everyday version of Dawn who typically wears jeans and t-shirts. But the woman standing before me now is a revelation. Her cheeks are flushed with color, her attire more sophisticated and alluring, transforming her into a smoking hot vision.

In my ten years as a professor, I have never entertained such unholy thoughts. Yet, as I gaze at her, a single, undeniable notion crosses my mind—Dawn looks incredibly fuckable.

The dress she's wearing accentuates all her curves perfectly. The low neck exposes a fair share of her full breasts. I can see her ass in the reflection in the glass just behind her… and damn, she looks amazing. My body reacts involuntarily: my pulse quickens, and I feel a stirring in my groin. It's been a while since I've been with a woman. Desperately, I try to push these thoughts away, focusing instead on the task at hand.

"Come on, Dawn, I don’t bite," I say, attempting to maintain a professional demeanor.

"I didn’t think so," she replies, her voice slightly timid, in stark contrast to her bold outfit choice.

“I think you did. You’ve been hesitating to come across the street.”

“You saw me?” she asks, sounding surprised.

“Yes, my peripheral vision is quite sharp,” I reply matter-of-factly.

"So, this meeting will be brief. We need to find a time that works best for both of us," I add, redirecting the conversation to its purpose. I know nothing about this is going to be comfortable. Looking at her makes me sweat and forget all about mathematics. I can see her cleavage when she makes any slight movement. Fucking hell, what have I gotten myself into?

“I don’t have class after three PM tomorrow,” she says very quietly as she pulls her dress down a little, giving me a better look at those ripe boobs.

“Okay, then we’ll have most of our classes here in my apartment building. There is a library down the hall. We can work on your unfinished assignment today," I say, emphasizing the need to stay on track.

"Okay," she replies softly, following me into the library.

On the door, I read the sign out loud:

Dear residents,

The library will be closed temporarily due to ongoing construction. We apologize for the inconvenience and appreciate your understanding.

Thank you,

Apartment Management

Shit, that was not the plan.

“We will have to go up to my apartment then, I guess?” I say without thinking. “Is that okay with you?”

“Yes,” is all she says.

The elevator ride is silent, but my mind is anything but. Evil thoughts lurk, and I have to remind myself, "Keep it together, Gabriel."

Sitting at my dining room table I sneak looks when she's really into the assignment. Her focus is intense, and it's fascinating to see her dive into the material. I try to give her space, but I’m struggling to keep my hands off her as I explain the math problems. The way she nervously nibbles the end of her pencil is driving me wild with all sorts of fantasies. It's taking all my willpower to focus on the numbers and not the thoughts racing through my mind.

While we wrap up, I offer her a bite for dinner, which she gladly accepts. The way her mouth forms an O as she bites on the burrito is fucking sexy. I imagine that she's holding something entirely different in her hands.

I’m not sure if she naturally looks like a seductress, biting her lips when she puts the food down, or if it's me imagining things.

“Do I have something between my teeth?” she asks in confusion.

“No, why?” I ask, blinking my eyes as I look away.

“You are staring at my mouth,” she says.

“Um, sorry.” She caught me. Shit. While trying to come up with an excuse, she interrupts my thoughts.

“You don’t have to be,” she says slyly. “I’ve been looking at yours too.”

“Oh yeah?” I give in to her harmless flirting games and stare at her boobs more openly.

“You’ve been checking me out stealthily,” she insists as she relaxes against the chair, giving more access to her breasts; they are almost pouring out on either side of her dress.

“It’d be hard not to admire you in that sinful dress,” I say.

“You like what you see?” she asks, before licking her lips.

“I do,” I confess. This is it. My cover is blown. How do I get out of this? To be honest I’m enjoying playing with fire. This playful banter is turning me on; there is no denying it.

She leans in slightly, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Maybe we should continue this discussion somewhere more... private?"

Wow, she is brave and knows what she wants. What about me? Do I want to take this to the next level? My penis votes a hard yes.

Playing along, my heart starts racing at the hint. “Are you suggesting what I think?”

She chuckles, making a sultry sound. "Maybe."

Meeting her gaze, I feel the undeniable heat between us. "Well, I'm definitely intrigued," I say without thinking.

Shit, just like that, the truth is out, and there's no way to take it back. My mind races, knowing this is wrong, but my body betrays me. I can't resist. Without warning, we both leap to our feet and stare at each other before coming in for a kiss.

Her lips are soft against mine, her flushed face a picture of desire. I caress her cheek and her arms wrap around my neck while our tongues fight for dominance. I pull on the band tied around her long, raven hair; it cascades down her back like a waterfall. Each strand as soft as cotton candy, and the scent of her feminine fragrance envelops me, both intoxicating and alluring.

As I tug on the band, her hair falls free, framing her face in a wild, untamed beauty. The subtle movement causes her breasts to shift; for a moment, I catch a glimpse of the lace-trimmed cups of her bra, hinting at the treasures hidden beneath.

"Oh," she murmurs, a soft, breathy sound that sends a shiver down my spine. My hands, now trembling with anticipation, move to the button holding her dress closed. I want her with a fierceness that eclipses all reason.

With a swift motion, I undo the button, and the dress falls away, revealing her in all her glory. She stands before me, her skin glowing in the soft light, her curves accentuated by the white lace of her lingerie.

"So sexy," I breathe, my eyes devouring her. She stands there, confident and alluring, her boots emphasizing the length of her legs and her lingerie leaving little to the imagination.

Her hands move to the hook of her bra, and with a practiced motion, she releases it. Her breasts spring free, full and round, revealing nipples already hard with desire. They seem to beg for attention, and I am more than willing to oblige.

She hesitates for a moment, then slowly slides her panties down her legs, revealing the smooth curve of her hips and the delicate triangle of hair at the apex. She stands before me, completely exposed, her body a work of art, a masterpiece of desire.

“You look beautiful… irresistible,” is all I can say.

I observe her watching me as I slowly unzip my pants, her gaze burning into me. With deliberate slowness, I slide them down, revealing the bulge in my briefs. It's huge. I notice her eyes widen, unsure if it's in excitement or out of fear.

Feeling suddenly shy, I check with her for approval. When she nods, with a small, almost imperceptible gesture, I continue. Hooking my thumbs into the waistband of my briefs, I pull them down, allowing my cock to spring free in relief.

Fully aroused and throbbing with need, I stand before her. When I notice her eyes widen further, I can see the hunger and desire in them now. She reaches out tentatively, her fingers grazing the length of my shaft, sending a shiver of pleasure through it. The anticipation is electric, and I know that what comes next will be nothing short of explosive.

It's been a while since I've seen a woman naked, but the sensation of her warm, soft body against mine is intoxicating. I didn't used to get excited so quickly, but the need to get laid is taking over. Her every movement and whimper delivers a jolt of desire that's impossible to ignore.

"Where is your bedroom?" she asks between kisses, her voice husky with desire. The words catch in my throat, but my body moves on its own as if driven by some primal need. Without a word, I scoop her up into my arms, her legs wrapping around my waist instinctively.

Carrying Dawn, I guide us to the bedroom, a growing urgency accompanying each step. I carefully place her on the bed, my hands quivering with excitement as I unwrap a condom. The need to be inside her and feel her warmth surround. Pulling her leg toward me, I positioning myself at her entrance. As I enter her, she gasps, her body yielding to mine in perfect harmony.

She’s so perfect and so right that I can't help but lose myself in the moment, giving in to the animal urge that is driving us both.

My head spins as her tight pussy grabs my shaft. She adjusts her hips and props a pillow expertly underneath her waist as I thrust into her. This is unbelievably amazing. The way her nails dig into my shoulders with every force I exert encourages me to thrust harder.

I lift her leg slightly; her hips are an inch higher for maximum effect as I flex my hips to a liquid movement.

"Yeah, that's it! Feels so damn good," I groan, my voice thick with desire.

“Fuck me harder, Gabriel,” she moans.

That is all the encouragement I need. I twist and turn her body so I am behind her in a spooning position. I bend my knees slightly, making access easier. Wrapping my arms around her, I pull her close. She yelps as I penetrate her slowly and deeply.

As she attempts to move, I hold her firmly. I continue to thrust, her moans become louder while curses fling outside her mouth.

"Oh, God! Yes, Gabriel! Just like that. You're hitting the spot. Right there. Don’t stop," she begs, her words pushing me closer to the edge.

Shit, what is she doing to me? This isn't like me. I usually have better control. I wanted to take it slow, savor every moment, and worship her like she deserves it. But my body has a mind of its own. I'm lost in the moment, just giving in to my instincts and I fuck her like an animal.

Not able to hold back any longer, I release and spill all my cum into the condom.

“Fuck I messed up” is all I can think.

After catching my breath, I shake my head in apology. "I'm sorry, baby. I lost control. You just... drive me crazy." Guilt takes over, wanting to make things right.

"I'll make it up to you, I promise," I vow, hoping she understands. This isn't how I planned it, but the intensity of the moment got the best of me.


two
Forbidden Temptations
Dawn


Today's tutoring session flies by, and I'm starting to get some things that used to stump me. But let's be real, I'm still a long way from being a math genius. Gabriel's been super patient and his explanations are slowly making sense.

“Well, that’s it for today,” his voice rings in my ears as he stands to go grab a bite from the kitchen.

"Are you sure?" I ask, trying to sound casual while feeling anything but. We haven't talked about what happened last time; so far, we've both been ignoring the elephant in the room.

As I look at him, I see a smile tug on his lips. "Do you want to talk about the last session?" he asks, his voice uncertain.

I do. It's all I can think about. I need to know. Does he want me as bad as I want him? Or was it a one-and-done session? Unable to find the words, I simply nod, my stomach tied in knots.

"I want you. I think that's obvious. But it's not about me. It's about you," he says, his voice breaking off. "I lost control last time. I don't know what happened. I got way too excited and let my dick take control. I don't trust myself around you. And honestly, I don't think you should. What if my instinct takes over again? I might hurt you, and that's the last thing I want. I want to adore you as you deserve. Take my time and kiss every inch of your body, but I don’t know if I can without my inner tiger taking over. The way my body reacted to yours scared me. It was like I was being consumed by a wildfire, raging out of control."

He is so sweet, so lost, and so concerned. I loved how he made me feel last time. I don't care if he loses control again. In fact, I want him to. It's such a turn-on. I know he would never hurt me. Plus, I don't mind a little pain. I actually enjoy it. I need him to fuck me. It’s all I can think about. But all I manage to say is, "Take what you need, Gabriel."

Walking over to his couch, he pats the cushion beckons, "Come here. I believe I owe you a massage."

"With or without clothing?" I ask confidently.

"How about a compromise? If you take everything off, I can't guarantee anything. So, maybe just the shirt?" After a pause, he adds, "For now."

The smell of lavender and coconut fills my nose. His warm, oily palms sink into my skin and move carefully and gently from my shoulder blades to my neck in a warm caress. The euphoric feeling of his touch makes my pussy wet.

“This is so good,” I moan.

“You are so tense; relax your muscles, Dawn,” he whispers. His mouth is very close to my ear as he bites it gently.

“Don’t think, just enjoy,” he coerces.

That is exactly what I’m trying to do. Sensing his palms against my upper back, I relax.

“Have you ever heard of Nuru?” he asks as his hands come gently to a halt.

“No, what’s that?”

“It is a Japanese term for massage. It is a form of erotic massage with full body contact while both the masseur and client are nude.”

“Wow, that sounds hot,” I gasp.

He stands up and removes his sweatpants and underwear, revealing his naked body. I watch him, feeling a surge of desire as he approaches the couch. A cool breeze brushes against my skin, making me shiver in anticipation.

"Let's get you out of these clothes," he says softly, his voice a velvet whisper. With practiced ease, he unclasps my bra, letting it fall away, revealing my breasts to his hungry gaze. He slides down my pants, leaving me in just my panties.

Leaning in, he pours oil over my body, the warm liquid cascading over my skin like a sensual waterfall. The initial contact is electric, sending a shiver down my spine and awakening every nerve ending. As his hands begin to move, spreading the oil with practiced skill, I feel the tension melting away, replaced by a growing heat of desire. His touch is confident, yet gentle, each stroke igniting a fire within me.

His palms glide over my back, exploring every curve, every dip and rise of my body, leaving a trail of warmth in their wake. When he reaches the sides of my breasts, a jolt of pleasure shoots through me, my nipples hardening in response. With each pass of his hands, my arousal grows, craving more.

I shift slightly, feeling the slickness between my thighs, a physical response I can't control. His palms pause for a moment, then continue their sensual journey over my body.

"You like that, don't you?" he murmurs, his voice low and husky.

I bite my lip, unable to form words, but my body responds, arching into his touch. He leans in closer, his breath warm against my ear.

"I know how much you want this," he whispers, his fingers brushing against the damp fabric of my panties, sending a shiver through me. With a slow, deliberate movement, he hooks his fingers into the waistband and starts to slide them down, revealing bare skin inch by inch.

Next, he settles his weight on my legs, the pressure of his body causing me to tense. With his skin's warmth and muscles' firmness he moves his hands over mine.

"Relax," he murmurs, his voice soothing as he adjusts his position, lying his body over mine. I gasp softly as I feel the unmistakable press of his cock against my pussy, the friction sending a jolt of desire straight to my core. All my senses become heightened whenever I sense his hard dick on my skin.

“Oh, yes,” he moans out loud.

He rubs his rough beard against my neck, it feels like being caressed by fine sandpaper—rough, yet strangely arousing.

“Gosh, I want you right now,” I confess.

“All at its time, darling,” he murmurs as he grabs my boobs and massages them, while his big dick runs over my back in slow, deliberate movements.

“You are hard and needy for me.”

“Yes, I always am,” he concedes.

“Fuck me, Gabriel, now,” I demand. I cannot hold it any longer.

His hands move from my breasts to my back. He grips my bare ass firmly before gently parting my butt cheeks. My body quivers as waves of sensation wash over me. I can feel his dick sliding up and down my butt fold. Pushing my ass up, I’m trying to make him slide into my cunt.

“Fuck!” Nobody has teased me like that before; the pleasure is causing my head to reel.

“You like it?” he asks.

“Love it!”

His fingers continue torturing the folds of my pussy. I sit up and push him on the couch with a light force before straddling him with my lady parts directly placed on his cock. My turn to play the game of teasing. Offering one of my breasts, I guide it to his eager mouth. With his warm lips and tongue he envelops me. I start to move my hips in slow, deliberate circles, feeling his hard length pressing against me. The residual oil makes the friction deliciously smooth.

Despite the intense sensations coursing through my body, I don't take him yet. I revel in the power of being in control. Finally, with my free hand, I guide him, positioning him so that as I slide forward, he enters me, filling me completely. The experience is overwhelming.

As I press against him, my body feels weightless. Each movement sends a surge of pleasure through me. It's both delicate and powerful; my insides quiver with anticipation of his next touch, like a tightly coiled spring ready to release its tension.

I ride him with a fierce intensity as if my very existence depends on the next thrust of his manhood. My moans grow louder as he lifts his hips to meet my rhythm, pushing me closer to the edge. I feel a fullness inside me as if stretched to my limit… and then it happens.

My body tenses, starting from deep within and radiating outwards, consuming me entirely. Trembling with the force of my release, every nerve ending tingles. I feel a warm fluid seeping out of me, signaling my release.

“Gabriel,” I scream.

But he doesn't stop. He rolls us over, his dick still deep inside me. He continues to pound into me with a relentless rhythm. The couch creaks and groans beneath us, mirroring the building tension and release between my thighs.

His weight presses down on me, his movements rough and urgent, eliciting a gasp from my lips. Despite the intensity of the experience, it’s torturously wonderful. Beads of sweat form on my skin, mingling with his as he thrusts even harder, driving us both toward the peak of pleasure. With a final, powerful thrust, he pulls out, leaving a trail of his essence over my waist, marking me as his. He collapses beside me, our heavy breathing filling the air.


three
Lessons of Lust
Dawn


They say you never forget your first time. Well, that might be right. But I'll also never forget the first time I got fucked by my professor. I shouldn’t have touched him, but now that I have, I can't get enough. There's no stopping the desire that burns between us—no denying the forbidden thrill of our secret encounters.

He took me like a storm, gentle yet forceful… tender yet demanding in his movements. The memory of his touch, his scent, and the sound of his voice whispering my name still linger in my mind.

The scary part is the realization that I would do it over and over again if I could, and that’s what I do. I return the following day, this time feeling more confident in my ability to charm him while fighting to ignore the truth of how much this is a bad idea.

“Hey Dawn,” he greets me in his signature cool voice.

“Hi, Gabriel, can I come in?”

“Sure,” he says as he moves away from the door, giving me room to pass through.

There is something in his eyes—lust and want—which he masks under guilt or remorse.

“About yesterday….” we both say at the same time.

“Sorry, you go on,” he says.

“Yesterday was amazing,” I say confidently, staring into his eyes before going on tiptoes to grab his shirt by the collar and taking his full lips in for a kiss. He hesitates for only a second before he takes control. He starts removing my jacket while our lips are locked.

This kiss is full of something new. There is passion; fire is coursing through my veins. I want him in every way I can get him. Still in the hallway, deepening the embrace, I wrap my legs around his torso, revealing my thighs; he holds my butt cheeks to squeeze them slightly. I don’t know how long we kiss, but we only stop when my back hits the wall behind us.

With his hand tangled in my hair, gripping my back and holding my neck, I can feel his breath like a hot summer breeze about to turn into a hurricane.

Gabriel drops to one knee before me, his gaze seeking permission. I nod in confusion. Well, at this point he could do anything to me, I’m so fucking horny. This is not like me, I have self-control; but around him, my pussy has a mind of her own. She gets dripping wet at the mere thought of Gabriel. No complaints, though.

As his head goes under my dress and between my thighs, I sense blood rushing to my face. After pulling my panties to my knees, his warm tongue finds its way into my slit; for the first time, I realize how long it is.

“Ooh, yeah,” I moan. To give him better access, I lift one leg. Gabriel is on his knees, fucking me with his tongue. He continues sucking my clit, and the sensation is divine.

My eyes are closed, and my head is thrown back in euphoria as he expertly stimulates the small, sensitive spot I'm familiar with but didn’t know could be this good. He continues eating my honeypot as he moans softly against my skin.

“I love how you smell. You taste like sweet ripe peaches,” he says. He stands up, his lips wet with my juice. He bites my tongue gently with his teeth.

“I cannot get enough of you. This is so wrong,” he acknowledges. “But why does it feel so right?” he whispers as he takes one of my nipples in his mouth.

“I’m scared,” he confesses.

“Scared of what?” I ask as I throw my head back in arousal.

“Scared of wanting more than I can get,” he replies as he removes my dress.

There is something lovable about this man: the way he wears his heart on his sleeve makes me feel invincible around him.

“Stop overthinking and let's just enjoy it,” I suggest.

His lips move to my other breast, and he sucks passionately in response. My hands run through his hair as he deepens the torture on my nipples. I clench him tightly, trying to feel the warmth of his body. His big frame envelops me like a blanket, and his big bulge is pressing against my waist.

Effortlessly, he carries me to the table. When he pushes the papers to one side, some clatter to the floor. Still supporting my back, he places me on top and hovers over me. Trapped in his embrace, I use my legs to tease his balls.

“You are so manly… so strong,” I say as I flex my legs, gently caressing Gabriel's balls with them. His body vibrates as I tease him.

His hands loosen their grip around my waist as he presses his face closer to the space between my breasts and waist. Slowly he slides his tongue down to my pussy and plants soft kisses on it.

With a smile, he says: “You are always so wet for me.”

“Just as you are always hard for me,” I reply with a smirk.

Climbing down from my body, he goes back on his knees. After pushing me further onto the table, he gently lifts my right leg over his shoulder and buries his head into the small space between my thighs.

I listen to the sloppy sound of his tongue and kisses as he parts my cherry. I don’t want him to stop, so I use both hands to keep his head down. I moan out loud in ecstasy. Motivated by my reaction, he uses one of his fingers to press my clit while his tongue fucks me into insanity.

As Gabriel adds another finger, the sensations multiply, sending waves of bliss coursing through me. The trio of fingers and his tongue dancing over my clit overwhelms my senses, making my head heavy with passion.

I feel a climax building, a ball of heat and tension forming deep within me. With each expert thrust of his fingers and flick of the tongue, it grows harder and faster, driving me closer to the edge of ecstasy.

His tongue and finger seem to be in a battle for dominance, each seeking to bring me the most pleasure. I give in to the delicious torture, letting myself become completely undone. My toes curl and my body stiffens.

I scream, “Gabriel!” A climax crashes over me, leaving me breathless and spent. The world around me fades away


four
The Allure of Taboo
Gabriel


Aseductress is who she is, a natural seductress who doesn’t know just how great she plays the game. Those innocent, big brown eyes hide depths and secrets that intrigue me. I love the way her tongue sticks out when she's deep in thought, solving equations. The power of her femininity, her every breath, captivates me. She's everything a man desires in intimate moments.

I know the consequences could be dire. My reputation, my career, everything I’ve worked so hard to achieve hangs in the balance. And yet, despite the risk, I can't bring myself to stay away from her.

It has only been one week since I offered to tutor her. I don’t make it through the day without fucking her anymore. The sight of Dawn in my class gives me hot flashes, and I have to fight my naughty thoughts. We are playing a dangerous game in the library, but the thrill of our forbidden romance is like a drug. I’m addicted to the rush it brings, consequences be damned.

I know this is wrong, but I cannot get enough of this woman. She’s got me under her spell.

“Shhhhhhhh,” I whisper, afraid we will get caught.

Our bodies mold into the tiny space between two bookshelves and a desk, hidden by a roll of other shelves in the archive. By my calculations, the odds of a student or teacher coming here is one out of a hundred. Leaning over a table, her dress rides up just an inch above her round and firm ass, a tempting sight that I can’t resist. After sliding a condom on quickly, I enter her right then and there.

I push into her tight pussy from behind as quietly as I can, sending a jolt of pleasure through me. To be honest, the fear of being caught only fuels my lust.

Her moans are like music to my ears. While her body is arching to meet mine, I see her hands gripping the edge of the table, her knuckles turning white. Seeing her like this, so aroused, makes my primal hunger take over. I pound into her with frenzied need, each thrust bringing me closer to the edge.

I can feel the tension building, the heat coiling in my stomach as I reach the point of no return.

"Fuck! Harder, Gabriel. I'm coming," her silent whispers float into my ear when I come undone. My body jerks violently while I watch hers tremble out of control.

Seconds later, she hands me a wipe. I pull off the condom and clean all traces of our lovemaking before arranging her dress. Fumbling with my zipper, she kisses me lightly on the mouth and walks away.

"See you, professor," I hear her mutter.

This woman brings out the worst in me. I don't even care anymore if I am risking my job. Fucking hell, I'm losing myself to her.


five
Embracing the Forbidden
Dawn


I’m not sure where we're headed, but I do know that I’m head over heels for him. Now I know what the thrill of being with someone I shouldn’t be with is like. Kinda like Eve with the forbidden fruit. Never knew how exciting it could be to break the rules.

Staring at him while explaining numbers with a mouth that had just fucked my pussy on his table makes math more interesting. The way his lips form the number zero reminds me of how my lips curve around his cock.

My body is on alert, everything smells of him as I watch him in the lecture room. I know I want him as soon as I have the opportunity, but as for our arrangement, we have to be discreet. Nobody would find out about us if I wasn’t so horny.

I stand up and leave the lecture room through the back door and wander in whatever direction my legs take me around the university grounds to compose myself. I’m not always a sex addict, but something about Gabriel is like a beacon of fuckery. I want him all the time.

“Where are you?” a text chimes on my mobile. Speaking of the devil.

“Cafeteria.”

“I’m done with my classes today; you?” his reply comes instantly.

“I can skip my last one, why?”

“I thought we could go out of town for the day.” I can almost see the quizzical look on his face.

“Yeah, let’s do it!!!”

“See you at the rendezvous point.”

“Fifteen minutes,” I answer eagerly. This is our first outdoor date. I pedal my bike to our meeting spot, located about four blocks behind the university. It's a quiet area, with a few students living there, which is perfect for us. As I lock my bike, I spot his truck parked in the corner.

“Hey,” he says as I jump into the passenger seat of his tinted-window car. I catch my breath as I turn to him. Everything feels right when I look into his eyes.

“Hey handsome,” I say and smile.

“I miss you so much.”

"You just saw me in class," I say playfully as I climb over to sit on his lap. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I kiss him. With his possessive hands on my ass, he returns the kiss, and a soft moan escapes my lips.

His hand caresses my back, the warmth seeping through the sheer material of my blouse as our kiss deepens. Leaning against the steering wheel, I fumble with the buttons of his shirt, my fingers exploring his broad, hairy chest before sliding down to his pants.

"It's stuck," I sigh.

"Let me," Gabriel offers, sitting up to tackle the button. I reach into my purse for a condom, adjusting my skirt in anticipation.

"There," he says, relaxing back, his dick springing free. The sight of him, already rock-hard, sends a surge of excitement through me. I quickly tear open the condom packet and roll it on him, my hands working swiftly despite the urgency building up. Without hesitation, I straddle him, feeling the heat and hardness of his length against me. I sink onto him with a satisfied sigh.

"OMG, you have no idea how much I wanted you all day," I sigh, finding a rhythm as we move together. His palms roam my body, adding to the intensity of our encounter.

“Same here babe,” he manages to utter between breaths.

I grip the edges of the seat to anchor me. As I move, his cock hits a spot deep inside me that sends a wave of pleasure through my body. I gasp, the sensation almost overwhelming. His hands on my breasts guide me, adding to the intensity of each thrust. The angle and the depth; everything is perfect. I can sense the excitement mounting, ready to explode.

I release a silent scream with every thrust. He hits that perfect spot inside me again and again. I moan, "Right there!" My voice is barely above a whisper.

"You like that?" he grunts, his hands tightening on my hips, urging me to move with more force.

"Yes," I scream. My head falls back as I close my eyes in sexual enjoyment.

"God, you are so tight," he groans, his breath hot against my neck.

I nod, unable to form words as pleasure consumes me. The tension coils tighter and tighter until finally, with a cry, I shatter, my body trembling with release. My pussy clenches over his shaft. As the waves of pleasure subside, I gently pull his hard-on out of me. With a shaking hand, I reach for the condom and roll it off.

Shifting to the passenger seat, I straddle him. Without a word, I take him into my mouth, sucking gently and swirling my tongue around his tip. The taste is salty and a little bitter.

Determined to make him come, I use both hands to massage his balls and the base of his shaft. My fingers work with purpose, applying just the right amount of pressure as I feel him grow even harder in response. When his breathing quickens, I know he is getting close.

“Fuck, you suck my cock so good.” He pushes my head down so I can feel his dick at the back of my throat. Not the greatest feeling, but I need him to come.

“Yes, baby, just like that.”

Encouraged, I keep taking him deeper.

“Don’t stop,” I hear him gasp.

I increase my pace, pressing against him a little harder. His member twitches as his warm juice explodes in my mouth. I savor the moment, as his tension releases. Raising my head, I look at him seductively while swallowing his cum.

“Damn, that’s the best car quickie ever.” He spanks my ass as I pull my skirt down.

“You certainly know how to relax me,” he admits as he zips his pants and adjusts the seat.

“Happy to be at your service,” I joke, before adding, “You are not so bad yourself. Hitting the right spot every time.” I sigh, remembering the pleasure he gave me just minutes ago.

“Also at your service anytime you need me, princess.”

After a relaxing hour of driving, we arrive at a beautiful town.

“Wait here, honey,” he says as he climbs out of the car in front of a worn-looking shop. The shop looks beautiful even with its faded wall paintings. Gabriel runs out a few seconds later with two bags in hand.

“I got us lunch before we take some crazy rides at the fairgrounds,” he says as he reenters the car.


Gabriel

Did I just call her honey? She didn’t flinch; maybe I shouldn’t worry so much, but there is something about Dawn that makes me want more: the way her body molds to mine. The mere thought of how her boobs bounce as she fucks me makes me hard.

Her moans drive me insane. The way her pussy feels around my manhood is maddening, but I know I need to take it slow; like she said, this is fun, and we do not need to complicate things. In a couple of months, she graduates and will probably leave town. We have no future.

“I want tickets for all the rides,” I say as I slam some bills on the counter. The young man looks at me like I have lost my mind.

“You only live once.” I smile as I take the tickets from him and walk over to the most beautiful woman, sitting pretty and posing as she takes a selfie.

“Hey, handsome, mind if we take a picture together? Just for us, not for the gram,” she suggests with a smile.

Some days I wish we could risk it all and just be ourselves. I wonder if that would take the excitement out of it. After taking loads of photos and playing as many games and rides as we want, we take a break for a snack.

“Whew, I can’t eat anymore.” She falls back in her chair, holding her belly.

“You barely managed to finish your hot dog.” I look at her as I slurp a yummy smoothie.

“I want to leave space for dessert,” she says, winking seductively.

"What's for dessert?" I ask, intrigued.

"I'm hoping for a popsicle."

Fuck! Instantly, I can feel my dick pushing against my pants.

"You know you can have whatever you want," I reply, trying to keep my cool.

"It's getting dark," she notes.

"Follow me," I suggest, leading her away from the crowd into an empty, dimly lit abandoned stall. As soon as we're out of sight, I pull her close and kiss her deeply.

"I've been wanting to kiss you all day," I admit.

"Me too," she murmurs between kisses. Her lips taste of strawberries, lingering from the smoothie she had earlier.

As we continue kissing, I explore her back and move over her curves. She responds with a soft moan, her hands running through my hair.

"I was hoping you did," she says, laughing shyly as her palms rest on my chest, gently massaging it. She shivers under the blissful torment of my fingers inside her shorts, exploring and teasing her through the lace thong.

My cock throbs with anticipation, longing for release, while every cell in me aches to remove the thin fabric covering her bra. She releases me and moves closer, her voice husky with desire.

"I have so many ideas for how to end tonight, Gabriel," she whispers in my ear, her tongue flicking lightly as she nibbles. Her hands are still caressing my arching length as she kisses my neck. Surrendering, I let go of the urge to be in control, allowing her to take what she needs.

She guides me to a table in the tiny stall. I willingly comply, knowing that she is in control. Lifting one of her long legs onto the table, her shorts ride up. I can see the V-fold that reveals an obviously very moist pussy. Instinctively, I hold her leg and kiss the sweet spot between her thighs. That peach smell is so sweet that my head is in turmoil as I sniff hard before planting light kisses all over her sex.

Wrapped around my neck she pulls me up to her cleavage. Her eyes hold mine as she lifts my hand and guides it over her breasts. They are small and round, her nipples hard and needy.

I fumble with the strings of her bikini bra, eagerly opening it to reveal more of her soft skin.

She stands before me, bare except for her shorts, and I admire her before cupping her boobs. Her nipples are the largest I've ever seen, practically begging for attention. I take one into my mouth, gently suckling it, while I massage the other with my thumb and index finger.

With her hands tightly around my neck, I listen to her quiet moans. Her smell intoxicates me like a drug. Moving down to my shorts, she gripes my erection firmly and strokes it with purpose. The sensation of her soft palms against my skin sends a wave of heat over me.

“Do you like it when I do this?” she asks as she plays with my balls between her fingers. Fucking hell, is that supposed to be a question. Not able to think straight and with feet like jelly, a jolt of electricity shoots to my core as she continues.

“Anything you do feels good” I manage to croak

"What about when I do this?" she asks again. She holds my shaft firmly in her hands along with my balls and strokes me up and down ferociously. Again, I do not know a full-blooded man who wouldn’t love the feel of a small soft palm pressing on their cock in this way.

“Yes, I do Miss Delgado,” I say through my teeth. Whatever she does is killing me… in the best ways possible. Her hands lie atop mine as she moves them inside her shorts to reach the moist core between her legs. I tenderly press against the soft entrance, an epicenter of pleasure that beckons for my touch.

“Look how wet I am for you,” she says in a seductive tone, and she pushes her hips further into my torso.

“So wet. So warm and so perfect. I love it,” I chant as I am caught up in the swish movement of my fingers in and out of her hole; she continues to massage my sex.

“I need you now” I growl. With urgency, I pull her shorts down to her knees and tear the flimsy fabric of her thong. I nudge her to grab the table, while I fumble with the condom. Her ass lifts up as I position myself to enter her perfect pussy.

"Oh, yes!" she cries out.

"Finally," I sigh.

I give her a moment to adjust, my hands gripping her waist. As the song "Drunk in Love" plays in the background, I begin to thrust slowly, matching the rhythm of the music.

"Yes, just like that," she moans.

I give her a gentle spank, her ass responding with a delightful bounce. Slowing down, I savor the moment before picking up speed again, relishing her wetness. The scent of arousal fills the room, her hair falling around her shoulders.

“Do you want… to do …something… wild,” she stammers between every deep push.

I’d say YES to anything at this point; she has my soul in her hands, my cock in her pussy.

“Yes,” I manage as I spank her ass, hold it tight, and fuck her even harder.

"I trust you," I offer, my voice heavy with desire. She reaches into her bag and pulls out a small, sleek butt plug, offering it to me with a seductive smile. With hesitation, I take it from her.

“You want to try this here?” I ask as she arches her back even more.

Taking her silence as consent, I circle the tip of the plug against her butt cheeks, teasing her with the promise of new sensations. Slowly, I pull my dripping-wet dick out of her and replace it immediately with the toy. Dawn shivers in excitement. Guiding the now wet plug up her crack, I tease her asshole. Not able to wait any longer, I slam into her while carefully pushing the new toy into her eager butt.

Her reaction is priceless. Wiggling like a fish beneath me, she screams and cries in ecstasy. Not sure if it is possible, but the feeling of every pounding is even more intense. My shaft hits deeper and she seems to get tighter.

“Shhhhh, can you hear that” she says quietly, making an out of breath sound.

“This is the last call; the park is closing in the next ten minutes,” the announcement blares from the sound system around the area.

“We have ten minutes,” she giggles.

"It won't take long," I insist, pulling out and turning her to face me. Her flushed, sweaty visage and heaving breasts tell me that she's close. A few strands of her hair are stuck to her face. I move in closer to kiss her lips, her neck, then her nose… going back to her lips as I insert two fingers into her lady parts and twist the plug in her butt with the other hand.

My lips capture her tongue as her mouth opens in a gasp.

“I'm close. Don’t stop,” she begs.

“I’m cuming,” I breathe out.

“I got you, baby,” I coo. Her legs shake and her slit clenches over my fingers; her juice is dripping on my wrist. My cock throbs hard, about to burst open with excitement. After a minute of catching her breath and me fumbling the plug out of her ass, she kneels and sucks expertly on my penis.

Her hands and mouth work in a rhythm that only she knows how to manage. I am on the verge, and I don’t hold back. I allow all the sensations from my waist to my feet to take over as I spill the juice from our earlier escapade. I open like a cannon, relief flooding my body.

I observe her seductively swallow hard, her gaze locked on mine. Her nipples tease me as she grinds against me. I stand up slowly while maintaining eye contact. She bites her tongue with her teeth. I am doomed: I want her again. The thought of her insatiable craving for me makes me feel good.

“We have to go,” she announces. She watches me with a look that says, “We aren’t done.” I smile as I adjust her clothes and pocket her torn thong. We go outside, smiling in the dark.

Stuck

“There is no way we can drive all the way back tonight,” I say, watching him squint for the third time as we drive away from the fairgrounds.

“You are right, I didn’t consider that when I planned this trip,” he mutters.

“That’s okay. Let’s find a hotel nearby,” I suggest while typing “hotels near me” on the phone.

“There is one four miles away.”

“Perfect.”

Just a couple of minutes later, Gabriel turns to me, his gaze soft and dreamy. "I had fun today, Dawn," he murmurs.

My heart flutters, but a surge of worry floods me. If word got out... It's not illegal. I'm not underage, but the university's policy is clear: no relationships between professors and students in the same class.

I try to push down the swirling emotions. This is my final year, the culmination of years of hard work. I can't risk throwing it all away for a fleeting attraction. And Gabriel's career... We agreed to keep it light and have fun without any complications.

“Have you started sending out job applications for internships yet?” His voice floats in my ears, calling me out of my thoughts.

“Yes, I have gotten a few offers, actually.”

"That's great! Where are you thinking of interning?" Gabriel asks, his eyes glinting with interest.

"I'm not sure yet. I'm still weighing my options," I reply, trying to sound casual.

We arrive at the hotel and pull into the parking lot. Gabriel parks the car and turns off the engine. We sit in silence for a moment, the weight of unspoken words hanging between us.

"Shall we check in?" Gabriel finally breaks the silence, his tone gentle.

"Yes, let's," I say, opening the car door and stepping out. Gabriel follows suit, and we walk into the hotel lobby together.

“Hello, dears,” the voice of an elderly woman wafts from behind us.

The check-in process is quick; soon we're standing in front of the elevator, waiting for it to arrive. The air is charged with tension, and I can feel Gabriel's eyes on me.

He is so hot that my body aches and longs for his touch. I note the way his arms bulge as he hits the floor number. Six weeks ago, I had only fantasized about fucking him but here he is – mine – even if it's only temporary. Tonight, I'm going to show him how much he means to me between the sheets.

“Let’s take a shower,” I suggest as we settle in the room. The ambiance looks old but it is clean and smells of fresh laundry. The bed is made but will barely fit us both.

“Together?” he asks me.

“Yes, sir,” I make a face at him.

“You are being ridiculous. We’ve fucked several times and sharing a bathroom is where you draw the line,” I ask as I search frantically for a toothbrush in the tiny but fancy bathroom.

“I mean I just think it’s… oh, never mind,” he says as he rids himself of his clothes.

“You are so sexy, Professor,” I purr seductively and watch his ears turn red.

"I have an idea," he says, leading me into the shower. He pulls me close, pressing my back against his chest. I can feel his hard length. His hands slide around my neck as he leans us against the wall, before turning on the shower faucet. Cold water pours over us, drenching us both.

"You're beautiful," he murmurs, his palms now cupping and squeezing my ass, delivering gentle spanks. He reaches for the shower gel, applying it generously to his hands. Touching me gently yet deliberately, he begins to soap my body, the soothing scent of lavender filling the air.

I take the gel from him, returning the teasing gesture. When I start to wash his body, I take my time to enjoy the moment. Moving lower, I grasp his erection, feeling it throb in my hand. I massage his balls gently, eliciting a low groan from him. Tracing the line between his ass and his hard-on, a deep-seated heat and desire build up inside me.

As I continue to caress him, his breathing quickens. I can already feel him getting closer to climax. I increase the pressure of my touch, wanting to bring him to the edge.

"Oh, fuck, I'm gonna come," he gasps, his grip on my hair tightening.

My palms work eagerly to bring him to the peak of pleasure. His moans grow louder and more urgent, as he nears the brink. Then, with a guttural groan, he comes, his body trembling with the force of his release. His warm seed on my palms, I continue to stroke him gently as he rides out the orgasm.

"You... you're amazing," he pants, his voice filled with awe and satisfaction. We stand there for a moment, the only sound the patter of water against the tiles. He gently guides us further into the shower, letting the water wash away the evidence of our passion.

"You give the best hand jobs," he murmurs, his voice husky with desire. Adjusting our position, he guides us under the spray, so the water cascades directly onto our backs, washing away any lingering tension.

“Can you do one more?” I ask.

“Not sure.”

“Let's try. Follow my lead,” I instruct.

I lean against the cold tile. Gabriel mirrors me; he lifts my left leg and moves closer before pushing into me. His grip is around my waist as he thrusts in and out with purpose.

The sensation is intense. I can feel him in the core of my belly.

“Oh, Gabriel, right there. Take me deeper!”

He does until finally, my knee gives way, and I collapse into his arms.


six
Bittersweet Farewell
Dawn


Seven months later, my roommate Doris and I are draped in graduation gowns and hats alongside the other graduates. This chapter of my life has finally come to an end. I’m still not one hundred percent certain if I actually passed the math exam or if Gabriel had a hand in it.

Her parents brought me flowers. Dad couldn’t make it as he had to work, but the teary detailed text from him is enough.

“Congratulations, Dawn,” a text message reads from Gabriel.

“Thanks, I didn’t see you through the day,” I text back.

“Can you come by my office if you are still on the campus?”

“Yes, on my way,” I reply before I drop the phone in my pocket.

“I have to go, guys; thank you so much for the flowers,” I hug my roommate and her parents goodbye.

“See you in the dorm for the afterparty?” Doris asks and winks.

“Yes, love you,” I give her a quick kiss.

Graduating with distinction is great, all thanks to Gabriel and his tutoring. We weren’t anything more than sex buddies but I got so used to our meetups. The thought of not being able to fuck him daily anymore leaves me in a sour mood.

“Hey,” he greets me as I enter his office.

“Hey.”

“So, you did it! Come here,” he orders as he opens his arms wide in an invitation for a hug.

“Yes, I did it,” I say as I walk into his arms.

“Thank you,” I muffle into his chest as I sniff his cologne. I hold him in a tight embrace.

“I have a chilled bottle of champagne to celebrate,” he says as he entangles himself from my arms to pick up a bottle from the desk fridge in the office kitchenette.

“No glass, so we have to drink from the bottle.” We sit down, exchanging the bottle and taking swigs, neither saying a word. This goes on without saying goodbye. I have a job that is a three-hour drive away.

He walks to my side of the table and takes the bottle from me. He holds my face tenderly before taking my mouth in for a long kiss. He removes my dress gently as he pushes my back against the couch, his swift movement accompanied by grunts.

Gabriel watches me briefly as I lie beneath him in nothing but my heels; then he removes his belt and pants before easing into me. His hands hold mine above my head as he fucks me gently. No words are said just grunts and moans.

I feel a mixture of satisfaction and pain, enjoying every second of this last fuck. He claims my lips gingerly again as he pries my legs open before inserting a finger into my already-filled pussy. I put my hands over my mouth to reduce the heavy moans threatening to escape my throat.

My body shakes vigorously as he increases the pace of his thrust; we both reach a climax together and fall into exhaustion, panting and catching our breaths.

“I will miss this,” I blurt out.

“You mean the sex?” he asks with a smirk.

All I can answer is a nod of my head.

“I know, Dawn, me too,” he affirms before capturing my lips in a trail of kisses.

“One for the road?” he asks with a small smile.

Fuck, he is sexy.

“Yeah, one for the road.” I nod against his forehead.


Gabriel

I have met many women, and I have had my fair share of breakups and heartaches. Even if it's been just about the sex and the adrenaline of being caught, saying goodbye can still be difficult.


Her body is sprawled over me on the small couch, her skin red from the cold and her cheeks bloated from the tears. I am happy for her, she deserves to see the world.

“One for the road?” I ask with a smile.

“Yeah, one for the road.” her small shaky voice answers.

“Come here.” I stretch my hand out as I stand up.

"Lean forward," I command. She complies, her body bending gracefully, her hand over her mouth in anticipation. I can't help but admire her, still in her heels, her ass presented invitingly in the air.

Before I proceed, my palms glide over her hips, down her thighs, and between her legs. I slip a finger between her folds, feeling the warmth and wetness. With gentle, teasing motions, I coax her arousal to the surface, wanting her to be as ready for me as I am for her.

She moans softly, the sound muffled by her hand, but no less enticing. I take my time, adding another finger; I feel her walls grip them as she gasps and writhes with pleasure. Her body responds eagerly, arching into my touch, seeking more. I oblige, increasing the intensity of my ministrations, driving her higher and higher. Her moans grow louder and more urgent as her desire builds to a crescendo.

With one final, deliberate stroke, I withdraw my fingers, leaving her panting and on the edge. She looks back at me, her eyes glazed with desire, silently begging for more. I know she's ready. I want to make this last day in the office unforgettable, but I also don't want to get caught.

With a knowing smile, I pull off my t-shirt and hand it to her, wordlessly offering it as a makeshift gag. She takes it, understanding my intention. As she bites down on the fabric, I roll the condom on and position myself before plunging into her pussy. She’s incredible, almost too good. Her muffled moans drive me wild with desire.

