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one
Forbidden Touch
Sofia


My heart is pounding in my chest as I slowly open my bedroom door, careful not to make a sound. The mansion is eerily quiet, and I know this is my only chance to escape. It’s my twenty-first birthday, and I’m determined to finally lose my virginity, no matter the cost. Being the daughter of a powerful mafia boss, Enzo, has its perks, but it also means living a sheltered life, always under the watchful eye of my personal security guard, Cole.

I’ve always been a rebel at heart, longing for freedom and adventure. Growing up, I was homeschooled, and my only interactions were with the staff and my father’s associates. Cole, with his tall, muscular build, black hair, and intense gaze, is a constant presence in my life. He’s my father’s most trusted man, an Italian badass with tattoos covering his arms, a true alpha male. And as I blossom into a young woman, I can’t help but notice him in a different light.

My long, brown hair falls in soft waves down my back, and my hazel eyes sparkle with determination. I know I’m beautiful, but my innocence is something I want to shed. I want to experience the world, and more importantly, I want to experience pleasure. I’ve fantasized about Cole countless times, his strong hands exploring every inch of me, his hard body pressing against mine. I touch myself at night, imagining his thick cock filling me, making me scream in ecstasy. But I know it’s forbidden. Cole is my protector, and I’m off-limits to him.

Tonight, I’m taking matters into my own hands. I have to get out of this house and live my life, even if it means defying my father. I slip out of my room, wearing a tight black dress that hugs my curves and showcases my womanly figure. I’ve never dressed like this before, always opting for more conservative clothing to avoid attention. But tonight, I want to feel desirable, to be noticed.

As I tiptoe down the grand staircase, my heart races, knowing that Cole is somewhere nearby, probably in his usual spot by the front door. I have to be quick and quiet. I reach the bottom of the stairs and pause, listening for any signs of movement. The house is silent, and I take that as my cue to make my move.

I dart toward the back entrance, my heart pounding with excitement and fear. Just as I reach for the door handle, a deep voice startles me.

“Going somewhere, Sofia?”

I freeze, my hand still on the doorknob. Slowly, I turn to face Cole, his dark eyes piercing through me. His presence fills the room, and I can smell his musky cologne, a scent that has become so familiar to me.

“Cole,” I whisper, my voice barely audible. “I... I just wanted some fresh air.”

I know I’m a terrible liar, especially with him. Cole has this uncanny ability to see right through me. He takes a step toward me, his eyes narrowing.

“You’re trying to sneak out, aren’t you? Where do you think you’re going at this hour?”

I bite my lip, debating whether to come clean or make up another lie. Cole’s protective nature is both comforting and suffocating. I want to experience life, but he’s always there, watching over me like a hawk. 

“I... I wanted to go to a party,” I admit, my voice soft and hesitant. “It’s my birthday, and I thought... I mean, I’m an adult now. I want to have some fun.”

Cole’s expression softens, and for a moment, I think I see a hint of understanding in his eyes. He knows I’ve been craving freedom, but his duty is to keep me safe, no matter what.

“Sofia, you know your father would never allow it. It’s too dangerous. You’re his princess, and he wants to protect you from the world.”

I sigh, feeling a mix of frustration and desire. I want to be free, but I also crave Cole’s touch. I take a step closer to him, my body betraying my true intentions.

“I know, but I’m tired of being trapped. I want to feel alive, Cole. And I... I trust you. I know you’ll keep me safe.”

As the words leave my mouth, I realize how true they are. I do trust Cole with my safety, and in that moment, I want him to be a part of this new chapter of my life. I want him to be my first.

Cole’s eyes widen slightly, and I see the conflict within him. He takes a deep breath, his broad chest rising and falling.

“Sofia, I... I can’t. Your father would kill me if anything happened to you. I’ve sworn to protect you, and that’s what I’ll do.”

I feel a pang of disappointment, but I’m not ready to give up. I take another step, closing the distance between us. I reach out and place my hand on his muscular arm, feeling the warmth of his skin.

“Please, Cole. I’m not asking you to take me to a party. I’m asking you to be with me. I want you, and I know you want me too. I’ve seen the way you look at me.”

I sense the tension in his body, the struggle he’s facing. Cole has always been professional, but I know there’s a fire burning beneath his stoic exterior.