"Are you alright?" I ask, concerned for her well-being.

"Yes," she sighs, her voice laced with pleasure.

I continue to thrust into her, the rhythm building to a fever pitch. Her cries become louder, more desperate.

"Oh, fuck, Gabriel," she cries out, her words fueling my passion.

I groan in response, unable to hold back any longer. The sensation is overwhelming, consuming us both in a wave of ecstasy.

"Don't stop, please," she begs, her words pushing me over the edge.

“I’m so close.”

With a final, deep thrust, I release my load. Her chants are all I need. Her warm insight squeezes me until liquid drips to the rug, as she squirts. A calm settles over us like the aftermath of a storm, the dust settling; the air around us is still and the only sound is our ragged breaths.

“Did I just squirt?” she asks almost breathlessly as I remove my now limp shaft from her pussy.

"Yes. Perfect last round I would say," I murmur.

~ The End ~
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Late-Night Lust
Rachel


Itoss my shoes into the center of the living room, too frustrated and exhausted to bother placing them where they belong. The workday was a total nightmare and I left as soon as the clock signaled the end of the day.

I head to the kitchen to pour myself a glass of wine. Pressing a button brings the TV to life, presenting itself as a potential companion for the evening. Yet, I can't bring myself to search through streaming sites for something to watch—I'm just too antsy.

I drain my wine, walk to my bedroom and change into something comfy. Right as I'm about to bounce from the bedroom, my stomach chimes with a growl, demanding grub. Typical.

Sighing, I turn back and grab my phone, pulling up the app for my favorite pizza place. A couple of presses later, dinner is ordered, and I’m satisfied. The pizza place's notification hits me with the news that it's going to take a solid hour to arrive.

My bed just screams comfort at me. I flop facedown, sinking into the fluffy pillow, dangerously close to dozing off. Shaking myself I turn over, stretching, feeling my skin tingle as it slides over my comforter.

Oh, maybe that’s what I need, I think to myself, sliding my fingers over my stomach and down to the gentle swell below. The lace of my panties is a little scratchy against my fingertips, and the silk below is growing damp.

I slide my fingers under the elastic of my underwear, letting them slip lightly over the little bit of fuzz I maintain down there. They glide over my moist labia, stirred by my desire, and a shiver runs through me.

I’ve just gone for my clit when my phone buzzes beside my head, startling me. Ugh. My pizza was being cooked at this moment. I always thought the Pizza Tracker was funny, but I certainly do not right now.

About forty minutes before the delivery arrives, I'm determined to have my own moment. I scramble off the bed and drop my panties on the way to the bathroom. Once there, I turn on the shower to get the water warm enough and step inside.

With my fingers, I circle my nipples, feeling them harden beneath my touch. Massaging my ample chest with one hand, I use the other to angle the shower head so the water beats down on my pussy.

Leaning against the wall, I bring both of my hands to my chest and travel them down onto my thighs. Playfully teasing, I caress my inner thighs, then slowly bring my left hand to my lips, gently rubbing and tickling the hair. My juices mingle with the shower water, trickling down my legs as the steamy encounter unfolds.

I finally give in to my urges and start rubbing my clit. My other hand glides up and down my moist folds, with two fingers daringly entering me. After a few minutes of rubbing, my clit swells from the attention.

Reaching up, I unhook the shower head, adjusting it to a brisk, stinging full spray. I let it dance over my pussy, enjoying the water's sway as it cascades over me. Grinning mischievously, I twist the dial, intensifying the flow.

I playfully dance the shower head across my body, making stops at my nipples and belly button. Bending over, I direct it over my ass and between my cheeks. Leaning against the wall, I guide it back to the region between my thighs.

Moving it leisurely up and down my lips, I let it graze the edges of my clit, stifling a groan of anticipation. Torturing myself I move it inches closer and closer to the desired spot, prompting me to widen my stance and aim the nozzle directly onto my thriving pussy.

I gasp at the first shock of it, and my body shivers at the full force of the stream. I use the fingers of my free hand to block the stream intermittently, playing with patterns and touching myself from time to time.

I’m so close just from this little bit of play that I hang the showerhead back on its hook to finish the job with my fingers. I groan again, this time out loud as I push my finger deep inside my craving pussy.

In the background, I hear my phone buzzing and it won’t stop. Cursing, I jump out of the shower to see if it is important.

Your delivery driver is at your door. If you have chosen no-contact delivery, you’re all set! You can pick up your order right now. If you didn’t, your driver will meet you at the location you specified on your order! Thank you for ordering from Tom’s Pizza!

“Dammit!” I glance at the time. Why was he here so early?


two
Sizzling Delivery
Rachel


Iscramble to turn off the water. With only a towel around my body, I rush into the living room to find my purse. I always keep a little bit of cash on hand for tips. I drop both my handbag and my towel trying to find my wallet.

I leave the bag but remember to grab my towel, rushing to the door as I dig out the money I need.

“Tom’s Pizza,” he says. “I’ve got…” He lifts the receipt to read it. “A medium Hawaiian for Rachel.” He grins crookedly.

The first thing I notice after looking into his eyes is his well-defined forearm holding the pizza box. I have to remind myself not to stare, especially since I'm still feeling aroused. He’s gorgeous—tall and lean, yet muscular and perfectly balanced. Not overtrained at all.

I can’t stand guys who only focus on their upper body and forget about their legs. He seems to have it all. Maybe he is a climber I think to myself before I close my eyes to bring me back to the present.

Feeling his gaze on me I stutter: “Sorry for the towel. When I placed the order, it said I’d have an hour before delivery.”

“Ah,” he says, his eyes still wandering over my wet body. “This is my last delivery for the night. I live in this general direction, so they must have worked yours early so I could drop it off on my way.”

I can feel him staring, and my need comes rushing back. After a short check on his sculpted forearms, my gaze drops. He is wearing well-fitted jeans that outline his quadriceps and a firm ass. Every inch of him exudes strength and confidence, adding to his undeniable sexiness.

“Sorry I came at an inconvenient moment,” he says, his voice husky and low.

“That’s okay,” I stammer. Heat rushes through my body. As if that is not enough, my pussy starts tingling in anticipation. “Could you maybe carry it inside for me?” I nod to indicate my hands, one griping my towel and the other still holding my wallet. “My hands are full.”

He grins. “Of course, ma’am,” he drawls slowly. “At Tom’s Pizza, we always do our best to ensure our customers are satisfied.”

“I bet you do,” I whisper, setting down my wallet. “So this is your last delivery, you say?” Looking him up and down again, my gaze stares at his bulge for a second too long. Not sure if the jeans are that tight or if he has some dirty thoughts as well.

As he sets the pizza box down, I get a nice glimpse of those ridiculously good-looking forearms. They are rugged and powerful, with sinewy muscles that ripple beneath the surface of his tanned skin. The veins trace intricate patterns along the length, adding a raw, masculine edge to his appearance.

Lightly dusted with hair, his forearms exude strength and a subtle hint of wildness. I had no idea that I had a thing for forearms until just now. For some reason, those arms make me think of his penis. Does his dick look similar – veiny, tanned, and strong.

Before I can finish my thought, he pulls me to him and kisses me softly. As if waiting for permission, he lets go for a second. Still holding up my towel with one hand, I dig the other one in his hair and pull his head closer to mine.

While our kiss intensifies, I thank the universe for this naughty delivery. His tongue moves leisurely with mine, relishing my taste in a mesmerizing cadence. He toys with my mouth, delicately sucking on my lower lip before releasing it with an audible pop.

Lustfully, he holds my head with both palms and presses his center against mine. I can feel his length pushing on my belly when a moan escapes my mouth. After a few minutes, we pause, catching our breaths. His bright blue eyes gleam, pupils dilated, entirely fixated on me.

"Hey," I whisper softly, "You look a little flushed." My fingers trace lightly over his cheek.

"Hmm?" His voice is husky. "I guess I'm feeling a bit warm," he says, his gaze dropping to my lips as he speaks.

Playfully, I tug at his polo shirt. "Maybe you should take this off," I suggest. The room is warm, but we both know that the heat isn't from the room temperature or his shirt.

He nods silently and takes his shirt off, tousling his hair and revealing a simple white muscle tee beneath. With a casual toss, his top lands on the floor; he glances back at me, his broad shoulders a stark contrast to my frame.

His bare chest is revealed, each muscle defined and inviting, tempting me to trace my fingertips along his abs.

Although he's breathing heavily from our passionate kisses, his gaze remains locked on me.

I flash a seductive smile, inviting him to continue where we left off when his strong arms wrap around me.


three
Beneath the Veins
Rachel


I'm dying to run my hands over his forearms, tracing the delicate veins and exploring the firm muscles. A thousand thoughts race through my mind—how did he get this particular part of his arm so perfectly shaped? And why have I never noticed this on any other man before?

He stands before me, a vision of masculine beauty, his features chiseled yet inviting. Every inch of him exudes strength and allure, drawing me in like a moth to a flame.

As my fingers trail down his arm, feeling the warmth of his skin, I sense his breath hitching, his body responding to my touch. I'm met with a wave of desire when I glide over his smooth, taut muscles. I can't contain the shiver that runs down my spine, and I bite my lip in anticipation.

A deep, primal sound escapes his lips, his chest rising and falling with intensity. At that moment, I know I've ignited a fire within him, and the heat between us burns hotter with each passing second.

His big hands roam my body with surprising gentleness, somehow keeping my towel in place. The tension between us is palpable. There is no denying that we both need more. Playfully nipping at his jaw, I run my teeth along his stubbly skin. He reacts with a jerk, swallowing hard, and I lean in to kiss his Adam's apple.

Holding me tight he asks: “What do you want?”

I can’t think of what to say. I want you to fuck me senseless? No, no. that’s a little too blunt. I really need to brush up on my delivery man seduction etiquette.

What about, I want to ride your cock until you can’t remember your own name? Hmm…

“Okay,” he says, his lips curled up on one side in a little smirk.

I narrow my eyes. “I said that out loud, huh?”

“Yep, but I’m fully on board.”

I study him for a moment, giving him one last chance to back out if he wants to. But he doesn’t; instead, I can see his eyes darken with desire as he looks at me, and I feel a surge of heat. Suddenly, our lips crash together in a hungry kiss, filled with raw, unspoken need. His hands grip my waist, pulling me tighter against him. I can feel every hard line of his body.

Our mouths move urgently, almost desperately, as if we're both starved, each touch and taste a feast we've been denied for too long. His lips are hot and insistent against mine, parting them with a force that sends a jolt of electricity straight to my core. I respond eagerly, my tongue tangling with his.

Every touch and taste is intense, almost frantic. I can feel the stubble on his chin grazing my skin. My palms wander over his back, feeling the tense muscles pulling him closer and needing more.

His fingers thread through my hair, tugging gently to angle my head just right. I moan softly against his mouth. He responds with a low, throaty growl that reverberates through my entire body, making me ache for him even more.

We kiss like a storm, wild and unrestrained, each touch and taste a bolt of lightning igniting our passion. With deliberate intent, I drag my nails lightly down the center of his chest, stopping right above his jeans. His hips jerk. Thinking that he is not able to control his reaction to my touch makes me smile in confidence.He’s panting now and so am I. Fascinated by the rapid rise and fall of his flat stomach I rock my hips, looking for some relief from this fucking ache, but I can’t get the friction I need. The growing bulge in his jeans makes me moan and bite my lip before I cup his crotch and squeeze lightly. After tracing the rapidly lengthening shape of his cock through the heavy denim, I yank at the button of his jeans with both hands.

He gets the hint as our palms join to unzip his jeans. With a tantalizingly slow motion, he lowers the zipper, allowing the jeans to fall to his feet, exposing the bulge in his boxers.

There is no resisting now. My fingers itch with the need to touch him, to feel the heat of his skin beneath my palm. I reach out, my hand trembling slightly, and grab his thick cock through the fabric. I can feel it pulsing with need, straining against the constraint of his boxers.

As I slowly lower his briefs, he hisses through his teeth as the air hits his wet, angry dick. His gaze is fixed on me as I study his cock, noting how it resembles his forearm—strong and capable, with veins pulsing beneath the skin.

I knew it. Maybe that's why I'm so attracted to his forearm. Meanwhile, I'm pretty sure I'm going to have little crescent-shaped marks on my thighs from where he's digging his nails into me in anticipation. But right now, I can't bring myself to care.

I’m pretty sure that by this point I’ve soaked through my towel. I can’t decide what I want to do first. Images of his musky, weighty cock on my tongue start to flood my mind. I bite back a moan at the thought. I can almost taste the salty sweetness of him. His arousal is evident, with more pre-cum dripping from the mushroom head.

I try to steady my breathing as I reach out, taking both hands to grab his dick. In my eagerness, my towel falls to the ground unnoticed. As soon as I make contact, his hips thrust into my fist two times in rapid succession as he groans the loudest he has yet.

His cock is hot and heavy in my hands, smoother than I would have expected given how veiny it is. I swipe my thumb across the head to collect some of the pre-cum. His mouth is open now, panting. If the room didn’t feel so warm, I’m certain I’d see puffs of air leaving his mouth. His forehead is covered in tiny beads of sweat. His muscles clench and twitch as he tries to resist pumping into my fist.

The first glide of my hand down his cock is slow and tight.

“Don’t stop,” he moans after I take a few seconds break to look at him. It’s delicious. The eroticism of it makes me tighten my thighs around his waist, my cunt clenching, begging to be filled.

I settle into a rhythm of stroking him as his hips keep lifting to meet my hand. As I work him, my eyes rotate between watching his face contort in pleasure and my palm on him, wrist twisting and thumb brushing the tip every few movements, grasping it firmly.

I’ve never seen anyone so beautiful. His head is thrown back, face flushed, gasping, choking on his breaths: all bitten lips and twitching hips. I moan along with him as I take him faster.

My mouth finds his ear and nibbles on it before running my tongue up the edge slowly, my warm breath wafting down his neck. The fact that I’ve reduced him to whimpers and broken words makes me feel powerful… desired.

“You want this?” I murmur into his ear. I’m not surprised when my only reply is a deep, lustful gasp.

Deliberately, I slow the pace of my hand, causing the rhythm I’ve created with his rocking hips to falter. He looks down questioningly before his eyes swivel to mine. The mad desire I see illuminated in them is shameless. His tan skin is unbelievably flushed and glistening with sweat. What a handsome, strong stranger.

I crash my lips against his. He’s in a hurry to respond to the kiss, his hand leaving my thigh to hold me to his mouth. It’s clumsy and messy, but the slide of his tongue against mine is provocative. I manage to catch his wet muscle between my lips and suck hard.

The reaction I receive is immediate. A deep guttural groan erupts from his throat into my mouth and his eyes roll back.

I tug on his hair as I bob my head. The short distance back and forth needed to suck the length of his tongue. The squelching noises it makes are strangely erotic. It’s easy to sync the pumping of my hand with the motion of my mouth, deliberately emulating what I wished I was doing to his body instead.

His moans are so loud I’m thankful that I live alone, although I secretly love just how noisy he is.

Tremors are traveling through the entire length of him. He’s close. With a flick of my tongue against the tip of his, I release his mouth and run my tongue up his cheek as a strangled whimper gushes from his lips. I tighten my grip around his member and increase the pace of my strokes rapidly.

His moaning trails off as he sucks a breath through his teeth and bites his lip.

“Do you ever do this to yourself, pizza man?” My voice is raspier than I’ve ever heard it.

“Yes,” he gasps. As a reward for his answer, I increase the pace of my hand, and a cry erupts from his mouth again.

“Do you want to come?” It’s a hot whisper directly in his ear.

“Please,” he says. His body is thrusting wildly against my palm. I quickly wrap my left arm around him, my nails digging into his buttocks, to hold him to me as I increase the pace of my right hand once more.

I trail my lips to his neck, sucking roughly on the delicate unblemished skin there. I’m going to mark him if he lets me.

“Feels so good. I’m so close. Oh God, I-I’m coming!”

The sight of him coming apart beneath my hands is the most glorious image I’ve ever seen. I keep pumping him while I witness his back arching. His toes are curled, his thighs tense, withholding his weight, his legs jerking beneath my calves still wrapped around him.

I struggle to hold on to him because of his strength. His hips and cock twitch spastically as jets of cum spill into my fist and over his lower belly, creating tiny creamy rivulets. As his orgasm passes, he slumps against me, boneless. My mouth leaves his neck to admire the pretty red mark I’ve created, giving it one last lick and a lingering kiss. He is still slightly shivering throughout the entire length of his body as he comes down from his high.

Pulling him closer to me I stroke his chest gently. I feel his cock lose some of its rigidity beneath my hand as I give it one final light pump before releasing it. With a smile watch it continue to twitch a few more times.

His panting has decreased slightly, but his breathing is far from steady. I hum as I continue to run my hands gently along his chest and thigh to calm him down. Planting a few kisses along his jaw, he answers with a small noncommittal hum.

His eyes look sleepy… but I’m far from finished with him. Pizza man might have come good. But I’m just as horny as before, craving him inside me. Eyeing the little streams of cum along his belly, I reach out with my hand to catch some near his navel. Slowly, I raise a wet finger to my mouth. His breathing halts entirely as he watches me, his own mouth agape and eyes wide and unbelieving.

Before I place it on my tongue, I make eye contact with him. The taste bursts in my mouth as I suck it. It’s salty as I expected, but I did not expect the sweet undertones to the flavor. It’s heavenly. I moan as I pull my finger from my mouth with a satisfied pop. Slowly, I run my tongue over my lips, savoring the lingering taste.

He makes a guttural noise but finally resumes his breathing. Watching his cheeks flush I say seductively: “Mmm, you taste so good.”

He groans, bites his own lip and looks away. I can’t help but smirk.

"Want a taste?" I whisper, leaning in with my lips slightly parted. He hesitates for a moment before turning back, leaning closer with his mouth open; his tongue begins teasingly tracing his lips, ready to meet mine.

Before our lips touch, I turn my face away, feeling his breath warm against my cheek. I catch another rivulet of cum on my finger and bring it to his lips. I’m surprised when he opens his mouth more, but instead of placing my it on his waiting tongue, like he was clearly anticipating, I wipe it along his lower lip slowly.

His heated breath travels down my finger. Before he can lick his lips, I grab his hair with my left hand, tilting his head back. I roughly bring my mouth to his. My tongue traces his lip, collecting the cum I’d left there, before slipping into his mouth and pressing firmly against his tongue.

He moans as I force him to taste himself on my tongue, the flavor somehow even sweeter than before. Despite my firm hold, our kiss remains slow and deep. After a few moments, I pull away, watching him gasp for air and swallow hard.

Our eyes lock, the intensity between us palpable. I lean in again, placing a soft, lingering kiss on his lips. "See? You're so delicious," I whisper against his mouth. He offers a small, shy smile, squirms slightly, and then looks away, his cheeks flushed with arousal.

I give him another hug, holding him gently, and admiring his afterglow. My eyes travel to the love bite on his neck.

“I hope I didn’t hurt you,” I say sincerely.

“Hmm?” he hums with a confused look on his face.

I run a finger gently along his neck over the bite.

“Oh no! You have to bite me a lot harder in order to hurt me. Actually... uh, it felt good. Really good.”

I can’t help the smile that breaks out across my face. “I want to make you feel good.” my voice drops to a seductive whisper in his ear. “I want to make you feel incredible.”

He nods once, slowly at first, then rapidly a few times as he flashes a genuine smile. I swivel my hips a bit in discomfort. Although he got his fix, I still have a deep ache in my belly that I need to satisfy.

After a beat, he opens his mouth and asks, “So, do you do that yourself as well?”

Here we go, I think he might be getting excited again.

“You mean, do I touch myself?” I purr a playful grin in my eyes as I tease him.

“Yes,” he responds, his voice betraying a mix of nervousness and desire. He averts his gaze, unable to hold my intense stare.

He’s adorable, with a hint of innocence. Young perhaps inexperienced. I will find out hopefully shortly and teach him if necessary.

“Are you imagining me touching myself?” I tease. Unfortunately for me, he doesn’t seem to be in a teasing mood.

Next thing I know, his body is moving away from mine. For a second, I can’t help but think I’ve said something wrong. But then I see the way his eyes roam over me as if he's taking in every detail, and I realize he's checking me out. When his hands find their way back to me and he presses his body against mine, any doubts fade away. His gaze is burning with desire, and I can't deny the thrill that shoots through me.

He pauses, his expression unreadable for a moment. With a slight smirk, he replies, "I don't have to imagine."

My heart skips a beat at his response, a rush of heat flooding through me.

"But for right now I want you to feel it. I want you to feel me."

He grips my thighs to roughly push me down flat on the sofa. Leaning over me, he braced my arms on either side of my head. He claims me with a hunger that matches my own.

Without another word his mouth attacks mine. His kiss is fierce, commanding, and dominating.

I squirm beneath him, craving more direct contact. "Can I have one of your legs?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper, as I try to convey my need for friction.

He nods, understanding my request, and shifts slightly, placing one of his legs between mine. As soon as I feel the hard muscle of his quadriceps against my pubic mound, I start to move, rubbing myself against him in a desperate attempt to relieve the ache between my legs.

To my surprise, he matches my rhythm, his movements strong and deliberate. The friction is intense, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. I can feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge, my body responding to his with a hunger that consumes me.

Faintly, I recognize that the keening, shrill, crazed noises permeating the air are from me. I don’t find it within me to care. The only thing that matters is the firmness between my thighs and the delectable friction it’s creating.

He looks between our bodies to watch in amazement as I literally get off on him.

“Harder…” I gasp.

I groan as he answers my plea and presses his thigh harder against me, trying his best to rock along with my erratic motions. My hips are moving faster now. I’m so close. I can feel the coiling low in my belly, the tingles of pleasure cascading over me to my fingertips. Just a little more.

“Oh wow…” I hear him whisper as he continues to watch me, completely enraptured.

With a few more urgent movements of my hips, I'm teetering on the edge. I cling to him desperately, my thighs trembling uncontrollably. As the climax hits, I arch my back, throwing my head back as a wave of white-hot pleasure washes over me.

My body tenses and quakes, my core pulsing with the intensity of my release. I feel the familiar wetness trickling down my thighs as I surrender to the ecstasy. As the last tremors of pleasure fade, I collapse onto the sofa, my chest heaving as I gasp for air, completely spent.

I’m not sure how long it takes me to come back to my senses; when I do, it’s to the wonderful sensation of his tongue along my collarbone and him running his fingers along my sides. I emit a small moan of encouragement at his touches and raise a hand to his head as he continues to lick me.

“I want to make you do that again, but this time with me inside you,” he says before he resumes licking and nibbling along my collar. He’s so eager, and I find the slurping noises he’s making across my body endearing.

I begin to flush and fidget under his stare. Despite him being entirely naked, I suddenly feel more exposed than he is.

He’s taking too long and I decide to assist him through this. Gently grabbing his hands, which I notice are shaking slightly, I place his palms along my stomach. Guiding with my hands, I slide his palms slowly back and forth along my skin, casually inching closer and closer to my chest.

His palms are rough, fingers callused but warm. They feel good on my skin. I coo softly as I manipulate him to pet me.

Keeping my eyes on his face, I finally slide his palms directly onto my breasts. God, it feels good to finally have someone else’s hands on my skin. I arc to press myself more firmly against him. He lets out his breath in a whoosh and relaxes on top of me a bit more. I release his hands, and for a brief moment, panic flashes through his eyes.

“Touch me,” I whisper encouragingly.

He lowers his head and begins to leave one breast while kneading the other. I feel my nipples harden and begging to become more sensitive and responsive to his touch. His tongue circles my swollen nipple a few times before flicking across it rapidly.

It doesn’t take much longer for him to learn that I like it when he uses his teeth or sucks so hard that his cheeks grow hollow or that pinching, rolling, and pulling at my nipples makes me very vocal.

My hips begin to rock against his again, the familiar pang of deep arousal coiling once more. He moans against my full breast as he grinds languidly against me while continuing to shower my boobs with attention.

I’m currently too lost in pleasure to do much more than run my fingers through his hair as I roll my hips into his. I shut my eyes, moaning at the sensation of him finally touching me like I need it. The bites he leaves along my skin from one breast to the other, a beautiful sting of pain. He is a quick learner I like that.

I run my hands over his upper body, feeling the sharp points of his shoulder blades rise and fall as he rhythmically shifts his body over me. The smooth expanse of his back is slick with sweat. When I reach his ass, I firmly grab both cheeks, kneading the plush flesh, feeling them flex with each grind of his hips against mine. The rock of my hips becomes harder and faster.

Abruptly, he pulls his mouth away from me and elevates his hips so his body is no longer touching me. I whine as I try to pull him back to me but he resists. I try once again to pull his body back down to mine, raising slightly to latch my mouth onto his neck. He moans and shivers as I bite and suck the skin of his shoulder.

Despite this, he resists. His hands come up and gently push my shoulders down. I fall back against the sofa unceremoniously. As he takes a moment to catch his breath, I notice my chest is littered with love bites. He’d certainly been busy, although I find it unfair that he’s marked me with so many when I’ve only managed to place one on him.

“I need to taste you,” he assets. I immediately understand what he’s asking for.

In an instant, he is between my thighs. I can feel his gaze on me, intense and hungry. Without a word, I spread my legs wider, silently urging him to hurry.

“Then touch me, taste me.” It’s not a command, but a plea.

He shuffles closer on his knees and places his hands gently on my thighs. I bite my lip in anticipation as I wait with bated breath. After running his hands up and down my thighs a few times, he looks at me again.

His fingers inch closer to my most sensitive spot, teasing me with their proximity. When they finally make contact, brushing against my folds, I can't hold back a gasp. A quake runs through my body at the feel of his coarse fingers against my heated, slick skin.

"Please," I manage to whisper, my voice thick with desire. "Use your fingers and your tongue... together."

He nods, a hungry look in his eyes as he positions himself between my legs. His fingers find their way to my slick warmth, and I gasp at the sensation.

"More," I plead, unable to contain my need. "Stretch me... with two, maybe three fingers."

He obliges, slowly sliding two fingers inside me, then a third, making me moan with pleasure. I'm so wet and ready for him that I can't help but rock my hips against his hand, urging him deeper.

He’s almost timid as he explores me. What is he doing now? He pulls them out and strokes up and down my slit, My eyes widen as I watch him bring his hand to his mouth. Just as he’s about to place his fingers on his tongue, he makes eye contact and my breathing stops.

When his lips close around them, his eyes close in bliss; he makes a breathy “mmm” noise that kick starts my breathing again. I feel my body flush from my head to my toes. I am slightly embarrassed, but turned on even more.

His hands return to me, more assured as they apply firm friction to my clitoris. I groan as my hips lift off the sofa to try to press closer to him. I can’t keep my eyes open as my body begins to tremble. He alternates between rubbing my clitoris and running his fingers up and down my folds, circling my opening teasingly and starting back up again.

Seconds later, his cheek rests against my thigh, his eyes fixed in rapture on my quivering cunt, watching as it clenches around his fingers. My need for him only grows stronger.

"I need more of you," I gasp, my voice trembling with desire. "So much more."

Through a haze of pleasure, I run a hand through his hair and tug gently, shifting my hips to angle toward his mouth. His fingers drop from me to wrap around my legs and grip my thighs as he positions himself. His unsteady breathing against me is driving me mad.

Finally, he does what I asked him to do. His tongue is forceful…and filthy. It has me moaning, both hands grasping his hair in fists, my head thrown back and my hips humping his mouth as he adds his fingers.

His tongue imitates the motions his hand was previously making, teasing my opening before climbing to circle my clitoris. Slowly. Torturously slowly. He’s so good. I’m writhing beneath him. He’s moaning into me. One of his hands shifts to my hip in an attempt to hold me in place, his fingers so firm that I’m sure he’ll leave more marks.

When his lips pucker around my clit and suck, the cry that rips from me leaves my throat aching. Suddenly, his fingers are stroking me again, and it’s somehow better than before. One slips inside of me. I’m certain this must be what heaven feels like.

His lips leave me with a salacious pop as he focuses his attention on his finger, slowly moving in and out of me. I feel a second one being added. The coil within me is growing tighter and tighter.

I notice the rocking of his hips as he humps the cushions beneath him, his back and ass flexing and relaxing, his muscles bunching and releasing. The sight alone is almost enough to make me come undone.

His fingers curl and he hits a spot that makes me start chanting… no screaming for him to do whatever he just did again. He does, finding that spot within me that has me shaking and convulsing. My breathing begins to hitch, and the tremors in my thighs increase in intensity.

Garbled words and choked moans fall from my lips. All I can think is if he were only playing innocent to have me teach him. Maybe he likes to be dominated. There is only one way to find out.

His tongue and lips find my clit again, and I'm unraveling beneath him. I cry out, my thighs clamping around his head, holding him in place as I lose control. My hands are buried in his hair, gripping tightly, and my back arches off the couch.

I'm on fire. I'm blinded. I can't breathe. Pure electricity pulses through me. It takes several moments for me to recover. Weakly, I grab his shoulders, desperately tugging him up. He obliges, crawling up my body, his lips and chin glistening with my arousal. His hair is wild from my fingers, his cheeks flushed and mouth agape and panting; his eyes are dark with hunger.

He’s never looked sexier.

I pull his lips down to mine with a fierce urgency, savoring the exquisite taste of myself on his tongue. My hands glide down his sides, feeling his body shudder beneath my touch as he collapses against me.

My right hand slips between us, wrapping around his cock, finding him hard and pulsing with need. He breaks away from the kiss, his face falling to my neck as he chokes on his moans, thrusting into my fist. My left hand tangles in his hair, drawing his head back up as I begin to pump him with slow, deliberate strokes.

“I want to hear you moan,” I whisper, my breath hot against his ear. “I want to know how good it feels.” His response is immediate—a raw cry of pleasure as his mouth hangs open, gasping for air.

His strong neck is right in front of me, and I can’t resist. I latch on, pressing hot, open-mouthed kisses to his skin, sucking gently until I leave my mark. His body arches into me, every gasp and groan a symphony that drives me wild, each sound urging me to take him higher with every touch.

“What do you want?” I ask.

“Whatever you need,” he replies huskily, meeting my gaze. I shiver at the passion in his eyes. My nimble fingers dance over his firm chest, trailing down his toned abs and reaching the defined V of his lower abdomen.

I shift our positions, feeling the weight of his strong, heavy body pressing down on me. It takes a bit of effort to move him, but I manage to climb on top and straddle him on the couch. The change in angle sparks a fresh wave of desire within me. As I straddle him, his erection is right in front of me, ready and waiting. I revel in the surge of power as I take control.

Without hesitation, I take his cock in my mouth, lavishing attention on it just the way he’d done for me. Using my tongue and lips to tease and play, I work my magic, driving him mad with desire.

Groaning loudly, he grasps my head, urging me on, not wanting me to stop, but knowing I’ll need to if I don’t want him to come like this. I gently lick at his frenulum, circling the head of his cock with my tongue. I can feel him twitch in response to every touch. A surge of pre-cum course through the length of it. I hold it flat to my tongue to catch its flavor.

I don’t hold him in my mouth too long, taking slow licks all up and down the shaft. I let my teeth scrape over the flared head of his cock and point my tongue to poke it into the slit at the top until he tries once again to push me away.

At one point, I take his entire length into my hot, wet mouth. I can hear him groan as I swallow around the tip of his cock—the one lodged squarely in my throat. When I close my lips solidly around the base of his dick, he gasps and stops breathing for a moment.

I tilt my head ever so slightly. I can feel him go tense and still. I slowly extend my tongue with his cock still deep in my throat. I lick his balls, then ease him out of my mouth and lick up his shaft as well.

His legs and thighs are tense, his muscles rock hard. I can feel his cock pulsing under my tongue. He’s getting close, and I wait for him to try one last time to stop me. I’ve just worked my way down his length and sucked one of his balls in my mouth when he speaks up.

“Stop,” he says. “Please. I want to fuck you hard. If you don’t stop I come like this.”

“Not just yet,” I say.

“I won’t last if you keep going,” he warns.

“Trust me.”

I can feel him deliberately relaxing his body, anticipating my thoughts. I laugh, low and deep, knowing the effect I have on him. Spreading his legs even wider, I turn my attention back to his balls. He cries out in surprise as I nip at one, the thin skin fragile and delicate under my teeth. I roll and tug them gently, lovingly caressing them with my tongue.

His thighs start to shake when I scrape my teeth over him. I press them tight to his skin and laugh, my mirth vibrating his flesh.

“Stop,” he said more urgently than before. “You have to stop this time.”

“Alright, pizza man. I can do that.” I climb on top of him, aggressive and domineering. I watch him sheath himself quickly with a condom he pulled out of his wallet.

Reaching out, I guide him into my wet, hot hole. His eyes close as I slowly slide down, taking him in fully. I’m not sure he’s breathing, but I can feel myself surrounding his encroaching length tightly as I ease him deeper inside of me.

I start to ride him, taking control of how deep he gets, each movement deliberate and assertive. My breasts sway with each motion, bouncing provocatively as I move above him. My nipples are hard enough to cut glass; he chases after them, trying to take one into his mouth.

With each thrust, he urges me to go faster, harder. I oblige, eager to please while maintaining my dominance. His grunts become louder, his body moving more beneath me, but I remain in control, dictating the rhythm and depth of our connection.

I’m breathless, reduced to whimpers and moans to urge him on. I know how to get what I want from a man, and this one is no exception. It occurs to me that he’s a stranger right about the point when his hand slides up my sweat-slicked belly and over my chest, locking over my throat. I have my head thrown back, and his hand is tight against my flesh, constricting my breathing to the smallest degree.

It’s more promise than threat, and I’m here for it. I close my eyes and concentrate solely on the incredible feeling running through my body. The pressure I feel building inside me is exactly what I need.

Grabbing me tightly, he claims my mouth greedily as he pushes himself deeper into me. His tongue slides along mine, exploring my teeth and the roof of my mouth. Deepening the kiss, he cups my cheek almost possessively. I shiver under his grip.

With him pulled close to me, our hips press tight together. With each passing second, the air thickens with the growing electricity between us. I can hear his heart pounding in his chest. I’m sure he can hear mine—fast and choppy with desire.

We move instinctually. I wrap a leg around his waist; he slides his arm beneath my knee, lifting until my pussy is wide open. Gently rocking his hips, he slides in even deeper. I arch my back, moaning in pleasure. I can feel him full and thick inside of me. Clenching my pussy, I urge him on with my rocking movements.

He draws my lip into his mouth and sucks gently. I purr with contentment. It's not what I need right now, feeling needy as hell.

“Are you ready? I’m going to ride you hard,” I demand breathlessly, clenching my thighs around his waist.

He huffs, grabbing hold of my ass and pushing himself in as deep as he can. I cry out in response, clutching at him even more tightly than before. My thighs quivered where they were clamped to his side, and my legs trembled uncontrollably.

I straddle him with fervent intensity, my movements wild and unrestrained. As I ride him hard, my hips buck and sway with a frantic rhythm, driven by a desperate need for release. Each thrust sends waves of pleasure coursing through my body, causing me to gasp and moan uncontrollably. My nails dig into his shoulders, anchoring myself as I lose control, my body surrendering completely to the overwhelming sensations. My hair tumbles around my face, damp with sweat, and my eyes flutter closed as I chase the edge of ecstasy, lost in the raw, primal connection between us.

"I’m coming," I growl, my movements matching his frantic pace. Our bodies are slick with sweat and pre-cum, mingling with the remnants of our earlier releases.

As I shudder and cry out, he pulls back, his eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that makes my breath catch. "Turn over," he commands. I obey, flipping onto my back.

He moves swiftly, taking my legs and placing them on his shoulders, lifting my ass just enough so that he can thrust deeply. His grip on my hips is firm; with each powerful stroke, he drives into me with a force that leaves me gasping.

The new position sends jolts of pleasure coursing through me, his cock hitting deeper, harder, in ways that make me lose all sense of time and place. His fingers find my clit again, drawing patterns and designs that push me closer to the brink. My world narrows until there's nothing but the sensation of him filling me and the weight of him pressing me down, the feel of him between my thighs, hitting somewhere deep inside me.

“I’m so close,” I scream; it’s a promise and a warning and a plea all at once.

He gently pulls out of me and drags me to my wobbly feet. He bends me over the couch, and I’m scrabbling for a hold of the fabric.

I sigh.

He spreads my lips, letting his fingers delve into my wet spot, then slides back in, deeper than before. He thrusts like his life depends on it. I’m not going to last.

“Please,” I beg. “I’m almost there.”

He swats my ass hard; the surprise of it pulls me out of my arousal just enough to keep me from coming.

“No,” he says, “you don’t get to come until I say you can.”

I’m angry with him and so turned on that I can’t stand it. I feel a surge of wetness answer the heat in his voice and bury my face in the couch cushions in an effort to control my body.

“Touch yourself.”

I groan and drag my fingers over my lips and through my folds. If I stretch them out, I can feel where he’s pounding into me and push my finger into his cock as he slides in and out. He grabs my hips, his hands holding me tight. I’m probably going to get bruises, but I’m alright with that. They will help me remember.

I can feel myself rocketing toward my orgasm. “Please, let me come.”

“Yes,” he says, “come for me!”

With his words he almost set me off. The sensations build rapidly, my body quaking around him. His relentless thrusts push me closer, the pressure mounting until it finally explodes. I come hard, seeing stars, almost passing out from the intensity. I lose my balance, collapsing forward, but he holds me steady, allowing me to ride out every wave of my orgasm.

After a brief moment to catch my breath, he starts moving again, chasing his own release. I hold still as he pounds into me, the intensity of his movements sending aftershocks through my body.

“Show me what you got!”

He shudders, dropping his head. “Come on me,” I say. “I want it on my skin. I want to feel your hot juice.”

He groans and carefully pulls out, tugging off the condom as he goes. He looms over me, rubbing his dripping cock against my ass. After a few moments, he takes himself in hand and starts jerking off. It doesn't take long before he's spurting all over my soft, sweaty skin, his release mingling with mine.

I hum in satisfaction. I turn around and notice him watching me with dreamy eyes.

“You’re so sexy,” he declares.

I smirk and say, “I know. And I’m also very dirty.”

“That you are.”

I laugh and swipe my palm over my come coated back. I suck two fingers into my mouth. “Mmm,” I utter, “delicious.”

He groans and drops his head to the sofa. “You’re going to literally be the death of me.”

I pat him on the head and wiggle out from under him. “I really need another shower now,” I say, waltzing naked into the bathroom. I turn and see him watching me warily. “Are you coming?”

“I guess that’s up to you,” he says, smiling.


four
Wet and Wild
Rachel


We step into the shower together; it’s impossible to keep my hands off him. The warmth of the water contrasts with the cool air outside the shower, and the delicious sensation makes me sigh in contentment. It streams down my neck and back. When I tilt my head back, I allow the water to cascade over my face.

The sensation is both cleansing and invigorating, rejuvenating my senses while grounding me in the present moment. I run my hands over his chest, feeling the steady thrum of his heart beneath my fingers.

With his freshly-fucked look and damp hair clinging to his forehead, he's irresistibly alluring. I revel in the feel of him inside me, knowing that he's mine, at least at this moment.

His muscles are taut, glistening with a mix of sweat and water, each contour highlighted by the soft light. The way his chest rises and falls, still catching his breath. The sight of his slightly parted lips make him incredibly attractive.

Under my hands, his chiseled abs ripple, water cascading downward to accentuate every ridge and valley. His strong arms, capable of holding me tightly and making me feel safe, are now relaxed; yet they still exude a quiet power. The mix of the scent of soap and sex creates an intoxicating aura around him.

The steam fogs up the mirror, but I couldn’t care less. His laughter fills the air as he playfully splashes water at me. Returning the favor, I turn a simple shower into a water fight. The way his eyes sparkle with mischief is contagious make me laugh along with him.

I find myself unable to resist his infectious joy and the way he effortlessly makes me happy. With a smile, I immerse myself in our playful, intimate connection, cherishing every moment. Everything feels light and perfect in this moment, as I am completely swept away by the happiness he brings me.

With gentle hands, he helps me wash my hair, his fingers massaging my scalp. I reach for the shampoo; as I start lathering up, he just grins and grabs the soap. There’s an easy rhythm between us as we pass items back and forth, laughing about the silliest things.

As he washes my back, in a sweet little dance, his hands moving gently, almost soothing. I lean into it, feeling relaxed and cared for. Then it’s my turn to do his back. I pour some soap into my hands and start rubbing, teasing him a bit. He pretends to squirm, but I know he’s loving it.

When I pull at his shoulder, he turns around and I soap his chest, my hands gliding over his firm muscles. He lets his hands drift up and down my arms as I work, making me shiver. The third time he “accidentally” lets his fingers brush over my nipples, I pull him close and press my lips to his; the searing kiss leaves us both gasping for air.

He moans softly as I trail kisses along his neck and shoulders. I move against him, my skin sticking and sliding as the water ebbs and flows over our flesh. His cock begins to swell against my thigh, and I can't help but smile.

“I want you again,” he whispers against my throat.

I moan, feeling a fresh wave of desire. “You’ve recovered already?”

His only response is a low growl while his hands roam my body. I kneel, the water spraying us, and look up at him with a mischievous smile. Drops of water cling to his hardening cock. I lean in, letting my tongue catch each drop. His breath hitches as I tease him, my lips and tongue working over his length.

I can feel him grow even harder under my touch; his hands find their way to my hair, gently guiding me. With primal need, I take him deeper, savoring every inch. The combination of water and desire makes the moment electric. I revel in the pleasure of making him feel good, while my own arousal builds.

As the intensity peaks, I reluctantly let him slip from my mouth. The ache between my legs, the craving for him, is too strong to ignore. I need him inside me so badly. He grabs the condom I had brought with me just in case and quickly rolls it on.

Without hesitation, he lifts me up and pins me to the shower wall. I gasp and my hands fly out to brace myself against the tile. Without warning, he thrusts into me. I can feel him claiming me to my innermost core.

I scream in surprise, my body reacting to the sudden, forceful penetration. I bite down on my bottom lip, hard enough to taste the metallic tang of blood. My pussy is sore in the best way, the intensity of his thrusts overwhelming, yet exhilarating.

Each movement is primal and instinctual, as if we are both driven by some unspoken need to consume each other. The water continues to cascade over us, adding to our raw, animalistic coupling. I cling to him, lost in the moment… in the pleasure of being taken so fiercely.

He fucks me without mercy, his movements rough and relentless. Each thrust is a force of nature, driving me against the wall. My body responds eagerly, meeting his thrusts with equal fervor. Each stroke brings me closer to the edge.

This is exactly what I needed, what I had craved so desperately: the rough, uninhibited fuck of a stranger, the thrill of being taken without restraint or hesitation. He leaves me breathless and only wanting more.

I moan low in my throat. “Please,” I start.

“Always begging,” he says.

I narrow my eyes at him, but he simply orders, “Turn around. Let me take care of you like a man.” He smacks my ass when I don’t turn quickly enough for him.

I hurry to turn, eager for more. The blood rushes to my center, the sting in my cheeks mirroring the arousal building between my legs. The combination of pain and pleasure is intoxicating.

I've never admitted this to myself, but I have a thing for spanking. I enjoy this way more than I should.

He spreads my cheeks, staring for a moment before he puts me where he wants me. “Stay just like this.”

When he taps my clit with his cock, I shudder. He rubs his hard length along my drenched slit. My hands scrabble against the slick tile, and he slides into me when I’m still a little off balance.

“I want you to come,” he growls, his voice laced with command as he slides his thick fingers into my pussy, filling me completely. With his other hand, he delivers a firm spank to my ass, the sting sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

My body arches, pushing against his hand in my pussy and tilting my ass up, silently begging for more.

"You like this?" he asks, his voice husky with desire; as he spanks me again, the sharp sting sends a rush of heat through me.

"Yes," I moan deeply, the pleasure-pain combination sending me spiraling into ecstasy.

His fingers continue their relentless assault, driving me closer and closer to the edge.

With each touch, each spank, the pleasure builds, becoming almost unbearable. I can feel myself teetering on the brink, my body trembling with need.

Then it happens: with a sharp cry, I come hard on his fingers, my orgasm crashing over me in waves. My whole body shudders with the intensity of it, the pleasure so intense, it's almost painful. He continues to touch me, prolonging my ecstasy until finally, I collapse forward, my knees buckling beneath me.

I sink to my knees, the water from the shower raining down on me, mixing with the tears of ecstasy that streak my face. He kneels beside me, wrapping his arms around me, holding me close; his touch is gentle now, soothing me as I come down from the dizzying heights of pleasure.

He doesn't waste a moment, pressing me against the wet tiles, his hands gripping my hips as he positions himself behind me. With a low growl, he enters me again, his cock filling me.

He fucks into me harder, and I squeeze tight around him. “You want to come again?”

I groan. I don’t even know if I can. I’ve lost track of how many times I’ve already gotten off tonight. Surely I can’t manage another.

“I know you can do it,” he urges. He lightly squeezes my clit between his fingers as he hammers into me. “So close. Come with me.”

My thigh muscles tighten and my stomach clenches. I can feel him tensing up all over.

“Come, now. Come for me!”

I do, and the pressure of my walls squeezing tightly around him drives him over the edge along with me. He comes with a loud cry that echoes through the bathroom and bounces off the tiles.

He eases out of me and guides me to the bench in the corner. He cleans me with the handheld shower, then does the same for himself. The water is starting to run cold just as we finish.


five
The Morning After
Rachel


He gently disentangles himself from my arms, careful not to disturb the fragile tranquility we had somehow managed to create. I invited him to stay in bed last night after our shower, knowing he was too drained to drive.

I watch him for a moment, admiring the way the light traces the contours of his face, etching a memory I wish to hold onto. There's a gentle sadness in the air, the weight of unspoken words hanging between us.

With a faint smile, he turns to me. "I should probably get going," he says softly, a hint of reluctance in his voice.

I nod, trying to mask the pang of regret fluttering within me.

"Yeah," I reply, my voice tinged with an unspoken longing.

He leans down to press a tender kiss on my forehead.

"Thank you for an amazing night," he murmurs, his gaze lingering.

I want to ask for his name, to grasp something tangible amid the fleeting time we’ve spent together. But the words catch in my throat, the moment feeling too delicate to disrupt. With a soft smile, he gathers his belongings; as he reaches the door, he turns back to meet my gaze one last time.

"Take care," he says, a touch of wistfulness in his eyes before stepping out into the morning light.

I stand by the door, thoughts swirling through my head like a tornado. Part of me wants to kick myself for not asking his name or number. But then again, there's something kinda exciting about the mystery of it all—like a night that just feels destined, somehow meant to happen no matter what.

I finally eat the pizza but I don’t even heat it up. The toppings have slid mostly to one side during our frantic encounter, and the cheese is gloopy and congealed. It’s one of the best things I’ve eaten in a long time.

I caress my skin as I eat, reveling in the stinging marks he had left behind. I press into bruises, the only remembrance I have left. I'm exhausted to the bone, but there’s no way I can sleep.

Daylight starts slowly creeping in. I find myself staring out my window, watching the world do its usual thing as it wakes up for the day. It's so quiet and so different from the mess going on inside me.

There’s a knock at my door: tentative and light, but a knock all the same. My heart jumps in my chest. Could it be him? I try not to get my hopes up in the space between the couch and the front door.

Slowly, I open the door, and there he is: the pizza guy with this half-nervous, half-hopeful smile.

"Hey, uh, I forgot something," he mutters, his cheeks going a bit pink.

I grin. "Come on in," I say, stepping aside.

He looks around, a bit sheepish, and then pulls out a piece of paper.

"I never gave you this," he says, handing it over. "It's my number, in case you need it… you know, for more pizza delivery."

He tries to act nonchalant, but I can tell he’s been thinking about what happened as much as I have. I take the paper, feeling both grateful and relieved. As I unfold it, I see his name scrawled across the top: Jake.

"Thanks, Jake," I say, smiling. "I'm really glad you came back."

He smiles and heads for the door. Our eyes lock, and there’s a moment. The door closes behind him; this time it feels different. Like there’s some tiny little thing tying us together.

I am excited as I save his number on my phone. I have the feeling that I’ll be eating pizza again very soon.

~ The End ~
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one
Highway Heatwave
Ellie


Having a car accident in the middle of nowhere is my biggest fear. The second biggest one is a road trip without a smutty audiobook to keep me company. Nothing keeps me engaged on a long drive like a steaming love story.

A shiver runs down my spine as the narrator’s voice fills the car. The male protagonist is fucking the female lead hard, and I can feel the heat building inside me. I take a deep breath, letting the words flood my brain; my body is responding to every detail of the story.

“Jared slides his hands between her legs, pressing gently against her clit. Tina curls her toes in lust with every movement of his fingers, but she remains still against the wall as he pleasures her,” the narrator reads.

Picturing myself as the female lead, I squeeze my legs together and let out a small chuckle, feeling a wetness between my thighs. Disappointment sets in as I realize my arousal is going to waste, untouched and unused. I long for someone to enjoy them. I want to be claimed… to have my desire met with fervor and passion… just like in the book.

My T-shirt, once neatly in place, is now rumpled and pushed aside from the constant caressing of my sensitive nipples. Each brush of fabric sends a jolt of pleasure through me, heightening my sexual need.

My fingers trail down my body, teasing the edge of my waistband, as I lose myself in the fantasy. The voice in my ears becomes my reality, every word a promise of the ecstasy I crave. The book might be fiction, but the desire it stirs within me is all too real, leaving me breathless and aching for more.

In the most unexpected moment, my car jerks. My pulse quickens with each sputter until the engine finally gives out, stopping on the lonely open road. I realize that I'm several miles from any major city, essentially stranded in the middle of nowhere.

My biggest fear has arrived. I guess it's true that the things you imagine will come true–and not just when it comes to positive thinking.

After taking a few deep breaths to calm myself down, I recall spotting a small signpost for an auto shop a few miles back. The idea of trekking back there drives me crazy, but it's my best shot, especially since getting cell service out here would be like finding a needle in a haystack.

I step out of the vehicle, wiping a bead of sweat from my forehead. The air is thick with humidity, making me uncomfortably damp in several places. I give my truck a quick once-over, but I'm too tired to spot any immediate issue.

I wait on the roadside for a few minutes, hoping for someone to stop and lend a hand, but no such luck. With the sun hiding behind the trees, walking becomes an option. Feeling tired and desperate, I set off on foot, determined to reach that signpost I saw earlier.

Strolling along the winding road, lost in my thoughts with my headphones on, the steamy audiobook I was listening to earlier plays in my ears. The narrator's words keep me company. My nipples are still hard and blood flows to my cheeks as the narrator explains in detail the sexual chemistry between both lead characters as they fuck.

"Tina lies on the other side of him, her body warm and inviting, as she takes his thick, throbbing dick into her mouth. Matching the fervor with which he had devoured her pussy, her tongue swirls in a teasing rhythm that drives him wild.

Her moans, low and sultry, echo in the small space, a symphony of pleasure that spurs him on. Each grunt he releases is a confirmation, a sign that she’s hitting all the right spots. Tina’s mouth works over his length with a sloppiness that only heightens his arousal, her lips sliding and sucking with desperate hunger.

His breath hitches, and she feels him tense, a warning before he spills into her mouth. The sudden rush of his cum fills her, warm and salty, but she doesn't stop. Her head continues to bob up and down, her tongue milking every last drop. Tasting him fully, she savors the essence of his release, even as his dick begins to soften between her lips.

Jared lets out a deep, satisfied groan, his body relaxing as the waves of his orgasm subside. But Tina remains relentless, her mouth a haven of wet heat that refuses to let go, sucking and licking until his dick is completely spent. Jared’s hands tangle in her hair, a silent plea for mercy, but she’s not ready to give up her prize just yet. When she finally pulls back, her lips are swollen and glistening with his cum, a satisfied smile playing on her face as she looks up at him," the audiobook continues.

After thirty minutes of walking and following hand-painted arrow signs, I reach the auto shop. A sigh of relief escapes my lips as I knock on the door. The place is eerily quiet, but I can see a light inside, through the cracks in the door.

Unplugging my headphones I move closer, taking careful steps. My body is humming in the aftermath of the erotic narrative. I catch a hint of my own arousal, the scent unmistakable in the air. The wetness between my thighs is impossible to ignore, soaking through my panties and making my desire all the more obvious. The smell is intoxicating, pulling me in and heightening my awareness of how turned on I am.

"Hello." I knock desperately. "Sorry to bother you, I just really need some help-"

The door swings open, and I’m faced with the most handsome man I’ve ever seen, wearing nothing but body-hugging shorts that leave little to the imagination.

My eyes immediately lock on his exposed, chiseled chest, rising and falling with each deep breath; his abs are a sculpted masterpiece. His skin glistens slightly, either from sweat or the dim light playing tricks, but it only adds to his rugged appeal.

Traces of grease plaster his sexy, strong neck, indicating he had just recently finished working on a car. A light stubble adorns his strong jawline, and the faint shadows under his eyes give him a raw, unpolished charm that makes my heart race. I finally tear my gaze away from his torso and look up to see his hair – the darkest shade of black, perfectly tousled giving him an edge that even Channing Tatum couldn’t match.

His eyes are a mesmerizing shade of amber; they burn with an intensity that sends shivers down my spine. There's a gentle curiosity in his gaze that I can't quite decipher, but it’s clear that he’s noticed me checking him out. He watches me with a look I can’t catch, but I’m utterly captivated by the sight of his taut muscles and the way his shorts cling to his body. He is the epitome of raw, masculine beauty, and I am completely entranced.


two
Mechanic's Temptation
Ethan


Ismile coyly as I notice her staring me down like a hungry predator. Deciding to take the bait, I relax into her look, giving her a chance to see all of me.

Staring back at her, I take in the details of her appearance. Her hair is a fiery cascade of red, falling in waves around her shoulders like molten copper. It frames a face that could stop time: high cheekbones and a soft, inviting smile. A faint dusting of freckles across her nose adds to her charm, giving her a playful, girl-next-door vibe.

Then I notice her eyes. They are like emeralds, but not the shiny, polished kind you find in a jewelry store… more like the deep, rich greens you see in the heart of a forest.

Her figure is equally captivating, with curves that defy logic in their perfection. Her jeans hug her hips and accentuate her waist in a way that feels almost sinful. Every movement she makes is graceful and alluring, like a siren luring sailors to their doom.

Do I just see her this way because it's been months since I've had sex? Or is it that I'm so used to seeing the same women around town that this new face gets me extremely excited? I can't help but feel a stirring deep within me.

This woman is not just beautiful; she's a force of nature. A mix of emotions washes over me: surprise at finding such a stunning woman standing alone on my doorstep, followed by a surge of pride as her narrow, cat-like eyes openly check out my body. But then, embarrassment hits when I realize that my thoughts are turning dirty.

Nevertheless, I continue to stare, noticing every detail. She’s slender, but those jeans clinging to her long legs show that she is anything but too thin. Her boobs are covered, but if I squint, I can make out the lining of her bra and possibly guess that she’s a B-cup. My thoughts drift off again, imagining how her tits would fit perfectly in my hands.

I know I’m an okay-looking guy, but most women aren’t subtle with their stares. This woman’s bold gaze makes me question my initial read: she's definitely not delicate. “Fierce” suits her better. If I didn't know any better, I'd say she's horny as fuck.

This night just turned interesting, I think to myself. "How can I help you, miss...?" I ask, raising my brows.

"Ellie," she says.

I notice a slight delay in her response; her gaze remains fixed on my chest. I'd be lying if I said that I didn't enjoy this. Ellie clearly likes what she sees, boosting my confidence. I decide to let her keep staring and just soak it all in.

"That's a beautiful name," I say.

“Thank you. My truck broke down a couple of miles from here. I could use some help,” she stutters.

"You want me to check it out?" I ask her to confirm.

"Well, if you don't mind. I’m tired, and it was dark when I opened up the hood, but I suspect a damaged radiator," she continues.

"Oh, you know your way around cars," I say, bemused.

"Yes, a little bit. My dad was a mechanic."

I look at her, impressed.

“You are one of the triple threats, eh?” I ask her with a sexy, suggestive smirk.

“Triple threats?” she asks confused.

“Gorgeous, handy, and intelligent,” I say as I whistle.

"Okay, cool. We can take my pickup," I say in a rush as I turn to grab a shirt while reaching for a few tools to see if we can salvage her vehicle.

As we drive to her stalled car, an uncomfortable silence settles in my truck. I want to say something, but I'm at a loss for words. The night grows darker, with crickets chirping in the bushes around us. There is no way we can fix anything right here, right now.

"This highway can be dangerous at night. I will call the tow truck to bring your car to the shop, and we can check it out tomorrow morning," I advise her, noticing her nod in agreement.

When I feel her gaze lingering on me again, I can't help but feel a surge of desire. She must be thinking about where to sleep. When she starts saying, "I will need to find..." I interrupt her.

“There is no need for that,” I blurt out, hoping not to scare her off.

"No need for what?" she asks, perplexed.

I'm deliberating whether or not to continue, when she smiles at me, urging me to go on.

"No need to find a hotel. Suppose that was what you were thinking. You're welcome to stay at my place. I have a good shower and some food; you look like you could use both," I offer, noticing the sweat-soaked hair clinging to her neck and face.

She gazes at me warily. “No, I can't possibly take you up on your offer. I will call an Uber to get me to town.”

“Well, first of all. We don’t have Uber out here. And second, it will take at least forty-five minutes to get anywhere. You can have my bedroom. I’ll sleep on the couch.”

“You’re sure about this?”

I have never been more sure about anything. Because all I want is to kiss your fiery lips and claim your body. I don't say that, of course. I only nod and look away, before she can read my mind.

I can already feel her hard ass in my eager palms. I can also feel my dick growing in my pants. Shit.

"Okay, thank you," she answers shy but relieved.

The drive back to the mechanic shop is quiet before I turn on the radio and a solemn voice fills the air.

"She wanted to be fucked good, and Jared would do anything to have that pussy wound around his dick…"

Blood runs down my face as I look at her, embarrassed.

"I’m sorry."

"Don't be," she says amused. "I actually listened to the same audiobook," she continues with a wink.

Growing uncomfortable, I harden as I listen to the narrator's voice. I steal a glance at her and notice her mouth agape, her neck flushed, and her head tilted back slightly. A small sigh escapes her lips when she looks at me and then at my torso.

When we arrive at the shop, I make a quick call to the tow company before I gesture to the stairs.

"Up here is my place," I beckon, leading the way to my cozy apartment.

Like the gentleman I believe I am, I step away from the door and let her in. Ellie's eyes wander around the place and then back to me.

I know we will fuck. Her eyes are practically undressing me, and the way she bites her lip as she looks at me tells me everything I need to know. Her body is begging for it… those nipples poking through her tank top? It's like they're calling out to me. I've never felt this way with any other woman who's come here for help; but with her, it's different.

She needs me to take care of more than just her truck. She needs me to take care of her body and take her over the edge. I can practically smell her arousal and can't deny the primal urge building up inside me.

Oh wow, my thoughts are racing. I can't think straight anymore. All I want is to fuck this woman hard. Make her mine for the night. Stretch her wet little pussy and do it over and over again.

I never regretted the decision to locate my auto shop in the middle of nowhere. It meant people would be willing to pay any price to get their car fixed, with no negotiating. But if I'm honest with myself, the real satisfaction comes from being available to help stranded people, a situation that occurs more often than I can count. Yet never before has such a beautiful woman landed on my doorstep.

"The shower's this way," I say, leading her through the rooms. The kitchen and living room are connected, giving the place a spacious vibe. My bedroom's on the left, just a simple setup; on the right is a small office nook, where I work on my projects.

"You can leave your stuff here," I say and gesture to the bedroom. "I'll grab you a towel and something to change into."


three
Pit Stop Passion
Ellie


If only I could wrap my hands around his cock, I think to myself. Or wait, did I say that out loud? His laughter suggests that I might have.

My mind is playing tricks on me, conjuring several scenarios of how he would straddle me across the kitchen counter. I revert to the smutty book I was listening to, mentally comparing the male character's description with this gorgeous man – automatically concluding that the mechanic in front of me is sexier. The character was described as perfect, but this man has imperfections that make him even more interesting: that small scar just above his brows and subtle wrinkles that appear when he smiles.

As I make myself comfortable, slipping off my shoes, I notice the queen bed in the bedroom. Leaning against the wall, I catch him staring at my ass as I bend over, his gaze sending an electric shock through my body. Feeling emboldened, I decide to take control: if he wants a show, I'll give him exactly that.

Slowly, I stretch my arms over my head to relieve the tension building in my muscles. I begin to strip, starting with my tank, revealing my black lacy bra now soaked in sweat. He looks away, attempting to leave the room. A flush of disappointment rushes through me. Does he not like what he sees? Or is he a real gentleman?

As if he can sense my dismay, he pauses in the doorframe. Glancing at him, I notice the bulge growing in his shorts. His now hungry eyes don't leave my body. I decide to tease him some more. Unstrapping my bra, my left forearm slides over my small breasts before I drop it. Playing with my nipple, I bite my lips in enjoyment.

I watch his reaction from the corner of my eye. I can see desire stirring within him, overpowering any semblance of restraint. With his gaze lingering on my breasts, I sense his struggle. My desire grows even fuller, and I can't control myself anymore. Confident that I am reading the signs right, I walk to him, slowly but tantalizing.

What was it that the audiobook said about men when they see a naked woman? I can't remember the details, but I know that I'm on a mission. I can see the outline of his dick through the fabric of his shorts. His fingers grab it to adjust it, while I imagine what it'd feel like inside me.

I wait, wanting to draw him in further; just when it seems he might resist, he straightens with determination. Lunging toward me, his arms envelop me while his hands seize my neck and hair firmly. The intensity of his embrace momentarily takes my breath away, and I feel a primal heat coursing through me. It's raw and powerful, and I know that we both need this. Kissing like a storm, our lips meeting hungrily, our bodies crashing together in a dance of desire.

Wrapping his arms gently around my waist, he lets them wander down to my ass. His fingers trail across the stiff jeans fabric, moving slowly to cup my rear. I'm on fire, the wetness between my thighs undeniable as his touch ignites a raw need within me. He grabs me with a fierce intensity, his fingers not gentle but possessive, sending electric shocks through my body. I've been waiting for this… I crave to be dominated.

As he presses against me, I can feel his hardness against my lower abdomen. I rub against him, seeking more of that delicious friction, my breath coming in shallow gasps as I close my eyes, lost in the sensation.

With its seductive narrative and steamy scenes, the audiobook had already set my body ablaze with desire, priming me for this moment. Now, his touch is like a match to a flame, intensifying every sensation. I almost feel him inside me already, the thought alone sending a wave of pleasure through me.

I want more… need more… my body aching for release. A soft moan escapes my lips, a mix of pleasure and frustration. I teeter on the brink, craving the ecstasy that lies just beyond reach.

"Look at you, and I haven't even started yet," he groans, his voice thick with lust.

His touch sends waves of arousal through me, but he hasn't even reached the spots that really get me going. I'm surprised at how quickly I'm losing control; but damn, the thought of him inside me...

"Let’s shower together," I manage to croak, my voice barely audible over the pounding of my heart. Grabbing my hand, he leads me into the bathroom, his eyes burning with desire. With a swift motion, he starts undressing, kicking off his shoes and socks. His shorts come off next, leaving him in just his boxers, his bulge straining against the fabric, begging to be freed.

Leaning in close, his breath hot against my ear, he whispers. "You have no idea what you do to me."

I can feel my pulse quicken, my whole body aching for him. With a hunger that matches my own, he captures my lips in a searing kiss. I melt against him, lost in the sensation.


four
Shower Seduction
Ethan


Inever realized that a shower could be so intimate. Her small hands glide down my stomach, washing away the day's grime, while the water cascades over us. From the moment I opened the door, I could see the need in her eyes.

As my hands roam over her soft skin, I notice the way she bites her lip, her eyes locked on my arms. When my thumbs brush over her tits, she arches her back, letting out a low, sultry moan. The raw, primal response from her body sends a jolt of lust straight to my dick, each gasp and shiver making me harder. Her nipples pebble under my touch. I can't resist the urge to tease them further, reveling in the way her moans grow louder, more desperate.

Unable to restrain myself any longer, I lower my mouth to her boobs, capturing a nipple between my teeth. Her gasp is immediate, her fingers tangling in my hair as I suck gently, then harder, flicking my tongue over the sensitive bud. The taste of her skin and the way her body responds to my touch is making me lose control. I move to her other breast, lavishing it with the same attention, relishing every shiver and gasp. She's like a spark plug, igniting with intensity.

“Fuck, I’ve been craving this,” she whimpers.

Feeling her knees buckle under the weight of my touch, I tighten my hold on her, lifting her and drawing her closer.

“I thought I saw you looking at me like prey,” I answer while planting a soft, gentle kiss on her lips. She responds wildly, her mouth capturing mine with a fierce intensity. It’s like she is starving and I’m her feast. As I ease my tongue into her mouth, I'm afraid she might devour it.

"I want you in me right now," she whispers.

"Not yet, Sparks, be patient."

My voice is a soft murmur against her skin, soothing her as I lift her small frame gently away from the water stream and place her on the built-in marble step on the other side of the shower. Her body relaxes against mine, and I spread her legs open.

As I trail kisses down her neck and chest, I have to resist the urge to grab my dick. My hunger for her is tempting beyond belief. All I can think about is burying myself deep inside her, feeling her tightness around me. But I want more than just a quick release. I want her to get what she needs.

Fucking her hard and fast would be so easy, especially because she's already given me permission. But I don't want this to be over in three minutes. I want this moment to last all night. I want to pleasure her multiple times and watch her come undone under my touch.

I take my time, exploring her wetness with deliberate precision. My fingers glide through her slick folds, feeling the heat radiating from her core. I circle her clit with my thumb, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. Ellie's moans are music to my ears, each one fueling my rising desire.

She's so wet that her cream coats my fingers as I slip one inside her. The tightness around my digit is intoxicating, her muscles clenching in response to my every movement. I curl my finger, finding that spot inside her that makes her cry out.

Adding a second digit, I watch her greedy pussy stretch wide around my fingers, swallowing them whole. Her hips move in rhythm with my hand, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

Her clit throbs beneath my caress. I grin as I keep teasing it with gentle strokes. The way she responds and the way her body melts into mine is everything. I can feel her getting closer, her walls tightening around my fingers; it takes all my self-control not to push my cock into her right now.

"Please," she begs, her voice barely a whisper. I know that I've got her right where I want her.


Ellie

Feeling his tongue brush the surface of my wet pussy, I jerk in pleasure. His warm lips and expert organ work on my inside like a duo made in heaven. His mouth maneuvers me like a pro, making my pussy the star player in his game of pleasure.

I cling to the bench beneath me with a soul-clutching desperation, my knuckles white as they drain of blood. When his hand finds my hot spot, I lose the last bit of control. My body forces me to arch my back, pushing my hot center closer to him. He sucks and pinches, his thumb pressing lightly against my clit as his tongue works its magic. A scream of relief leaves my lips when he pushes one finger deep inside me.

Grunts escape his lips as he looks up at me.

"Please," I beg desperately, "I need you to fuck me."

Ethan's response is immediate, slipping another finger into me. The sensation is overwhelming, sending shockwaves of pleasure throughout my body. I’ve been craving this for so long.

Slowly he pushes in and out while his finger curls upward to brush against my G-spot. The feeling is phenomenal, and I can't stop whimpering. He inserts a third one, careful at first, and then harder and deeper.

“Is that what you need, Sparks?” I hear him ask from a distance.

“I need you deeper, harder…” Mid-sentence, I scream.

"That's it! Right there!" I gasp, guiding him as I press my hand over his, pushing his fingers in as deep as possible while I grind my mound against our intertwined hands.

He called me Sparks. I like that nickname. If I remember later, I want to ask him how that came to his mind. For right now, I’m trying to muffle the uncontrolled noises that escape my lips.

“You don’t need to hold back, Sparks. Let it out. There are no neighbors to worry about,” he whispers, his voice low and soothing.

Being able to scream as loud as I want makes everything more intense.

“Ohhhh! Yeah!” My pussy develops a mind of her own, wrapping around and grinding against his hand with an increasingly rapid rhythm.

I feel the tension building, and my breaths release in shallow gasps. After a final, powerful thrust, I cry out, surrendering to the intense climax that follows. I pant hard and fast, looking at his proud, reassuring smile as he leans in for a kiss.

His kiss rejuvenates me and brings me back to life. Steam swirls around us, a hazy curtain in the shower. With him now standing in front of me, I trace a fingertip over his sculpted chest. I follow a path, savoring the contrast between his smooth skin and trail of light hair. My touch lingers where his body tightens with anticipation, feeling his muscles tense beneath my fingers.

My breath hitches as my eyes catch his massive dick, right in front of my face. I try to evaluate its size, maybe seven inches, but the thickness is what stands out. He’s really thick. Good thing he stretched me with three fingers just a second ago. The smooth, rosy head contrasts with his darker skin, making it look raw and powerful. Veins run along its length, adding to its strong, masculine vibe. His cock stands proudly, demanding attention, and I’m more than ready to give it.

Looking up at him, he casts an "I dare you to take it all in" smirky look. I accept his dare without a word as I seductively lean in to plant a kiss on his crown. Licking his precum from my lips, I see the smirk on his face slowly fade. He tastes surprisingly good, almost sweet, and it only makes me want more.

"So, what's your name, handsome?" I randomly ask as I continue to lick his erection.

"Ethan," he answers in a voice laced with pain and pleasure. His massive cock makes my hands look small. I stroke him gently from the top to his balls. With every jerk, I feel his dick pulsating. I need both hands to grab the full length, his exposed head now glistening with more precum. He's nicely shaved down here, his skin soft and smooth.

"I love your big cock," I confess as I climb down from the bench and get on my knees. Starting gently, I suck and swirl my tongue around his head, keeping it moist with each movement. His taste is like a drug, addictive and arousing, urging me to suck harder and savor more of his sweet, salty flavor. His moans of pleasure drive me wild, spurring me to take him in deeper. There's something about a guy who vocalizes his enjoyment. I'm consumed with the desire to please him to the fullest and make him scream.

My tongue starts a dance of desire, part of our celebration of pleasure. With every inch of me, I worship this man. His hardness in my mouth sends a thrill through my body. I recall the vivid description from my audiobook, where the girl deepthroated the guy. I wonder if I can take him all the way in. Pushing myself, I take him deeper until I feel him hit the back of my throat. It's a bit uncomfortable, almost choking me, but hearing his moans is worth it.

"Damn, girl," he exclaims as I go all out. The slurpy sounds and the use of both hands to work his dick only make me hornier. Tilting my head to the side I take him into my cheek, feeling the weight of him on my tongue.

"Don't stop. You suck so good," he moans, throwing his head back. Wrapping my hand around his shaft I feel the heat and hardness. Slowly, with a firm grip, I start stroking his base while his head still pushes into my cheek. I alternate my pace, teasing him with slow, deliberate movements, then speeding up just enough to make him groan in pleasure.

Every so often, I lean in and lick his balls. I take one into my mouth, rolling it gently with my tongue before moving to the other. His reactions spur me on, his hips jerking slightly every time I switch from my hand to my mouth.

I return to his shaft, my fingers curling around the base as I slide my lips over the tip, sucking gently. I use my other hand to fondle his balls, massaging them with some pressure. The combination of my hand, mouth, and tongue seems to drive him wild. I hear his moans filling the air. I can feel the tension building in his body, and I know he's close.

"You are mine," I chant possessively, reverently referring to his manhood. I spit on his hard length and suck eagerly, taking as much as I can into my mouth.

“I’m so close! Let me fuck your pussy,” he growls.

Next thing I know, he is helping me up, turning me around, and pushing me violently against the wall. My face is turned towards the wall and my breasts press against the cold tile. Taking control, he spanks me. Ethan holds my waist, puts on a condom, and then enters me almost violently from behind.

Strings of curses escape my throat as I feel pain and pleasure at the same tempo.

"Jeez, fuck…oh hell…This feels so good. Goddammmn."

My body collapses into the wet wall as he hits me hard.

"Yes, just like that. You feel so good. Don't stop!"

His dick feels like it's been dipped in warm, melting butter; my dripping pussy envelops him snugly, like a pea in a pod. While hitting me in the deepest part of my core, his balls jiggle against my ass. I move one hand to the back and wrap it around his big frame in a silent plea to hit faster as my body vibrates. Energy is surging through my entire body, especially in my G-spot, where a strong wave of orgasm threatens to burst.

"Oh damn, your pussy is so warm. So tight."

His body shudders with each thrust, driving me closer to the edge of total bliss. The friction is unbearable, every stroke hitting just the right spot inside me. I feel the tension coil tighter and tighter, and I know I can't hold back much longer.

"Yes, just like that," I moan, my voice barely a whisper as the sensation overwhelms me. My fingers dig into his back, while I brace myself for the explosion.

He pounds harder, his rhythm becoming erratic as he chases his own release. The pressure in my core builds until it’s unbearable, and then it happens—a wave of pure ecstasy crashes over me, my body convulsing with the force of the orgasm. My walls clamp down around him, milking him for all he's worth.

"Fuck," he groans, his hips slamming into me one last time before he lets go. I feel his cock twitch inside me as he moans my name, the condom capturing his warm release. The sensation pushes me even farther, my body shaking with aftershocks as he continues to thrust, riding out both our orgasms.

We collapse together, our exhausted bodies trembling, our breaths mingling as we come down from the high.


five
Shadows and Sensations
Ethan


As we both regain control of our bodies, we enjoy a simple dinner of cup noodles and beer.

"Stop biting your lips like that," I command, trying to keep my voice cool. Ellie sits across from me in the small space, her eyes glued to the TV.

I gaze at her wearing one of my T-shirts, knowing she's got nothing on underneath. My hands itch to touch her… to slide her under me and make love to her right here on the sofa, slowly and sensually.

"What’s going on in your head, Ethan?" Ellie asks, her voice clear and curious.

"You really want to know?" I ask, standing up to sit down right next to her, wrapping her in my arms.

Finally, I get to admire her up close. Her clear skin is dotted with freckles. Most are on the bridge of her nose, cleavage and shoulders.

"Yes, tell me," she says with wide eyes.

“How about I show you,” I answer, taking her mouth in mine. It feels soft and willing against me. Not sure what she expects, but I want her to remember this kiss… this night. I lean in and press my lips to hers, kissing her slowly and passionately. My mouth moves with intent, exploring every inch of her lips and tongue. I want to savor this moment and make it last.

She grips my neck with purpose, pulling me close as if she wants to eat me alive. My heart races at the intensity of her desire and the urgency of her touch. Her grip tightens, her nails digging into my skin. I can feel the heat of her body, her breath hot on my skin. The world fades away, leaving only the two of us lost in this moment of raw passion. I deepen the kiss when my palms find her neck. In a choking motion, I pull her head up and closer to me. Pleasure-filled moans escape her lips, revealing how much she enjoys the roughness.

Our kiss is passionate, raw and full of hunger. Her lips are soft and inviting, and I can't get enough. When we finally break apart, she looks at me with shiny eyes.

Getting on my feet, I stand before her, our gazes locked. I want her so badly, and I can tell she wants me just as much.

Slowly, I discard my underwear, revealing my hard, throbbing cock. As she watches me, I notice her biting her lips again. I love that she reacts like this, seeing me naked. It makes me want her even more.

"You look perfect," I state out loud.

"And you look like you are too far away," she whispers.

I kneel before her, running my hand lightly along her legs and slide them apart. Her moans grow louder, and I can feel the warmth of her skin against my cold hand. Fire ignites in my core as my palm creeps deeper between her thighs, then up to her belly and breasts. I brush against one of them lightly, earning a soft yelp from her.

"Don't stop," she begs when my hands attempt to move forward. I oblige, teasing her nipples some more. Her small, round breasts feel perfect in my palms. She adjusts further into the couch as I shift my weight. My hands keep wandering and exploring Ellie’s body, from her neck and ribcage to her breasts and down to her hips.

Her breasts fit perfectly in my hands like they were made just for me. Her nipples are already hard, pressing urgently against my palms. I can't stop pinching them, drawing a gasp from her lips.

Not able to wait any longer, my mouth descends to her already wet pussy, my tongue exploring her eagerly. My hands remain under her rumpled shirt, continuing to worship her tits. My fingers tease her stiff nipples as I pleasure her.

My tongue enters her juicy cunt with glee. When Ellie grinds her hips against me, I groan in satisfaction. I can feel her pussy tighten, like a trap catching its prey. The possessiveness of it fuels me to swipe my tongue harder and add my index finger.

As I push my finger into her, Ellie reacts immediately. She bites her lip, trying to stifle a scream; her body moves with mine, matching the pace of my fingers. I can feel her arousal… her need for more. She grabs my head, pushing me down onto her pussy. I take it as a cue to take her harder.

Increasing the intensity, I use more force and pressure and a second finger. Her moans grow louder, her body writhing beneath me. I focus on her pleasure… on taking her to the edge and beyond.

"You feel so good," she moans, her voice muffled as she bites into a nearby pillow.

With force, I grab the pillow from her and toss it to the side, wanting to see her face… needing to hear her scream.

"Let it all out, Sparks," I growl, my voice low and husky. "Scream for me. I want to hear you scream my name.”

My cock throbs hungrily as I spread her lower lips wide, revealing the glistening, pink flesh beneath. Her slick cream flows freely, coating my finger. Ellie's swollen labia twitches with anticipation, begging to be stretched and filled with my hard cock.

As her body shudders for release, I have to hold back the burning sensation building at the edge of my balls. I suck all the cum from her center and my fingers. Ellie tries to catch her breath as her body collapses. She watches me suck my fingers before donning a condom.

After taking her shirt off, I guide her down to the floor.

"On top of me, Ellie," I command gently, my voice filled with urgency.

She positions herself above me, her eyes glazed with lust. "I want you to ride me hard," I order, my hands gripping her hips. She lowers herself slowly onto my cock, taking me inch by inch, her slick heat enveloping me completely.

Ellie begins to move, her hips rocking back and forth, riding me with increasing intensity. "That's it, Sparks," I groan, my hands guiding her rhythm. She leans forward, her breasts so tantalizingly close that I can't resist capturing one with my mouth. My lips wrap around her nipple as I savor the taste of her skin.

"You're so deep," she gasps, her voice trembling with pleasure. "I can't get enough of you."

"Ride me harder," I urge, my own release building. She obeys, her movements becoming more frantic, her body slamming down onto mine with fervor. I can feel her tightening around me, and I know she's close.

"Come for me, Ellie," I whisper, my hands gripping her hips tightly. "I want to feel you explode around my cock."

With a final, powerful thrust, she cries out; an orgasm rips through her, her body shaking uncontrollably. The sight and feel of her climax push me over the edge. I release into the condom with a deep groan, my body tensing as waves of pleasure crash over me.

She collapses onto my chest; both of our bodies are slick with sweat. "This was incredible," I murmur, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

"And you're insatiable," she mocks with a satisfied smile, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest.

We lay there, our bodies entwined, savoring the afterglow of our intense passion.

***

In the wee hours of the morning, I wake up in a cocoon of warmth, Ellie's small frame wrapped protectively in my arms. Small snores escape her lips.

"Good morning," I murmur against her skin, my voice thick with desire.

"Mm, definitely a good morning," she whispers back.

I reach over to the nightstand to retrieve a blindfold and a delicate feather. She raises an eyebrow, a playful smile tugging at her lips.

"Trust me," I whisper. I gently tie the blindfold over her eyes, plunging her into darkness. Her breathing quickens, and her anticipation is palpable.

I trail the feather lightly over her breasts, watching her shiver in response. The soft touch teases her sensitive skin, eliciting sweet whimpers from her lips. I circle her nipples with the feather.

"Please," she breathes, her body arching toward me.

"Patience," I murmur, my voice low and commanding. I continue to tease her, the feather dancing over her stomach and down to her thighs, before finally brushing against her slick folds. She moans, her hips lifting off the bed.

With deliberate slowness, I part her legs, revealing her glistening pussy. I replace the feather with my mouth, my tongue flicking over her clit in a maddeningly slow rhythm. Her moans grow louder, and her hands grip the sheets as I torture her with pleasure.

"You're so beautiful," I whisper.

With her chest rising and falling I know she's already close. Without warning, I slide two fingers inside her, curling them to hit her sweet spot while my tongue continues its relentless assault on her clit. Her body tenses as she screams my name.

"Yes, just like that," I murmur, feeling her inner walls contract around my fingers. Her hips buck wildly.

I feel her arousal flood over my hand as she teeters on the edge. "Oh my God," she gasps, her voice trembling. "I'm so close..."

With a final, powerful stroke of my fingers and a firm flick of my tongue, I push her over it. Her scream echoes throughout the room. Her body convulses as her orgasm crashes over her in waves. Her thighs clamp around my head, her entire body shuddering with the force of her release.

I watch her with a mix of awe and desire, her face contorted in pure ecstasy. The sight drives me wild, and I can't resist. I pull my fingers out of her, sucking them clean before positioning myself at her entrance.

"Ready for more?" I whisper, my voice thick with lust.

"Yes, I need you so badly," she murmurs in a trembling voice.

With her still blindfolded, I stay in control of guiding her pleasure.

“Do you trust me?” I ask.

She nods eagerly.

“I need you to say it,” I command.

“I trust you, Ethan,” she says, biting her lips.

Getting out of bed, I tread to my closet and grab a tie.

“Where are you going? Don’t leave me here,” I hear her whimpering in fear.

“I’m here, Sparks,” I reassure her while I gently bind her hands above her head; her wrists secured, she is naked and exposed.

She shivers as her body responds to my dominance. I press myself against her, feeling her warmth and the urgency between us.

In one swift motion, I slide a condom on. Teasing her with the tip of my cock, I growl. "You're mine," I moan.

She moans in response, arching toward me. Without warning, I thrust deep inside her, claiming her completely.

"Ethan," she cries.

“Take what you need, Ethan.”

I set a relentless pace, driven by the need to dominate her. Our bodies move together, each thrust asserting my control. Her moans intensify, echoing against the walls as she surrenders to the new sensations.

Feeling her climax approach, I withdraw, leaving her to whimper. She strains against the tie and arches her back.

“Ethan, I’m so close. Please don't leave me hanging like this.”

“I know, Sparks. Don’t worry, I’ll make you come good. Just not yet,” I answer, trying to hide how close I am myself.

I place my cock on her lips, commanding her to taste her arousal. She eagerly complies, sucking me greedily. I could play this game for hours, but she has me on the edge, and my cock is begging for release. Unable to resist, I plunge back inside her, nailing her hard and fast. She tightens around me, her body yielding to mine as we both reach the peak of ecstasy. With a primal groan, I release inside the rubber, only seconds after she cries out and strains against me in release.

We collapse in a heap, breathless and spent.

"This was incredible," she says with a smile. Still blindfolded, I hold a satisfied submissive in my arms.


six
Grease and Desire
Ellie


Upon hearing the word, "earth," I look at him, confused. "What? I must have been dreaming."

"I said, come back to earth. The truck is almost fixed," he repeats, using the small towel hanging around his neck to wipe off the grease and sweat from his face.

"You've done a good job. Let me reward you."

"Ooh, I love rewards," I say, suddenly fully awake.

Ethan holds my hand, gently pushing me against the workbench and removes the band holding my hair together.

"You look so hot in overalls," he stammers.

"I would look even hotter without it."

"I know," he confirms, his eyes boring into mine, his steady hold on my hand still intact as he moves my palm over his dick.

"Look what you do to me."

Closing my eyes for a second longer than needed, I can feel my heart rate go up.

"Look what you do to me," I offer, pulling my shirt down to expose a breast. I did not bother putting on a bra this morning. Biting my lips, I push my tits up.

He puts his mouth on my already hard nipple; his tongue swirls around it, sending shivers down my spine. I grab his dick through his pants, feeling it harden even more under my touch. His hand trails down my side, squeezing my waist before slipping under my shirt to cup the other breast.

My breathing quickens as he teases my nipple with his teeth, and I moan softly. I rub him again through the fabric, feeling his arousal grow with each stroke. He groans against my skin, the vibration adding to the intense pleasure.

Our bodies collide a few seconds later, our lips meeting in a long kiss. Ethan's hands still massage my breasts while I work my way into his underwear, pressing his balls and playing with his dick.

"I want to fuck you, hard," he murmurs into my mouth as his body presses against mine. His hands quickly unclasp the buttons holding my blue overalls in place, while my hands tug at his shorts, pulling them away from his ass. There's an urgency in our movements; neither of us is able to hold off the desperate desire for a good fuck.

My vision blurs with hunger, fixed on the sole purpose of fucking him hard and non-stop. Ethan peels off my overalls, leaving me in just a T-shirt and underwear. With a swift movement, he lifts me onto the workbench; our bodies are pressed together in a heated embrace. We hastily strip each other down, shedding clothes until we're both in our birthday suits.

“Are you open to try something new,” he asks a little shy.

“Yes, sure. What do you have in mind?”

“It’s almost embarrassing,” he continues. “But I have this fantasy. Well, no,” he stutters.

“Come to the point, Ethan, I’m dripping. Whatever it is, I want it. I need it!”

“Whenever I put on those blue latex gloves,” he says while reaching for the gloves, “the feel and smell gets me all horny.”

“What are you waiting for?” I smirk with a mischievous smile.

Ethan reaches for the gloves, a momentary pause filled with anticipation. He meets my gaze, his eyes smoldering with need as he rolls them over his hands.

I watch intently as he pours lube into his hands, spreading it slowly, making sure every inch of his gloved skin is coated. With deliberate care, he wipes my folds, starting at the front and trailing sensually toward the back. Kneeling before me, he teases with his tongue before sliding at least two fingers inside me. I gasp, captivated by his every move, wondering what he has planned.

“Can you help me put a condom on, please? My hands are way too slick.”

Nodding, I reach for the condom he had placed on the workbench earlier. I watch him intently, jumping down from the workbench and kneeling in front of him. With a slow, deliberate motion, I run my tongue along his length, savoring his salty taste. His breath quickens as I take him deeper, teasing and pleasuring him with each caress of my lips.

As I draw back slightly, I open the condom wrapper, maintaining eye contact the entire time. My fingers deftly roll the condom down his shaft, ensuring a perfect fit. Before letting go, I press a gentle kiss on the tip of his dick.

Seconds later, just after I get back up, he grips my hips and plunges inside me. The sensation of him filling me up sends shockwaves of pleasure through my core. I moan, intoxicated by the delicious friction as he thrusts hard and deep… just how I like it.

With his body slamming against mine, the only sound filling the air is the rhythmic collision of our bodies. I grab his hair instinctively, pulling him closer as I grind against him, completely lost in the overwhelming rush of pleasure radiating from between my legs.

Ethan's touch is electric; his hands are moving over my back and down to my ass, gripping me gently but firmly. Each squeeze makes me want to feel him deeper, and I moan loudly. My body moves instinctively, craving more of his touch… and more friction.

He surprises me by sliding one slick, latex-covered finger into my rear. A sharp jolt of discomfort makes me tense up immediately.

"Ethan, wait," I gasp, the new sensation feeling more painful than pleasurable.

"Relax, baby," he coos soothingly, his free hand gently stroking my back. "I’ll go slow. Just breathe."

I take a deep breath, trying to relax as he slowly moves his finger in and out. The initial discomfort gradually eases as I focus on his calm, reassuring presence. "Okay," I whisper, "just... just go slow."