“Sofia, you’re playing with fire. You’re the daughter of my boss, my friend. I should never even think of you like that.”

I smile, a mischievous glint in my eyes. I take his hand and place it on my waist, pulling him closer.

“But you do think of me, don’t you? I’ve seen the desire in your eyes. And I want you to act on it. I’m not a little girl anymore, Cole. I’m a woman, and I want you to make me feel like one.”

My words seem to break down his defenses. I see the desire in his dark eyes, a hunger that matches my own. He leans in, his breath warm on my face.

“You have no idea what you’re asking for, Sofia. But if this is what you truly want, I can’t deny you.”

His lips crash down on mine, and I melt into his embrace. His kiss is rough and passionate, unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. His strong arms wrap around me, pulling me closer, and I feel his desire growing.

Cole’s hands travel down my body, cupping my ass, lifting me slightly as he deepens the kiss. I moan into his mouth, my hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer. I’ve dreamed of this moment, but the reality is even more intense.

He breaks the kiss, his breath ragged. “Your room. Now.”

Without another word, he sweeps me off my feet, carrying me bridal style up the stairs. I giggle, a rush of excitement and nervousness bubbling inside me. Cole is taking charge, and I love it.

He kicks open my bedroom door and gently sets me on my feet. I stand before him, my heart racing, my body burning with anticipation. Cole’s eyes devour me, taking in every inch of my exposed skin.

“You’re so beautiful, Sofia. I’ve wanted this for so long, but I never thought it would happen.”

His words send a shiver down my spine. I want to reassure him, to let him know I’m ready and willing.

“I want this too, Cole. I trust you, and I want my first time to be with you.”

He nods, his eyes darkening with desire. Slowly, he starts to undress me, his fingers deftly unzipping my dress. It slides down my body, pooling at my feet, leaving me in nothing but my black lace lingerie.

Cole’s breath catches as he takes in the sight of my nearly naked body. I feel exposed, vulnerable, and yet incredibly powerful. I’ve never felt so desired.

“You’re stunning,” he whispers, his voice hoarse.

He steps closer, his hands gently caressing my hips, then sliding up my sides, tracing the lace of my bra. I shiver at his touch, my nipples hardening under his gaze.

“Let me touch you, Sofia. I want to feel every inch of you.”

I nod, my breath coming in short gasps. I want him to touch me, to explore my body. I’ve waited so long for this moment.

Cole’s hands move to the clasp of my bra, skillfully unhooking it. He slowly slides the straps down my arms, revealing my full breasts. Heat rushes through me as his eyes feast on my naked chest.

“You’re perfect,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire.

His hands cup my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my sensitive nipples. I arch into his touch, a soft moan escaping my lips. Cole’s mouth claims mine again, his tongue dancing with mine as his hands continue their exploration.

He guides me toward the bed, his lips never leaving mine. The soft sheets meet my bare legs as he lowers me onto the mattress. Cole hovers over me, his body a delicious weight pressing me into the bed.

“Are you sure, Sofia? This is your first time, and I want it to be perfect for you.”

I nod, my hands reaching up to pull him closer.

“I’m sure, Cole. I want you inside me. Please.”

He kisses me again, his mouth claiming mine with urgency. His hands move to my panties, slowly sliding them down my legs, his touch electric. Now, I’m completely naked, fully exposed to his gaze and his hands.

Cole’s eyes travel the length of my body, lingering on every curve. He kisses my neck, his hands roaming freely, exploring my soft skin. I squirm beneath him, my body on fire with anticipation.

“You’re so wet, Sofia. I can feel how much you want this.”

His fingers stroke my folds, and I gasp at the sensation. I’ve touched myself before, but this feels entirely different. Cole’s touch is soft yet firm, sending sparks through my body.

“Please, Cole,” I beg, my voice breathless. “I need you.”

He smiles, a wicked glint in his eyes. “I’m going to make you feel so good, Sofia. But first, I want to taste you.”

He lowers his head, his tongue tracing a path down my body until he reaches my throbbing core. I gasp as his hot breath caresses my sensitive skin.

Cole’s tongue flicks my clit, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. My back arches, my hands gripping the sheets as he teases and pleases me with his mouth. His fingers join in, sliding inside me, filling me with a mix of pleasure and pain. He starts slowly, but then builds up speed in the most delicious way.