"I will," he promises, his voice soft and tender. He continues his gentle movements, allowing me to adjust to the sensation. Slowly, my body begins to relax and the pain subsides, replaced by a strange mix of discomfort and growing pleasure.

"That's it," he sighs, kissing my neck softly. "You're doing great."

I nod, feeling myself relax further into his touch, my breathing steadying as I start to trust the new experience. "Okay," I say more confidently, "keep going."

Ethan smiles against my skin, continuing to move slowly, letting me get used to every inch. The sensation still feels unfamiliar, but his patience and care make it easier to handle. "How does that feel now?" he asks.

“Surprisingly good,” I confess.

Without pulling his finger out, he pushes me down onto the rough wooden bench, catching me off guard. My legs instinctively part as his cock slips out, leaving me aching for more. Feeling my pussy throb with need, all I can think about is how badly I need him back inside me.

Right now, all I can focus on is the sensation of his finger in my ass. It's a new, overwhelming feeling, filling my heightened senses. The pressure is intense, and the stretch feels foreign and uncomfortable. I take deep breaths, relaxing into it as he moves slowly and carefully, letting me adjust.

A surprised gasp escapes my lips as his big, hard dick slides back in. The sudden intrusion sends a shiver through my body, leaving me trembling with lust. My primal desires take over completely.

Then to my surprise, his finger in my rear suddenly feels really good. The initial discomfort melts away, replaced by a growing sensation of pleasure that intensifies with each movement.

The dual sensations overwhelm me, a blend of fullness and friction that drives me wild. "Oh, Ethan," I moan, my voice trembling with newfound pleasure, "don't stop."

He smiles, his eyes filled with a mix of lust and satisfaction. "You like that, huh?" he murmurs, his finger moving gently in sync with his thrusts.

I nod frantically, my body arching to meet his every movement. "Yes, yes, oh God, yes,"

I scream, overwhelmed by the intensity of his thrusts. “Ohhhhh. Don’t stop. Please…oh yeah…yes.”

My hair clings to my neck and face; everything is blurry; only his grunts and the pounding inside my pussy matter at the moment. My pussy tightens as the walls experience an increase in pleasure. The feeling starts to be unbearable, but the lingering afterglow in the pit of my stomach leaves me craving more.

Ethan’s breath becomes ragged as my pussy hisses; the feeling of wetness increases with every thrust, making the movement uncontrollable. His body hardens as his muscles contract with the rush of the need to cum.

The tension builds until it explodes in an intense orgasm. I cry out, pleasure washing over me as my body trembles beneath him.

Gazing up at Ethan, I see his eyes grow dark with desire. He looks like he wants more… just as much as I do.

I lie on the bench, my body is red with hickeys from his touch; my pink nipples are flushed with color while my small belly heaves up and down. Ethan has one leg bent on the bench and the other firm to the ground. Freshly fucked, he looks even more gorgeous.

"69?" I ask, my voice breathless and filled with anticipation.

Ethan doesn't require more of an invitation. Climbing on top, he squats over me, his dick close to my face, his mouth hovering over my lower lips. He pauses for a moment, then reaches down to pull off the latex gloves, discarding them with a quick motion. The gloves land with a soft thud on the floor, leaving his hands free to explore my body.

I use one hand to hold his balls, touching them lightly as I take his dick into my mouth while Ethan eats my pussy. His warm lips over my wet folds make me momentarily lose my grip on his dick. They don't come close to my skin, but that tongue is fire! My breathing seizes when I feel him curl it and attempt to enter deep inside – the source of all pleasure.

After regaining composure, I take him into my mouth, slowly and deeply, savoring every inch as I go. My lips wrap around his shaft, creating a tight seal, while my tongue caresses the underside. I begin to pleasure him with long, slow strokes, sliding up and down, exploring every ridge and vein.

Next, I move my mouth down to his balls, taking them in gently. With my tongue twirled around one at a time I give them soft, tender licks. My hand cradles them, providing a gentle squeeze as I continue to tease and please with my tongue.

After thoroughly attending to his balls, I glide my tongue back up his shaft, savoring every inch with slow, intentional movements. Circling the tip before taking him back into my mouth I groan.

He yelps loudly and nips my pussy gently, arousing me even more.

“Fuck, do that again,” he requests between manly moans.

I take my time pleasuring his dick and repeat the same motion. Meanwhile, he pushes a finger into my pussy. He spreads my lips open and watches intently. His tongue follows, teasing and tasting my slick, sensitive folds. The scent of my arousal fills the air, even I can smell it.

He begins to move his finger inside me, curling it to seek out my most pleasurable spots. Tingles run throughout my body as he adds a second finger, stretching and filling me even more. He alternates between thrusting and gently massaging my inner walls, making me crave more and more.

I moan softly as pleasure builds, my body responding eagerly to his skilled touch. The sensations overwhelm me, pushing me closer to the edge. Arching my back, I lift my hips to meet his mouth and fingers. He increases the pace, his tongue flicking over my clit while his fingers work magic inside me.

After building up for so long, the release doesn't come as a surprise, but the intensity of the orgasm still catches me off guard. Within seconds, I’m screaming, shivering, and losing all control over my body. My nails dig into Ethan's flesh, though I don’t even know where exactly, since my head is thrown back and my eyes are closed. For the first time in ages, I see stars. It’s as if the whole world narrows down to this single, overwhelming moment of bliss. Every nerve feels electrified, and all I can do is ride out the waves of pleasure, grinning and gasping as the intensity slowly subsides.

With unsteady movements and a weary body, Ethan eases himself off the workbench and collapses to the floor, catching his breath. I lie back, gazing absently at the ceiling, still lost in the aftermath.

“That was freaking awesome!” I yell with a loud laugh. “This is even better than my daydreams,” he says and joins me laughing.


seven
Heat of the Moment
Ellie


Working on the truck is taking longer than I expected, especially after we thought we almost had it.

"I'll drive to town to exchange the parts; this doesn't seem to fit," Ethan states.

My hair is pulled back in a sweaty ponytail, flighty strands sticking to my skin in the damn heat. I spot a smear of black oil on Ethan's cheek, making him look downright irresistible. I don't know what it is about those hard-working men getting all dirty, but it definitely turns me on.

I wipe the sweat from his face with a few wipes from my purse before doing the same for myself as we peel off our overalls.

"I'll come with you," I say, feeling a surge of closeness as we prepare to head into town.

As we get into his truck, we share knowing smiles. Ethan starts the audiobook with a playful smirk, and the narrator’s voice fills the car, drawing me into the story.

“His hands glide around her waist, lifting her by her ass before gently placing her on the twirling chair. Her skirt rides up, and he places her legs over his shoulders. The tiny lacy panties barely cover her as he kneels before her, steadying the chair with one hand while pushing the fabric aside, exposing her pussy.

"Still so thick and juicy," Jared murmurs.

"Do you like it?" she asks, a hint of uncertainty in her voice.

"Love it," he replies, sliding his fingers into her. The warmth and softness drive him wild. Her eyes close as her inner muscles tighten around his fingers. He adds another finger, pushing deeper. Strings of curses and moans escape her lips as her head falls back against the chair.

He touches her in all the right places, each stroke igniting a fire within her. As her climax builds and her body begins to tighten, he slips in another finger, pushing her closer to the edge. Tina can't hold back any longer. The relentless teasing reminds her of all the times she yearned for this exact moment.

Her muscles begin to loosen as she melts into his touch, surrendering to the waves of pleasure he brings. Just when she thinks she can't take anymore, he replaces his fingers with his wet, warm tongue. Jared folds it in half, penetrating her deeply, sending her spiraling into ecstasy.”

“Pull over,” I demand, my body burning with lust for him. Ethan doesn't hesitate, stopping the car in a secluded spot behind a giant tree.

I climb over to the driver's side, straddling his leg. With a quick flick, I release the lever under his seat, sliding it back for more space. His arms wrap around my neck, tilting my head up as he kisses me.

The narrator's words guide our movements like a beacon.

Ethan expertly removes my panties and shorts, baring my ass, while I peel off my tank top. Each of my tits find their way into his mouth. Teasing my nipples gently, his hand slips between my thighs. I grind my hips against him, feeling his throbbing bulge beneath me.

I waste no time undoing the loose belt holding his jeans together. He lifts slightly, affording me easy access.

"Wait, not so impatient," Ethan murmurs, with a husky voice.

He scrambles to get a condom out of his wallet, quickly tearing it open and rolling it over his throbbing cock. Without wasting any time, I sink down onto him, making him curse and moan as I grind against him, just like the female lead in the story: back and forth, up and down.

I can feel every inch of him filling me up as I move. His head falls back, eyes squeezed shut, and his grip on my arms tightens as he struggles to hold back the urge to come.

"The feel of your wet, warm pussy around me drives me wild," he murmurs.

I’m lost in the heat of the moment, feeling every bit of his hardness pressing into me. His moans and growls urge me on. Shifting my position I angle myself so he hits even deeper. For a moment, there’s a sharp sting, but then the intense pleasure quickly kicks in, making me gasp.

His hands grip my hips, guiding me as I move, each thrust bringing me closer to the edge.

I feel the tension building, a delicious ache that intensifies with each stroke. My breath quickens, and I lose myself in the rhythm of our bodies moving in tandem. I moan softly, my hands gripping his shoulders for support. Riding him faster, I feel my body tense, the pleasure building until it finally crashes over me. My head hits the headrest and a cry escapes my lips as I reach my peak, trembling with the intensity of my release.

Biting my lips, I can feel the urge to come again.

“I need one more,” I moan while my hips, already start moving by themselves.

“Oh you got me so close,” Ethan whispers.

Seconds later, we both cry out in release.

The narrator says, “…The feel of her wet, warm pussy around his dick drives him to the edge; he moves his waist slowly and rhythmically, meeting her every grind. Their moans and grunts fill the air, forming a rhythm of pleasure until they reach the climax together…”

Sweat clings to my skin despite the blaring car air conditioning.

"Wow, I really needed this after listening to the audiobook."

"I know, right," he says with a smirk, his arm wrapping around me while he fumbles with the glove compartment to find some paper. After cleaning me, he helps me into the passenger seat before tidying himself up.

I have no idea how he can drive now. I’m fighting to keep my eyes open. The dealer in town didn't have the fitting fan for my broken radiator; they had to order it, and it should arrive within the next forty-eight hours. Secretly, I thank the universe for this update. I’m not ready to leave.

***

"I will get dinner started," he announces with a big smile when we get back to the shop.

"You'll be my dessert, but let me shower first," I say with a suggestive smile.

"The night just went from great to the best," Ethan affirms, carrying me into the apartment.

Feeling his hungry gaze on me while I shower, I decide to give him a little show. I dance and sing, swinging my hips provocatively. With my eyes closed, I tilt my head back and run my fingers through my hair, down my neck to my tits. My other palm joins in, and I massage myself.

“I thought you said you’ll make dinner?” I ask with closed eyes, enjoying the shower.

"Well, I just couldn’t miss this show," he barks and laughs.

"You are one lucky man," I answer.

"You know, I think I should join you in there; looks like you could use some help," he suggests, already coming out of his jeans.

"You are right. I could use some capable hands here. And while you are at it, you could fuck me."

"You are so naughty. For those dirty thoughts, I need to punish you," he says full on serious.

“I need you to give me a blow job to make up for it,” he continues.

Okay, let’s play this game. I love his dominance.

Stepping under the water stream, he pushes me onto my knees. Without hesitation, I open my mouth wide, taking in his dick halfway. My little dance has him rock hard, and I need both hands to grab him properly while I lick his crown.

He tastes like a fantasy come true. Gripping his dick firmly with one hand, I massage his balls with the other. I spit on his erection repeatedly, gagging and swallowing the mix of my saliva and his pre-cum.

After a while, I feel his body tense beneath me; his orgasm is building. "I can't take it any longer," Ethan groans, the words heavy with anticipation. "It feels like swarms of butterflies are escaping my belly." His whole body shudders with pleasure; he doesn't hold back, cumming all over my face as he releases.

"You are one bad, bad girl," he says between pants as he lifts me halfway, then leads me out of the shower.

“Lean over the vanity for me and watch me in the mirror,” he demands as he pushes my upper body down.

Instinctively, I catch myself with both palms resting on the cold granite counter, my ass facing him. My body braces for a quick doggy-style fuck; instead, I'm met with the unexpected sensation of Ethan's mouth. Blood rushes through me as I realize that no one has ever eaten me out from behind before.

Ethan's lips close over my asshole; he releases warm air before his tongue swipes upward between my ass and pussy. Embarrassment quickly gives way to pure pleasure. His hands circle my swollen mound, gently rubbing my clit, while his tongue moves up and down in a tantalizing curve.

My body, from my waist down to my feet, has completely been taken captive by his touches, but my breasts ache for the attention. I manage to steady myself with one arm as I rub my boobs, one after the other. With my sensitive parts so thoroughly pampered, I throw my head back, my toes curling against the cold tile.

His words sound muffled against me, my eyes spin in a dizzying cycle, making my body weak.

"How about dessert before and after the main course?" he mocks as he stands, his lips covered in my clear, slimy cum.

Instead of answering, I push my ass up and back. After spitting on his fingers, he slides two of them into my pussy, his tongue circling my asshole.

"Your pussy is so tight and delicious," he grunts.

"All yours," I manage to croak.

He teases me, alternating between slow, deliberate motions and quicker, more urgent strokes. My breathing becomes ragged, and I grip the edge of the counter for support. His fingers work their magic, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

"Watch me in the mirror," he demands, his voice now a low growl.

I meet his gaze in the reflection, feeling a rush of excitement. With a final, perfectly-timed motion, he increases the pace, sending me over the brink. My body shudders with the intensity of my climax. I cry out, overwhelmed by the waves of pleasure coursing through my veins.

Ethan holds me steady, his fingers never faltering until the last tremors of my orgasm subside. I collapse against him. My eyes are locked with his in the mirror, never breaking the connection.

~ THE END ~
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Between Business and Pleasure


Tanya

What are the odds of running into the stranger who completely rocked my world three years ago? The last time we met, our rooms got mixed up during a brief trip to Athens, where I was trying to salvage my struggling company. Although the trip didn’t achieve its original purpose, I had gained two things.

First, I had one orgasm after another—too many to count. Second, my company’s problem mysteriously got fixed right after I landed in the USA, something I still can’t figure out.

Now, staring into his piercing eyes, my body reacts violently under the thin piece of clothing I have on. My mind is fuzzy as I look at the man whose lips were on my pussy about three years ago. If I close my eyes long enough, I can almost taste his cum in my mouth and smell his sweat against my skin. The hint of mild ginger lingers on his breath.

Memories of his cock flood my mind—God, it was the best sex I’ve ever had, both before and after our encounter. He ruined me, and now he stands here, looking at me as if he has no idea who I am.

“Come,” I command the man who is here to buy my company. Back then, he acted like he came from generational wealth, but I didn’t expect him to come after my small insurance firm. We parted on good terms. I remember how we fucked the morning before I checked out.

Now the question is, why is he doing this?

My body tingles with the sexual satisfaction of seeing him again after so many years. If I weren’t wearing panties right now, my pussy would be dripping. But the bastard wants to take everything from me with a measly five-million-dollar offer.

Prayers run through my mind. I hope that I can win this battle without my bodily cravings betraying me. I watch him closely as he stands before me, his intense gaze fixed on me. He’s aged a bit; the wrinkles at the corners of his eyes are more evident as he raises his brows, silently asking, “What do you want?”

The subtle gray in his hair makes him look even sexier, and those eyes—damn, they’re as blue as the painting of the sea staring back at me. They have to be contact lenses; I remember his eyes being green. I can’t decide which is sexier. The impatient look on his face starkly contrasts with the former calm and playful expression.

“Why are you doing this?” I ask with a sad smile.

“I told you earlier. We think TT firm has great potential.”

“Yes, I heard you. But I don’t want to sell it.”

“Looks like you missed the point, Miss Turner. I’m not asking you to sell; one way or another, I will have it,” he says coldly, with a demanding edge.

Nothing has prepared me for this version of the man whose name I had moaned years ago. He had easily been one of the best men I’d ever met; but then again, I blame myself. I didn’t really get to know him before I let myself be fucked by him.

“Did you approach me deliberately all those years ago?” I ask, my tears welling up. This company is everything to me. Of course, I wouldn’t let myself be tossed aside so easily, but my body can’t let go of the hurt from being such a fool—believing him when he stumbled into my hotel room. And it hurts even more that, even now, standing before him, my treacherous body still craves him.

He looks at me like I’ve lost my mind, his brows furrowed in frustration.


Troy

I hate this part of my job. Acquisitions are a grueling process that takes an emotional toll on me. My brother doesn’t understand the tough side of what I do. He sees it as just buying companies, but it’s far more complex. Sometimes, it’s straightforward, and my clients are relieved to get a deal. But more often than not, it’s a challenging and emotionally taxing experience dealing with people’s achievements and dreams.

The owner of this particular company is a woman. A beautiful woman. A sexy woman. And what in God’s name is she wearing? The fabric clings to her skin like nylon, just a shade darker than her skin. The way it hugs her curves leaves little to the imagination.

Judging by her numbers, it’s clear Miss Turner not only has a pretty face, but is smart. I’ve gone through the figures and am sincere when I say that the firm has immense potential.

“Did you?” she asks again.

“What do you mean?” I question.

“I’m not a forgettable woman,” she says with a smug and sad smile.

“I don’t know you, Miss Turner,” I say, staring at her retreating figure as it moves toward the door. Is she walking out on me? I ask myself frantically, but my surprise returns when I see her bolt the door shut and walk back to me.

“Surely you remember me, Mr. Alexander,” she insists before grabbing my face in her hands and kissing me senselessly. I’m taken aback for only a few seconds but recover quickly as I feel her body molding against mine. Her smooth skin is cool against mine, and damn, her lips make me curious about the secrets they might have whispered.

Her mouth envelops mine with expert precision, and my mind races, wondering what kind of woman kisses so passionately at a first meeting. I won’t stop; I can’t stop. She tastes like berries and lavender when her small, round mouth opens wide to take all of me in.

Tentatively, I move my hands, wrapping them around her waist, as if afraid I might burn if I touch her.

“Do you remember now?”

“No,” I answer almost immediately as I miss the warmth of her breath against my skin.

This is the time to think logically and tell her that I’m not interested in letting her cajole my decision by giving herself to me, but the words don’t escape my throat. I don’t want her to leave my arms. I want to fuck her on the desk.

My hands wander over her skintight dress, which barely skims two inches above her knees. My breath catches in my throat as I gaze at the tall woman, just a few inches shorter than me. Slowly, I pull her dress up with one hand while the other glides under it, touching her bare thighs and ass.

Fuck, I think, she is a wild cat. How come she doesn’t stop me? Get upset at me? My brain stops thinking as all my blood rushes south. Without even realizing what I’m doing, my hand moves to the zipper of her dress and pulls it down. Seconds later, it slides off her shoulders and lands in a puddle at her feet.

I gasp as I look at this gorgeous woman in my arms. She’s wearing a matching red bra and thong, and her full breasts are nearly spilling out of her bra as if begging to be freed. Her hips are round and perfectly shaped, creating an irresistible silhouette. The red thong contrasts vividly against her white skin, highlighting the smooth lines of her sleek form.

I can feel my pants straining with my arousal, the fabric tight and pressing against me as if ready to burst the zipper. On autopilot, my hands meander to her breasts. I’ve never seen anything so perfect in my life.

I don’t know what is going on, but I surely know that this woman will make me break my rule of “no sex with a client.”

I see a gleam of lust in her eyes. Her fingers move with a deliberate grace as she takes off my suit jacket. She slides it off my shoulders, her touch both teasing and confident. The jacket drops to the floor, and she immediately moves on to my pants, unfastening them with a practiced ease. As she pulls them down, her gaze lingers on my exposed cock, but I can’t see her reaction.

I’m guessing that she’s surprised, and hopefully in a good way. I’m hard as a rock, and the fact that I never bother with underwear usually drives women wild.

“You like what you see?” is all I can think to ask.

When she says, “I always have, Atlas,” the name rings in my head, but there’s no time to react. She captures my mouth with hers, her hand winding around my neck, and I lose all sense of reasoning. Her kiss is so passionate that I have no choice but to reciprocate. My skin burns where she touches me, like sitting too close to a campfire, but I don’t pull back.

My hands continue to roam her body, landing on her ass as she pushes against me. Not able to resist, I squeeze her butt gently before delivering a series of soft spanks. I shove her against the table, taking control of our passion. My cock presses against her thighs, and the way she tilts her hips, pulling me closer, tells me everything I need to know—she wants me inside her

I push her bra down, partially releasing her tits in my hands; I knead and tease them as her nipples harden beneath my fingers. She moans softly, arching her back and pressing her breasts further into my hands. My fingers glide down her body, tracing the curve of her hips before slipping between her legs. Finding her pussy, I part her folds and stroke her, feeling her wetness as she gasps and squirms under my touch.

My fingers trail along the edge of her thong, which is soaking wet. The lacy fabric clings to her, drenched with her arousal. In a wild, out-of-control move, I rip the thong from her body, the fabric tearing easily as I expose her completely.

I’m shocked by my own actions, but I haven’t felt this intense need in years. As I look at her—the way she arches her back and the sound of her gasp mix with her eager screams—I realize that she’s loving every second of it.

“Fuck,” I mutter, as I look at her. I can barely contain my own cravings.

I turn my attention back to her bra, the tight material straining against her full breasts. “Let me see those babies. I need to see all of you,” I growl, my voice rough with need. With a swift motion, I tackle the constricting bra, pushing the straps down her shoulders. Her tits spill out even more, full and enticing.

Her moan of approval fuels my desire. I admire how her body responds to my touch. Unable to resist any longer, I grab a condom from my pocket, tear open the wrapper and quickly roll it onto my hard cock. Lifting her onto the desk, I guide myself to her entrance and push inside her eager pussy.

Her tightness grips me as I stretch her inch by inch, feeling her body adjust around me. The pressure is intense, and I can feel every bit of resistance giving way as I fill her completely, making her gasp and curse in pleasure.

“Oh fuck, Atlas! I missed you,” she moans, her voice growing louder the deeper I push into her. With her legs wrapped around me, the pleasure intensifies. I bury my entire length inside her.

I let her body adjust for a moment. Her pussy is snug and warm, slick with her wetness, and the intoxicating scent of her sex drives me crazy. I start moving slowly, my hips rolling back and forth, savoring the feel of her tightness.

Her silent moans are muffled as she clings to my neck, her face buried against it. Each thrust sends waves of pleasure through me; her pussy throbs as I fuck her gently against the table. The way her body molds into mine, with her breasts pressing against my chest, drives me to the edge.

Losing control, my rhythm speeds up as I slam into her. Her pussy takes all of me, and she matches my thrusts with her own movements. If it’s even possible, her reaction turns me on more as her hips push up to meet mine.

“Yeah, Atlas,” she whimpers, her voice strained with the approach of her first orgasm. Each slam of balls against her ass gets me closer. Aching as I grip her tightly, she quivers lightly. Then her orgasm hits with overwhelming intensity. Her entire body shudders as her pussy clamps down on me, her walls pulsing rhythmically.

She gasps and cries out, her breaths coming in ragged bursts as her muscles contract uncontrollably. Her moans become desperate and raw, her body shivering with every aftershock of her climax. That exquisite sensation pushes me to the brink. As her climax grips me tightly, I come undone with a deep, guttural growl erupting from my lungs. My release surges through me, hot and powerful, and I feel every wave of it wash over me as I hold her close.

She looks up at me in surprise. I meet her exhausted gaze as she points to the cabinet on the wall where her wipes are.

I clean her up, my mind still reeling from how incredible the sex was. I want to tell her it was the best fuck I’ve had in a long time, but what comes out is, “I’m not Atlas.”


Tanya

My mind can’t let go of what just happened, even though I should be embarrassed and pissed at him. I’m confused and still aroused. How can brothers look so much alike?

I sent him out of my office because… why not? I just fucked a stranger. Mortification doesn’t quite capture the emotions I feel; the problem is that the sex was perfect. His dick fucked me as good as his brother had three years ago. My pussy is still pulsing at the memory of him inside me. Images of his shaft springing out of his pants blur my vision.

Wow, I love that he didn’t wear underwear. The thought of him being so available for me, and so ready, makes me wet all over again. And the idea of him going all caveman as he ripped my thong gives me goosebumps.

It’s been less than five minutes since he was inside me, and my pussy is already craving him again. When he pushed inside me, stretching my hole, I felt an intense relief, like he was exactly what I needed. Every inch of him filling me up, making me moan and curse in pleasure, was everything I had fantasized about and more.


two
A Seductive Twist


Troy

Iwonder about that sexy business woman who had given herself to me, thinking I was Atlas. Jealousy fills my mind. She is perfect. Her pussy tightened around my dick as if it were the best thing that had ever happened to her, and the way her body responded when I thrust into her drove me insane. The look of regret on her face when I told her the truth still lingers in my mind.

Atlas sure knows how to pick his women, but I can’t recall ever seeing Tanya among the faces he’s introduced to me. He must have hidden her. I don’t blame him; I would have kept such a classy woman away from him.

Our resemblance isn’t uncanny—I’m two years older than my brother, our eye colors are slightly different, and I’m an inch taller.

My phone vibrates in my pocket just as I’m reminiscing about what happened yesterday. When I see the caller ID, my heart skips a beat—it’s her, the woman who haunted my dreams all night. I didn’t expect her to ever talk to me again. I wonder what she wants.

“Hello,” I ask tentatively.

“Hello Mr. Alexander, I think we need to talk. I’m sorry about how I reacted yesterday. I was in shock at the realization of my mistake,” she says coldly.

She said “Mistake.” My heart drops, but I try to keep it together.

“I understand. Do you want to meet in person? I’m free now; would you like me to come to your office?” I ask.

“No, I’ll come to you.”

“I’m staying at the Marriott Hotel downtown. I would suggest meeting at the rooftop bar, but the wind is especially brutal up there,” I say hastily.

I want her in a private space. Want to grab her face and kiss her again… show her that yesterday was no mistake and slip a finger into her juicy pussy. Of course, I don’t say that, but I’m banking on her suggesting to meet me in my suite.

“I’ll meet you in your room. I’m twenty-five minutes away,” she states.

“Okay, I’ll inform the lobby of your arrival. I’ll see you soon.” I look around and arrange the papers on my desk before hurrying to the bathroom to freshen up. Staring at my reflection in the mirror, I wonder what I’ll tell Atlas when I get home.

A few minutes later, I hear a gentle tapping on the door. One more glance at the mirror before I open it.

“Wow,” is all I can say, staring at the woman standing before me. I don’t know what I was expecting, but certainly not this. She is wearing the sexiest jumpsuit I’ve ever seen. Something must be wrong with me. I’ve seen plenty of women in similar outfits, but all I can think now is how I’m going to peel her out of hers.

“Like what you see? Or have you never seen a woman look good in pants?” she teases, while the corner of her brow lifts slightly.

“Oh no, I-I...” I stammer awkwardly. Of course, I like what I see. I’ve certainly seen women look good in pants, but none made my dick hitch and throb like she does.

“Can I come in?” she interrupts my thoughts, brushing past me. Her eyes scan the hotel room briefly as I watch her from behind. The pants accentuate her ass perfectly, but they don’t do enough justice to what lies underneath.

“I’m sorry for the mix-up yesterday. I should’ve said something the first time you called me, “Atlas”. But I couldn’t, and I don’t regret what happened,” I say as she turns to face me, her eyes clouded with lust and need.

“I don’t regret it either,” she confesses, openly staring at my lips before looking at me suggestively.

So, it was no mistake. What a huge relief.

I gently guide her toward the small seating area in the corner of the room, my eyes lingering on her as I reach for a bottle of wine on a nearby table. “Would you like some wine?” I ask, trying to catch my breath and calm the storm of lust surging through me.

“Yes, please,” she replies, her voice just a whisper.

I pour the wine into two glasses, handing one to her as I settle into the chair beside her. Her eyes never leave me, a smoldering look of need still evident. She sips her wine slowly, her gaze flickering between the glass and me.

Reaching over, I grab her hand and start massaging her palm gently. Not sure what to say, I shift and take her mouth in mine. My hands grab her ass and squeeze it as if she might disappear if I wait any longer. Fueled by burning desire, my lips hungrily devour hers, as I pull her closer.

“Wait,” she says as she places her wine down to reach into her bag. Seconds later, she pulls out a small bottle with some liquid inside. My curiosity is piqued, and I raise an eyebrow. “What’s that?”

She meets my gaze. “It’s massage oil.”

My eyes widen slightly, in excitement. “Am I getting a massage, or are you asking me to give you one?”

“I was hoping for both.”

After a pause, she continues. “Let me be honest with you. It’s been a while for me. Yesterday was incredible, and I need more. I want to feel your hands on me and feel you inside and out. I need you to fuck me all night.”

I take a deep breath, my mind racing with the implications. The idea of spending the night with her, indulging in every fantasy and craving, is almost overwhelming. “Are you sure? I mean, we should keep this professional,” I offer, getting hard just thinking of having sex with her.

“I know,” she interrupts, her voice firm but filled with need. “Let’s not make this complicated. I want you more than anything,” she says, gesturing to my bulge. “And if I’m not mistaken, you want me too.”

Nodding, I take the oil from her, my fingers brushing hers as I hold it. “Alright. Let’s make tonight unforgettable.”

She looks at me with a mixture of relief and excitement. What a woman. She knows what she wants, is all I can think. She leans in, her lips capturing mine in a passionate kiss. Her hands roam over my chest, and I can feel the heat radiating from her body.

“Take it off,” she murmurs against my lips. Without breaking the kiss, I pull the straps from her jumpsuit over her shoulders, leaving her in a simple black silk camisole that hugs her skin perfectly.

Tanya’s hands are on my shoulders; she pulls me in close before her lips land on mine again. I fumble with a zipper on the side of her pants; while she lifts her arms, I pull the camisole over her head.

Her hands move to my shirt, unbuttoning it with a sense of urgency. “I want you so bad Troy,” she breathes, her eyes locking with mine.

Grabbing her palm to place it on my bulge I counter with, “I want you too, baby.”

Watching her cheeks flush, I break the kiss and gaze into her eyes. “Let’s take this somewhere more comfortable,” I murmur.

She nods, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps. I take her hand and help her to her feet, guiding her to the plush couch in the corner of the room. She sits down, her dreamy eyes on me.

Kneeling before her, my hands slide up her thighs and spread them gently. Her breath hitches as I kiss the inside of her knee, my lips trailing upward with deliberate slowness. I can feel her heat intensify as I move higher, my mouth tracing the path of my hands.

When I reach the apex of her thighs, I pause, glancing up at her. Her eyes are half-closed, her lips parted in a soft moan. Watching her hands gripping the edge of the couch, I anticipate moving her black panty to the side. When I realize that she is wearing one of those sexy lingerie bottoms with an opening right by her fold, a surge of excitement pulses through me.

The sight of her already exposed and ready makes my heart race and my arousal intensify. I let out a low growl of approval, my hands sliding up her thighs to gently part her legs wider.

“You’re full of surprises, aren’t you?” I murmur. She bites her lower lip, her eyes locking onto mine with a look of pure, unadulterated lust.

The sight of her so vulnerable and ready makes my erection strain painfully against my pants. After a few seconds, I return to part her folds with my fingers, my tongue flicking out to taste her. She shudders, a gasp escaping her lips as I begin to delight her with my mouth. Taking my time, I explore every inch of her, finding the spots that make her cry out with pleasure.

Her hips begin to move, her body responding to my touch, and her moans growing louder and more desperate. I increase the pace, my tongue and fingers working in tandem to bring her closer and closer to the edge. Her hands tangle in my hair, pulling me closer as she rides the rush of bliss. When she finally comes, it’s with a cry that echoes through the room, her body arching off the couch as she shatters around me.

“Don’t stop,” she pleads, her voice a breathless whisper.

I have no intention of stopping. I continue to lick and kiss her lower lips, drawing out her orgasm until she’s spent. Then I move up, kissing her deeply, letting her taste herself on my lips. She wraps her arms around me, pulling me close, her body still quivering from the intensity of her release.

I can hardly contain myself, my need for her having reached a fever pitch. As she catches her breath, I stand and quickly undo my belt, my fingers fumbling with the button and zipper in my haste. As I strip off my pants, my cock springs free, hard and ready.

Her eyes widen with desire as she takes in the sight of me. Her look makes my cock twitch with need. Unable to wait any longer, I position myself between her legs, my erection brushing against her sensitive folds. She gasps, her body arching toward me, urging me on.

“Wait,” I murmur, reaching into the nearby drawer and pulling out a condom. With practiced ease, I tear open the wrapper and roll the condom over my length, the sensation of the latex heightening my arousal.

“Wow, I can see how ready you are,” she breathes, her eyes locked onto mine with a look of pure desire.

I glance down at her lace panties, knowing my cock might rip right through them. “These need to come off,” I command, my voice rougher than anticipated. She nods, lifting her hips to help me slide them off.

With the condom in place, I position myself once more, my erection now feeling enormous. Guiding myself to her entrance, the moment of anticipation is savored before slowly pushing into her. When the tight, wet heat of her body envelops me, I let out a low groan.

She moans, her hands clutching at my back, her nails digging into my skin. “Yes,” she whispers, her voice trembling with desire.

I start to move slowly and deliberately. The sensation is almost overwhelming: my cock feels incredibly hard, filling her completely. Her body responds to mine perfectly, her hips rising to meet each thrust, her moans growing louder, more desperate.

As the rhythm builds, my movements become more urgent, more frantic. I can feel her tightening around me, her body shuddering with each thrust. This sight of her, so eager and ready, drives me wild, the pleasure almost too much to bear.

Her eyes are half-closed and her lips parted in a soft moan as I continue to penetrate her; the sound of our bodies moving together fills the room. With each movement, I can feel myself getting closer, the pressure building within me, driving me to the brink.

When I finally reach the climax, it’s with a shattering intensity that leaves me breathless, my body quivering with the force of my release. I hold her tightly, feeling her pulse around me, her body convulsing in ecstasy. My mind is a haze of satisfaction and lingering desire.

After a moment, she lifts her head, her eyes drifting down to my erection. A sly smile spreads across her face. “Looks like he is ready for round two.”

Her words send a fresh wave of arousal through me. She shifts, straddling my hips, positioning herself over me. “Time for me to ride you,” she announces.

“Let’s move this to the bed,” I insist.

Carrying her into the bedroom, I savor the way her body molds to mine, her legs wrapped tightly around my waist, her warm breath grazing my neck. Carefully, I lay her down on the bed. Before I can say a word, she pushes me back and straddles my hips, her movements fluid and confident. She doesn’t waste a second, gripping my cock with purpose, guiding it to her entrance.

The condom is still full of my release, and the slickness makes it easier for her to slide the tip of me against her wetness. Slowly, she lowers herself onto me, inch by inch, and I can feel her tight heat gripping me as she takes me deeper. Her breath hitches, and her eyes flutter closed. I can feel her body shudder slightly when I’m fully inside her.

Her hands rest on my chest as she pauses for a moment, letting out a soft moan as she adjusts to the fullness. Then, with a wicked grin, she starts to move, rolling her hips with a slow, teasing rhythm, completely in control.

Her eyes are shut and her head tilts back as she grinds against me. Seconds later her breaths come out in sharp gasps, and her nails dig into my chest. Her ass is firm under my hands as I grip her, trying to guide her pace, but she’s fully in control now, riding me exactly how she needs it. Her breasts bounce with each movement, teasing me, and the sight of her completely lost in her desire—her body taking over—makes me want to lose myself all over again.

Her moans grow louder and more ragged as she moves with increasing urgency, each thrust becoming more frantic. I can feel that she’s close, so close.

“Come for me,” I urge, my voice low and rough.

With one final grind, she throws her head back, her whole body shuddering as her orgasm crashes through her. She cries out, her walls clenching around me. I feel her collapse forward as she sinks onto my chest.


Tanya

His gaze is intense, sending a thrill down my spine. Then, without a word, he kneels beside me, reaching for the bottle of oil I brought. The click of the cap is the only sound in the room, followed by the soft drip as he pours the oil into his hands.

With his palms gliding over my back, slick with oil, I feel my body instantly relax. His hands are firm yet gentle, kneading the tension from my muscles, each stroke coaxing a soft sigh from my lips. The oil amplifies every sensation, making his touch even more intoxicating.

I feel his warmth spreading through me as he slowly works his way down my back. The oil lets his hands move smoothly, while I arch, craving more. His big, strong hands hit all the right spots, teasing and pleasing until I’m completely lost.

After loosening every knot of tension, I feel him shift behind me, his hard length brushing against my ass cheeks. The unexpected sensation makes my breath hitch, a sharp intake of air that I’m sure he notices.

Pausing for a moment he lets his cock linger against me, without moving any further. The heat of him is undeniable. It takes all my willpower not to push back against him, desperate for more contact. But before I can act on the impulse, I feel his lips brushing my ear.

“How does that feel?” he murmurs, his voice low and smooth, laced with a hint of playfulness.

I swallow hard, my voice barely above a whisper. “Amazing.”

His hands slide up my sides, tracing the curve of my waist before they return to my back, continuing their slow, sensual massage. Now, I’m hyper-aware of his cock pressed against me, hinting at the promise of what’s to come.

He lowers himself further, his breath hot against my ear again. “You know,” he begins, his tone shifting, “I offer special services. Something a little...extra for my best clients.”

I bite my lip, suppressing a smile as I play along. “Oh, and what would that be?”

His hands slide down to my lower back, fingers tracing slow, deliberate circles as he speaks. “A happy ending,” he whispers, the words sending a jolt of excitement through me. “Just for you.”

I can’t help the soft moan that escapes my lips as he speaks.“That sounds...intriguing,” I reply, my voice trembling with anticipation.

“Good,” he says, his tone dropping to a husky whisper. “Because I make sure to satisfy you.”

Feeling his cock more firmly against my ass now. “Just relax and let me take care of you,” he adds, his voice a mix of command and reassurance.

I close my eyes, surrendering to the moment, my entire body craving him. His hands work their way down to my thighs, squeezing gently. With agonizing slowness, he begins to guide his cock between my legs, sliding against my slick heat as he continues to massage my butt and inner thighs.

“You feel so good,” he murmurs. “So ready for me.”

I moan softly, unable to hold back the sound. “Please,” I whisper, my voice heavy with need.

“Patience, sweetheart,” he murmurs playfully. “I’m going to take my time with you.”

Like a professional massage therapist who knows exactly how to unravel every knot of tension, his hands glide over my skin. “You’ve had a long day, haven’t you?” he asks. “Let me take care of you.”

More than anything I can feel his cock pressing against me, brushing me with every movement.

“How does that feel?” he asks, his tone perfectly calm, as if we’re still in the middle of a professional session. The growing pressure between my legs is anything but professional.

“It feels…incredible,” I murmur needily.

He chuckles again, the sound sending a shiver down my spine. “Good,” he says, “but I think it’s time for your special treatment. You’ve been such a good client.”

He pulls back slightly, reaching for something on the nightstand. I hear the familiar sound of a condom packet being torn open.

I feel the cool latex as he rolls the condom over his length; then he’s back, pressing his cock against my slick entrance. “Are you ready for your happy ending?” he asks, his voice low and heated, as he slowly pushes inside me.

“Yes,” I gasp, barely able to speak as he begins to move, slow and sensual, just like the rest of the massage. But this time, there’s no doubt that he’s no longer the therapist. He’s the one in control. I’m completely at his mercy, ready to receive every bit of pleasure he’s about to give me.

As he picks up the pace, his hands move to my hips, pulling me up onto all fours. The change in position heightens my hunger. I can’t moan, my body quaking with every thrust. He takes full advantage, his cock sliding in and out with a rhythm that drives me wild.

“Are you enjoying this, sweetheart?” he asks, his voice a rough.

“Yes,” I moan, my voice breaking.

“Good,” he replies, his tone full of satisfaction. “I want you to come for me.”

His thrusts grow faster, harder. I feel the pressure building inside me until it’s almost overwhelming. With a final, powerful push, he hits that perfect spot, and I come, my body trembling as waves of ecstasy crash over me. The intense sensation makes me cry out, every muscle in my body tensing and then releasing in pure bliss.

As I come down from the high, he continues to fuck me from behind. His breaths become ragged, and I can feel the tension in his bodybuilding. After another extremely deep thrust, he lets out a guttural groan, his body shuddering as he releases inside the condom. The warmth and sensation of his climax trigger another ripple of ecstasy through me, intensifying my aftershocks.

He collapses against me, his breath hot and heavy on my back.


Tanya

There is something about those Greek men. Despite just coming, Troy’s cock is rock hard. The sight of it makes my pulse race. I’m exhausted on the one hand and poised for more on the other; who knows when I’ll have sex again? Determined, I rise from the bed.

“Are you ready for another round?” I ask.

He grins, wincing slightly. “I’m a little sore, but take what you need.”

Just looking at him makes me ache with desire. His cock stands proud and thick, almost as if it’s craving release. I reach out to touch him, my fingers brushing over the bulging veins of his firm shaft. The texture of him is hot and tantalizing against my skin, and the way his cock twitches only heightens my anticipation. His eyes meet mine with a hungry glint, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he watches me.

I roll the condom onto him, not breaking eye contact. “My turn now,” I murmur, positioning myself over him again. The anticipation makes my core tighten with need. Slowly, I sink down, guiding him back inside me. My breath hitches as I wiggle my hips, feeling the delicious stretch. A soft whine escapes my lips as I take him deeper, my body trembling with need.

As I sink down further, I can see the tension in his muscles—the way his entire body seems to flex and strain with the effort of holding back his pleasure. His cock fills me to the brim. A soft moan escapes my lips as I start to move, rocking my hips back and forth with purpose. I close my eyes, losing myself in the moment.

Troy’s hands find my hips, guiding me in a steady rhythm. Riding him harder, I take his hands and place them on my boobs. He squeezes and massages them with just the right amount of pressure. When he grazes my nipples, my body shakes involuntarily.

I lean forward, my hands braced on his shoulders for support. I can feel him deep inside me, the intensity building with each roll of my hips. His groans and moans mix with mine, creating a symphony of pleasure that drives me further to the edge of bliss.

“Fuck, Tanya,” he murmurs, his voice raw and hoarse. “You feel incredible.”

“And you fill me perfectly. I’m going to take you for another wild ride,” I whisper, feeling satisfied.

I ride him harder, faster, feeling the pressure building between my legs. His cock is relentless, pushing me toward an orgasm that feels almost too intense to bear. My movements become more frantic as I chase the peak.

“Oh fuck!” I yell. My body jerks violently as he pinches and spanks my ass.

“I love this dick,” I whimper, holding my orgasm back. I can feel that he is not quite there yet. I turn 180 degrees without withdrawing his dick. My ass faces his face now, while I ride him.

“Tanya!” he yells, spanking my ass again.

“You like this, don’t you?” I ask.

“Yes,” he answers.

Grabbing his legs for support I ride him hard, my pussy squeezing and milking him for all it’s worth. Just when I think I can’t take any more, a tide of euphoria sweeps over me. My moans become desperate and loud as I come, my muscles clenching tightly around him.

I cry out his name as I ride out my climax. Seconds later, he follows me over the edge. His release is intense, his body shuddering. I slowly pull off him, my legs shaky, and turn around to face him. Leaning down, I press my chest against his, and Troy wraps his arms around me, pulling me close. The steady beat of his heart against mine is a calming rhythm.

“Can you spoon me?” I ask softly, my voice barely above a whisper.

He shifts behind me. I settle onto my side, his warm body pressing against my back. The closeness is comforting, but when he leans in and whispers, “Spread your pussy for me,” my brain goes into overdrive.

Horny just from his words, I obey, parting myself for him. I feel him guiding his cock back inside me, slowly sliding in; the sensation makes me gasp, my body already craving more. As I start to rock back and forth, he matches my movements, his hands gripping my hips to guide me.

The friction between us is electric, and when he murmurs, “I love your ass, Tanya,” I arch my back to take him deeper.

My moans become more urgent as the pressure builds inside me. “Don’t stop,” I whisper, moving faster, feeling him swell even more within me. With a final thrust, I shudder and feel the release, the pleasure overwhelming. I stay like that for a moment, breathing heavily before I turn my head to look at him. “That was incredible,” I murmur.

He smiles, pulls me closer, and whispers, “You’re incredible.”


three
Double Trouble


Troy

Almost a week has passed, and my plans aren’t coming together yet. The only thing coming is a whole bucket load of cum every night when I meet Tanya in my hotel. We never talk about the sale of her company, but we both know that’s an inevitable conversation for another day.

The pressure from my brother increases every day. It’s unlike me to take this long to turn in a report with a big label splayed across it in bold red letters: “Sold.”

I’ve been rejecting calls from the company for days now. “Just a few more days with her before I get into work mode,” is my mantra.

Atlas has been asking if I need help and what is going on. I ignored him. What am I supposed to tell him? I met his fling from three years ago and have been fucking her every single day since I got here? I can’t think clearly with her around and have no idea what to do with her or her company.

Tanya

Troy has not talked about buying my company since the day he arrived. I guess distracting him works well. But I know it will not last forever. The more I think about his offer, the more I think he might have a point. I’m getting tired of running a business. Selling might be an option.

Leaning back in my chair, I think how sex would be a good distraction right now. Coincidentally, my PA pops her head into my office and announces, “Mr. Alexander is here.”

Surprised, I reply, “Let him in.”

“Well, the universe is certainly in my favor,” I mutter under my breath, arranging my hair as best as I can.

“Hey, Mr. Alexander,” I say, standing up from my chair and walking over to him. I move behind him to lock the door. “We do not have an appointment today,” I continue, my voice lower and more intense than before. I feel his breath catch when I wrap my small hands around him, the memories of the five days we spent together clearly flashing through his mind. His pants are getting noticeably tighter; if it were up to me, I’d be ready to free him right here and now.

The million-dollar question “What are you doing here?” is stuck in my throat as my hands move from his waist down to the bulge in his pants. His heart pulses as his dick throbs from my touch.

Lifting my chin, he looks into my eyes and my flushed, horny face. “I missed you,” he says.

“Is that why you are here?” I ask; he distracts me with a kiss instead of answering.

I unbutton his faded jeans, and his cock springs out, fully erect and straining for attention. His hands slide around my frame, firmly grabbing my ass. With a teasing smile, he lifts me up and gently places me on my twirling chair, making my heart race.

My skirt rides up as he places my legs on his shoulders. A tiny lacy piece of fabric is all that covers my pussy as he kneels before me. Holding the chair steady with one hand, he pulls the thong to the side with the other.

“Thick juicy pussy as always.”

“You like it?”

“Love it,” he stammers before placing his hand into my fold. His eyes close as my pussy tightens around his finger. He inserts another one, this time pushing it in further. Strings of curses and moans escape my lips as my head falls back against the chair.

He’s touching me in all my right spots, his fingers finding every sensitive nerve. When he feels me getting closer to orgasm, he inserts another finger, stretching me even more.

“Please, don’t stop,” I beg, desperately. My hips move involuntarily, grinding against his hand, seeking more of the exquisite sensation he’s giving me. Troy’s thumb finds my clit, rubbing in slow, deliberate circles that send electric shocks through my body. My breathing quickens. I can feel the pressure building inside me, coiling tighter and tighter with each stroke.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmurs. He curls his fingers inside me, hitting that perfect spot that makes me see stars. My body tenses, every muscle contracting as I teeter at the edge of release.

“Yes, oh wow, yes!” I cry out, my hands gripping the edges of the chair. His movements become more urgent and insistent, as he drives me closer to the brink. The world around me fades away, leaving only the intense sensation of his fingers working their magic inside me.

With one last deep plunge, I come undone. My orgasm crashes over me like a tidal wave, my entire body shaking with the force of it. I scream, “Troy!” but he quickly places his other palm over my mouth, muffling the sound. “Shhh, sweetheart, we’re in your office.”

He doesn’t stop, continuing to stroke me through the aftershocks. Desperate to ground myself, I grab his hand and stop his movement, pushing him in as deep as I can. I hold him there, feeling his fingers pulse inside me as I come down from my high.

As I finally release his hand, he slowly withdraws, leaving me feeling deliciously empty and satisfied. Licking his fingers a wicked grin spreads across his face.

“You taste so good,” Troy says, his eyes locking onto mine with a promise of more to come. I can only nod, still lost in the lingering euphoria of my orgasm, my body aching for him to take me again.

As if in a rush, he lifts me from the chair, setting me on the edge of the table. I slowly push all the documents to one side, making room for what’s to come. His cock stands tall and proud, a darker shade of brown compared to his naturally tanned Greek skin. Veins pulse beneath the taut surface, showcasing his arousal. He pulls a condom from his wallet, the hunger in his eyes as he tears it open with his teeth. Swiftly, he rolls the latex on, while his eyes never leave mine.

With my legs spread wide, he positions himself between them. Without another word, he pushes inside me, filling me completely in one smooth motion. I gasp at the sudden fullness, my fingers gripping the edge of the table for support.

Troy isn’t taking his time. He’s nailing me fast and hard. The thought of making him this needy and desperate gives me a rush of triumph. With his hands on my hips, he guides me back and forth onto his cock. My hot channel tightens hard against his dick, gripping him as he pounds into me. Table creaking and moans fill the room.

“I’m about to cum,” he announces, his voice strained, his thrusts becoming erratic.

“I got you,” I say, clenching over his throbbing and jerking dick. The pressure inside me builds again, and I feel myself on the brink of another orgasm.

“Oh wow,” I moan as my legs almost give way, but he catches me just in time. His thrusts become erratic, matching the wild rhythm of my heartbeat.

“Fuck,” he screams, his breath hot against my ear. I feel his cock pulse as he comes, triggering my own orgasm. My body trembles in his arms as I ride out the storm.

Troy’s hands roam over my body, his touch possessive and adoring, as if he can’t get enough of me. He finally pulls out, discarding the condom and pulling me into his arms. His eyes are filled with satisfaction

***

Later that day, the office is quiet. I’m buried in paperwork, my focus sharp and unyielding, when a gentle knock interrupts my concentration. My PA peeks into the office with a polite smile and says, “Mr. Alexander is here.”

Surprised I reply, “Did he forget something? Let him in.”

“I missed you, Agapitós.”

My head jerks up as I stare at the man before me, his green eyes boring into my soul. It’s him: the other brother from three years ago.

“Atlas?”

“Tanya,” he greets with a beautiful smile.

Atlas steps into the office, the familiar aura of his presence enveloping the room. I stand up, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. It’s been three years since I last saw him; seeing him now feels like a whirlwind of memories and emotions.

“Atlas, it’s really you,” I say, trying to keep my voice steady. “I didn’t expect to see you here.”

He chuckles softly, taking a few steps closer. “I know, you expected my brother, right?”

“Y-yes…I mean, no,” I stutter.

His eyes scan me first in an angry kind of way, but then he smiles.

“Have you two…” he asks.

“Yes,” leaves my lips without even thinking.

“I fucked him. I thought he was you when I first met him,” I say coyly.

“I thought something was off. Troy usually does not take more than three days to buy a company and return home. He’s never stayed longer than five days anywhere. He always reports back, but he has been ignoring my calls. At first, I thought maybe something had happened; then I looked closer and saw your name as the owner of the company we were going for. So, I came to see for myself.”

“Are you angry?” I ask before I walk closer to him.

“Angry? No. I missed you and I’d be lying if I said that I don’t care. I’m jealous. But I also understand.”

With a swift motion, I wrap my hands around his neck, threading my fingers through his hair. My grip is firm yet tender as I pull him closer until our faces are mere inches apart. Our eyes lock, and I feel his breath mingling with mine. Without another word, I close the gap, capturing his lips in a passionate kiss.

The kiss is different. Several emotions are conveyed through it: familiarity and need, mainly. Atlas knows he doesn’t own me, but I can feel the tension radiating off him. What is he thinking right now? Is he jealous, possessive, or just caught up in the heat of the moment? I wonder if he’s struggling with the idea of sharing me or if the thought excites him in some twisted way.

“Did he fuck you well?” he asks.

“Yes,” I say, looking at him smugly.

“Who fucks better?” he asks as he removes the headband holding my thick hair together, his hands running through my silky tresses.

“I don’t know,” I say as I lean in to kiss him again.

“Want to remind me just how good you are?” I tease as I bite his lips.

“Yes,” he simply says as he gently undoes the button from my shirt, taking it off my shoulders quietly as he places gentle kisses on the space between my exposed shoulder and neck.

With every kiss that follows, he loosens a hook of my bra, and my breasts fall free from the entrapment. He throws the tiny piece of clothing on the chair where my shirt sits.

“Did he touch you like this?” he asks as he pinches one of my pink, hard nipples before letting his big hands cover and lift my breasts, squeezing them fondly. I am losing my mind with the pleasure building inside of me.

“Yes,” I say in a moan.

He looks at me with an intense, possessive gaze, his touch igniting a fiery trail of sensation. “And did he make you feel like this?” he growls, his voice rough with desire.

Before I can answer, he leans in, his lips brushing against my ear as he murmurs, “Tell me I’m better. Tell me I make you feel things he never could.”

His words send a shiver down my spine. “You’re better,” I gasp, my voice trembling with the intensity of the moment. “You make me feel so much more.”

His eyes darken with satisfaction as he pulls me closer, his grip tightening around my throat, not enough to hurt but enough to make me gasp. His lips crush against mine in a wild, demanding kiss, his tongue claiming mine with an intensity that leaves me breathless.

The sensation of his fingers wrapped around my neck, combined with the fierceness of his kiss, sends a thrill of forbidden excitement through me. Each powerful thrust he delivers is matched by the dominance of his touch, making me lose myself completely in the moment.

He pulls back just enough to look into my eyes, his gaze fierce and possessive. “You’re mine,” he growls, before plunging back into the kiss, his hands continuing to assert their dominance. The combination of his kisses and unrelenting thrusts overwhelms my senses, pushing me to the edge as I surrender to the wild, exhilarating ride.

Possessive he guides me down onto the desk. As he explores every inch of my body with an urgent hunger, he pushes my skirt up and pulls my panty off, discarding it with a rough but eager gesture. He aligns himself with me, his bulge pressing against me with delicious pressure.

I reach down and wrap my fingers around his cock, feeling the heat and firmness through his clothes. I pull his pants and boxer shorts down with a playful urgency, tossing them aside. Now, fully exposed, I take a second to admire him. Compared to his brother’s, his shaft is slightly thicker, with a prominent vein running along its length that seems to pulse with each heartbeat. The head is more pronounced and slightly darker; it curves just enough to hint at a different kind of pleasure.

Shaking my head, I push aside the comparison and focus on the present. After his brother’s daily visits to my office, I’ve become accustomed to having condoms stashed in every corner. I grab one from the desk drawer and hand it to Atlas, making sure we’re both prepared for the moment.

Without further hesitation, he enters me with a forceful thrust, his body pressing me down onto the desk. The sensation is overwhelming. I gasp as he starts to move with a relentless rhythm.

He grips the desk behind me, his movements powerful and precise as he pushes in as far as he can. The sensation is intense and exhilarating; he stretches me more than his brother ever did. Each thrust fills me completely, taking me to the brink and making me feel like he might just tear me apart.

“Tell me,” he murmurs, his voice rough with desire, “does my dick feel better than my brother’s?”

His thrusts are relentless, and the intensity makes it hard to think. I gasp, struggling to catch my breath. “Yes,” I moan, “your cock is bigger. You stretch me in ways he never could.”

I can see the satisfaction in his gaze, a dark, triumphant glint. My moans grow louder with each powerful stroke, and I can barely hold onto reality as he drives me to the brink. I feel the pressure building, my body trembling with need and pleasure. When he is deep inside me, I shudder and come undone, exploding from within.

He continues to fuck me senseless, his own release coming with a deep, satisfied groan.


four
Double the Pleasure


Tanya

Why settle for one when I can have two? My house is located in a peaceful estate downtown. The serenity and comfort of my home make the daily fifty-minute commute to the company worth it.

“So, let me get this straight, you are currently sleeping with both brothers?” my best friend asks through the speakerphone.

“Yes,” I say proudly.

“Oh, you slut,” she screams.

“Which brother do you prefer?” Kylie pushes me.

“Both. They are different. With one I have history, he calls me Greek names and worships my body, and the other one just knows how to fuck me,” I say dreamily.

“Holy fuck, T, you are living the dream,” she gushes.

“This weekend, I’m inviting them both to my apartment for a game night,” I reveal.

“Shmuck! You’re gonna bang both of them, aren’t you?”

“Why settle for one brother at a time when I can have both?” I laugh.

“Let me live vicariously through you, give me all the juicy details later. Bye, girl,” she says giddily before disconnecting.

***

“Come in,” I invite both brothers. Troy is wearing khaki pants with a plaid shirt rolled at the sleeves with three buttons undone. He looks fucking sexy, followed by his brother in his signature jeans hanging low on his waist and a white polo shirt. His hair is wet, and those green orbs of his glisten as he smirks at me, making my pussy throb.

As I look at them standing next to each other, I see the slight height difference; Troy is at least an inch taller than Atlas. Both place small kisses on my lips. Atlas gives me a quick love bite as he smirks again.

“We brought some wine,” Troy says as he hands me a bottle.

“And a few snacks,” Atlas adds. “These are stuffed grape leaves. We had them in Greece together, remember?” Of course, I remember, but I just nod. I don’t need Troy to get jealous. I want them both. I know they want me, but I’m not sure If they can do me together.

“I also brought these just in case,” Troy says as he moves closer and puts my hand in one of his pants pockets. I feel foils of condoms, and I hit him playfully before moving to the kitchen to get some glasses.

“Wow, you guys thought of everything,” I say. Relieved they got the memo—why I invited them together.

“You look so sexy, Agapitós,” Atlas says following me into the kitchen.

“Thank you. Thank you for coming over, you two. I’m so excited for our game night,” I answer with an ambiguous smile.

One brother more charming then the other. They are so different and yet so similar at the same time. I certainly cannot decide which one I like better.

We eat and drink wine, the tension palpable, but unspoken. The way their eyes linger on me and the subtle touches as they pass the dishes—it’s a prelude to what’s inevitably coming. My heart races with anticipation, my body already responding to the unspoken promise in the air.

After dinner, while Troy is cleaning up, I feel Atlas’s hands creep under the table to touch my exposed thighs. My breath catches, and I am thrown into a mental euphoria. Without many words and a clouded mind, I move away from his touch, go around the kitchen island, hop on it, and spread my legs wide as I look back and forth between both brothers.

Like moths attracted to a flame, they walk over to me and watch lustfully as I lick my lips and pull down my dress zipper. I hold out my hand to Troy; he leans in, his hand gently cups my face as I kiss him softly. His mouth captures mine carefully, our tongues entwining as he allows me to dominate the kiss.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Atlas watching us, his gaze intense. I can almost feel his arousal. The way our lips move in sync is hypnotizing. Just as suddenly as it started, I pull away from Troy and turn to his brother, drawing him in for a kiss.

Atlas grabs the back of my head and kisses me hard, our teeth clashing with the urgency. His hands wander to my ass, squeezing gently as he takes control. My hands wrap around his neck, deepening the kiss until we break apart for breath. The tension in the room is maddening.

“You’re both so sexy,” I announce. Troy stands between my legs; as he takes off my silky sundress, it falls to the floor, revealing my black lacy bra and thong.

I reciprocate by removing his t-shirt, my hands roaming over his hard, chiseled chest. His hands linger on my cleavage, massaging me gently before embracing me in a kiss. Atlas walks around me. His hands move to the hook of my bra, unclasping it as I work my way down his brother’s torso.

With my free hand, I unfasten the belt on Troy’s pants and push them down as he steps out of them. Still surprised that he’s not wearing underwear, my hand moves to his exposed bulge. I gently massage his firmness, while Atlas’s hands move to my chest, teasing my breasts. I moan softly, arching into his touch and tilting my head back. With my head on his shoulder, his mouth presses against my neck, lips nibbling slowly along the skin with teasing bites.

Troy’s hands roam over my exposed thighs. I believe he is attempting to massage them. I can see the frustration and desire in his eyes, as he struggles to keep control. My hand job must be quite distracting. Instead of stopping, I tease him more by gently playing with his balls.

“Ahhh,” my moans intensify when Atlas bites my earlobe fairly hard. His fingers graze my areola while his other hand fumbles with my hair.

Troy finally rips my thong from my waist, his hands gingerly caressing my ass and thighs as I open my legs for him.

“So wet,” he moans.

My head reels as I focus on the pleasure both brothers are giving me. Atlas’s big, manly palms massage my left breast and move down to my sides and under my ribcage. Meanwhile, his mouth sucks on the right one like a reward is awaiting him. Troy’s fingers begin their exploration with a teasing touch, his fingertips brushing lightly over the sensitive folds of my pussy. He starts with firm, slow strokes, easing one finger inside me slowly.

“How could I live without you two pleasuring me?” I whisper, as my head falls back again.

Troy gradually increases the pressure, his finger moves in a rhythmic motion, curling and stretching me. His thumb circles my clit with a firm yet gentle touch while his brother works on my tits. He pinches them hard before I can feel his hand on my throat. I’d never noticed until the other day that choking gets me extremely aroused. Moaning loudly, I stretch my neck and expose it for him even more.

Troy also becomes more insistent, slipping a second finger inside me to join the first, stretching me just right.

“Ahh, don’t stop, Atlas.”

“Mm, just like that, Troy,” I moan, my hands running through the hair of both brothers who seem lost in the intensity of pleasing me.

In a moment of clarity, I unfasten Atlas’s belt and pull his pants down. Walking around the island he removes his underwear, and I watch as his cock throbs with growing arousal. As my orgasm begins to build, my body starts to shake uncontrollably. I clutch Atlas’s head, my fingers tangling in his thick hair as I pull him closer. He responds by pressing his lips against mine, the kiss fierce and passionate, heightening the sensation.

At the same time, Troy’s fingers work their magic, slipping a third finger inside me. The added pressure pushes me closer to the edge. My pussy tightens reflexively around his fingers, gripping them with a desperate need.

The mingling scents of our desire and my own arousal fill the air. I can’t hold back any longer; the building pressure finally explodes into a powerful climax, my body trembling and convulsing as I come undone. Feeling empowered, I climb down from the island and take turns discarding the remnants of both brothers’ clothes. Their hard dicks begging for attention.

“Think you can handle both of us?” Atlas asks with a wink.

I nod, excitement coursing through me as I gaze at the two gorgeous brothers: one has a dick that is a little longer and lean while the other thick and girthy. I start by taking the longer one into my mouth, my lips parting and enveloping him with a warm, eager sensation. I swirl my tongue around the head, savoring his taste and the way he starts to throb with pleasure.

As I focus on him, my hands move to Atlas’ thick cock. I wrap my fingers around his shaft, stroking him with a firm yet gentle motion, feeling the pulse of his arousal. My movements are deliberate, matching the rhythm of my mouth on the other. I switch my attention, sliding the first one out of my mouth and turning to take the thick, girthy member in, savoring how he fills my mouth.

With a practiced hand, I continue to pleasure the longer one, my strokes becoming more urgent. I switch back and forth, my mouth and hands working in tandem. With a spark of determination, I glance up at the two brothers.

“I want to suck you both at the same time.”

I take a moment to adjust, then angle my head just right, bringing their cocks closer together. I start by taking the longer one in my mouth again, stretching my lips around him. Then I lean over, opening wider to accommodate Atlas’ dick beside it.

It’s a challenge, but I manage to get both tips into my mouth; my lips are stretched to the limit as I begin to move, sucking them. The sensation of their cocks rubbing against each other inside my mouth sends a thrill through me. I alternate my attention, swirling my tongue around both heads.

I bob my head slightly, taking them as deep as I can, while my hands reach up to gently stroke the bases of their shafts. The sounds of their pleasure only heighten my own. I push myself to take even more of them, relishing the fullness as I please both brothers simultaneously.

Before giving them the chance to come I say, “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

All three of us, naked and holding hands, head upstairs. I’ve prepared the room with wine, condoms, a dildo, and a vibrator. Without a word, I open the door and let them in. Everything is white, from the walls to the carpet, making the space feel larger. Troy pushes me silently onto the bed, his hand roaming possessively from my shoulders down to my waist. I lock eyes with Atlas, who watches us from a chair, a small smile playing on his lips as he sips his wine.

A loud moan escapes my lips as Troy positions himself at my entrance. Before he can push in, I quickly reach over and grab a condom from the pile. With shaky hands, I tear it open and roll it onto him, feeling the heat radiating from his arousal. Once it’s in place, he enters me slowly, the sensation overwhelming as he jerks his hips back and forth, making my head spin. I wrap my legs tightly around his waist, taking every thrust with silent hums and aahs.

I think Atlas is turned on by watching his brother fuck me. It turns me on to know he is watching us. I also want him to be more involved, so I call him over, “Atlas, come here, give me a taste of this big thing.”

Atlas downs his drink and smirks, licking his lips as he walks over. Troy’s dick feels so good inside me, moving in a slow rhythm that hits my core with each thrust, making me moan. When Atlas stands next to the bed, I reach out and wrap my hand around his thick shaft. I look up at him, our eyes locking as I slowly bring him closer. My tongue darts out, licking the tip and tasting the salty precum.

With Troy’s steady rhythm inside me, I open my mouth wide and take Atlas in deeper. I suck gently at first, swirling my tongue around the head, teasing him. When I feel the tension in his body and his hips jerk slightly in response, I take him in deeper.

Atlas groans, his hand resting on the back of my head, guiding me as I bob up and down on his cock. I love the way he fills my mouth—the way he tastes and groans my name. The combination of Troy’s slow, sensual thrusts and the feel of Atlas’s cock in my mouth overwhelms my senses.

Troy picks up the pace, nailing me more urgently. I match his rhythm with my mouth, sucking Atlas harder and faster. My hand pumps the base of his shaft, my fingers wrapping around his length as I take him as deep as I can. Atlas’s grip on my head tightens, his breathing ragged as he watches me pleasure him.

“Fuck, you’re so good at this,” Atlas groans.

I hum around his cock, the vibrations making him shudder. I can feel his tension building, the way his muscles tighten and his cock twitches in my mouth. I know he’s getting close, and so is Troy. These two are among the most powerful men in the business world; but here, they act cute like puppets with me pulling their strings. Right now, their mission is to please me. I have that much power over them.

I withdraw, pulling back from Atlas’s cock and gently pushing Troy away. “Not yet,” I command, my voice firm and filled with authority. “You’re both close, but I want you to make me come first.”

Atlas and Troy exchange a glance, disappointment in their eyes. They look at me, and I can see the fire and determination. I lie back, spreading my legs, presenting myself to them.

“Troy, I want you to use your mouth and fingers,” I direct, my voice leaving no room for argument. “Atlas, I want your hands and your tongue on my breasts.”

Without hesitation, Troy lowers himself between my legs; his hot breath on my inner thighs makes me tremble. He starts with gentle kisses, teasing me before his tongue finds my clit. I moan, my hips arching toward his mouth, needing more.

Atlas moves to my side, his hands roaming over my breasts, squeezing and massaging. He takes one nipple into his mouth, sucking and nibbling, while his other hand pinches and teases the other. The combined sensations make my head spin, a hot pleasure building rapidly within me.

Troy’s tongue works skillfully, flicking and swirling, driving me closer and closer to the edge. I can feel the tension coiling in my belly and the pressure mounting. Atlas’s mouth on my breasts only intensifies the sensation, sending jolts of pleasure through me.

“Yes, just like that,” I moan, my voice breathy and desperate. “Don’t stop.”

The brothers obey, their sole focus on bringing me to orgasm. Troy’s fingers join his tongue, sliding inside me, curling to hit that perfect spot.

“Oh God, I’m so close,” I cry out, my hands gripping the sheets.

“Atlas help your brother down there,” I command.

Atlas’s fingers slide inside me, joining Troy’s in a seamless rhythm. The sensation of being stretched so fully by both of them is overwhelming. Troy’s fingers keep pumping in and out with steady, precise thrusts. At the same time, Atlas curls his fingers, teasing and rubbing my G-spot with expert precision. The contrast between the deep, insistent thrusts and the delicate, electrifying strokes is maddening, making every nerve in my body ignite with raw, uncontrollable pleasure.

I can feel my orgasm building, the tension in my core tightening as they work in unison, their fingers plunging deeper and moving in perfect sync to bring me to a shattering climax. The tension snaps, and I scream, my body convulsing as a powerful orgasm rips through me. My vision goes white as I lose myself completely in the overwhelming sensation.

“Oh, Agapitos, you look so sexy,” I hear Atlas say from far away.

Then I feel his hands on my breasts while Troy works his way to my knees, kissing each foot. I’m a moaning mess, every sensation sending shivers down my belly. My body can’t take it anymore. I kiss Atlas with all the strength I have as I grind my hips against the bed, my toes curling, and my breasts jerking. I’m still cumming!

“Let’s keep it going,” Atlas’s husky voice fills my ear as he kisses my earlobe. Troy’s lips trail down my thighs, kissing the moisture that has spread there, making me tremble. Atlas gently opens my legs wider, giving Troy full access to my pussy. I gasp as Atlas slips a finger into my wet folds, teasing me while Troy’s mouth moves closer, kissing and licking my pussy.

Atlas pulls me up from the bed, guiding me onto all fours. My hands instinctively grip the headboard; my ass is up in the air, my heart racing with anticipation. I hear the crinkle of a condom wrapper, and my breath hitches. The anticipation builds as I feel him roll the condom on, teasing me further with his fingers.

Finally, he aligns himself with me, his thick dick pressing against my entrance. With a slow, deliberate push, he enters me in the most delicious way, filling me completely.

“Oh wow,” I moan.

“You like that?” Atlas teases. I nod, tears filling my eyes.

The feeling is overwhelming, but before I can fully lose myself in it, I feel Troy’s presence beneath me. He crawls under me, his lips brushing against mine, and I instinctively lean down to meet his kiss. His tongue teases mine, deepening the connection. Then I feel something else—a sudden, intense vibration against my clit. My eyes widen in surprise as Troy expertly presses my vibrator to my most sensitive spot, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me.

“Ahhh.”

“Fuck.”

“This feels so good,” I moan as the brothers torture me in their own ways.

“You like my dick?” Atlas asks, increasing his pace.

“No! I love it.”

“You’ve been a bad, bad girl.”

“Yes, daddies,” I moan as my body shakes and cum trickles down my legs. I collapse on the bed in exhaustion, but they’re not done with me.

“Just relax,” Troy coos.

Atlas removes the condom and hovers over my head, his hard dick teasing my lips, prompting me to suck. My mouth forms an O over his dick, and I suck gently in rhythm. I can taste the aftertaste of the condom as my head bobs up and down, while Troy sucks on my pussy, biting and teasing.

“Faster, Agapitos. I’m about to cum.”

I use more spit on his dick…and more teeth. My body throbs, and I feel Atlas jerk. As he pulls out, I feel his hot cum splatter across my face, leaving a warm, sticky mess. Moaning, Atlas collapses beside me on the bed, watching Troy play with my wet pussy.

“So sexy,” Troy says.

He pushes himself inside me. Within seconds, his thrusts become erratic, and I know he’s close. He groans my name, his hands gripping my hips as he drives into me, pushing me to the brink. Tasting Atlas’s cum on my lips and Troy’s cock inside me sends me over the edge. I cry out, my body trembling as I cum hard around him.

After one more hard stroke, Troy pulls out slowly, his cock slick with my juices. He collapses on my other side, breathing heavily, his chest rising and falling with exertion. The sensation of his withdrawal leaves me feeling empty but thoroughly satisfied.

“Well, that was something,” Atlas murmurs, his voice full of admiration and lust.

I smile, feeling a deep sense of connection with both of them. “My first threesome.”

~The End ~
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one
Forbidden Attraction
Ariel


It’s my best friend’s birthday and I can’t wait to celebrate with her. Emily has always been the life of the party, and her annual brunch gatherings are legendary. As I step into the quaint café, the warm aroma of freshly brewed coffee and pastries fills the air, mingling with the soft hum of conversation and clinking cups. I scan the room, searching for Emily’s familiar face.

Near the back, I notice a tall, broad-shouldered man. His dark hair is slightly tousled, and his relaxed yet alert stance makes him stand out. He’s alone, his gaze moving thoughtfully over the busy café. A strong jawline and intense brown eyes draw my attention, and I feel an unexpected attraction. There’s something rugged and magnetic about him, an air of mystery that quickens my pulse.

Before I can dwell on him further, a flash of brown curls catches my eye as Emily rushes over.

“Ariel!” she calls, her wide grin lighting up the room. She pulls me into a vanilla and champagne-scented hug.

“You’re finally here!” she squeals.

As I think of a reply, her gaze flicks between me and the man I’d been watching, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

“There’s someone you have to meet,” she giggles. “Ariel, remember my brother, Alex?”

Heat rushes to my cheeks as I realize the stranger is Alex—Emily’s older brother, recently returned from deployment.

“It’s great to see you again, Ariel,” he says, his deep voice warm and confident. He flashes a faint, almost shy smile, and when his piercing gaze meets mine, a shiver races down my spine.

“Alex, it’s been ages!” I manage, keeping my tone light even as my heart pounds. He’s even more handsome than I remember, his rugged features setting him apart from everyone else in the café. Tattoos peek out from beneath his shirt sleeves, hinting at a rebellious streak that contrasts with his disciplined military background.

“Ready to celebrate?” Emily chirps, breaking the charged moment. Linking her arm through mine, she leads us to the table and launches into her usual animated chatter, filling me in on the latest town gossip.

As we settle in, I can’t help stealing glances at Alex. The way his muscles flex beneath his T-shirt, his easy confidence—it’s impossible to ignore. Once or twice, he catches me looking, and a flicker of forbidden excitement passes between us each time.

When the afternoon winds down and guests begin saying their goodbyes, I realize it’s also time for me to leave.

I open my app to call an Uber, but a notification pops up: “No drivers nearby. Please try again later.” I frown and refresh the screen, but it’s clear the few drivers in town are already busy.

As I debate my options, someone steps behind me.

“Having trouble getting a ride?” Alex’s voice is low and close. I turn to find him watching me with a faint smirk.

“Yeah, looks like the whole town’s booked up,” I reply, attempting a casual laugh, though his presence makes my pulse quicken.

He nods toward the exit, his lips curving slightly. “I’m heading that way if you want a lift. My bike’s parked around the corner.”

My heart jumps at his offer. Motorcycles have always intrigued me, and the thought of riding with Alex is thrilling.

“Sure, why not?” I say, feeling a surge of adrenaline. “I’ve always wanted to ride on a motorcycle.”


two
Forbidden Passion
Alex


She stands there, her dress blowing lightly in the breeze, eyeing the motorcycle with curiosity and hesitation. How she looks at it, like she’s deciding whether to take the leap, stirs something protective inside me.

I step closer, brushing lightly against her shoulder as I drape my leather jacket over her. My fingers linger for just a second, teasing the softness of her skin. “Here,” I say, my voice low and even. “This should keep you warm.”

The jacket hangs off her shoulders, way too big, swallowing her frame in leather. Somehow, it makes her look even more stunning, like it’s a part of her now. There’s something undeniably sexy about the way it engulfs her, yet she pulls it off effortlessly—probably because it’s mine. Seeing her in it gets me more excited than it should. In a twisted way, I feel like I just claimed her.

I hand her a helmet, securing my own before returning to face her. “First time on a bike?” I ask, already knowing the answer. “Yep, so go easy on me,” she replies with a small, adventurous smile. “Don’t worry; I’ve got you. Hop on,” I instruct, my voice more commanding than intended. “I’ll take you for a ride you won’t forget.”

I swing my leg over the motorcycle and settle in first, then gesture for her to do the same. “Step up carefully and get on behind me.” Once she’s seated, I guide her hands to my waist. “Wrap your arms tight around me, like this,” I say, ensuring she’s secure. “Hold on.”

As we take off, the cool air hits us—sharp, exhilarating, full of potential. I twist the throttle, gradually picking up speed and feel her grip tighten around my waist. Her body presses closer as she adjusts to the momentum. The thrill is infectious, coursing through me as the small-town streets blur into streaks of light and shadow.

A rush of adrenaline prompts me to steer one-handed, letting my other arm slip back to rest casually on her hip. Each twist and turn of the road pulls her closer, my fingers curling slightly into the softness of her body as she inches forward.

Her gasp turns into wild and free laughter. Her legs press tightly on mine, holding close as she leans into the ride. Then, releasing her grip, she stretches her arms wide. “I can fly!” she shouts, her voice catching in the wind.

Her laughter sends a jolt through me. I instinctively reach back to steady her with one hand. Seconds later, she wraps her arms around me again, her fingers pressing into me—hesitant yet strangely perfect.

Her bravery feeds my boldness. I ease up the speed just enough for her to hold on tighter. Where her touch was tentative at first, it clings now with a curious intensity that feels just right. My hand slips down, my fingers splaying slightly against the fabric of her clothes.

“This isn’t the way home,” she yells from behind me. I pull over to the side of the road, glancing back at her. “This is the perfect spot. Let’s take a break and enjoy the view.”

She swings off the motorcycle, her legs shaky as she steadies herself by holding onto my shoulders. I reach up to take her helmet off. As it slips free, our eyes meet. Her gaze lingers, wide and searching and something tightens in my chest.

Her hair is wild from the ride and she looks incredible—more fuckable than just minutes ago. What does she do to me? It’s like she’s put some kind of spell on me. “You look even more beautiful with the wind in your hair,” I murmur, my voice rough with the need that’s been clawing at me since I saw her.

I step closer, my eyes locked on hers, my hand reaching around her waist. She opens her mouth, but before she can speak, I close the gap, capturing her lips with mine. It’s hungry, unapologetic—I need her to feel everything I’ve been holding back.

She softens, melting into me, her mouth parting as her hands curl into my shirt. My fingers move over her curves, resting on her ass through the thin fabric of her dress. She arches into me, breathing hard, her heart pounding against my chest.

Leaning down, I whisper, “You have no idea what you do to me.” Her gaze says she feels it, too. Pulling me toward the bike, her intentions are clear.

I lift her onto the seat, my hands sliding up her thighs, feeling her warmth as I inch closer. Her breath catches when I find her panties and I make quick work of them, ripping them off and leaving her bare. Her eyes widen with excitement, her body trembling for me.

My hands move in slow, deliberate motions as I unbutton my pants and slide them down, freeing myself to her gaze. Her crimson cheeks and parted lips captivate me, every flicker of her expression feeding the tension between us. Each brush of my fingers and every one of her shallow breaths only fuels the growing intensity.

“You’re so wet, Ariel,” I whisper, my voice thick with need as I press my lips to the soft skin of her neck. Her eager body melts into mine, driving me to the brink of madness.

“I’m gonna make you cum right here on my bike.”

Shifting slightly, I position myself between her legs, leaning closer to feel her breath hitch as I tease her with the barest touch. My fingers graze her wet folds, coaxing a shiver and a moan from her lips. I flick my thumb across her clit and she gasps, her grip tightening on my shoulders. Taking that as my cue, I slowly slide one finger inside of her.

“Oh, Alex,” she breathes, her voice trembling. “Your finger fills me so good.”

I kneel down, my lips seeking her clit, sucking and swirling my tongue over the sensitive bud. Her hips buck, her back arching as she presses herself into my face. I hold her firmly, one hand gripping her ass to draw her closer while the other plays with her drenched heat. Sliding a second finger inside her, I stretch her tight walls, her cry of “Fuck, yes!” echoing in my ears.

Her head falls back and her pleading voice urges me on. “Finger me, Alex. Please!”

I curl my fingers inside her, hitting her sweet spot as my tongue relentlessly teases her clit. Her body trembles, her breaths coming in rapid gasps, every moan and cry spurring me forward.

When I stretch my fingers deeper, pushing to her limit, her soft moans turn into breathy cries. “Cum for me, baby,” I murmur, my voice rough with desire. “Let me feel that sweet pussy clench around my fingers.”

Ariel’s body tenses as her orgasm crashes over her, her walls contracting around my fingers while her juices flow freely. I don’t stop, my tongue and lips working to draw out her pleasure.

“Alex, I can’t...,” she pants, her words breaking as another wave of sensation washes through her.

Though I know she’s sensitive, I want to push her further. My fingers move in and out of her, twisting and curling, as I suck her clit harder.

“Oh my God, Alex,” she cries, her voice raw. “I—I can’t take much more.”

But I don’t let up, my determination unshaken. “You can take it, baby,” I growl, the heat in my voice undeniable. “Cum for me again. Let me feel you squeeze my fingers.”

Her entire body tightens as she surrenders to the overwhelming sensations. A loud, desperate cry escapes her as another climax wracks her, her body trembling uncontrollably.

“That’s it, Ariel,” I whisper against her soaked folds. “You’re so fucking sexy when you lose it like this.”

When her legs finally give out, I catch her, pulling her close. “Easy,” I murmur, my voice low and protective. “You’re not going anywhere.”

“I want to feel you,” she breathes, her eyes half-lidded with desire. “I want your cock inside me, Alex. Now.”

I grin, my dick throbbing in anticipation. “As you wish, baby.”

I help her stand, her legs shaky from the intense orgasms. Turning her around, I position her against the bike, her hands gripping the seat as I step behind her. I kiss the back of her neck before reaching around to cup her breasts.

“You like it rough, don’t you, Ariel?” I whisper, my lips brushing against her ear, the heat building between us.

“Yes,” she pants, her voice thick with need, her body arching against mine. “Fuck me, Alex. Take me hard. I want to feel you deep.”

I pull back slightly, reaching into the motorcycle pannier to retrieve a condom. She lets out a needy whimper as I rip the foil open, rolling it down my length.

“You want me that bad, huh?” I murmur, the tension crackling between us.

“Please,” she breathes, rocking her ass back against me. “I need you.”

I grip her hips firmly, lining myself up with her drenched entrance, teasing her, letting the tip just press against her, feeling her shudder beneath my touch.

“Say it again,” I demand, my voice low and rough.

“Please, Alex,” she whimpers. “I need you. Now.”

With one swift thrust, I bury myself inside her, claiming her as mine. Ariel cries out, her head thrown back, her body welcoming me as I fill her completely. I hold still, savoring the sensation of her, hot and tight. She drives me wild as I move deeper, harder and faster, giving her exactly what she begged for.

“You feel so fucking good,” I growl, my grip on her hips tightening. “But I’m just getting started.”

I begin to move, slowly at first, withdrawing almost entirely before slamming back into her, my balls slapping against her ass with each hard thrust. Ariel’s moans turn to desperate cries, her body meeting mine with each powerful stroke.

“Harder, Alex,” she begs. “Fuck me harder.”

I oblige, pounding into her, my hips snapping forward as I fuck her with abandon. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the air, mixed with our grunts and moans. I reach around, find her clit and begin to rub it in circles.

“Cum with me, Ariel,” I growl, my own orgasm building. “Squeeze my cock with that hot pussy.”

Ariel’s fingers dig into the leather as she cums, her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic pulses. The sensation is too much and I follow her, my cock twitching as I fill the condom with my hot cum.

We stand there, panting, our bodies still joined, the weight of the moment heavy in the air. Ariel turns in my arms, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction. She presses her lips softly against mine, whispering, “That was incredible, Alex.”

Then, I feel her knees give way, her body going limp as exhaustion hits her all at once. I catch her instinctively, pulling her against me. She’s delicate in my arms.

I tighten my hold, my voice low and steady. “Got you, baby. Rest, you’ve earned it.”

She leans into me, her breath shaky as I steady her. “I’m fine, just... too good,” she murmurs, gripping me for support.

I wrap my arms around her, ensuring she’s secure. “Take a minute,” I murmur, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “You’re wiped out.”

Ariel rests her head against me, still panting, but I can tell she’s physically spent. Slowly, her breath steadies as she regains her strength, leaning into me. “I’m good,” she whispers, a small smile tugging at her lips.

I keep her close, letting her rest in my arms, feeling the weight of her body. She deserves a moment to recover.


three
Forbidden Detour
Ariel


It feels like an eternity until the weekend arrives. The thought of Alex’s plan alone makes my heart race. Always full of surprises, this time, he’s taking me on a picnic. And yeah, he’s my best friend’s brother, but that only makes it more thrilling. Who wouldn’t want to get naughty with a hot ex-military guy like Alex?

“Ariel, you ready?” His deep voice rumbles over the phone, sending a shiver down my spine.

“Yeah, just finishing up. I’m really looking forward to this picnic!” I reply, already blushing at the thought of what might happen.

“Good, I’ll be there in ten. Just wear something comfortable. We’ll be going for a little ride.” He hangs up, leaving me alone with my imagination running wild.

Moments later, the unmistakable roar of his motorcycle engine cuts through the quiet of the neighborhood. Without thinking, I rush to the window, pulling back the curtain just enough to get a clear view. I spot the sleek, black Harley as it turns the corner, and instantly, I recognize him. The way he rides, his posture full of confidence—it’s unmistakable. As he gets closer, the details sharpen. The worn leather jacket that hugs his frame, the dark sunglasses shielding his intense eyes yet still radiating heat. His broad shoulders, the way the jacket stretches across his chest, the subtle flex of his muscles with each shift—it all screams strength.

And then there’s that grin. The cocky, dangerous one; the one I know means trouble. Alex’s scruff darkens in the late afternoon light, making his jawline even sharper and that dimple—the mischievous mark on his cheek—makes my heart race. As he pulls up, it’s clear: this isn’t just a ride. This is him in control, and I’m about to go along for the ride of my life.

“Hop on, Ariel. Let’s make some memories.”

I swing my leg over the bike and settle behind him, instinctively wrapping my arms around his waist. The moment I do, the engine roars to life beneath me, sending a deep, satisfying thrum through my body. It isn’t just the bike’s power; it’s the vibration, pulsing right where I need it, sending heat to all the right places. I can’t help but grind against it a little, feeling it in the most intimate of ways.

The wind in my hair can’t compare to the steady hum against my hips. It’s constant, relentless, and I can feel it all the way down to my core. I wonder if he feels it too. Is he as turned on as I am? The question nags at me, and though I try to ignore it, it keeps coming back. I bet I’m soaked and I can’t decide if I should be embarrassed or not. My body reacts to him in ways I can’t control, every inch of him making me ache for more.

Each shift of gears makes it worse—or better, depending on how you look at it. Every little bump, every slight movement of his body sends sparks of heat coiling lower inside me. I wonder if he’s hard right now. The thought almost makes me blush, but I can’t stop thinking about it. I almost want to check, to make sure he’s feeling the same pulse of need, but I don’t. Instead, I press closer, trying to steady myself. Unsurprisingly, it has the opposite effect, the heat in my panties building up.

I rest my cheek against his back, inhaling the intoxicating mix of leather and cologne. The scent of him scatters my thoughts. I want to push them away and focus on the ride, but it’s impossible. Every part of me is overwhelmed by him—the way he feels against me, the way he handles the bike with such control, like he’s in charge of everything—including me. And damn, I want to be in control too... but in a completely different way.

I can’t stop thinking about how I’d love to ride him like we’re riding this bike.

When we reach the secluded spot by the lake, the perfect oasis tucked away in nature, I am still wound tight, hoping this isn’t where the fun ends. Alex reaches into the pannier, pulling out a blanket with that same devilish grin. I take it from him, our fingers brushing, sparking something electric between us. He grabs a couple of containers filled with treats and a chilled bottle of champagne.