“Oh, Cole,” I moan, my body trembling. “I’m going to…”

His skilled mouth and fingers push me over the edge, and I climax with a force I’ve never experienced before. My body shakes, and I cry out, the waves of my orgasm washing over me.

Cole moves back up my body, leaving a trail of kisses. He looks into my eyes, his gaze intense.

“You’re incredible, Sofia. But we’re not done yet. I want to be inside you.”

I nod, my body still pulsating with pleasure. I want more. I want him.

Cole reaches for a condom, tearing the packet open with his teeth. He sheaths himself, his cock straining against the thin latex. I watch, mesmerized, as he positions himself between my thighs.

“Are you ready, princess?” he asks, his voice gruff.

“Yes, Cole. Please, make me yours.”

He enters me slowly, his eyes never leaving mine. The stretch and slight burn as he fills me are intense, but he takes his time, letting my body adjust.

“You’re so tight, Sofia. So fucking perfect,” he growls, his voice strained.

He begins to move, his hips thrusting gently at first, then with growing intensity. After the initial stab of pain fades away, I wrap my legs around his waist, meeting his thrusts, our bodies moving in perfect rhythm.

“Oh, Cole,” I moan, my nails digging into his back. “Yes, just like that. Harder.”

He obliges, his thrusts becoming more powerful, driving deeper into me. I can feel his restraint, his desire to lose control, but he holds back, ensuring my pleasure.

“You feel so good, Sofia. I’ve dreamed of this moment,” he pants between thrusts.

His words send a wave of emotion through me. I’ve dreamed of this too, and now it’s happening. I want to make it last forever.

As our passion builds, I feel my orgasm rising again. Cole’s name becomes a mantra on my lips as he pounds into me, his muscles flexing with each thrust.

“Cole! I’m… I’m gonna…”

My body tightens around him, and I explode into another mind-blowing orgasm. Cole follows soon after, his body tensing as he fills the condom with his release.

We collapse onto the bed, tangled in each other’s arms, our hearts racing, our bodies glistening with sweat. I turn to face him, my fingers tracing the tattoos on his muscular arm.

“That was… incredible,” I whisper, my voice hoarse.

Cole smiles, his dark eyes softening with affection. “It was, princess. And it’s only the beginning. I plan to spoil you in every way possible.”

I blush, satisfaction and anticipation swirling in my chest. I’ve lost my virginity, and it’s even better than I imagined. Best of all, it’s with the man I’ve secretly desired for so long.

As we lie there, sated and content, I know this is just the beginning of our forbidden affair. 

My twenty-first birthday will be one I’ll never forget.

~The End~


two
Under Arrest For Desire
Dylan


My mind buzzes with information overload as I step out of the seminar room. It’s been a long day of lectures and debates on cutting-edge crime-fighting techniques. As a detective, I take pride in keeping up with the latest techniques, but these seminars can be draining. Luckily, the hotel has a bar, and that is where I’m heading.

The dimly lit space offers a refreshing contrast to the bright, sterile seminar rooms. Sliding onto a stool, my attention instantly lands on the bartender. She’s stunning, thin, and moving her body around lithely as she mixes drinks with precision. Her dark hair is tied in a messy bun, a few stray strands framing her face. Those deep brown eyes, full of mischief, seem to see right through me. And that smile—oh man, it could light up the entire city. She’s probably about my age, maybe a year or two younger. Her name tag reads Hannah.

“What can I get you, handsome?” she asks, her voice smooth like honey. A jolt of electricity courses through me at her words.

I smirk, deciding to test the waters. “Depends,” I say, holding her gaze. “What do you think I should try?”

Her eyes narrow slightly, the corner of her mouth lifting in a playful grin. “Hmm, whiskey neat,” she replies, leaning on the counter just enough to close the distance between us. “Strong, straightforward, no-nonsense. Am I right?”

“Dead on,” I say, my pulse quickening. “You’re good at this.”

She chuckles, a soft, low sound that feels like a warm caress. Her gaze flicks to my tie before returning to my face. “But you don’t seem like the seminar type. Too rugged for that suit. Detective?”