“I thought we could start with a little bubbly,” he says, his eyes sparkling with mischief.

I nod eagerly, my pulse quickening as he gently guides me to sit on the blanket. Alex pops the cork and fills two flutes with the golden liquid, handing me one as our eyes lock.

“Cheers,” he toasts, breaking the silence.

I take a sip, feeling the bubbles dance on my tongue. Alex’s gaze darkens with desire as he watches me, his eyes never leaving mine. He sets his glass down and moves closer, his warm breath caressing my neck.

“I’ve been thinking about this all week. About tasting you, feeling your skin against mine.” His words are like a sensual whisper.

I close my eyes, savoring the anticipation. Alex’s hands grip my hips, pulling me tighter, pressing me flush against him. The heat between us is undeniable. When I shift slightly, I feel it—his erection, hard and insistent, pressing against me through his jeans. A smile tugs at my lips, the realization sinking in that he’s as hungry for me as I am for him. Does every inch of him want me the way I want him? The thought sends a shiver down my spine, a rush of heat spiraling through me. My pulse quickens and all I can think about is how badly I want more—how badly I want him.

“Let’s play a game,” he murmurs, his lips brushing my ear. “For every sip of champagne you take, I get to kiss a part of your body.”

I giggle, my heart racing. “And what if I want to kiss you?”

“Oh, you will, believe me. But first, let’s see how far that bottle will get us.”

I take a slow sip of champagne, feeling the cool liquid slide down my throat. His hands rest on my waist as his lips find my neck, soft at first, then hungrier. He sucks as if marking me, his tongue tracing the spot as I gasp. Instinctively, I tilt my head, giving him better access.

Alex trails his lips down my neck, igniting a line of fiery kisses as his hands roam over my body, caressing my breasts through the thin fabric of my top. I arch into his touch, craving more.

“Take another sip for me, Ariel,” he whispers.

I obey, my fingers trembling as I lift the glass. His lips find the sensitive spot behind my ear, teeth gently nipping at my lobe. My body trembles as his hands slide under my shirt, thumbs brushing my erect nipples.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmurs.

I can only nod, breath coming in short gasps. Alex’s kisses become more demanding as the champagne flows. He wraps his arms around my waist, pulling me close. His lips find my neck again, kissing and nipping along my skin, while his hands slide up to cup my breasts. His fingers tease and pinch, sending shivers through me as he brushes over my sensitive nipples, making them throb for more.

I arch back against him, gasping as his hands explore. His touch becomes more insistent and he kisses a line from my shoulder to the base of my neck, his warm breath and gentle bites leaving a trail of sensation.

“You’re beautiful, Ariel,” he murmurs, his voice thick with need. “I want to taste every inch of you.”

I bite my lip, arousal coursing through me. Alex hooks his fingers in my panties and I lift my hips slightly to help as he slides them down my thighs.

Alex shifts, leaning me back on to the blanket and positioning himself between my legs, his hands sliding over my skin. He lowers himself and says, “I love how wet you are for me. I’m going to make you beg for my cock.”

With that, he leans forward, his tongue flicking my clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through me. I grip his hair, my hips thrusting forward involuntarily. Alex’s mouth is hot and wet, driving me wild with need.

“Oh, Alex...,” I moan, my head thrown back in ecstasy.

He continues to tease and please me with his skilled tongue, bringing me closer and closer to the edge. I’m trembling, my body on the brink of explosion.

“Get it, girl,” he whispers against my entrance.

His words are all it takes. I cry out, my orgasm crashing over me in waves of pleasure. Alex doesn’t stop, his tongue still working over my sensitive spots as my body shakes with aftershocks.

“That’s it, baby, let it all out,” he encourages.

As I calm down, Alex looks up, his lips glistening with my essence. He smiles, looking incredibly satisfied.

“Your turn to taste something sweet,” he says, reaching for one of the containers.

He feeds me a bright red strawberry, his fingers brushing my lips. I suck the fruit into my mouth, savoring its sweetness. Alex’s eyes are fixed on mine, his expression intense.

“Now, for the whipped cream,” he murmurs, his voice low.

He squirts a generous amount of cream onto his fingers, then slowly traces it along my collarbone, down between my breasts. I shiver, my skin tingling at the cold sensation. Alex’s tongue follows the path of the cream, licking it off my skin, his hands cupping my breasts.

“Mmm, delicious,” he murmurs, his eyes locked on mine.

The game continues, each sip of champagne leading to more intimate exploration. Alex’s hands and mouth roam my body, igniting a fire within me. He’s an expert at pleasure, knowing exactly how to touch and tease me.

A lazy warmth settles over us in the midday sun with the champagne bottle finally empty. Suddenly, Alex reaches into the motorcycle bag and pulls out a small, sleek vibrator, holding it up with a mischievous grin. My eyes widen, excitement stirring inside me as I catch his playful look.

“I thought we could add a little extra fun,” he says, his voice husky. “Do you trust me, Ariel?”

I nod, heart pounding. I trust Alex implicitly and the thought of him using a toy on me is incredibly arousing.

He positions me on the blanket, my legs spread, open to his gaze. Alex kisses his way down my body, his hands caressing my inner thighs. Pausing, he looks up at me with a devilish grin.

“Are you ready for this?” His voice is low, with a playful edge.

I bite my lip, nodding, barely able to contain the excitement. “Yes, Alex, please.”

He smiles, eyes dark with intent. Slowly, he drags the vibrator over my soaking wet folds, teasing me with its cool, sleek surface. A gasp escapes my lips, my body arching into him as he circles it around my clit before moving lower, gathering my wetness.

With a soft chuckle, he presses the vibrator against my entrance, just teasing the tip, making me squirm. Then, with deliberate ease, he pushes it inside, filling me with delicious pressure. As he turns it on, my body trembles, sending me into a new realm of pleasure. His fingers find my clit, teasing it in sync with the vibrating toy.

“Oh my God...,” I moan, my head thrashing from side to side.

“That’s it, baby, let it take you,” he whispers, his breath hot against my skin.

The combination of his touch and the toy overwhelms me. I arch my back, body tense, riding the waves of pleasure, but I can’t quite reach the peak. Alex kisses me deeply, his tongue coaxing mine as my orgasm teases the edge, just out of reach.

“I won’t let you cum, Ariel,” he breathes against my lips, voice thick with hunger. “Not yet.”

The words spark a mix of frustration and desire within me. My body aches for release, but he holds me just shy of it, keeping me on the edge. I squirm beneath him, desperate for more.

“You’ll have to work for it,” he murmurs, his hand guiding my hips, urging me to move. “Ride me, Ariel. Take control and show me how badly you want it.”


four
Forbidden Touch
Alex


With swift movements, I unbuckle my belt, unzip my jeans and push them down my thighs. My cock springs free, hard and aching, already slick with anticipation. Her eyes widen and I catch a flash of awe in her gaze. I’m ready to show her just how good it will feel to have me inside her.

I reach into my pocket, grab the condom and tear open the packet with a quick motion. With a steady hand, I roll it down my length, breathing shallowly as I focus on the sensation of preparing for her. The tension between us heightens and I can’t wait any longer.

“Now it’s your turn to enjoy the view,” she whispers. I watch, entranced, as she straddles me, settling herself above my throbbing cock.

Her fingers wrap around my thick length, guiding me to her entrance. Slowly, she lowers herself, taking me inch by inch, her warmth surrounding me. I fight to hold back, letting her take control, even though the feeling of her encompassing me nearly pushes me over the edge.

“Oh, Alex,” she moans, her voice thick with need.

I can only stare up at her, chest tight, watching her begin to move. My gaze locks onto her breasts, bouncing with each roll of her body and I can’t resist reaching up to pinch one of her nipples. She gasps and the sound makes me pulse harder inside her.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” I grunt, sliding my hands down to her waist, my fingers brushing over her lower back.

Her rhythm picks up, her body moving faster now and my breaths come in shallow bursts. The sensations rush at me as I guide her with firm hands, urging her to move more urgently against me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she cries out, her voice frantic. “Deeper, Alex!”

I grip her more firmly, pushing deeper as her body shifts over mine. I feel her walls tightening, her pace quickening with every thrust.

“Get it, girl,” I growl. “Scream for me.”

She throws her head back, blonde hair flying as she rides me harder, faster, her movements desperate.

“Oh my God, Alex! I’m close!”

Reaching up, I pinch her nipples and give them a gentle tug.

That’s all it takes. She arches her back, her body tightening around me and cries out, her voice breaking as she shatters, her orgasm sweeping over her.

“ALEX! I’M CUMMING!” she screams, her body trembling in pleasure.

I feel her pulse around me, warmth flooding me as her orgasm takes hold. The sensation pushes me to the edge.

“Fuck, Ariel,” I groan, my own release building quickly. “I’m so close...”

She meets my gaze, flushed face glowing with satisfaction. “Cum for me, Alex. Fill me up.”

The words push me over the edge and I let go with a guttural roar, my hips thrusting upward as I release into the condom. The intensity surprises me and I collapse back, feeling her warmth press against me as she falls forward, breathless.

We lie there, tangled together, our hearts racing in sync, our bodies slick with sweat. I press a kiss to her forehead, a deep sense of satisfaction settling over me, but it only fuels the hunger for more.

“That was incredible,” she whispers, her voice soft, almost reverent. “I’ve never felt so free.”

I smile, a surge of something more profound than desire rushing through me. I know this is just the beginning of our forbidden rendezvous, but there’s so much more I want to explore with this daring woman.


five
Forbidden Submission
Ariel


Alex and I planned this spontaneous meet-up earlier this morning. I suggested it, eager to see him again after yesterday’s unforgettable ride. But this time, I want more. My mind’s been racing with thoughts of pushing boundaries and I can feel the tension building with every passing second.

“I’m on my way over. Get ready for me.”

A grin spreads across my face, excitement bubbling up inside me. I pace up and down my apartment, my mind racing with a whirlwind of thoughts. Should I act casual? Play it cool? Or just let the excitement take over? The anticipation is almost too much to handle, like a tight coil wound inside me, ready to spring.

A few minutes later, the familiar rumble of his bike echoes through the street below. My heart leaps, pounding harder with every step as I make my way to meet him downstairs. A mix of nerves and thrill courses through me as I leave my apartment.

When I open the main door, the sight of him steals my breath. He’s in the middle of swinging his leg off the bike, the motion fluid and effortless. He looks up and that smirk—a blend of confidence and mischief—spreads across his face. His eyes lock on mine and for a moment, everything else fades.

My thoughts scramble. He’s here, looking even better than yesterday. My stomach flips as I walk toward him.

“Did you miss me, Ariel?” he asks, his voice rough with need.

I nod. “More than you know.” I step forward, meeting him halfway and his hands immediately find my waist, pulling me close. His lips crash against mine in a slow, hungry kiss and I melt into him.

His hands move to the back of my neck, deepening the kiss and I let out a soft moan as I feel him press his body against mine, the solid warmth of him stirring something deep inside me.

“You’re unbelievable, “I whisper against his mouth. “Let’s go in before someone sees us.”

He grins, “Are you embarrassed of me?”

Before I can say anything, he sweeps me into his arms, carrying me effortlessly inside. His strength and determination leave me breathless, but I’m not complaining. He kicks the apartment door shut behind us, his lips never leaving mine.

Then he gently lowers me onto the couch, his hands lingering for a moment, steadying me as if making sure I’m really there. The warmth of his touch spreads through me and I let out a shaky breath, trying to calm the swirling nerves and excitement in my chest.

His eyes search mine, soft but undeniably intense. “You okay?” he asks, his voice soothing.

I nod, nervously brushing a hand through my hair. “Yeah, I’m good,” I say, though the flutter in my stomach betrays me.

I clear my throat, trying to find my words. “Alex…,” I pause, biting my lip as I work up the courage to continue.

His brows lifts lightly, his gaze curious and patient. “What’s on your mind, Ariel?”

I hesitate, the weight of the moment hanging between us. “Can I ask you something?”

His expression softens further and a small smile tugs at his lips. “Of course. You can ask me anything.”

The sincerity in his tone settles some of my nerves, but the tension crackles just beneath the surface, making my words catch in my throat. I lean closer, drawn to him like a magnet, our faces now only inches apart.

“What do you think about… trying something new?” I finally ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

He leans in closer, his voice husky with anticipation, “What do you have in mind, sweetheart?”

I take a steadying breath, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. “Have you ever thought about letting someone else take the lead? You know ... just giving up control, even for a little while?”

Wrinkling his forehead in confusion, he answers. “I can’t say I’ve given it much thought. Why do you ask?”

I bite my lip, emboldened by his reaction. “I’ve always had this fantasy of being the one in control. I don’t know why, but the thought of taking the lead, of being the one to guide someone strong, someone like you… it’s always been something I’ve wanted to try.”

His brows lift lightly, surprise flickering in his expression. He doesn’t pull away though, his gaze steady on mine.

“I don’t mean to make you uncomfortable,” I add quickly, feeling my nerves spike. “It’s just that... if you’re open to it, maybe... we could try it? Together?”

He chuckles softly, his gaze dropping as if he’s considering my words. When he looks back at me, there’s a hint of vulnerability in his eyes I didn’t expect.

“I’ve always been in charge,” he admits, seeming to be lost in thought. “I don’t think I even know how to let go, not really. It’s not something I’ve ever done.”

I nod, my heart pounding but hopeful. “That’s okay. It doesn’t have to be perfect. We could figure it out together… if you want to try.”

He exhales slowly, a small, tentative smile tugging at his lips. “With you?” he murmurs, his voice soft but sure. “Yeah, I think I would like to try it.”

His words light a fire in me, a warmth spreading through my chest and down to my fingertips. I can’t say for sure if this is what he’s been waiting for, but I know it’s what I want. The idea of offering him this side of me feels bold and a little reckless, but I can’t resist the pull.

“Then let’s begin, shall we?”

I lead him to the bedroom, trying to stay calm, but inside, my heart races. “Stay here for a moment,” I murmur, stepping inside first, then glancing back at him. “I’ll guide you.”

He hesitates only for a second before stepping in after me. The soft light from the bedside lamp creates a warm glow and I can feel my pulse quicken. “Kneel for me,” I say, trying to sound sure of myself, though there’s a tremor in my voice I can’t hide.

He falters for a heartbeat, but then he lowers himself to his knees, his eyes focused on me.  I swallow, trying to steady my nerves. I take a deep breath.

“Good,” I whisper, my voice softer now. I move closer, resting my hands gently on his shoulders, feeling the muscles beneath my touch. “Relax, okay? Just... trust me.”

He nods, but I can see the tension in his body, the uncertainty in the way he holds himself. I give his shoulders a gentle squeeze. “Let go,” I whisper, “It’s okay.”

I start to undo the buttons of his shirt, my fingers trembling slightly and I can’t help but look up at him now and then, checking for any sign of discomfort or hesitation. “Is this okay?” I ask, my voice soft, as I peel the fabric away.

He nods again, but his breath hitches as I touch his chest. I watch him closely, my own heartbeat loud in my ears. This is new for both of us.

“I’ll take care of you,” I murmur, trying to soothe him as much as I am soothing myself. “Let me guide this... please, just trust me.”

His gaze softens and I can see the slightest flicker of vulnerability in his eyes, but he doesn’t pull away. The tension in his shoulders slowly starts to ease.

“You’re mine for tonight,” I whisper, leaning down to press a kiss to the back of his neck. “All mine to command, to play with, to please.”

I step closer, positioning myself in front of him. My fingers find his belt, fumbling slightly in the quiet intensity of the moment. The metallic clink of the buckle seems louder in the stillness. I ease the belt free and unbutton his pants, tugging gently at the waistband. With a firm but careful motion, I work them down over his hips and thighs, pausing as they gather at his knees. His boxer briefs come into view, the prominent bulge beneath them impossible to miss.

I run a single finger along the length of his erection, watching it twitch in response. His breath catches and his head tilts back slightly.

“Oh,” he murmurs, his voice hoarse with need. “Please.”

I kneel in front of him, my fingers gently lifting his chin, meeting his gaze with a soft smile. “Uh, I think I like this,” I whisper, my voice filled with a mix of excitement and uncertainty. “Are you okay? Does this feel alright for you?” I ask, my voice low but steady, scanning his face for any sign of discomfort. His gaze meets mine and he nods, a small smile forming.

“Actually, yes,” he admits. “I never thought I’d give up control, but this is... pretty relaxing.” His lips curl into a gentle smile.

“I’m glad,” I reply. “I wasn’t sure how you’d feel about this.” A sly smile plays on my lips as I stand and step back, admiring the sight of him kneeling, vulnerable and exposed. “You’ll get what you need... when I decide you’ve earned it.”

His chest rises and falls rapidly as he nods, his hands resting obediently on his thighs.

“Good boy,” I praise, my voice smooth. Turning, I walk to the dresser, pulling out a silk scarf. “I’m going to blindfold you,” I say, trailing the soft fabric through my fingers before stepping back to him.

Leaning close, I wrap the scarf around his eyes, tying it gently but firmly. His breath hitches as I secure the blindfold, taking away his sight.

“Now, my strong soldier,” I whisper, running my fingers through his hair, tugging just enough to make him gasp, “Are you ready to let go some more?”

“Not sure sweetheart, but I will try. Do we need a safe word?”

After thinking for a second, I answer, “I don’t think so. This is my first time and I’m not planning to hurt you. But if it makes you feel better, just choose your word.”

Without hesitation, he says “Harley. Harley Davidson is my safe word.”

“Ok, noted.”

I kneel behind him, pressing my thighs against his hips as my hands explore his body. My fingers trace his collarbones, gliding to his nipples, which I pinch lightly. He jolts, a low moan escaping his lips.

“You like that, don’t you?” I ask, my breath hot against his ear.

“Yes, I do,” he breathes.

I chuckle, enjoying the power I hold over him. “Patience. We’re just getting started.”

Standing up, I retrieve a bottle of massage oil, pouring some into my hands. I rub my palms together, warming the oil before placing them on his shoulders. My fingers knead his tense muscles and he sighs, his head falling forward as he relaxes into my touch.

“That’s it,” I coo. “Let me take care of you.”

I work my way down his back, easing the tension from his body. My hands glide lower, slipping beneath the waistband of his underwear. I grip his firm ass, kneading it and he moans softly.

“You know you drive me crazy,” he murmurs.

“Good,” I reply, my voice steady. “Now stand up and take off your pants and boxers for me.”

He obeys, rising smoothly to his feet. I reach out, holding his hand to steady him as he moves.

When he pulls his boxers down, his cock springs free, unapologetically bold. I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to keep my reaction silent as my eyes take him in. His powerful, muscular frame—this strong, ex-military man, standing naked in front of me—is almost too much to process.

I’m in charge. The realization hits me like a spark to dry kindling.

Without warning I wrap my hand around his thick shaft, claiming what is mine. Slowly I stroke him, while I observe him. He moans in enjoyment.

“You like it when I touch you here, right?”

I grip him slightly tighter, increasing the pace. My thumb glides over the sensitive tip, gathering the bead of pre-cum that has formed there. His breathing grows ragged, his body trembling under my control.

“I’m close,” he pants.

I stop abruptly, letting go of his cock. He whimpers, his body tensing in frustration.

“Not yet,” I say, my voice soft but firm. “Tonight, I decide when you cum.”

I take his hand, guiding him carefully toward the bed. “This way,” I say, my voice low and steady, steering him until the backs of his legs touch the edge. “Sit.”

He obeys, lowering himself onto the mattress, his hands resting awkwardly at his sides. I step back for a moment, slipping out of my clothes, letting them pool silently on the floor.

“It’s your turn,” I say, pushing him back. He is lying on my bed now. Helpless and horny as can be. Positioning myself beside him, I take his hands and guide them slowly to the heat between my legs. His fingertips brush against my folds and I shudder at the contact.

“Feel how wet I am for you?” I say, my voice low and firm. “Make me cum.”

His hand moves down slowly like he knows exactly what he’s doing. I feel his fingers teasing the inside of my thighs, getting closer, making me wait. Then, he slides a finger inside me, slow and easy. I feel released and can’t stop the gasp that slips out.

He pauses for a second, his fingers still, before he adds another. The deeper he goes, the hotter it gets and I can’t ignore how badly I want more.

He curls his fingers and that’s when it hits. Deep. Intense. The kind of pleasure that takes over and I feel it in every inch of me. His touch never stops, each movement steady, making me tremble with every push.

“Don’t stop! Make me cum hard.”

And he does. Using his other hand, he stimulates my clit while his fingers inside tickle my G-spot. I let myself lose control and ride out my orgasm.

“Now, my sweet Alex,” I pant, sinking to my knees between his thighs. “I’m going to return the favor.”

I take his cock into my mouth slowly, savoring the taste of him. My tongue swirls around the head before I slide further down his length, taking him deeper. A low groan escapes his lips, his fists clenching tightly at his sides.

“Oh fuck,” he moans. “Your mouth feels so good.”

I hum in response, the vibrations making him shudder. My hands cup his balls, massaging them gently as I bob my head, setting a steady rhythm. His hips twitch, but he holds himself back, his submission absolute.

“Ariel,” he rasps, his voice trembling. “I can’t hold on much longer.”

I release him with a soft pop, licking my lips as I rise to my feet. “Not yet, my love,” I say, trailing a finger down his chest. “I’m not done playing with you.”

I fetch leather cuffs from the dresser, fastening them around his wrists and securing them to the bedpost. He’s entirely at my mercy now, his muscular body restrained, his cock throbbing with need.

“Please,” he pleads, his voice raw. “Let me cum. I’m so full.”

I straddle his thighs, my wetness brushing against his erection as I lean forward. My breasts press against his chest and I kiss him deeply, my tongue claiming his.

“You’re so sexy when you beg,” I whisper against his lips. Grinding my hips down, I rub my clit against his cock, teasing us both.

“Please,” he gasps, his voice desperate. “Let me fuck you. I need to be inside you.”

Smiling wickedly, I position myself above him. “You’ve been a good boy,” I purr, lowering myself onto his cock.

Without warning he jerks his hips up and pushes himself deep inside me. As good as it feels, I pull back and let him slip out.

A slow, dangerous smile curls across my face. “Did you just try to take control?” I ask, my tone deceptively sweet.

Alex shifts beneath me, a flicker of realization crossing his face. “I—“

“Shhh.” I press a finger to his lips, silencing him. “Tonight, I am in charge.” I slide off him gracefully. “A little reminder might be necessary,” I say, my voice firm and unwavering.

“Yes,” he breathes, his voice trembling with submission.

I watch him carefully as I move away, then return with the vibrator in hand. His breath hitches, but he remains still, blindfolded, waiting. I kneel in front of him, the vibrator buzzing in my hand and I let the sound fill the air between us.

“Touch it,” I command softly, handing him the vibrator. “Feel it. This could be your cock if you didn’t try to take control. But you didn’t, so now... I’m going to make myself cum instead.”

He hesitates momentarily, his fingers brushing the vibrator’s smooth surface and I see him react to the subtle power shift.

“That’s it,” I purr, my voice heavy with desire. “You feel that? It could’ve been you inside me, but now it’s just me... making myself cum while you listen.”

I move slowly, guiding his hand, my body teasing itself with each stroke, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through me.

I continue, each movement deliberate, knowing he’s desperate, needing to feel what he’s lost. He stays still, only able to listen.

“You are doing well. Would you like to watch me?” I ask, my voice low and teasing.

“Yes, please,” he responds, his voice filled with need.

“Good boy,” I purr, my smile dark and satisfying as I remove his blindfold. His eyes immediately lock onto me, wide and eager.

I position myself in front of him, the vibrator in hand and let the slow, deliberate rhythm begin. I ride it nice and slow, making sure he sees every inch of me move, my body shifting with each soft, steady motion. I let out a quiet moan as I press the vibrator against me, my pleasure building with every slow stroke.

He watches intently, his body tense with restraint, his breath shallow. I know what he wants, but he has to earn it. For now, it’s all about me—letting him witness my pleasure.

“You’ll watch and remember,” I say, my voice thick with lust. “This is what happens when you try to take over.”

“I understand. It won’t happen again,” he says, his voice heavy with genuine remorse.

Instinctively, I pause, holding the vibrator just slightly away from me. I let him stew in the moment, watching the way his body strains against the bindings, desperate and eager.

“You’ve been good,” I murmur, tilting my head as if weighing his worth. “How about you guide the toy? Think you can make me cum with it?”

His breath catches and his hands flex instinctively, testing the restraints. “Yes! For sure. Please let me,” he says, voice trembling with need.

I take my time moving behind him, my fingers brushing his wrists as I untie the knots. Slowly, deliberately, I loosen each one, letting him feel the care in my touch. “Don’t make me regret this,” I warn, my voice low and commanding.

“I won’t,” he promises, his hands falling free, immediately reaching for the vibrator as I hand it to him.

“Now,” I say, reclining in front of him, spreading myself open for his view. “Show me how eager you are to make me cum. Make it good.”

He positions the toy carefully, pressing it against me with a mix of reverence and determination. The vibrations hit me just right and I let out a moan, my hips shifting instinctively toward him.

“That’s it,” I breathe, guiding him with my voice. “Take your time. Feel every inch of me.”

He adjusts his grip, the motions becoming steadier, more confident, as my pleasure builds. “Good boy,” I purr, letting the rising tension in my body take over.

The vibrator presses against me perfectly, its unrelenting hum sending shivers up my spine. My body starts to tremble, my thighs tightening around his hand as the heat inside me coils tighter and tighter.

“Alex.” I purr, my voice trembling now, the tension in my body reaching its peak. My breaths come faster, shallow and uneven, as the pleasure grows insistent, unstoppable.

And then it happens—a rush of pure, unfiltered ecstasy crashes through me. My back arches, my hips bucking against the toy as my body takes over, trembling uncontrollably. I cry out, my moans raw and uninhibited, filling the space between us.

Every nerve feels alive, the sensations radiating outward as my release consumes me, leaving me breathless and tingling. My fingers dig into the sheets, clutching at anything for grounding as the waves of pleasure slowly ebb, leaving a delicious afterglow in their wake.

When I finally come down, my chest rises and falls with heavy breaths. I glance at him, his hand still steady, his eyes wide and reverent. “You did well,” I murmur, a satisfied smile curling my lips.

“I think you’ve earned a reward.”

I trail my fingers down his chest, letting my nails graze his skin lightly, eliciting a shiver from him. His arousal is undeniable, his cock standing proudly between us. I press a kiss to his lips, then guide him to lie back on the plush rug.

“Stay still,” I command, my voice soft but firm.

“Ok,” he whispers, his voice trembling with anticipation.

I climb over him, my knees on either side of his hips and lower myself slowly until his hardness is pressed against my wet heat. I rock my hips, teasing both of us, letting the slickness of my arousal coat him. His head falls back, a moan escaping his lips as he grips the rug beneath him, clearly struggling to obey my command to stay still.

“Do you want me?” I ask, leaning down to whisper in his ear, my lips brushing the sensitive shell.

“More than anything,” he groans, his voice thick with need.

“Then beg for it,” I demand, my hand wrapping gently around his cock, guiding it to my entrance but not letting him inside.

“Please,” he pleads, his voice desperate. “Please let me feel you. I need you so badly.”

I smirk, pleased by his surrender and slowly lower myself onto him, inch by inch, taking my time to let him feel every part of me. The sensation of him stretching me, filling me completely, sends a shiver of pleasure through my body.

“Ariel,” he moans, his hips twitching. I can see him fight the urge to thrust upward.

“Good boy,” I praise, running my hands over his chest as I begin to move, rolling my hips in slow, deliberate circles. The friction is exquisite and I can feel my own pleasure building with each movement.

I lean back, placing my hands on his thighs for balance and increase the pace. His hands twitch and I know he’s fighting the urge to touch me, but he remains obedient, his eyes locked on me with a mixture of awe and desperation.

“I want to hear you. Tell me how it feels.”

“It’s amazing,” he gasps. “You feel so good, so perfect. I can’t—“ His words cut off in a groan as I clench around him, my movements becoming faster, more urgent.

I reach down to rub my clit, the added stimulation sending jolts of pleasure through me. My breathing quickens and I can feel the familiar tension building in my core.

“Don’t cum until I tell you,” I command.

“Ok,” he chokes out, his body trembling beneath me as he struggles to obey.

I ride him harder, faster, chasing my own release. My body tightens, release rushing through me as I cry out, my orgasm consuming me with intense force.

As I come down, still trembling from the intensity, I lean forward and whisper in his ear, “Now, cum for me, my soldier.”

His body tenses and he lets out a deep, guttural moan as he finds his release, his hips bucking beneath me as he fills me completely.

I collapse onto his chest, both of us breathing heavily, our bodies slick with sweat and satisfaction. I run my fingers through his hair, kissing his forehead softly.

“Wow, that was good,” I whisper.

The hum of our shared satisfaction lingers in the air as the room settles into a comfortable silence. Alex shifts beneath me, wrapping his strong arms around me.

“How was it for you?” I ask, concerned. “Did you enjoy it at least a little bit?”

“This was incredible. You’re incredible, Ariel,” Alex murmurs, his deep voice breaking the stillness. His lips brush my temple and I feel the rumble of his words against my skin. “I never thought I could let go like that. You… you made it so easy.”

I lift my head, meeting his gaze. “You’re not exactly the type to give up control,” I tease.

“Not at all,” he admits his tone both serious and laced with humor. “But you? You made me forget everything around us. It felt good for once not to be in charge. I’ll let you take over again.”

I laugh softly, propping myself up on his chest. “Is that right?”

His hands slide to my waist, holding me in place as his expression softens. “Yeah,” he says, his voice dropping lower. “You surprised me, Ariel. You’re my sister’s best friend, the strong woman who always seems so composed. But tonight…,” he pauses, a slight, crooked grin spreading across his face. “You’ve got a wicked streak. I didn’t know you had it in you.”

I raise an eyebrow, leaning closer until my lips hover just above his. “Maybe there’s more you don’t know about me.”

Alex chuckles, pulling me down into a kiss, slow and deliberate. “If tonight was any indication, I’ve got a lot to learn. But one thing’s for sure—you’re the only one I’d ever let take control like that.”

My smile widens against his lips, my fingers tracing lazy patterns along his jawline. “Good. Because I’m not done with you yet, soldier.”

His laugh is low and warm as he rolls me onto my back, his weight pressing me into the mattress. “Not done with me? Careful, Ariel. You’re playing with fire.”

“Maybe I like the heat,” I challenge, my hands trailing down his muscular back before nestling into his strong arms.

~The End~
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Melt for Me
Valerie


Where the hell is my phone? I retrace my steps, weaving through the maze of tables, scanning the one where I sat. My heart pounds as my eyes dart around the empty restaurant. The dinner rush ended long ago, leaving only me and my growing panic.

Did I drop it outside? Leave it in the bathroom? No—something deep inside tells me I placed it right here on my table. So where is it?

“Are you looking for something?” A deep, masculine voice breaks through the silence, and I turn to see the chef, still wearing his apron, leaning against the kitchen door.

“Oh, hi! Yeah, I think I left my phone earlier. My friends and I had dinner here for a bachelorette party,” I say, hesitating, unsure of what to do next.

He’s effortlessly hot—dark hair peeking from under his hat, tattoos barely visible beneath his rolled-up sleeves. Tall, built in all the right ways, with a half-smile that’s impossible to look away from. He must be the mastermind behind every dish tonight, each one better than the last, bursting with flavors I didn’t even know could exist.

I don’t know what it is about him—the quiet confidence, the way he handled the food, or maybe just the heat in his gaze—but suddenly, I can’t help wondering what else he’s good at.

“Don’t worry, I found it. I was about to call the number listed under ‘Mom’ if no one claimed it,” he says, holding up my phone with a small chuckle.

I laugh nervously as I reach for my phone, my fingers brushing against his for a moment. “Thanks for finding it. I’d hate to have to explain to my mom why some guy called her late at night from my phone.”

My cheeks flush as I imagine my mother’s frantic calls, checking to make sure I’m okay. I don’t want her to worry, but she’s a mom, that’s what they do, right?

The chef’s smile broadens. “Yeah, I can see how that would be a bit awkward,” he says, his gaze flicking over my face. “So, a bachelorette party, huh? Sounds like a fun night.”

I shrug. “Let’s just say the bride is wild enough for all of us. I’m not exactly the life-of-the-party type.”

“That’s a shame,” he says, a hint of disappointment in his voice. “But I’m glad you ended up back here.” He pauses, then extends his hand. “I’m Xavier.”

“Valerie. Nice to meet you.” I shake his hand, my fingers slightly damp against his warm, steady grip. I cringe inwardly at myself, silently hoping he doesn’t notice.

He doesn’t let go right away. Instead, his thumb brushes over my palm—so briefly I’m almost convinced I imagined it. Then he releases me, tucking his hands casually into his apron pockets.

“Well, Valerie,” he says, “since you don’t seem in a hurry to get back to your friends… how about a little hands-on experience in the kitchen?”

I raise an eyebrow. “That depends. Hands-on how?”

His words are smooth, almost teasing, and before I can stop myself, I’m intrigued. Hands-on? Hands-on what, exactly? Because I know what I want my hands on… Oh my God Val, stop. I shake the thought away, forcing my focus back to him.

“Chocolate mousse,” he says, a knowing glint in his eyes. “But the real magic is in how it’s made.”

“That’s a bold promise,” I manage to say.

“Then come see for yourself.”

He turns toward the back, and I follow before I can think too much about it. We move past the empty tables and through a swinging door into the kitchen. The air is warmer here, with lingering scents of butter, spice, and something faintly sweet. Most of the lights are off except for the soft glow above the prep station.

Xavier rolls up his sleeves a little further, revealing more of the tattoos winding up his forearms.

“Alright,” he says, reaching for a bar of dark chocolate. “First things first, we melt this down.”

He places the chocolate before me and then slides a cutting board closer. “Go ahead, break it into pieces.”

I snap off a square, but as I go for another, his fingers brush mine, lingering just a second too long. Heat sparks where we touch, subtle but unmistakable.

He steps closer, dropping the chocolate into a bowl over a simmering water bath. The metal clinks softly as he stirs, the rich aroma filling the air.

“Now comes the fun part,” he says, opening a carton of heavy whipping cream and pouring it into a bowl.

He hands me the electric mixer and plugs it in. “Here, I’ll let you do the honors. Just keep it on medium until it thickens.”

The beaters whir to life as I click them on, sending the cream swirling. His gaze stays locked on the bowl, watching as soft peaks start to form.

“Almost,” he says. “A little more.”

The cream stiffens just right, and he nods in approval before taking the chocolate from the water bath. He picks up a spatula and dips it into the glossy mixture.

“Now, we fold.”

He hands me the spatula, then steps behind me, his chest barely grazing my back. His fingers guide mine, as we work the chocolate into the cream.

“It’s all in the wrist,” he murmurs.

The motion is careful and intentional, each turn bringing the mousse to life. But with every stroke, the air around us thickens.

“Perfect,” he whispers, his breath warm against my neck.

Reaching around me, he grabs a small bottle of vanilla extract. “Just one more magic ingredient.”

He adds a few drops of vanilla extract to the mousse while I continue blending the cream and chocolate.

“Good,” he says, low and approving.

He dips a spoon into the mousse and lifts it to my lips, his eyes locked onto mine.

“Taste.”

I part my lips, letting the creamy mousse melt on my tongue—decadent, smooth—but it’s his gaze that leaves me breathless. The way he watches me, like he’s savoring every second, is far more intoxicating than the dessert itself.

“Sweet, isn’t it?” he whispers.

A thrill runs through me. Instead of answering, I dip a finger into the mousse and bring it to his lips.

“You tell me.”

Xavier’s expression darkens, his eyes locked onto mine as he parts his lips, his tongue flicking slowly over my fingertip. Heat flares low in my belly.

“Better than I expected,” he murmurs, his voice roughened with desire.

The air between us turns electric. He shifts closer, just enough that I feel his warmth, his presence pressing in, but he doesn’t touch me—not yet. A gradual, teasing pull hangs in the air between us though.

I tilt my chin up, our breaths mingling. For a moment, the kitchen, the restaurant, the rest of the world—all of it fades.

“Valerie,” he says, my name barely more than a husky breath. “You make it really hard to stay focused.”

With that, he steps away and places the mousse in the fridge, before starting a timer.

“Good,” I whisper, pulling him back to me, by the collar. My hands pressed against the solid warmth of his chest. “Because I don’t think I want you to.”


two
Sweet Surrender
Xavier


Iwas playing with fire, but I didn’t expect her to go for it.

Valerie presses closer, her unguarded movements drawing me in deeper. The scent of chocolate mousse still hangs in the air, but it’s her heat, her body pressing against mine, that has my cock twitching.

I slide my hands to her waist, gripping her with a raw, undeniable hunger. When our lips finally meet, I kiss her with a possessiveness I didn’t know I had, exploring her mouth with an intensity that makes her tremble beneath me.

As I press against her, my arousal is unmistakable as I grind into her. She hisses softly, a mix of surprise and pleasure.

Her hands tangle in my hair, and I nearly lose myself in the sensation. I hate how desperate I am, how badly I want her—but it’s been so long since a woman has turned me on as Valerie does. Shoving aside my inner conflict, I give in to the desire, slipping my hands under her dress. I trace the curve of her firm ass, my fingers brushing the string of her thong. A rush of excitement courses through me as I take in how little she’s wearing. My breath catches, and the knowledge only fuels my hunger.

Breaking the kiss, she says, “My turn,” her voice laced with playful intent.

I hold still as she tugs off my apron, her fingers already working the buttons of my chef’s jacket, popping them open with effortless ease. She slides it off my shoulders, her eyes drinking in every inch of my chest. I peel my shirt off and toss it aside, a low chuckle rumbling from me as her gaze lingers, full of appreciation.

“Got all that from tasting chocolate mousse?” she teases.

I’m about to answer when the timer buzzes, reminding me of the mousse cooling in the fridge. A growl rumbles in my throat, but I pull back, flashing her a grin. “Can’t let our hard work go to waste,” I say, the double meaning hanging between us.

Reluctantly, I open the fridge and grab the glass bowl of mousse, dipping a finger in for another taste. She watches with an amused smirk as I savor the sweetness. Just as I start to turn away, she reaches over, scoops a bit of mousse with her hand and draws a line across my bare chest. The chill of it sends a shiver through me, but it’s the way her fingers glide across my skin that makes it feel hotter than it should.

“Looks like you’ve got a little something there,” she murmurs, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

Without a word, she leans in, her tongue gliding over the chocolate on my skin. I close my eyes, fingers threading through her hair as her lips move with slow intent. The sensation leaves me tense and craving more.

“Valerie,” I murmur, my voice thick with need. “I want you…”

She looks up, a fire in her eyes that matches my own. “Then what are you waiting for?” she whispers, her brows lifting.

I pull her closer, my hands finding the zipper at the back of her dress. I slide it down, savoring the way every inch of fabric loosens around her frame. She shifts her shoulders, helping me guide the dress down until it pools at her feet. Reaching behind her, I unhook her bra, then trace my fingers down her hips, tearing her thong away.

She gasps, her eyes widening, and her hands move quickly to the waistband of my pants. Her fingers slide under the elastic, tugging them down. The fabric catches for a second around my bulge and I can feel its pressure. I watch Valerie bite her lip as her gaze drops. With a smirk, she guides the pants over my erection, her fingers brushing against the outline of my boxer shorts. I can see her breathing quicken, her gaze flickering between my eyes and the tight bulge beneath the fabric. Unable to resist, I tease, “You know you want to pull those boxers down.”

Her fingers freeze for a beat, then, with a small, mischievous nod, she pulls on my boxers. The fabric slides down, and I spring free, the cool air hitting my heated skin.

Her lips part in a soft gasp, and her eyes are wide with awe. Her hands hover just inches away, uncertain yet eager for more.

I take a step back, my gaze roaming over her flushed skin, savoring the way her curves catch the soft light. The bowl of chocolate mousse still sits on the countertop beside us, and I dip my finger into its rich, velvety texture. I bring it to her lips, teasing her with the sweet indulgence.

She watches me intently, then leans in, her mouth opening just enough to allow me to trace the mousse along her lower lip. Her tongue darts out, grazing my finger, a soft hum of satisfaction escaping her. Her eyes never leave mine.

Taking her cue, I dip my finger into the mousse again, this time circling it lightly around her nipple. She shivers at the cool touch, a soft gasp escaping her.

“Oops, looks like I got you all dirty,” I tease, leaning down to kiss and suck gently around her breast, trailing my lips over the chocolate. The sweetness mixes with the warmth of her skin, and I can hear her moan, feel her body jerk in response.

While I’m still teasing her hard nipples, she dips a finger into the mousse and trails it from her belly button down, her touch deliberate and unhurried. When I glance up, her hungry, approving gaze meets mine.

“Oh my,” she whispers, her voice soft and innocent.

With shallow breaths, I lower my mouth, running my tongue along her skin. It’s almost impossible to go slow, but I force myself to enjoy every inch. As my lips draw closer to her pussy, I feel her body quiver in anticipation. Her soft moans urge me forward and the heat between her legs is like a magnetic pull I can’t resist. And of course, that’s exactly where I end up. The moment my mouth meets her wet fold, a silent scream leaves her lips. The combination of her taste and the lingering sweetness of the chocolate drives me wild.

I circle her clit with the tip of my tongue, watching her reaction closely. She gasps, her hips rising to meet me, urging me deeper. Without hesitation, I dip into her wet cave, the warmth and slickness overwhelming my senses. She’s so soft and responsive, and I can’t help but lose myself in her taste. The way Valerie shudders beneath my touch only pulls me in deeper.

I want to finger her so badly, but I know if I do, I might cum before even being inside her. I hate how needy I feel, but I promise myself I’ll make it up to her later.

I pull back, retrieve a condom, and roll it on quickly. I gently lift her on to the counter, my hands sliding over her curves. Her body reacts to every move—her hips grinding against mine, hungry for more. Biting her lip, her eyes darken with need as she pulls me in for a kiss, fierce and urgent, almost violent. Her lips crash against mine, hot and insistent. The kiss is deep and hungry like she’s starving and I’m the only one who can satisfy her.


three
Unstoppable
Valerie


Oh, my god, he can kiss.

My brain short-circuits as Xavier’s lips press firmly against mine, deep and demanding, stealing my breath. The rough scrape of his three-day beard drags over my skin, scratching just enough to send shivers racing down my spine. Every stroke of his stubble against me adds another layer of heat, making the kiss feel raw—like we’re drowning in it, lost in the urgency of each other.

My skin is on fire as his fingers slip between my legs. A moan escapes as he parts my folds, teasing my swollen center. I writhe against him, my hips shifting in silent demand.

“Xavier,” I breathe, my voice a desperate plea.

I feel his smirk against my lips just before his fingers press deep inside me. His touch is relentless, his rhythm setting my body alight, building me up with every movement.

The tension coils tighter, pleasure winding through me like a live wire. My nails dig into his arms and my moans fill the space between us. He moves faster, harder, sending me careening toward the edge—

And then he stops.

A strangled sound of protest leaves me as he pulls back, his dark eyes gleaming with hunger.

“Not yet, baby girl,” he whispers.

Xavier positions his thick, throbbing cock at my entrance, his gaze locked onto mine. “I want us to finish together,” he says, his voice rough with need.

He pushes inside, inch by agonizing inch, the stretch hovering between pain and unbearable pleasure. My body trembles, every nerve sparking to life as he fills me completely. I gasp as he sinks to the hilt, the exquisite pressure making me tremble. And then—when he hits that perfect spot—the pleasure detonates, sharp and blinding, leaving me breathless and desperate for more.

A raw, needy moan escapes me as Xavier begins to move, each thrust setting off fireworks in my core. My head falls back as he pounds into me, harder, faster, and deeper.

The metal counter creaks beneath us, mixing with the wet slap of his balls against my skin. I’m on fire, teetering on the edge, pleasure coiling tight inside me.