I blink, caught off guard. “How’d you guess?”

She shrugs, tapping a slender finger on the bar. “Something about the way you carry yourself. Confident, observant... and maybe just a little exhausted.”

I laugh softly, shaking my head. “You’re good. Almost too good.”

I’m not used to being flirted with so openly, especially by someone as captivating as Hannah.

As she pours my drink, I can’t help but admire her graceful movements. The way she handles the bottles with ease, the curve of her hips as she leans over the counter... it’s all too much for my tired, yet suddenly very alert mind.

“Here you go, detective.” Her voice is like silk, smooth and seductive. I clear my throat, feeling my cheeks warm under her gaze. “Call me Dylan. No need for formality tonight.”

“So, what brings you in tonight, Dylan?”

I chuckle, taking a sip of my whiskey. “Just blowing off some steam after a long day. You know how it is.”

Hannah leans closer. Her scent, a mix of citrus and something sweeter, teases my senses. “Oh, I know all about blowing off steam, Dylan. And I think I have just the thing to help you with that.”

My eyes widen at her bold statement. She’s flirting with me—a civilian, a bartender, shamelessly teasing a cop. It’s breaking every unspoken rule, but damn, it feels incredible.

“I’d love to hear your idea, Hannah,” I say, my voice hoarse with anticipation. “But first, tell me, what do you know about breaking the rules?”

She bites her lip, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Oh, I know plenty, Detective. The question is, are you ready for me to show you?”

My heart races as I realize what she’s implying. This isn’t just flirting; it’s an invitation to something wild and forbidden. And I, Dylan, the strait-laced cop, am about to break every rule in the book.

“What kind of lesson do you have in mind, Hannah?” I ask, leaning in, my breath mingling with hers.

Her hand reaches out, tracing the line of my jaw, sending shivers down my spine. “A lesson in pleasure, Dylan. One that will make you forget all about the law for a night.”

I can’t resist her any longer. I take her hand in mine, her skin soft and warm, and pull her closer. Our lips meet in a hungry kiss, fueled by pent-up desire and the thrill of doing something so wrong yet so right. Her lips are soft and yielding, tasting of the sweet cocktail she’s been mixing. I feel her tongue dance with mine, and all thoughts of being a cop vanish in that moment.

As we part, breathless, Hannah whispers in my ear, “Let’s take this somewhere more private, shall we?”

My dick twitches in my pants at her bold statement. I’d never been one to turn down a challenge, especially when it comes to a beautiful woman.

I throw a few bills on the counter, more than enough to cover my drink.

“Lead the way, Detective. I’m all yours.”

I grin, the words almost slipping out before I catch myself. I want to tell her not to call me Detective—but damn, it’s never sounded better coming from those lips.

“Careful,” I say with a smirk. “You’re officially under arrest.”

She raises one eyebrow, her grin widening. “Oh? For what?”

“Flirting with a cop,” I reply, my voice low. “And making it hard to focus.”

“Looks like I might be guilty of making something else hard too.” She laughs, pointing her nose toward my bulge.

We step into the elevator, the doors sliding shut behind us. The moment the space closes in around us, I don’t hesitate. I grab her wrists, lifting them above her head with a firm, commanding grip.

“Hands up,” I growl, my voice rough with desire.

Her eyes flash with surprise, but there’s no hesitation in her body as she lets me control the moment. She stands there, breath hitching, as I move closer.

Then, without warning, I take her mouth with mine. It’s a kiss full of hunger, deep and urgent, as I press her back against the elevator wall.

As soon as the doors open, I pull her into my room, my hands already finding the soft curves of her body. I kick the door shut behind us, not caring for the noise. Hannah’s laughter fills the room when I press her against the wall, my lips finding hers in another hungry kiss.

Our mouths collide, and our tongues dance and explore. I fumble for the buttons of her blouse, desperate to feel bare skin. Hannah’s hands are just as impatient, tugging on my shirt, her nails scratching my back in the most delicious way.

Finally, I manage to free her from the confines of her clothing, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contains her ample breasts. I groan, cupping their fullness, thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples. Hannah arches into my touch, her hands working feverishly to rid me of my shirt.

“Bed,” she pants between kisses, and I oblige, lifting her in my arms and carrying her to the king-size bed. I lay her down gently, my eyes feasting on her gorgeous body as I strip off my own clothes.