Xavier’s jaw clenches, his muscles straining, his grip on me tightening as he drives himself deeper.

Then, without warning, he pulls out. His hands grip my hips, spinning me around. I barely have time to catch my breath before he bends me over the counter, my palms pressing against the cool metal as my heart races, aching for what’s next.

Before I can even react, he thrusts back into me—quick, relentless.

A gasp catches in my throat as my body jerks forward. Then, he smacks my ass hard, the shock of it making another moan leave my lips. The mix of pleasure and pain sets my skin ablaze, my mind reeling, and I find myself begging for more.

“Harder!” I scream, the word slipping from my lips as Xavier continues to drive into me, his length hitting that perfect spot.

“Don’t stop, I’m so close!” I plead. My legs tremble, my body arches, struggling to hold on as waves of pleasure crash over me.

Xavier groans, his movements becoming more erratic, more primal. He grips my hips tighter, digging his fingers into my skin, his pelvis meeting mine with each forceful push.

With a final, powerful thrust, he releases inside me, and I follow right after, my body shuddering as the intensity takes over.


four
Sweet Temptations
Valerie


Still shivering, my body buzzing with aftershocks of ecstasy, I stand up and turn around. I lean in for another kiss, but the sound of footsteps approaching pulls me back to reality.

“Val? Are you here?” Mia’s voice echoes from the front of the restaurant.

Shit.

Xavier and I exchange a look before I grab my dress. “Yeah, I’m in the kitchen,” I call back, trying to steady my voice.

Her footsteps approach, heels clicking against the tile. “Why the hell aren’t you answering your—“ Mia steps into view and stops short, her eyes widening as she takes in the scene. “Oh.”

I watch as Mia’s expression morphs from shock to embarrassment, her mouth still mid-sentence. “Val, I’m so sorry...I just, I mean, I...wow,” she stutters, her eyes darting from me to Xavier.

I approach her, my cheeks still flushed. “I’m sorry for not answering your calls. Things kind of...happened.”

Her eyes stay fixed on Xavier, who’s still standing there in his birthday suit, and she says, “I see.”

A sigh escapes my lips as if I need to explain. “Xavier, this is Mia, my best friend.” I continue, gesturing to her. “Mia, this is Xavier. He’s the chef here.”

Xavier, looking slightly sheepish, grabs his apron from the counter and ties it around his waist. “Hi, Mia. Sorry we had to meet under these circumstances. Your friend’s quite the distraction, you know.”

A small, enigmatic smile plays on Mia’s lips. With a playful smirk, she turns to me. “Who knew our chef was not only great with food, but looks pretty delicious himself.”

I feel my cheeks warm at her remark, but she’s right. “Now you know why I had to have a taste.”

Xavier chuckles, a glint of mischief in his eye. “Mia, how about joining us for dessert?” he says, gesturing toward the rich chocolate mousse we just made.Mia’s eyes flick between me and Xavier, clearly sensing the shift in the air. “You mean... join you as in... taste the mousse?” she asks, confused.

Xavier’s grin sharpens, his gaze intense.“Exactly. You can try the mousse.”

Watching her for a beat, his gaze shifts from her face down to her body. He brushes his fingers lightly over the top of his apron, slowly moving down.

“Or perhaps there’s something else you might like to try,” he adds, his voice a little lower.

Mia raises an eyebrow, her lips curling into a smile as she bites her lower lip, then looks at me for confirmation.

I nod, my heart racing a little at the unexpected turn of the conversation.

“Well, now I’m definitely intrigued,” she says, her voice dripping with curiosity. She glances at Xavier for a beat, then looks back at me. “Guess I’ll just have to see what’s on the menu.”

Xavier chuckles softly, stepping back, but his gaze doesn’t leave her. “The mousse is good, but there’s plenty more to explore,” he says, clearly enjoying the moment.

I take a step closer to Mia, my hand brushing against hers as I lean in slightly. “Why don’t you go ahead and take the first taste?”

I scoop up a generous bite of mousse, lifting it to her lips. Mia’s lips are slightly parted as she licks the chocolate from the spoon, a bit of it lingering at the corner of her mouth. “God, that’s good,” she whispers, her gaze now fixed on me, intense and searching.

Xavier watches quietly, clearly enjoying himself.

“You’ve got a little something,” I say, my voice soft.

She raises an eyebrow, glancing at me. “Where?”

I step closer, my thumb gently brushing against her lips, catching the chocolate. “Right here,” I murmur, before leaning in.

I kiss the corner of her mouth slowly at first, my lips lingering there. As I pull away, I glance at her, our eyes locking. A spark of something more hangs in the air, something we both recognize.

My breath catches as I lean in again, this time kissing her deeper, more passionately..

I reach for the collar of her shirt, undoing the button with a measured motion, letting the fabric fall open just a little to expose the smooth skin of her chest—before she shrugs it off completely, letting it slip down her arms and fall to the floor.

Her breath catches as I lean in, brushing my lips against her collarbone before pulling back just enough to meet her gaze. I can feel the heat radiating off her skin, the anticipation hanging in the air.

Without missing a beat, I reach behind her and unclasp her bra, letting it fall away as if it’s nothing more than an afterthought. Her skin, now bare, feels like a treasure waiting to be explored.

Xavier watches us, his gaze intense, and I feel his presence but keep my attention on Mia. The moment between us feels so familiar, yet charged with a tension we never explored before.

I glance up at her, my fingers still playing with the mousse on her skin. “You like that?” I murmur, my voice low.

Her lips curl into a seductive smile, eyes full of desire. “I’m loving every second of it,” she says, her voice breathy.

Xavier laughs, his eyes dark with interest. He steps closer, not saying a word, just watching as if he’s taking his time to savor the moment. His hand slides to the back of Mia’s neck, fingers threading into her hair, pulling her in just enough to make it clear he’s not just a spectator anymore.

“Can I get a taste?” he asks, his voice a little lower now, tinged with the same hunger I feel building in my chest.

Before Mia can respond, Xavier leans in, his lips brushing against hers. At first, it’s just a soft press of his mouth to hers. Then, he deepens the kiss, and I can’t help but watch as their mouths move together.

He pulls back just slightly, his gaze flicking to the chocolate mousse on the counter. Without breaking eye contact, he dips his fingers into the creamy dessert before bringing them up to her lips. She doesn’t hesitate, parting her mouth to take his fingers in, her tongue sliding over them slowly, savoring the sweetness as she pulls the mousse off with a soft, sensual draw.

I can’t help but feel a rush of heat watching her suck his finger.

Ready to take this further, I step behind Mia, my body pressing against her back as I place a kiss on her shoulder. She lets out a low moan, her skin heating under my touch.

As I bring my fingers to the mousse again, I lean in close, my breath warming her neck as I watch her and Xavier pull away from their kiss. “Want to try something else, Mia?” I murmur.

She glances over her shoulder, a smirk pulling at her lips. “Please,” she responds, her voice low with desire.

I look at Xavier then, silently motioning for him to take off his apron. He meets my gaze, understanding what I’m suggesting, and with a smooth, confident movement, he sheds it, revealing more of his toned body.

With a grin, I smear a line of mousse down his torso, from his chest to his navel. Mia’s eyes follow the trail, and the hunger in her gaze is clear. She leans forward, pressing soft kisses along the chocolate path, her tongue flicking out to savor it, inch by inch, leaving only faint traces of mousse behind.

I glance at Xavier, noting the way his chest rises and falls with his ragged breath. His hands grip Mia’s shoulders, his fingers digging into them. I can’t help but feel a spark of jealousy—not that I want him, but that I want to be part of this.

Mia shifts just enough to give me the space I need. Her attention is still focused on Xavier’s body, I take the opportunity to move next to her. With my hand around her waist, I start to help her clean up the chocolate from the chef’s body.

I bend down slightly, my fingers trailing down his torso, gathering the mousse that’s pooled near his navel. I feel his muscles tense. Mia is kissing her way back up to his neck now, her lips dragging over his skin like she’s claiming him.

I follow the chocolate trail down, kneeling between them. Then, I feel Mia’s hand in my hair, pulling me back so I’m looking up at them. A silent approval passes between them, and I take Xavier’s cock into my mouth, just the tip at first. I make sure he’s slick, working him a little deeper with each movement. His moan urges me to keep going. One hand on his balls, the other at the base, I start a steady rhythm, my head bobbing as I take him in deeper.

Then, Mia’s skirt falls to the floor—Xavier must have opened it. I pull away, turning on my knees to face her. Her bare pussy is right in front of me, and I can’t resist. My hand slides over her folds, parting them gently as I dip my tongue in, feeling the heat of her against me.

Mia’s hands tighten in my hair, pulling me closer as I kiss my way back up her body. Behind me, Xavier’s hands trace my curves, cupping my breasts.

Slowly, he turns me around, leaning in to brush his lips against mine. It’s tentative at first, but it doesn’t take long before the kiss deepens, our mouths moving together, hungry and insistent.

Reaching behind me, my hands slide down Mia’s back, my nails grazing lightly over her skin, pulling her closer. Her mouth moves to the nape of my neck, and she hugs me from behind, her breath warm against my skin. I feel her hands trailing down, building the anticipation, until they reach my soaking wet folds. Her fingers tease the entrance, feather-light, but I can feel her desire—her need to give and receive pleasure.

Without warning, Mia presses her fingers inside me and pulls right back out. Her index finger circles my clit in slow motions before she starts pumping in and out.

A low moan escapes my lips, my hips rocking against her hand, my breath shallow and ragged as she works me, each movement making me more desperate to let go.

“Fuck!” Mia hisses, her fingers stilling inside me for a brief moment before she picks up the pace, and I feel myself slipping closer to the edge.

My body trembles with satisfaction, riding the wave of pleasure as my hips buck against her hand, my breath coming in short, gasping pants.

Meanwhile, I hear the rustling of a condom being rolled on and judging by Mia’s moans, Xavier must be fingering her. I’m lost in my world, barely aware of what’s happening around me, until I feel Mia’s second hand from behind me stretching me open, while Xavier thrusts into me. The feeling is delicious—he fills me so perfectly.

A loud moan slips from my mouth as he fucks me, and Mia gasps from behind me, her body still pressed against mine. “Xavier...,” she breathes, her lips parted, close to the edge herself. “I need you inside me.”

He pulls out of me, moves behind Mia, and bends her over. As she grips my hips for balance, her mouth finds my pussy, her breath hot against me. Without missing a beat, Xavier slams into her from behind, and I feel the vibration of her muffled moan against me as she nears her release. Her body tenses, then gives out, and seconds later, she sinks to her knees, trembling and panting.

Xavier flashes me a wicked grin, his eyes flicking toward the counter behind me in silent invitation. He hoists me up effortlessly, trailing a slick finger between my thighs, spreading the moisture over my aching cunt. My head tilts back, a desperate plea spilling from my lips. “Make me cum, Xavier. I’m so damn close.”

And he does. After four or five hard thrusts, I feel my body tighten around him. “Yes!” I moan, as my orgasm hits me, pure and intense.

Xavier pulls out, stroking his cock a few more times before he cums into the condom. We all collapse on the floor, spent and gasping for air.

Mia’s fingers curl around my arm, her body pressing against mine as we lay in the afterglow. The air is thick with the scent of arousal, and our skin glistens with sweat. We’re all struggling to catch our breath, to come down from the high.

I wince as I try to sit up, “Damn, I’m sore—but in the best way.”


five
Satisfaction Served
Valerie


The next day, Mia and I reach the front door of Xavier’s apartment. Mia glances over at me, a playful smirk curling her lips. “Ready for round two?”

I nod, biting back a smile. “You know it.”

Before we even get a chance to knock, the door swings open, and Xavier stands there with an unapologetic smile. “Ladies,” he greets us, his voice smooth. “I hope you brought an appetite.”

Mia’s eyes widen, her voice seductive as she responds, “I’m starving.”

Stepping inside, we’re instantly greeted by the rich scent of garlic and spices, making my stomach growl in anticipation. But food is the last thing on my mind. We all know why we’re here.

“Make yourselves at home,” Xavier says, his tone suggestive, as he gestures toward the cozy living room. “Dinner’s almost ready.” With a lower voice, he adds, “But what I’m most excited about is dessert.”

Mia quirks an eyebrow, a mischievous gleam lighting up her eyes. “Dessert, huh? I think we’re all hungry for something sweet.”

“Let me show you my place.” Smooth and confident, Xavier leads us down the hall. “And here’s the bedroom,” he says, opening the door with a flourish as if he’s about to reveal something special.

Following Mia, I step inside, my eyes immediately drawn to the large mirror on the wall, perfectly positioned next to the bed. The thought of another threesome in here gives me goosebumps. My body reacts before my mind can catch up, and a rush of wetness pools between my thighs.

Xavier’s voice breaks through my haze of lust. “This is where the magic happens,” he says in a promising tone.

I glance over at Mia, and her eyes flicker with the same heat. We both know what he means.

Back in the living room, the scent intensifies—the rich aroma of melted cheese and the unmistakable decadence of pasta fill the air.

Xavier pulls out a chair for each of us before reaching for the wine bottle. With a practiced hand, he uncorks it smoothly and pours us each a glass. As he does, his eyes linger on me, a hint of a grin playing on his lips.

“To an unforgettable evening,” he toasts, raising his glass.

Mia clinks hers against his, then mine. “And satisfaction,” she adds, lips curving as she takes a sinful sip, her eyes locked on Xavier’s.

I take a sip, letting the rich, velvety wine linger on my tongue. Xavier watches me, eyes dark with something that has nothing to do with the drink.

“So,” Mia muses, leaning back in her chair, twirling her glass between her fingers. “What’s for dinner?”

Xavier sets his glass down, moving toward the kitchen. “Something simple, but… satisfying.” He turns back to us with a smile as he lifts the lid off a pot. “Fettuccine Alfredo.”

I bite my lip. Creamy, rich, decadent.

Mia hums in approval. “Mmm. I love something that just melts in your mouth.”

Xavier’s smirk deepens. “That’s the idea.”

Like a true chef, his presentation is flawless—pasta curled into perfect spirals, coated in just the right amount of sauce. A sprinkle of herbs and a dusting of cheese finish it off, making the dish look almost too good to eat. He sets a plate in front of each of us before easing into his chair, every movement unhurried and controlled, fully aware that we’re watching.

I pick up my fork and twirl the pasta around the tines, bringing it to my lips. The first bite is sinful—warm, creamy, melting against my tongue. A quiet, pleased sigh slips from my lips before I can stop it. “Mmm.”

Xavier watches, his jaw tightening just a fraction. “Good?”

I swallow, dragging my tongue over my bottom lip. “Mmm. Delicious.”

Mia takes her turn, lifting a bite with deliberate slowness. Locking eyes with Xavier, she savors the rich sauce before running her tongue over her lips. “So good,” she murmurs, her voice thick with satisfaction.

Xavier leans back, fingers tapping against his wine glass. “Glad you’re enjoying it. I wouldn’t want either of you leaving the table… unsatisfied.”

I reach for my wine again, my foot brushing against his under the table—light at first, then firmer. The moment I press against him, he stills, his breath catching just enough for me to notice.

Mia, of course, catches it too. She turns to Xavier, tilting her head. “Looks like someone’s already eager for dessert.”

Xavier chuckles, dark and knowing. “With you two, all I want is dessert.”

Mia twirls her fork through her pasta again, her foot sliding against my ankle under the table. “I like the sound of that.”

The meal winds down, but the tension doesn’t. If anything, it thickens, settling into the air like an unspoken challenge.

I start to rise, reaching for my plate, but before I can take a step, Mia beats me to it—except instead of clearing the table, she turns and pulls me into a kiss.

It’s not tentative or questioning—it’s full of intent, her lips soft but insistent, her body pressing against mine in a way that leaves no room for doubt. My breath catches, and just as I start to melt into her, I feel Xavier’s gaze on my skin.

Mia’s hands roam my body, her touch igniting something deep and electric inside me. The kiss lingers, drawn-out and teasing, until she finally pulls away with a mischievous grin. She takes my hand, glancing over her shoulder at Xavier.

“I think we need to adjourn to your couch,” she purrs, her eyes twinkling with wicked intent.

Xavier leans back, his glass of wine still in hand, watching us with quiet amusement. “And what exactly do you have in mind?”

Mia guides me toward the center of the room, turning to face him as she trails her fingers down my arm. “I think you should sit back and enjoy the show for a bit,” she murmurs, giving him a pointed look before tugging me closer.

Xavier smirks but complies, sinking into the couch with effortless confidence. He spreads his legs slightly, completely at ease as he takes a savoring sip of his wine. “I must be dreaming.”

Mia steps behind me, whispering in my ear, “Let’s give him something worth watching.”

Her hands slide down my sides, fingertips teasing the hem of my top before slipping underneath, dragging the fabric up and over my head. The air feels cool against my bare skin, my nipples tightening under his hungry gaze.

“Mm,” Xavier exhales, his eyes darkening as he takes in the sight of me.

Mia’s hands move lower, skimming my stomach before unzipping my skirt and letting it slip down my legs. I step out of it, fully exposed, the deliberate lack of underwear making both of them pause.

“Damn,” Xavier mutters, sitting forward slightly, his gaze roaming my body.

Mia hums in approval, her hands sliding up to cup my breasts, her thumbs brushing over my nipples. “She’s such a tease, isn’t she?” she muses, her lips ghosting over my shoulder.

Xavier watches, his fingers gripping the arm of the couch. “This is the best dessert presentation I’ve ever seen,” he says, his voice thick with intrigue.

Mia smirks, her hands drifting lower, down the curve of my waist. “And this is just the beginning,” she murmurs, turning my face toward hers before kissing me again—slow, deep, meant to be savored.

I melt into her, the warmth of her body pressing against mine. Xavier shifts slightly, adjusting his position, his breath unsteady as he watches.

With a teasing glance in his direction, Mia steps back. Her fingers trail down her sides as she takes her time unfastening her dress, letting it slip from her shoulders and pool at her feet. Standing before us, she reveals a matching lingerie set—black lace hugging her curves, delicate straps accentuating smooth skin. She turns slightly, giving Xavier the full view before shooting him a wicked smile.

“Let’s see how much he can take,” she whispers.

She kneels in front of me, her lips trailing down my stomach. My breath catches as her fingers ghost over my inner thighs, teasing, before finally brushing against my slick folds. A gasp escapes me as she traces small circles, her eyes flicking up to meet mine.

Xavier exhales sharply. “Fuck.”

Mia grins, her fingers dipping deeper. “Now, what would you like to see next?” she asks, her voice husky as she turns her gaze back to him.

Xavier doesn’t hesitate. His voice is rough, laced with raw desire. “I want to watch you make each other cum.”

Mia’s lips curl into a wicked smile as she rises to her feet. “That can be arranged,” she murmurs.

My fingers find the lace of her bra. Slowly, I undo the clasp, letting the straps slip down her shoulders before tossing it aside. My hands drift lower, tracing the curve of her hips, teasing the waistband of her panties before easing them down her thighs.

Xavier exhales sharply, his gaze locked on us, hungry and unblinking. His eyes devour the sight of Mia’s now-naked body. I reach for her, my hands gliding over her curves as I guide her toward the couch, anticipation crackling between us like a live wire. The hunger between us is electric, thrumming beneath my skin as I pull her closer.

I brush my lips along her neck, inhaling the faint scent of her perfume. My fingers skim over the softness of her skin, tracing every dip and swell. She tilts her head back, offering more, and I take it, kissing my way down, savoring every inch.

My hands slide down, gripping her hips as I sink to my knees between her parted thighs. The sight of her, breathless and needy, sends a rush of heat through me. Her fingers tangle in my hair, nails scraping lightly against my scalp, and I groan, loving the way she holds on.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Xavier murmurs from across the room, his voice thick with arousal. I glance up briefly, catching the way his hand disappears beneath the waistband of his pants, his gaze locked onto us.

Mia gasps as my tongue flicks over her clit, her hips jerking instinctively toward my mouth. I hum against her, the vibration pulling a desperate moan from her lips. She’s dripping, her body opening to me, welcoming every stroke, every slow, deliberate press of my tongue.

My fingers slide into her, stretching her as I curl them just right. My thumb circles her clit, teasing, coaxing her higher. Her moans grow louder, her body tightening, trembling as she edges closer.

“Cum for me,” I murmur against her, my voice thick with desire. My tongue presses harder, my fingers thrusting deeper, and then—she shatters, her cries echoing through the room as she tumbles over the edge.

Collapsed on the couch, she stares at the ceiling in a daze, her chest rising and falling as she struggles to catch her breath.

After a moment, a wicked smile spreads across her lips. Propping herself up on her elbows, she pulls me toward her, fingers trailing down my body as she straddles me.

“My turn,” she purrs, her eyes flashing with unmistakable desire. “And I want to taste you good.”

Her eyes lift to mine, dark and full of mischief, before she brings one delicate finger to her lips, tongue slipping out to wet it slowly.

Without hesitation, she dips her slick finger between my legs, pushing deep into my pussy. A sharp gasp escapes me as my body clenches around her touch, desperate for more.

In a sluggish motion, she pulls out, locking her eyes on mine as she brings the finger to her mouth. She licks it clean, her eyelids fluttering as she savors the taste, a satisfied hum escaping her throat.

“Mmm, you’re so sweet, Val,” she purrs, her voice thick with pleasure.

She repeats the motion, sliding her finger back inside me, curling it just right before pulling it out again. But this time, instead of bringing it to her lips, she turns toward Xavier, her gaze burning as she offers him her glistening finger.

“Ready for dessert, handsome?”

Xavier’s jaw tightens, pupils dark and hungry as he watches her. Without a word, he leans forward, taking her offered finger into his mouth, sucking the slickness from her skin with intensity. His tongue flicks over the tip before he releases her finger with a quiet, appreciative hum.

My breath catches as her lips graze my throat, her tongue sweeping over my collarbone before she moves lower. She kisses her way to my breasts, her mouth teasing each nipple, swirling and sucking with a gentle pressure that makes me gasp. A rush of heat surges through me as my body rises to meet her, craving the sensation of her mouth.

Her hands grip my hips, holding me steady as she continues her descent, pressing open-mouthed kisses down my stomach. My body trembles, anticipation coiling deep in my core as her lips hover just above where I need her the most.

Her breath is hot against my wet, aching folds.

And then, finally, her tongue darts out, tracing circles around my pussy, never quite giving me the pressure I long for.

Mia hums against my skin, savoring me as she licks and kisses her way along the sensitive edges, her hands spreading my thighs wider.

“Fuck,” Xavier groans in the background. His eyes never leave the sight of Mia’s tongue playing with my clit. I see his hand moving faster on his cock as he watches.

Mia’s tongue dips deeper, her fingers joining her mouth as she slides two digits into me. I gasp, my back arching as she begins to pump her fingers inside me, her tongue still circling my clit as she drives me closer and closer to the edge.

I cry out, my body trembling as I approach my climax. Mia’s movements become more urgent, her tongue and fingers working to bring me to the brink of ecstasy.

Xavier’s moans grow louder, as he watches us.

Mia pulls away with a satisfied grin, adjusting her position so her pussy hovers just above me. Her gaze locks with mine, a challenge in her eyes as she begins to grind, her hips moving in a sensual rhythm.

My hands grip her hips, rocking my own body in time with hers, the friction building deliciously between us.

Xavier’s breath comes in shallow gasps, his eyes glued to our movements.

Mia moans softly, her eyes fluttering shut as she picks up the pace, grinding against me with more urgency. “Val, you feel amazing,” she breathes, her fingers digging into my skin, heightening the electric friction between us.

My hips rock in sync with hers, each movement building the pleasure until I’m gasping, unable to hold back the waves crashing through me. “Yes,” I cry out, my voice raw with need.

Our moans mix, the sound of our bodies colliding filling the air as sweat glistens across our skin. Mia’s movements grow desperate, her hips pushing harder into me, as she chases her peak.

My hands tighten around her waist, my hips thrusting with frantic need as the climax builds. Together, we fall over the edge, a shared cry escaping us as our bodies shudder in release.

Xavier, fixated on the scene before him, quickly sheds his clothes, his hand moving with brutal force as he strokes his cock, watching us.

Still coming down from my high, I watch him stroke his massive erection.

“I want to ride you.” That is all I can say before rising to my feet. Xavier wraps a condom on before I straddle his lap. My hands tangle in his hair as my pussy hovers over his length. Our lips meet in a passionate kiss. I feel Mia’s fingers trail over my body, tracing lines of fire along my skin as she presses her breasts against my back.

Groaning against my lips, Xavier grips my hips tightly, pulling me closer into his lap. I reach between our bodies, my fingers guiding his extremely hard cock to my entrance, my breath catching as I sink down onto him. My walls stretch around his dick as I take him all the way in.

Mia’s hands remain on my skin, her lips and tongue leaving a trail of heat along my neck. She palms my breasts, fingers exploring with a slow, unhurried curiosity before rolling my nipples between them. The sensation sparks through me, and a breathless gasp tumbles from my lips.

Xavier groans, his fingers digging into my hips as I grind against him, setting a slow, tantalizing rhythm. His cock fills me completely, stretching me just right, each roll of my hips sending pleasure flickering through my body.

Mia kneels beside us, facing us, her eyes dark with heat.

Xavier’s hands leave my hips, slipping between Mia’s thighs. She gasps at the first touch of his fingers, her body instinctively shifting to give him better access. I watch, mesmerized, as his fingers disappear inside her.

Mia’s breath hitches, her grip tightening on my waist. “Oh yea,” she whispers, her head tipping back.

Keeping the rhythm slow, I watch how he pulls his fingers out of her. As I watch her reaction, he offers his slick fingers to me. “Taste her,” he murmurs.

I take them into my mouth, swirling my tongue around them before sucking them clean, making sure he feels every flick and tease. His jaw tenses, a low groan rumbling through him. The second I release them, he slides his hand back between Mia’s legs, pushing those same fingers inside her.

She lets out a sharp moan, her body trembling against mine.

“Xavier,” she gasps, her nails digging into my thigh as he finger fucks her.

I press a kiss to her parted lips, swallowing her sounds as I ride Xavier harder, the pleasure intensifying, the three of us tangled in heat and need.

His thrusts become rougher, more desperate, matching the way his fingers move inside Mia, the way she rocks against his hand. Her moans mix with mine, her breath hot against my mouth, and it’s all too much.

“I’m so close,” Xavier growls.

Mia shatters first, her body tensing, a long, breathless moan spilling from her lips. Watching her fall apart sends me spiraling right after, pleasure crashing through me in waves. My walls clench around Xavier, dragging him over the edge, his groan vibrating against my skin as he spills into the condom, his body rigid beneath me.

I collapse against his chest, breathless, while Mia sags against my side, her fingers lazily tracing my stomach.

“Round three?” she teases, a satisfied smirk on her lips.

Xavier chuckles, running a hand through his damp hair. “Give me a minute,” he smirks, his gaze flicking between us. “Then I plan to have both of you screaming again.”

“You better recover fast, big guy,” I murmur.

With my body humming, I rise from Xavier’s lap to sit next to him. My gaze flicks back to him, watching as he slowly stands, his legs shaking just slightly. He looks down at us, his voice thick with intent as he speaks, “By the time I get back, you two better be in my bed, laying on your back.”

A devilish smile curves his lips before he steps out, leaving us in tense silence.

Mia and I exchange glances, neither of us sure of what Xavier has planned. Hand in hand, we make our way to the bedroom, slipping onto the bed and stretching out beside each other.

A moment later, Xavier walks in, holding a sleek, black vibrator in his hand. His smirk tells me everything I need to know.

“I figured we could keep ourselves entertained until I’m ready to go again,” he murmurs, tossing the toy onto the bed between us.

A shiver of anticipation runs down my spine as I shift closer to Mia. We both sprawl out across Xavier’s massive bed, our bodies still flushed, trembling from the last round. Xavier sits on the edge of the mattress, his dark eyes locked on us, the intensity building in the air.

Mia picks up the vibrator, her fingers caressing its smooth surface. She flicks it on, and the low hum fills the room, sending a pulse of arousal straight to my core.

Then she leans in, her voice soft and commanding. “Get on all fours for me.”

I don’t hesitate. I shift, rolling onto my knees and propping myself up on my hands, my body arching in eagerness.

I glance up at the reflection in the oversized wall mirror, seeing Mia move behind me. Her body presses gently against my ass as she guides the vibrator between my thighs. I spread my legs, hungry for more.

The moment the vibrator touches my swollen clit, my breath hitches, my back arching against Mia. She moves it in gentle, teasing circles, her other hand sliding up my stomach to cup my breast, rolling my nipple between her fingers.

Xavier groans from behind us, his voice thick with lust. “Fuck, look at you two.”

He’s leaning back against the headboard, stroking his cock lazily, his gaze flicking between our bodies and the mirror, where he has the perfect view of Mia working me open.

When she pulls the vibrator away, I whimper in protest, but she only chuckles, turning to Xavier.

“Your turn,” she murmurs, offering the toy to him with a wicked grin.

Xavier takes it without hesitation, his touch rougher, more demanding as he slides the vibrator back against my clit.

“Look at me in the mirror,” he orders, his voice low and commanding. “Watch yourself. Watch what Mia and I are doing to you.”

The sight before me is utterly obscene—Mia’s hands all over me, Xavier in control, the vibrator sending sharp pulses of pleasure through my core. I can’t tear my eyes away, the reflection a mess of parted lips, heaving breaths, and desperate moans. The image of our bodies tangled together has me riveted.

Mia’s fingers trail between my legs, parting my folds as she leans in, her breath hot against my ear. “Looks like Xavier is hard again,” she whispers, her tongue flicking teasingly along my earlobe. The sensation sends a shiver down my spine.

Xavier growls in agreement, tossing the vibrator aside. His cock is fully hard now, thick and pulsing with need. He tears open a condom, rolling it down his length before moving behind me. His hands grip my hips, steadying me as he positions himself at my entrance.

The mirror catches the moment, his gaze locking onto mine, a smirk of pure dominance playing on his lips.

“I want you to watch yourself cum,” Xavier murmurs, his voice thick with promise.

A shiver runs through me, anticipation coiling tight in my belly. His hold on me is firm as he teases me with the thick head of his cock, pushing just enough to make me gasp before pulling back. The slow, torturous game has me panting, my body aching for more.

I push back against him, desperate, needy.

His grip tightens. “Patience,” he warns, his tone low and commanding. But I can hear the strain in his voice, feel the way his fingers flex against my skin. He’s holding back—just barely.

A moan escapes my lips, my fingers digging into the sheets beneath me as I push back, silently begging for more. Xavier holds me steady, his cock pressing deeper, stretching me inch by inch. He takes his time, letting me adjust, savoring the way my body clenches around him with each slow, deliberate thrust.

His breath shudders above me. “Fuck,” he groans, his control slipping. His grip tightens as he pulls back, only to slam into me again, harder this time. The force steals my breath, the sound of our bodies colliding echoing through the room—raw, urgent, unstoppable.

I can’t look away, my body frozen in place as Xavier fucks me hard, his cock sinking deeper into me with each stroke. The filthy sound of our bodies colliding is too much to ignore.

A shudder runs through me as Xavier holds me in place, his cock driving deep, stretching me until I’m trembling. His grip is firm, his pace deliberate, but just when I think I have him all to myself, he pulls out, leaving me aching and empty.

I watch through the mirror as he moves to Mia, his hands claiming her, guiding her beneath him. The shift is seamless—his cock sinks into her with a single thrust, and a sharp moan tears from her lips. I can’t look away, my body frozen in place as he fucks her hard, each stroke rougher, deeper.

My breath is ragged as I reach for the vibrator, coating it in my own slick arousal. Matching the rhythm of Xavier’s thrusts, I press it inside me, my hips rocking in time with every movement. A moan slips from my lips, my body tightening, pleasure building as I get lost in the scene unfolding before me.

Mia’s cries echo through the room, each one more desperate as her body quivers, climbing higher. Xavier fucks her even harder now, his groans deepening, the urgency in his thrusts growing.

His fingers dig into her ass, slamming her back against him as he pounds into her with a ferocity that leaves her breathless. Mia’s body bounces with each stroke, her back arched, eyes squeezed shut as she loses herself in the pleasure.

I can feel the heat building inside me, the need, the craving for release, but I can’t look away. I’m caught in this frenzy of sensation, completely consumed.

Her hand finds its way to her clit, rubbing in time with Xavier’s thrusts. Her moans grow louder, her body bucking, desperate for that final peak.

My bottom lip folds between my teeth as I stifle a moan, moving the toy faster against my pussy as I watch them, my own climax building. The vibrator pushes deeper, buzzing against my clit as I match Xavier’s rhythm, the heat of the moment consuming me.

Mia’s moans grow louder, her body trembling as she nears her release. Xavier’s thrusts grow more urgent, harder, and I can see his grip tightening on her hips, his cock driving into her to the brink. His groan fills the room, and I know he’s close.

I don’t hold back anymore, my body moving with the vibrator as I feel the pressure building inside me.

Mia’s body trembles, a scream ripping from her as her orgasm consumes her, her hips jerking against Xavier as he fucks her through it.

Xavier groans in response, his body stiffening as he spills inside Mia with one final hard thrust.

I finally reach the edge, my body convulsing as I cum with a cry, the vibrator sending me into my own mind-shattering orgasm as I watch them both come apart in front of me.

“Well, that was...,” Mia begins, her voice trailing off as she struggles to find the words.

Xavier finishes for her. “That was fucking hot,” he says, a smirk playing on his lips as he sits on the edge of the bed.

A giggle escapes Mia’s lips, a cheeky glint in her eye as she turns to look at me. “No offense, Val, but—I think Xavier has gotten to the top of fuck-list,” she says with a grin.

I shake my head, a laugh slipping out as I reach for my discarded clothes. “I love you, Mia,” I say, my voice soft but full of affection. Grinning, I add, “How about we save some water and shower all together?”


six
Dripping Desire
Valerie


Xavier chuckles, his eyes alight with excitement. “What a fabulous idea,” he says, racing out of the room and towards the bathroom.

Mia and I laugh as we follow him, my body still tingling with the aftermath of the threesome.

As we all pile into the shower, I can’t help but let my mind drift back over the events of the evening. It’s been a wild ride, and it’s not over yet.

Droplets glisten on Mia’s skin as she tilts her head back, letting the hot water cascade down her body. Turning to me, her hand reaches for the shampoo. “Want me to help you wash?” Her fingers graze my arm as she steps closer.

I nod, my voice suddenly thick with desire. “I would love that.”

With her palms on my head, she works the shampoo in before running her fingers through my hair. The warmth of the water and her scalp massage are so damn relaxing it’s hard to concentrate on anything else.

Xavier watches us, but he doesn’t move. Not yet.

After Mia finishes washing my hair, she moves to my neck, her fingers trailing down, her touch making me tremble. I close my eyes for a moment, savoring the feeling before I turn to face Xavier.

His chest rises and falls, his dark eyes locked on me. The heat in his gaze is unmistakable, and a shiver runs through me that has nothing to do with the hot water.

Mia steps aside slightly, giving him space, but her fingers linger on my skin, trailing down my arm before finally letting go. I barely have time to process the loss of her touch before Xavier purposefully moves in. The steam clings to his skin, droplets racing down his toned chest, disappearing lower. My breath catches as he reaches for me, his fingers tilting my chin up so I’m forced to meet his eyes.

“Didn’t think you could look any better,” he murmurs, his voice low and full of heat. His other hand slides up my waist, water-slicked and warm, leaving a trail of fire in its wake.

Mia presses against my back, her lips grazing my shoulder. “You should see yourself,” she murmurs, her hands trailing down my sides “Absolutely delicious. I don’t think we can resist.” Her voice is pure sin.

A soft, desperate sound escapes me, and Xavier grins like he loves seeing me unravel. His fingers slide up to my wet hair, tangling in it as he tilts my head back further, his mouth hovering just over mine.

“Let’s clean you up some more,” he suggests.

Mia’s hands move lower, and I swear my knees almost give out.

Xavier’s lips crash against mine, all heat and hunger. We meet in a quick, passionate kiss. With his fingers still tangled in my hair, he presses me back against Mia’s warm, wet body. Her hands skim my waist, nails dragging lightly over my skin as she presses a kiss to the side of my neck.

“God, you’re gorgeous like this,” Mia murmurs against my skin before biting down gently, just enough to make me gasp.

Xavier groans at the sound, his grip tightening as his tongue teases the seam of my lips again. The kiss is deep and consuming, stealing my breath.

Mia’s hands move between us, sliding down Xavier’s chest, over his abs, before trailing even lower. He breaks the kiss with a low curse, his head tilting back as Mia wraps her fingers around his shaft.

“Fuck, Mia,” he groans, his hips twitching forward into her grip.

I’m panting now, my body on fire, caught between them as their hands roam over every inch of me. Mia presses her lips to my ear.

“Think he’s ready for us?” she asks, her voice dripping with sin.

Xavier growls, grabbing my ass and pulling me flush against him, letting me feel just how ready he is. “So ready,” he mutters before lifting me effortlessly, pressing me against the warm tile.

Moving lower, Mia’s lips trail down my stomach as her fingers spread my thighs. She sinks to her knees, her tongue sweeping over my skin, giving me goosebumps. My head falls back against the wall, a strangled moan slipping free.

Xavier watches, his breath ragged, his fingers digging into my hips. “Fuck, that’s hot,” he murmurs, his mouth latching onto my throat as Mia’s tongue works its magic between my thighs.

Pleasure crashes through me, my body trembling, lost in the sensation of their hands, their mouths, the way they worship me from both sides.

Mia’s tongue circles and licks, pushing me right to the edge before she pulls back just enough to make me whimper. She’s savoring every reaction, taking her time, drawing it out, completely in control of my unraveling.

Xavier holds me steady from behind, his breath ragged as he watches her work. His fingers dig into my thighs, holding me open for Mia. My head presses against his chest as pleasure floods my senses.

“She’s close,” Xavier mutters, his voice thick with lust.

Mia hums in response, sending a shock of sensation straight through me, and that’s all it takes. My whole body tenses, then shatters, pleasure rolling through me so intensely that I cry out, my fingers clutching Xavier’s shoulders as I cum hard against Mia’s mouth.

She doesn’t stop until I’m trembling, until I’m gasping for breath, and even then, she licks one final, lingering stripe before pulling back with a satisfied grin.

“Delicious,” she purrs, wiping her mouth as she stands.

Xavier growls, his hands tightening on me as he spins us, pressing me against the glass, his body flush against mine. His cock throbs against my stomach, needy, desperate. “My turn,” he mutters before lifting me. His thick length pressed against my entrance.

Mia slides behind him, her hands gliding down his back, over his ass, teasing as she whispers something in his ear that makes his whole body shudder.

Then he pushes into me, stretching me to the brink in one slow, deep thrust. “Fuck, Val,” he groans, his forehead dropping against mine as he starts to move.

Mia seems to work his balls from behind him. His hips jerk forward, deeper and harder until I see stars.

“God, you’re tight,” Xavier pants, his pace quickening, the sound of wet skin and heavy breathing filling the shower.

Mia reaches between us, her fingers finding my clit, circling it in perfect rhythm with Xavier’s thrusts. My body is already so sensitive, still buzzing from my last orgasm, but the pleasure builds again, fast, intense, and overwhelming.

Xavier curses, his jaw clenching as he pounds into me, his muscles flexing under Mia’s touch. His rhythm starts to falter, his breathing turning ragged.

“You’re gonna make me—fuck—“ His grip on my ass tightens, his thrusts grow erratic, and then with a deep groan, he buries himself inside me, his body shuddering as he cums hard.

Mia moves faster, her fingers still working me even as Xavier presses hot kisses to my shoulder, panting against my skin. My orgasm slams into me, my body tightening around him as pleasure explodes through me, my cries swallowed by the sound of the water pounding around us.

Xavier sags against me for a moment before pulling back, grinning as he turns to Mia. “Your turn, sweetheart.”

Mia smirks. “Thought you’d never ask.”

Xavier pulls me close, his hands still roaming my body as we turn our attention to her. She leans back against the tile, her breath catching as our hands, our mouths, move over her delicate skin.

It doesn’t take long until her moans fill the shower, her body trembling under our touch. My fingers slide between her thighs, finding her slick and ready, while Xavier’s mouth trails over her breasts, sucking and biting just enough to make her cry out.

She grips my wrist, guiding my fingers deeper, grinding against me, her head thrown back, her lips parted in pure pleasure.

“That’s it, Mia,” Xavier murmurs against her skin, his voice dark and wicked. “Let go.”

Her whole body tenses, her back arching, a sharp gasp escaping her lips as she shatters. We don’t stop until she’s trembling, until every last aftershock has passed, and she finally sags against us, breathless and spent.

For a long moment, the only sound is the water still pounding around us, the heavy rise and fall of our chests as we catch our breath.

Xavier chuckles, running a hand through his wet hair. “Best shower I’ve ever had.”

Mia laughs, pressing a kiss to my lips before grinning at him. “Yeah? We might have to do this again, then.”

I smirk, already feeling heat coil in my belly again.

~The End~
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Caught in the Moment
Sienna


“Hey, I’m here. Where are you?” I tap the phone screen quickly, glancing around nervously as I enter the gym.

It’s busier than I expected. With the sounds of weights clanking and the rhythmic footfalls on the treadmills, I feel a little out of place. I’ve never been a fan of gyms—too much focus on strength, too many perfectly toned bodies around me. It’s hard not to notice how everyone else seems to know exactly what they’re doing while I’m just trying to figure out where I fit in.

A few guys glance my way, and I can’t help but feel their eyes on me. My white tennis dress feels... too much, too revealing. It clings to my body in all the wrong ways, too short to be modest, showing off my curves when all I wanted was to blend in. I’m not exactly thin, and I feel every inch of my extra weight in how the fabric pulls at my hips and thighs.

I check my phone again. No message.

“Where the hell is he?” I mutter under my breath, frustration creeping in. I can already feel my cheeks burning from the attention. I tap the screen again, but a message pops up before I can press resend.

"Get changed. I’ll catch u in 5."

I can’t help but roll my eyes. Typical.

Without looking at it I push a door open, my head still buried in my phone. Walking inside a room, not paying much attention to the surroundings, my mind preoccupied with a text I'm composing. It’s only when I hear a rustling sound that I look up.

Towel-clad bodies move in my peripheral vision, water droplets sliding down firm chests, muscles flexing as men dry off. Some are still half-dressed. Some are fully naked.

And all of them are staring at me.

And that’s when it hits me.

“Shit.”

I’m in the men’s locker room.

I take a breath and glance around. There’s no way I’m walking out of here now, not without some serious attention. So, I decide on option B and pretend I belong here. As far as they know I could be looking for someone. I dart toward the next best door, praying it’s some kind of hallway leading to a women’s locker room.

It’s not.

I’m in the damn bathroom. And there's no turning back now.

A man is in one of the showers, with the curtain left open. The water pours down his muscular frame like it’s trying to make him even more irresistible.

I freeze.

His body is incredible—tall, broad shoulders, chiseled abs, his skin glowing in the steamy light. And fuck, his cock—heavy, thick, and swaying with every movement of his body.

I shouldn’t be staring. I shouldn’t even be here, but my eyes are glued to him, unwilling to move, like I’m caught in some hypnotic trance. Every inch of him is on display, and all I can think about is what it would feel like to have him close, to touch him.

I swallow hard, fighting the instinct to step forward, run my hands over his sculpted chest, and follow the water trail down his abs. But it's his dick, hanging heavy between his thighs, that keeps drawing me in. It’s all I can focus on, my mouth watering as my mind races with dark thoughts.

I must have been reading too many books—or maybe it’s been too long since my last time—but all I can think about is worshiping this man. I want to trace every inch of his body with my hands, taste every part of him and feel him pressed against me.

My body is on fire, aching with need. I’m not even trying to hide it anymore—my desire is so obvious, so consuming, it feels like I can’t breathe without wanting him. The thought of him taking control, fucking me, fills my mind like a drug I can’t get enough of.