Hannah’s eyes darken with desire as she takes in my naked form. I’m rock hard, my cock straining towards her, and I can already feel my control slipping.

Getting straight down to business, I take the handcuffs from my bag and hold them up in front of her. 

“Turn around,” I order, my voice laced with authority.

Hannah complies, presenting her back to me, her ass perfectly rounded and inviting. I can’t resist giving it a firm squeeze, earning a moan from her. I quickly secure one cuff around her wrist, attaching the other to the headboard.

“Now, you’re at my mercy,” I whisper, my hot breath against her ear. I gently bite her earlobe, sending a shudder through her body.

“Mercy is the last thing on my mind, Dylan,” she breathes, her voice dripping with desire. “I want you to fuck me, hard and fast.”

Her words ignite something primal in me. I grab a condom, tearing the wrapper with urgency and rolling it on. Positioned behind her, I let my cock glide against her slick heat, teasing her entrance, dragging up and down her slit until she squirms beneath me.

“Please,” she begs, her tone trembling with desperation. “I need to feel you inside me.”

I oblige, thrusting forward in one smooth motion, filling her in one delicious stroke. Hannah cries out, her body adjusting to my size. I give her a moment to get used to me before pulling out and thrusting back in, setting a relentless pace.

The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the room, mixed with Hannah’s moans and my grunts of pleasure. I reach around, find her clit with my thumb, and begin to rub it in circles as I pound into her. For several long minutes, we are lost in each other, eyes closed and just being present in the moment. 

“Oh fuck, yes!” she cries out, her body tensing. “I’m gonna cum, Dylan!”

Her pussy clenches around my cock, milking me as her orgasm washes over her.

“Ah” and “oh” is all I hear from her, while she is rocking her high.

I feel my own release building, but I want to prolong this moment. Withdrawing from her, I quickly flip her onto her back, her wrists still cuffed above her head.

“Please, don’t stop,” she pleads, her eyes wild with passion. “I need more!”

I position myself between her legs, my cock hovering at her entrance. “Not stopping, just changing positions,” I growl, before plunging back into her wet heat.

Hannah’s legs wrap around my waist, pulling me deeper into her. I thrust harder, my balls slapping against her with each stroke. I lean down, capturing one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking and biting gently.

“You feel so fucking good,” I groan between kisses. “Just what I needed.”

Her walls clench around me tighter, and I know she’s close to another climax. I want to take her there, want to watch her let go. I quicken my pace, my cock pounding into her relentlessly.

“Cum for me, Hannah,” I demand, my voice hoarse. “Let me see you fall apart.”

Her back arches off the bed, her body taut as a bowstring. “Oh, God, Dylan! Yeah!”

Her pussy is gripping me with desperate intensity as her release floods over her. I drive into her a few more times, each thrust bringing me closer to the edge until my own climax becomes impossible to hold back. With a final, powerful stroke, I explode inside her, filling the condom with my hot seed.

We collapse together, breathless with pounding hearts. I gently uncuff her, massaging her wrists as I kiss her softly.

“That was...,” Hannah begins, searching for words.

“Incredible,” I finish for her, rolling onto my back, still breathing heavily.

She snuggles up next to me, her hand resting on my chest. “I’ve never had sex with a cop before. It’s definitely an experience I won’t forget.”

I chuckled, pulling her closer. “I’m glad I could be of service, Miss Hannah.”

~The End~


three
Ink And Ecstasy
Roxy


“So, Roxy, are you gonna chicken out or what?” Sarah, my bold and daring friend, challenges me with a mischievous grin.

I take a long drag from my cigarette, the sweet smoke filling my lungs as I sip my wine. It’s a wild night out with my friends, and I feel carefree and reckless. We’re hanging out at our usual spot, a dingy bar on the outskirts of town where the drinks are cheap, and the crowd is always up for a good time.

I’ve lost a dare and the penalty is a tattoo in an intimate area. I’ve been toying with the idea of getting a mandala tattoo just above my pussy for a while now, but I never imagined it would happen like this.