The way he stands there, completely unaware that I’m watching him... it’s maddening.

Slowly, his hand drifts lower, fingers brushing the smooth skin of his abdomen. My heart races, my breath shallow as I watch him touch himself. A deliberate glide, and I’m paralyzed. His hand wraps around his cock, the grip firm but not hurried. He strokes himself, his eyes closed, his head tilted back as if the touch of his own hand is the only thing he needs right now.

His strokes are deep and purposeful. Observing him makes my breath hitch in my throat. The way his cock twitches under his touch, the soft sound of his breath—it’s all I can focus on. He’s teasing himself, moving in a slow, hypnotic rhythm. His breath grows heavier, and I can see the subtle flex of his muscles with each movement. His left hand grips the tile to steady himself while his right works him.

Water trails down his neck, along the curve of his shoulder, and I watch as he tightens his grip, drawing out each pull. His body reacts with a soft, guttural groan. His dick pulses in his hand, thick and heavy, and I swear I can almost feel it, even from where I stand.

The heat between my legs intensifies, my body aching, but I can’t move. I don’t want to. I want to savor this moment, watch him, and feel the tension build. It’s like a drug, and I can’t get enough. His grip tightens, and I see his expression shift—jaw clenched, eyes fluttering closed. His strokes grow faster, more urgent as if he's nearing the edge.

The sound of his breath becomes more ragged, more desperate, and I watch in awe as his body begins to tense, every muscle rippling with the effort. His fingers dig into his skin, and I know he’s close. I can almost feel it too—how every part of him is on the verge of release.

His cock jerks in his hand, thickening in his grip, and then, with a low groan that sends a shiver down my spine, he cums. Thick streams spill from him, his body shaking with the force of it. I can’t look away, can’t tear my eyes from the sight of him—completely lost in his own pleasure.

Still panting, he opens his eyes, and my heart lurches in my chest.

His gaze snaps to me, locking in on mine. Time seems to stop, and every part of me is paralyzed by the realization that I’ve been caught.

Before I can think, before my body can process what’s happening, I spin on my heel and bolt.


two
Heavy Reps
Sienna


Finally in the women’s changing room, I lean against the lockers, taking deep breaths as I try to steady my pulse. My mind is a whirlwind, still processing everything that just happened. His eyes were on me. The raw, heated way he moved, lost in his world, completely unaware... until he wasn’t.

With a shaky breath, I reach for my clothes and begin changing.

I take a final glance at myself in the mirror—hair slightly damp, cheeks flushed—and step out of the locker room, my footsteps tentative at first. I’m still shaken, but I have to get a grip.

I head down the hall toward the training area, my mind buzzing with thoughts of him. The way he looked, the way he didn’t know I was there, and the way he’d stared at me when he caught me watching.

Before I can talk myself out of it, I pull my phone from my bag and send another text to my trainer. “Ready and changed, where are you?”

I need something—anything to distract me from the storm inside my head.

"Behind you," he texts back.

I turn around to see him looking down at me. His dark hair is damp, strands falling slightly over his forehead. His beautiful blue eyes hold mine, sharp and unreadable. His jawline is strong, a hint of stubble shadowing his skin. Broad shoulders fill out his plain T-shirt, the fabric stretching over his chest, hinting at the sculpted muscle beneath. My gaze drifts lower—to the way his shirt clings to his torso, the way his shorts sit low on his hips.

Then my heart starts racing as recognition slams into me. I know this body. I’ve seen it before—without the clothes.

He is the guy I just watched in the shower. Oh, my... awkward, I watched my new trainer jerk off. Wishing I could hide, I look from his hair down to his legs. Dressed, he is handsome as well. My gaze falls on his gym shorts curiously, picturing the seven-inch dick I saw minutes ago. I feel myself getting wet as my mind paints vivid and crazy Images.

He’s acting so cool, it makes me wonder if he recognizes me—or if he's really good at pretending not to.

“Sorry you had to wait,” he says, his tone way too casual for how I’m feeling. “I had to finish up on something important. You know, some things just can’t wait.” He winks. “Ready to work out?”

Yeah, the question is answered. We both know.

“Hi, I’m Nelson,” he says with a grin.

I reach out to shake his hand, my palms suddenly sweating. “Nice to meet you.”

He clasps my hand gently, but there’s something… there. A slight tickle against my palm, like he’s lingering a little longer than he should. Or maybe I’m reading too much into it. My head’s definitely overthinking it.

I quickly pull my hand back, forcing a smile that I hope doesn’t come off too awkward. “I’m Sienna—your student. I booked an appointment over the phone. Here for the, uh… whole body workout. The ‘lose ten pound in a month’ challenge, I mean.”

I mentally curse myself for stumbling over the words. Could I sound any more nervous?

"I'm glad you’re here, Sienna," he says with a friendly, encouraging tone. "I will help you achieve your goals." He gives me a small nod as if already envisioning the progress. “But if you ask me personally, you don’t need this program.” He looks me up and down, and my stomach does a flip. I swear I see him lick his lips. “I mean, look at you.” I feel a strange mix of self-consciousness and flattery. “Gorgeous is an understatement. You’re beautiful in every sense.”

His words make me feel warm, but also a little... uncomfortable.

“Thank you, coach,” I mutter, trying to keep my composure.

He flashes me a grin, like he's completely at ease. “You’re welcome,” he says smoothly, before motioning for me to follow him.

“Let's start with a little warm-up. Follow my lead.” We step in front of a large mirror, and he places his hands on his hips, looking as confident as ever. He starts stretching, and I try to copy his movements, watching him in the mirror out of the corner of my eye.

But, of course, I don’t get it right.

“You’re doing great, Sienna.” Giving me a nod of approval, he watches as I try to follow his stretch. “Right arm pulls to the left. Perfect.” A brief pause follows before our eyes meet in the mirror. “Sienna, take a second to look at me again and make sure you’re aligned right.”

Pausing, he meets my eyes in the mirror.

Glancing at him, I focus on nailing the movement. While he makes everything look effortless, I’m still struggling to keep up.

“Exactly.” His voice is steady and reassuring. “Now, tell me—what part of your body do you want to focus on?”

I think for a moment, feeling a little self-conscious but also determined. "Well... my belly, my butt, and my legs," I admit.

His gaze flicks to mine, a small nod his only response.

Then he guides me to the seated leg press machine, his hands briefly brushing mine as he adjusts the settings. “This one’s going to tighten those legs and firm up that gorgeous ass,” he says with a knowing smirk.

Without hesitation, he swings onto the seat, shifting smoothly into place. “Watch closely.” His muscles flex as he positions his feet. “Push through your heels, keep your back flat, and control the movement on the way down.” He executes a few reps, making it look ridiculously easy.

When he steps off, he comes close—so close I can feel the heat of his body. “Your turn.” His voice drops just enough to send a shiver down my spine.

I swallow hard, nodding as I step up. “Yeah… let’s do it.”

He stands beside me and helps me position my feet. “You got this, Sienna.”

"Now, press the weight slowly. Keep your movements controlled. You’ll feel it in your legs and glutes."

I push the weight easily.

“Perfect,” he says, his voice a little deeper than before.

After about ten or twelve repetitions, he says, “Actually, Sienna," his gaze lingers on my legs for a moment, “your legs are strong. Are you up for a challenge?”

I raise an eyebrow, intrigued. “Sure, why not.”

“Alright, let’s try the same movement without the machine. We’ll do a free squat using just your body weight."

I nod as I follow him back to the mirror wall. Standing beside me, he demonstrates the movement. "Feet shoulder-width apart," he says as he lowers himself, showing me the movement. "Sit back like you're going to sit in a chair, keeping your back straight. Ready?”

I take a deep breath, trying to shake off the nerves. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

He steps back a little, watching closely as I position my feet and try to mimic his movements. I squat down slowly, trying to keep my back straight.

“Not bad,” he says, his voice warm. “But you’re going to want to get a bit lower to really feel it. Try it again, but this time focus on going deeper.”

I nod and attempt the squat again, trying to push a little further.

“Can I?” he asks, his voice a little softer as he steps right behind me. His hands hover above my hips, waiting for permission. I nod, feeling a little self-conscious, but he gently adjusts my posture, placing his hands lightly on my hips to guide me. “There you go,” he says, his fingers brushing against my skin as he positions me. “Now, keep your weight in your heels and push your hips back.” I do as he says, but feel like I might lose balance. And that is not only from the exercise. He seems to make my head spin, and the touch of his hands does not make it easier.

“Better,” he says with a nod. “Push that ass toward me.” Trembling, I do exactly that. “Keep going, I got you. You won't fall, I promise.”

I try again, my legs starting to burn, but with him guiding me, I feel more confident. There’s a tension in the air now, something unspoken between us, and I can feel it with every breath I take.

“Perfect,” he says, his voice smooth and approving. “You’re doing great. Give me a couple more, alright?”

Half an hour passes, and I’m exhausted.

“You can take a five-minute break; we’ll continue afterward,” he says.

“Okay, sure.” I drop onto a nearby bench, stretching out my legs with a sigh.

Nelson stays close, leaning against the wall beside me, arms crossed over his chest. “How do you feel?”

I let out a breathless laugh. “My legs are on fire.” My gaze flicks up to his, and the smirk tugging at his lips tells me he caught the double meaning.

“Oh yeah?” He pushes off the wall, stepping closer—close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from him. “Guess we’ll have to stretch them out properly.”

His voice is smooth, and he knows exactly what it’s doing to me.

“Let’s move to the mat.”

I follow, my legs still trembling, but the real burn isn’t just in my muscles, it’s in the way my body reacts to him. Every glance. Every touch. Every inhale of his subtle, musky scent.

He kneels on the mat, thighs spread slightly apart, forearms resting on them as he watches me. I lower myself down, stretching out on my back, and the second I do, realization sinks in.

I’m beneath him.

The air between us shifts—thickens, tightens.

“Sit-ups,” he says, his voice lower now. He moves closer, one knee brushing against my thigh as he leans in, his hand settling lightly on my lower abdomen. “Engage your core. Don’t use momentum—control the movement.”

His palm rests there, and his fingers press firmly enough to make me hyperaware of every point of contact, making it hard to concentrate as I nod.

I lift, my core tensing, but my focus is scattered. His breath is warm. His scent is intoxicating. And the way he’s watching me—like he knows exactly what’s running through my mind—is making this impossible.

“Again,” he instructs, calmly.

I move, and this time, when I lift, his hand slides higher, below my ribs, tracking my movement. “That’s better,” he murmurs. “Feel the difference?”

I swallow hard. I feel everything.

“You’re shaking,” he observes. “Tired?”

“Yes.” The word slips out before I can stop it. But not because of the workout.

Knowingly, he smirks. “One more.”

I lift again, and as I reach the top, his palm skims down, fingers brushing above the waistband of my leggings. He is not guiding, not correcting, but lingering.

I suck in a sharp breath.

He holds my gaze.

“Good.”

A pause. His eyes flick over me, assessing.

“But I think you can handle more.”

I swallow hard, my body still humming from his touch.

Nelson doesn’t move away. Instead, he shifts slightly, staying right beside me on the mat, his body still close, his presence still heavy in the air between us.

“Let’s do one more exercise,” he says. “Something for your arms and whole body.”

Effortlessly, he shifts position, lowering onto his forearms, muscles flexing as he holds steady. Then, with controlled precision, he pushes up onto his hands before easing back down.

“Plank and up,” he explains. “Core tight, no sagging. This one works everything—from shoulders and arms to abs, glutes, and quads.”

I nod, still catching my breath, too distracted by the way his back and shoulders move with each push-up.

“Come on,” he urges, tipping his chin toward the space beside him. “Get down.”

I follow his lead, dropping onto my forearms to mirror his stance.

His hand rests lightly against my lower back. “Tighten here,” he instructs, his touch measured yet gentle. “You want a straight line.”

I inhale sharply at the contact and shift slightly. Acutely, I feel every point where our bodies almost touch.

“Now, push up.”

I do, my core and arm muscles burning.

“Controlled movement,” he reminds me, with a steady voice. “You’ve got it.”

I push up again, my body shaking, but his presence keeps me grounded.

“Good.” His voice dips lower, and I swear I hear something else in it—something more profound, maybe seductive. “One more.”

I grit my teeth and push through, arms trembling as I lift for the final time before dropping onto the mat, breathless.

Beside me, Nelson chuckles, shifting onto his side, one arm propped under his head as he looks at me.

“That is enough for today,” he murmurs. “Don’t want to wear you out on our first day.”

I roll my eyes, but I can’t fight the smile.

I’m still catching my breath when I notice his gaze lingering on me.

Then, his voice turns contemplative.

“You ever look at someone and wonder if they see you the same way?”

His words catch me off guard. My pulse is already racing from the workout, but now… now it’s something else entirely.

I glance at him, searching his expression. “What do you mean?”

His lips twitch like he’s deciding whether to say it at all. Then, instead of answering, he moves fluidly back into sit-ups. The effortless strength in his movements is impossible to ignore—with each rise, he gets a little higher and a little closer to me.

Then he stops at the top. “I mean, I know I find you attractive,” he says like it’s a simple fact. “But I guess I wonder…,” he goes down again, his eyes never leaving mine, “do you see me the same way?”

My throat goes dry.

It’s hard to focus on anything other than the sheer control in his body, the way his abs tighten with every movement, the way the dim gym lights catch the sheen of sweat on his skin. And how he’s looking at me now—like he’s testing the waters, like my answer actually matters.

“I…,” my voice falters.

That smirk makes a slow return, but this time, it’s laced with something else— curiosity, maybe even confidence.

“I mean,” he continues, tilting his head slightly, “I guess I already have some idea.”

I frown. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

His smirk deepens. “When you caught me in the shower earlier… you didn’t look away.”

Heat floods my face. “That was an accident.”

“Mm.” He pauses at the top again. “An accident that lasted a little too long?”

My pulse pounds.

Nelson doesn’t get up—he doesn’t have to. Instead, he turns onto his side, closing the space between us, his body still warm from the workout, and a little out of breath. His fingers find my waist, grazing over the curve of my hip before drifting even further down.

“You don’t have to pretend,” he says, his voice hushed, almost a growl. “I could tell you liked what you saw.”

I should deny it. I should laugh it off. But I can’t.

Because he’s right.

His voice dips lower. “As I said, I like what I see too.” His hands grow heavier on my skin. “How you looked standing there, watching me. How you bit your lip like you were imagining how I’d feel—”

“Nelson,” I whisper.

“Shh,” he motions, his lips warm against my skin. “Tell me to stop, and I will.”

I don’t.

Instead, my breath catches as he tilts my chin up, his gaze locking onto mine like he’s giving me one last chance to back out.

I look around to see if anyone is watching, but I don’t stop him.

His lips brush mine, teasing, testing. I exhale, and that’s all the permission he needs.

The second his mouth claims mine, all restraint is gone.

Nelson’s mouth is hot and demanding, his body pressing me back onto the mat, but just when I think he’s going to lose himself in this, he pulls away. His breathing is heavy, his pupils dark and blown with desire as he watches me.

“Come on,” he says, gripping my wrist and pulling me up. “You need a proper cooldown.”

I blink at him, dazed, my lips still tingling from his kiss. “A cooldown?”

His smirk is pure sin. “Yeah. You’re all tense.” He leans in, his voice turning seductive and private. “And I did say I’d help you loosen up.”

He doesn’t give me a chance to protest—not that I would. He grabs a towel and my water bottle before guiding me toward the back of the gym, his grip strong but not forceful. My pulse hammers with every step. I know where we’re going. The family changing rooms. Private. Secluded. No interruptions.

The second we step inside, the door clicking shut behind us, Nelson wastes no time. He presses my back against the wall, his body solid and flaming against mine, his mouth ghosting over my jaw.

“You’ve been teasing me all damn session,” he murmurs, fingers sliding down my arms, leaving a trail of warmth in their wake. “And since you saw me naked earlier… I think you owe me a little stretch.”

I shudder as his hands travel lower, gripping my hips before spinning me around. “Hands on the bench,” he instructs.

I obey, placing my palms flat against the wooden surface.

His hands move to my shoulders first, kneading the tension there, working his thumbs in slow, deep circles that have me sighing. “See?” he says. “This is important after a workout. Keeps your muscles from tightening up.”

I let out a soft breath, but then his hands slide lower, down my spine, over my waist, and settle on my hips.

“Spread your legs a little,” he whispers.

I hesitate.

“Trust me,” he coaxes.

Slowly, I shift my feet apart.

His hands slide down my thighs next, guiding me into a deeper stance, and then he presses himself against me—just enough for me to feel the pressure of him, the unmistakable hardness straining against his shorts.

I gasp.

“Still tense?” he asks, teasing.

My heart pounds. “Nelson—”

“Shh.” He moves one hand between my legs, teasing the inside of my thigh, while his other splays over my stomach, pulling me back into him.

He hooks his fingers into my leggings, dragging them down in one slow, deliberate motion, taking my underwear with them. A shiver races through me as cool air brushes against my bare skin. Instinctively, I arch, pressing closer to him, and he groans, his mouth finding the back of my neck.

“Fuck,” he mutters, voice thick with hunger. “I knew you’d like it…” His fingers trace lower, reclaiming the path he’s already marked. “I think you need more than a stretch.”

I exhale shakily, already lost in the fire of him. “Then help me out.”

His breath hitches. With a dark chuckle, he tightens his grip and pulls everything down.

Nelson moves at his own pace, his hands lingering on the newly exposed skin, relishing every inch. He traces my thighs with a lingering, possessive touch, claiming me with every stroke.

I shudder as he kneels behind me, his fingers gliding down the backs of my legs, teasing, claiming.

“Damn,” he murmurs, his voice hungry. “You are so fucking beautiful.”

He spreads his hands over my ass, kneading, squeezing, and then pressing a slow, lingering kiss to the curve of one cheek. My fingers tighten around the bench as his mouth moves lower, his breath warm against the sensitive skin of my inner thigh.

"Nelson..." His name slips from my lips in a breathy whisper, my body already trembling, betraying me. Another weak, futile attempt to resist the inevitable.

"Relax," he soothes, his lips brushing the back of my knee. "Let me take care of you."

His hands glide up the backs of my thighs, coaxing them farther apart. My core tightens in anticipation, and then—finally—his fingers find their way closer to where I need him most.

Slowly, he slides one inside, a delicious stretch that makes my chest tighten. Then, with a hungry growl, he adds a second, filling me more completely, the pressure building as he moves with a rhythm that has me gasping, my lungs struggling to keep up. Pleasure pulses through me, his fingers reaching deeper, pushing me closer to the edge.

“Nelson,” I whimper, pushing back against him.

“I love how needy you say my name,” Nelson snarls, tightening his grip, his fingers digging into my skin as he pulls me even closer to him. He devours me with his touch, his fingers swirling, his palm pressing down to make my knees shake.

The lewd sounds of his fingers in me fill the small room, and I can feel him watching me, feel the heat of his gaze as he drinks in every reaction.

“You like that?” he purrs, his voice rough and teasing.

I nod frantically, my breath coming in shallow gasps. “Yes—God, yes.”

He hums in satisfaction, the low sound rippling through me, sparking a deep, aching need. When I watched him in the shower earlier, I never in my wildest dreams imagined that I would have his fingers inside me. Yet here I am, trembling beneath his touch, every stroke making it harder to believe this is real. Maybe I am dreaming. Maybe I’ll wake up at any second, aching and empty. But the way he grips my hips feels too damn good to be anything but reality.

One of his hands travels down, his fingers slick with my arousal as he circles my entrance, teasing.

“That’s it,” he whispers, pressing kisses to my inner thigh between strokes. “Let go. Relax into my touch.”

And I do.

The orgasm rips through me, my legs shaking, my breath breaking as I cry out, my body pulsing around his fingers. He groans against me, fingering me through every aftershock, holding my body in place.

When I finally sag forward against the bench, boneless and spent, Nelson doesn’t hesitate. Strong hands grip my waist, pulling me up as if I weigh nothing.

After he spins me around again, I hear his commanding voice.

“Hold on to me.”

Before I can even process it, he shifts, pressing my back against the wall, his body locking me in place. My legs dangle for a second before his hands secure me, strong and steady, holding me up like I belong there.

And then—I see him. I’ve caught glimpses before, but this? This close, this hard, this thick? My pulse stutters, legs trembling, as he presses against me, the heat of him undeniable.

His mouth finds my ear, his exhale warm, teasing, sending shivers down my spine."You've seen me, honey," he murmurs, voice full of dark promise. "But tell me… do you want to feel me?"

My fingers tighten against his shoulders, my grip instinctive, steady.

A wicked chuckle escapes him. "I remember how you watched me in the shower. You couldn’t look away, could you?"

His hand trails down my stomach, lingering just above the desperate ache between my thighs. "I bet you imagined how good I’d feel stretching you open."

I gasp, my pulse hammering. There’s no denying it—not when he’s this close, his presence overwhelming, his cock thick and heavy against my bare skin.

Fingers dip lower, skimming over my still-sensitive core, drawing a sharp gasp from me. “Say it,” he coaxes, his other hand tightening on my hip, pulling me flush against him. “Tell me how bad you want me to fuck you.”

I whimper, already lost to the need clawing inside me. “So bad.”

A groan rumbles in his chest as he rolls his hips, making sure I feel every thick, pulsing inch. “Good girl. You’re so fucking wet for me.”

He shifts, pressing me back against the wall. His hands roam—over my back, down to my hips—positioning me exactly how he wants.

“You’re perfect,” he utters, his fingers tracing the curve of my ass before giving it a firm squeeze. “So damn soft… and all mine right now.”

The sound of fabric rustling makes my heart race. Then he’s there, his bare cock pressing against me, hot and aching.

His voice is a rough growl in my ear. “Tell me how much you want me to fill you up.”

I tilt my hips back, rubbing against him, teasing him the way he’s teased me.

“I want you,” I hiss. “I need you inside me. I need you to fuck me so hard I’ll feel you for days.”

Nelson rumbles, his fingers digging into my hips. “Then I’ll give you what you crave, sweetheart.”

He grips himself, rolling a condom down his thick length with one hand before brushing the head of his cock against my slick heat, dragging it over my sensitive skin. My body trembles, desperate for him, but he waits, drawing it out, letting the hunger consume me.

“Nelson,” I moan, struggling to speak as desire overwhelms me. He groans, his control snapping. A heartbeat later, he lines up and thrusts inside me. The stretch burns for a second, stealing my air, but then—fuck—it’s good. So good. He fills me completely, pushing deeper, wrecking me in the best way.

A sharp exhale escapes me as he pulls me closer, holding me against him. His grip is solid, muscles flexing as he presses me harder against the wall, sinking deeper with each thrust.

“Fuck,” he curses, forehead dropping to my shoulder. “You feel so damn good, baby.”

He slowly pulls out before pressing in again—deeper this time. The movement makes me bite my lip to stifle a moan.

"Don’t hold back," he demands, his voice low and rough as it vibrates against my ear. "I want to hear you."

His hips snap forward, harder, tearing a cry from my throat. My hands scramble for purchase against the wall, the force of him making me dizzy.

Nelson groans, his hands sliding up my body, grabbing my breasts, squeezing roughly and possessively as he pounds into me.

His pace quickens, his grip tightening, his body straining with each thrust. “Tell me how fucking good it feels,” he growls.

I can’t form words, only broken sounds of pleasure, desperate moans spilling from my lips as I press back against him, chasing the feeling of needing more.

“Fuck, sweetheart,” he growls again, slamming into me to the brim. “You’re gonna make me lose my damn mind.”

And God, I want him to.

I’m lost in the wild, intoxicating rhythm of him. I pull him even closer, desperate for more, drowning in the sensation of it all, moaning without restraint as we get lost in each other.

Nothing matters except us and the pure, perfect satisfaction of being exactly where we are.

His thrusts grow rougher, deeper, driving me higher until I’m nothing but sensation—heat, need, desperation. My body tightens, coiling like a spring, every nerve on fire.

“Nelson,” I whimper, my voice shaking, my fingers clawing at the wall. “I’m—”

“Yeah, baby,” he growls, his pace relentless. “Cum for me.”

A sharp thrust sends me spiraling. Pleasure crashes through me, my body locking up as I cry out, trembling, lost in the overwhelming rush of it. My walls pulse around him, gripping him tight, dragging him deeper into my pleasure.

“Fuck,” he groans, his rhythm faltering. His grip tightens, his body shuddering against mine. A guttural sound rips from his throat as he buries himself to the hilt, throbbing, spilling into the condom as he holds me close.

For a moment, we just pant—heavy, tangled, spent.

He presses his forehead to my shoulder, laughing softly as his hands slide down my sides. “Goddamn,” he murmurs, pressing a lazy kiss to my skin. “You just ruined me.”

I smile, breathless, leaning back against him. “Good.”


three
Stretching the Limits
Nelson


Showering hasn’t been the same for the last couple of days. My routine’s unchanged—water scalding hot, steam thick in the air, hands scrubbing over my skin—but my thoughts are far from clean. I kept replaying the way Sienna watched me, her eyes glued to me as I jerked off under the hot water. Her gaze faltered when our eyes met like she craved more than just watching.

Hell, I dream of it. I dream of her eyes on me, her lips parting, the slight hitch in her chest as I step out, dripping wet, with nothing between us but the heat of my skin and the hunger in her stare.

But dreaming isn’t enough.

I crave her again. I need to feel her body pressed against mine and hear her moan when I move inside her. The way her eyes locked with mine, daring me to go deeper, harder. I can’t shake the memory.

Today is finally Monday. The four-day stretch from Thursday to now has been unbearable, dragging on like an eternity. Too damn long. I want to see her, need to know if she’s been craving me the way I’ve been craving her.

I walk toward the free weights, my pulse already kicking up. And then I see her.

Sienna, standing there like temptation itself, stretching, tilting her head to the side as she rolls her shoulders, those leggings hugging every curve perfectly. Her lips curl when she spots me, and I swear there’s a glint in her eyes—like she knows exactly what she’s doing to me.

We start warming up, acting like nothing’s different. Like I haven’t been thinking about her, imagining her, since the last session. But she’s different today. There’s something in the way she moves, the way she lingers just a little too close.

And then the teasing starts.

She picks up a resistance band, looping it around her hands before giving it a slow stretch. "You know," she muses, glancing at me through her lashes, "I’m feeling… a little stiff today. Probably because I haven’t been worked properly in a few days."

My jaw tightens. "Is that so?"

She nods, tilting her head. "Mmm-hmm. Maybe you can help me loosen up." She pulls the band again, this time with a little smirk. "I could use a good stretch."

I exhale sharply, flexing my hands at my sides. She’s playing with fire.

I step closer, deliberately invading her space. "Careful what you ask for, Sienna. You might not be able to handle it."

Her lips part slightly, but she doesn’t back down. Instead, she moves to the dumbbells, running her fingers along the handles before choosing one. She lifts it, testing the weight, then glances at me again. "Think you can help me, coach?"

Fuck.

She knows exactly what she’s doing. When she bends to grab another weight, her back arching in a way that makes my blood heat, I lose all self-restraint. I step behind her, close enough for her to feel my presence—close enough for her to know what she’s doing to me.

"You're playing a dangerous game, Sienna," I murmur. She straightens and faces me, eyes gleaming with mischief.

"Oh, Nelson," she purrs, trailing her fingers along the dumbbell handle. "I love a good workout… especially when I’m dripping by the end."

And just like that, I snap. Her words send a jolt straight to my core. My jaw clenches, every muscle tightening as she tilts her head, daring me, waiting for me to break. Heat rushes through me, making my body hum with need. My cock stirs, the pressure building, and I feel it growing hard beneath my shorts. Fine. She wants to play? Let’s play.

She bends again to grab the dumbbells, her back arching in a way that makes my blood race. I watch the curve of her body, the fluidity of her movements, and all I can think about is how much I crave her.

Adjusting her grip, she glances over her shoulder, her voice barely a whisper. “Think I can work these, Nelson? Or are they too big?”

The way she says it hits me like a damn punch to the gut. I know what she’s asking. I know she likes it big, and that thought alone makes my head spin. My cock twitches, the pressure building, and suddenly I’m not thinking, I’m acting on instinct.

“I know you like it big,” I mutter, my voice low and thick with desire. “I know you can work it, what I’m worried about is, if I can handle this..." My brain short-circuits, and before I can stop myself, I move. “Let’s find out.”

Without another word, I press against her ass, grinding my rock-hard dick on her. Her breath catches, but she doesn’t move away. If anything, she pushes back, her ass grazing the front of my shorts, testing me, asking for it.

My hands settle on her hips, firm and possessive. "You keep teasing like that, Sienna, and I’ll have to give you a real workout."

She hums, rolling her hips ever so slightly. "Maybe that’s exactly what I want."

That’s the invitation I was waiting for.

I glance around—no one else is in the free weights section. Not that it would matter. My thoughts are consumed by her, by the need to be inside her.

I grip her waist, pressing her forward until her hands brace against the weight rack. The gym is nearly empty this late. Someone might see us, but I couldn’t care less. All that matters is claiming her— every inch of her—as I’ve imagined for days.

She shivers as I trail a hand down her spine, my fingers grazing over the dip of her lower back before grabbing a handful of that perfect ass. She gasps, pushing back into me, silently begging for more.

"You’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you?" I murmur.

She exhales shakily. "Maybe."

I slide my hand between her thighs, feeling the warmth of her through those tight leggings. "Maybe?" I taunt, pressing to make her squirm.

I notice her gripping the rack tighter. "Yes," she admits. "I’ve been thinking about it. About you."

With a swift motion, I hook my fingers into her leggings and peel them down, leaving her red thong teasingly in place. My hands roam over her ass, then slide lower, finding her hot, slick, and ready for me.

I push the thong to the side, the fabric barely moving as I trace the curve of her, teasing her with my touch, feeling her pulse beneath my fingertips.

"Fuck, Sienna," I groan. "You really need a good workout, don’t you?"

She whimpers, rocking her hips back in silent demand. "Nelson, please."

I free myself, guiding the thick head of my cock against her, teasing her entrance, rubbing against the slickness that’s waiting for me. She lets out a desperate sound, her body trembling with anticipation.

"You think you can tease me for days and get away with it?" I growl, gripping her hips harder.

She glances over her shoulder, eyes dark with hunger. "Guess you’ll have to teach me a lesson, coach."

That’s the last straw. Hardly managing to put a condom on, I thrust into her in one smooth motion, burying myself deep. She gasps, arching beneath me as I stretch her, claim her, give her exactly what she’s been asking for.

Her nails dig into the rack as I grip her hips, setting a fast pace. Every thrust sends a sharp jolt of pleasure through both of us. My hand slides over her mouth, stifling her soft moans, and I adjust our position, trying to keep it as discreet as possible, moving only slightly to hide the evidence of our action. The sound of our bodies colliding is drowned out by the music, the beat pulsing louder as we try to stay unnoticed.

"You are so tight," I groan, watching the way she takes me, the way her body molds to mine, perfectly, like her pussy is made for me.

"Harder," she pants. "Take me harder."

After checking the surroundings to double-check that no one is watching, I tighten my grip and oblige, slamming into her with force.

"Sienna," I growl as my head falls back.

She shudders, her body clenching around me as she cries out, her release hitting hard and fast. The way her pussy tightens around me sends me over the edge right after. A low groan rips from my chest as I empty myself inside the condom, holding her close while our bodies pulse.

For a few moments, neither of us moves, catching our breath, our bodies still tangled together, heat radiating between us.

Then, finally, she glances over her shoulder with a wicked little smirk. "Best workout I’ve had in a long time."

I chuckle, pressing a kiss to the back of her neck. "Good. Because we’re not done yet."

Sienna is still panting, her body slacks against me when the distant sound of voices drifts into the free weights area. I pull away and I help her straighten up.

"Good timing," I murmur, tugging her leggings back into place before giving her ass a firm squeeze.

She exhales a shaky laugh, smoothing her hair and adjusting her top. When she turns to me, her eyes are still hooded with satisfaction, but there’s a glint of mischief in them.

"Guess I should actually do some working out before people start asking questions," she teases.

I chuckle, stepping back as two guys walk in, chatting about their sets. Sienna clears her throat and casually grabs her water bottle from her bag. I shake my head, amused at how quickly she slips back into her normal demeanor.

"You’re up next," I tell her, nodding toward the squat rack.

She quirks a brow. "You sure you can handle watching me squat after… that?"

I smirk. "Try me."

We move to the squat rack, and I load up the bar with just enough weight to challenge her. As she steps under the bar, I position myself behind her, close but not too close—at least, not now.

She grips the bar, setting her stance, then gives me a look over her shoulder, eyes sparkling. "Hope you don’t mind if I take it nice and slow."

Damn, she’s going to kill me.

"Take your time," I say, my voice rougher than I intended.

She lowers into the squat, pushing her hips back, her ass grazing dangerously close to my crotch. I swear she does it on purpose. My hands hover near her waist, ready to support if needed, but mostly giving me the excuse to be right here.

"Good form," I praise. "Keep your knees aligned."

She lets out a soft hum as she comes back up, pressing through her heels. "Like this, coach?"

Fuck.

I keep my expression neutral, even though my body is already responding. "Exactly like that."

Her next squat is even slower. I can feel the heat rolling off her, replaying what we just did makes my pulse hammer. Her ass is right there, and all I want to do is grab it again, bend her over, and—

Focus, man.

I clear my throat as she finishes her set and racks the bar, turning to me with a knowing smirk. "Didn’t get too distracted back there, did you?"

I smile right back, stepping closer, calming my voice. "You keep pushing me, Sienna, and I will take you again. Just wait for it."

Her lips part, and for a second, she looks like she might challenge me. But then she says. "What if I behave now?"

“It makes no difference.” I shake my head, already thinking about what I’m going to do to her the next chance I get.

It’s late, and the gym is nearly empty. The last client finishes up, giving me a quick nod on their way out. I wave them off, locking the door behind them. The place is mine now. Ours.

Sienna is stretching by the mirrors, her curved body moving in ways that make it impossible to focus on anything else. The way her leggings hug her butt, the slight sheen of sweat on her skin—I’ve been holding myself back for the last half an hour. But now, with the gym closing and no one else around, there’s nothing stopping me.

I walk over to the TRX bands, rolling my shoulders like this is another part of the workout. "Ever used these before?"

She straightens, looking at the straps curiously before shaking her head. "No. Are they any good?"

I smirk. "Oh yeah. Full-body control, core engagement. You’ll feel it everywhere."

Her lips twitch like she hears the double meaning, but she doesn’t call me out on it. Instead, she steps closer, waiting for instruction.

"Let’s start with something simple," I say, guiding her through a few butterfly stretches and upper-body movements to get used to the suspension. She follows my lead.

But then, I push it further.

"Take your leggings off," I tell her, my voice commanding "You’ll need a full range of motion for this next part."

Her eyes widen, for a second. But then, with a slow grin, she peels them down, revealing that tiny red G-string.

Fuck.

I keep my expression neutral, but my hands flex at my sides. "Now, feet in the handles. Go into a plank position."

She follows my instructions, sliding her feet into the straps, and adjusting until she’s hovering above the floor, arms braced. I step behind her, my hands steadying the bands as I slowly pull them higher. Her legs lift, shifting her weight, guiding her from a plank toward a near handstand.

And now, her pussy is right in front of me. Just inches away and barely covered. My jaw tightens and my control snaps. My dick hardens in my pants, pressing against the fabric, desperate for contact, aching with the need to be inside her.


four
At His Mercy
Sienna


My arms start to shake as I press my palms into the mat on the floor, muscles burning to keep me steady while my legs hang in the TRX bands. The straps dig into my ankles, holding me open and completely exposed.

With a sharp tug, he lifts the bands higher, tipping me closer to a handstand. My balance is gone, my control slipping away, leaving me entirely in his hands. A shiver runs through me as the sensation takes over. I feel weightless, vulnerable, and completely at his mercy.

His hands skim up my thighs, slow and teasing, making my heart skip a beat. The contrast between firm restraint and featherlight touch sets my skin on fire. I can’t move or fight it. All I can do is surrender, but the challenge of holding myself up becomes almost unbearable.

He steps closer, the heat of his body hovering inches from mine. When his hands grip my legs and push them farther apart, my pulse spikes. The position leaves me exposed in a way that makes every sensation sharper, and every movement more intense.

A sharp gasp escapes me as I struggle to hold myself up. I have no control, no way to shift or brace myself beyond the trembling strength in my arms. At his whim to whatever he decides to do next.

Then I hear him fumbling with his pants. My breath catches as I glance up, my upside-down view giving me an unfiltered look as he pushes his shorts down. His cock springs free, thick and ready. Seeing him like this is new—exciting. I’m enjoying it more than I expected, just wishing I could touch him or take him in my mouth.

Nelson rubs his shaft while rolling a condom on. The anticipation coils deep inside me.

“Take me already, I don’t know how much longer I can hold myself up,” I gasp.

"I’ve got you," he murmurs, his voice laced with confidence. He lines himself up, the thick head of his cock pressing against me before he slides in, stretching me slowly, making me shudder. His hands grip my hips, lifting me just enough to ease the pressure on my hands. The angle shifts, and suddenly, I feel him deeper, the way he slides in with a perfect pressure that makes my body tremble. Each controlled thrust pushes me higher, the sensation of him filling me in just the right way, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me.

His grip tightens on my hips, steadying me as I tremble, unable to do anything but take what he gives. The burn in my arms is nothing compared to the way he stretches me, each roll of his hips precise and deep. I grip the mat, but there's no chance of control—not like this. Suspended and spread, I'm his to do with as he pleases. All I can do is hold on as he takes me deeper, my body bending and yielding.

The deeper he thrusts, the more my body is held in place, my back arching as a moan escapes me, impossible to hold back.

The way he controls me—guiding my hips, locking my legs tighter—makes every sensation feel sharper. The friction, the pressure, the way he uses my body— it overwhelms me, and I don’t want it to stop. It’s like every inch of me is tuned to him, responding to nothing but his touch. Each thrust drives me closer to the edge, deeper into a mix of need and pleasure I can’t escape.

Even though the bands hold me, keeping me unable to move or pull away, it’s like a freedom I’ve never felt—freedom to give myself to him completely, without hesitation, no questions asked.

His hold on me strengthens, each thrust driving deeper, sending me spiraling into the sensation. Blood rushes to my head, my hands tingling with numbness. Heat consumes every inch of me, my pulse pounding loudly in my ears.

I can’t move, can’t escape, and yet, I’ve never felt more alive. His hands guide me, his pace relentless. He shifts again, and the new angle has me gasping—so deep, so intense. My body hums, pushing me closer to surrender.

"Stay with me," he growls, his voice low and demanding as he slams into me again. His words are a command, but there’s something softer in them, a promise to take me further than I’ve ever been.

I’m so close, so unbearably close, my muscles tightening, pulse racing. I can’t hold back anymore. With one last deep thrust, my body shudders, tension snaps, and I explode around him. My mind goes blank, and I can’t stop the cries spilling from my lips as pleasure rips through me, my body still pulsing with the aftershocks.

He doesn’t stop moving inside me, slowing only when I’m completely undone, my body shaking with the last of my orgasm.

I’m losing it, my arms are about to give out. Just in time he wraps one arm around my waist, lifting me effortlessly, while the other works to untangle my legs from the TRX straps. I hardly notice any of it—too weak to focus—only feeling him holding me steady.

Then he carefully guides me down onto the floor. The moment my feet touch solid ground, my arms finally give out, and I collapse onto the mat, my chest heaving, my skin flushed and slick with sweat.

“Did you enjoy that?” he asks, his voice low and gravelly.

I can barely speak, my body still humming with the aftereffects of the intensity. But I nod, a slow, satisfied smile curling at the corners of my lips. “Yes,” I whisper back, my voice thick. “I liked it more than I can say.”

After a few more breaths and sorting my thoughts, I add, “I will definitely feel every muscle tomorrow. This was quite an exercise. Good workout, coach.”


five
Out of Control
Nelson


It’s damn near impossible to focus on anything in the gym with Sienna around. It's been two days since I had her in a handstand, fucking her deep, and just thinking about it has me hard all over again.

Today, I’ll show her the bench press. Walking her over I feel the heat radiating off her. “Alright, first thing’s first," I murmur, my voice low, brushing against her as I set up the bench. "Let me show you how it's done."

Laying down on the bench, my feet firmly planted, I grip the bar, hands set wider than shoulder-width apart. Exhaling slowly, I press the bar up, letting it hover above my chest. The weight feels light, and as I lower it back down, a familiar strain tightens in my muscles before I press it back up again.

"See? It’s all about control," I say.

She watches carefully, then steps forward with a cheeky grin. "How about this for control?" Without warning, she straddles my lap, her hands resting on my chest for balance.

I blink, breath catching. "Uh, that’s... definitely one way to test control," I manage, trying to keep my voice steady. Her mischievous smile makes it clear she’s enjoying this.

As she lowers herself onto me, my heart skips a beat. My muscles twitch in anticipation, and I’m painfully aware of how tight my shorts are becoming. Sienna’s eyes glimmer with a mix of playfulness and something darker.

"You're testing me now," I mutter, my hands gripping the bar tighter as if it’s going to keep me grounded. She grinds against me, and I swear the movement sends a bolt of electricity straight to my core. When her legs bracket my waist, I can feel every inch of her. She leans forward for her lips barely to brush against my ear.

"Control is overrated," she whispers, a hot draw of air against my skin. The teasing, sultry tone in her voice makes my pulse race. My heart pounds in my chest, and I struggle to keep it together.

My hands grip the bar as I try to push the weight up again, but it’s so much harder than before. Sienna moves against me, a teasing grind that knocks the breath from my lungs. My dick twitches, already straining, and I bite my lip to keep a groan from slipping out.

She pulls back, locking eyes with me, her grin widening as she rolls her hips in a steady, taunting rhythm. “What do you think? Can you control this?” she asks.

I swallow hard, my hands gripping the bar so tight my knuckles turn white. "I... I think I need you to move," I growl, trying to keep my focus on the workout, but it’s nearly impossible with her grinding against me like this.

“There is no one around. Why would I move? Last time you tested me and set me up in a handstand. Today is my turn.”

Sienna smirks, unbothered by my attempt to stay calm. She then pushes her shorts to the side, exposing herself, and my mind races, fighting the urge to touch her. Licking her finger, she does exactly what I want to do. Fingering herself on top of me. My dick was hard before, but now he is so big, it's hurting. I need to release.

Without warning, she shifts her weight and lowers herself, aligning perfectly with me. I push the weights up onto the rest, letting them settle securely before freeing my hands. With a grin, she tugs my shorts down. Her fingers move swiftly, her touch deliberate as she pulls them just far enough to expose my manhood. My breath hitches at the sensation of her hands on me, the friction of her fingers against my skin. After a few strokes, she rolls a condom over my twitching length.

"Better," she murmurs. A deep groan rumbles from my chest as she sinks down, her warmth enveloping me inch by inch. She’s tight—so damn tight—that every inch feels like a slow, sweet torture. My fingers twitch with the urge to grab hold of her, but I let her take control, savoring the hungry movements. She grinds against me, controlled at first, teasing, driving me mad with every slick slide of her body against mine. The sensation is unreal, and another groan slips from my throat before I can stop it. Then she picks up the pace, her movements growing bolder, faster.

"Fuck," I hiss, no longer able to keep my hands off her. My grip tightens as she slams down onto me with more urgency, her body moving with perfect rhythm. The tension builds fast, each thrust sending a shock of pleasure through me.

Sienna pants, the sound of skin against skin filling the gym. I’m close—so fucking close—and holding back is impossible.

She moans a breathy, desperate sound, her pace turning frantic. I lose myself in the rhythm, in the feel of her, and with one last desperate thrust, we crash over the edge together. My hands grip her hips tight as I let go, consumed by the sensation, by her.

"Guess you won. I clearly lost control," I manage to rasp.

~The End~
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