“You know I never back down from a challenge,” I reply, my voice laced with a hint of defiance. Deep down, I’m nervous, but there’s no way I’m letting my friends see that. I finish my drink and slam the glass on the table, the sound echoing in the noisy bar. “I’ll do it. But I’m choosing the artist.”

The gang cheers, clinking their glasses to celebrate my impending humiliation. I smirk, already planning my next move. I know exactly who I want to ink me—the best-rated tattoo artist in town, Razor. His work is legendary, especially his dotted mandalas. I’ve seen his portfolio online, and his attention to detail is exquisite.

***

The next day, I’m standing outside Razor’s studio, my heart pounding. I take a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves and push open the door. The studio is dimly lit, radiating that unmistakable tattoo parlor vibe. The walls are covered in stunning artwork, and the noise of buzzing needles fills the air.

“Hey, I’m looking for Razor,” I say, slightly shaky as I approach the receptionist.

“He’s with a client right now. Take a seat, and he’ll be with you shortly,” she replies, her eyes flicking over my appearance. I can tell she’s judging my blonde dreadlocks and hippie attire, but I don’t care. I’m here to get a tattoo.

I sit down and wait, my mind racing with questions. What if he refuses to do it? What if it hurts like hell? I’ve never gotten a tattoo down there before, and the thought of it makes me feel both excited and terrified.

Finally, Razor emerges from the back room, wiping his hands on a towel. He’s even more impressive in person—tall and muscular, with a man bun and shaved sides showing his intricate tattoos. His intense gaze meets mine, and electricity shoots through my body.

“Roxy, right? I’m Razor. What can I do for you?” His voice is deep and commanding, sending a shiver down my spine.

“I, um... I want a tattoo,” I stammer, suddenly self-conscious. “A mandala, just above my...,” I trail off, unable to finish the sentence aloud.

Razor’s gaze softens slightly as he pushes off the counter. “Let’s move to my room,” he says, his voice low, inviting. “We can talk and sketch things out there.”

I follow him through the back door, my heart fluttering a bit at the thought of being alone with him. He gestures to a worn leather chair in the center of the room. “Take a seat. Let’s figure this out.”

I sit down, trying to steady my nerves as he grabs a sketchpad and pencil. “Tell me more about this mandala. What does it mean to you?” he asks, glancing up briefly.

I pause, then speak softly, “It’s about balance and self-care... something I’ve been seeking.”

Razor’s expression softens as he nods. “Balance... I got it.” He begins sketching, the pencil gliding over the page.

The quiet in the room feels charged, the intimacy of the space pulling us closer. “Where exactly are you thinking of placing it?” he asks, his eyes meeting mine with curiosity.

“On my mound,” I reply, watching him closely. “Just above my… you know.”

Razor nods slowly, his gaze steady. “Perfect spot. A little more intimate, but it’ll work.”

We spent the next hour discussing the mandala design, and I could see Razor’s enthusiasm for the project grow. He sketched out a stunning pattern—a complex arrangement of dots and lines that creates a mesmerizing effect. I’m blown away by his talent and attention to detail.

“So, are you ready to do this?” Razor asks, his eyes sparkling with excitement.

“Yeah, let’s do it,” I reply, my voice steady now. I want this tattoo, and I trust Razor to make it perfect.

“Go ahead and undress down there,” he says, turning around to give me some privacy.

I hesitate momentarily, feeling exposed, but I remind myself that this is what I want. Slowly, I slide off my pants and panties, folding them neatly and placing them on a nearby chair. With my shirt still on, my lower body feels vulnerable yet alive. I can sense Razor’s gaze, and a surge of desire pulses through me.

“I have to warn you, this area is susceptible. It might hurt more than you expect.”

I bite my lip, nervousness creeping back in. “I know, but I’m ready.”

Razor nods, his eyes softening. “Okay, let’s get started. Lie back and relax.”

I do as he says, lying down on the chair with my legs slightly apart. Razor positions himself between my thighs, his presence both intimidating and intensely arousing. He prepares his equipment, selecting a fine needle for the delicate work.

A sharp sting radiates from each dot when he begins to outline the mandala. I cringe, my body tensing. Razor notices my discomfort and pauses, resting his hand gently on my thigh.

“It’s okay. I know it hurts, and you are nervous, but please try to relax. Breathe deeply and focus on something else,” Razor says soothingly.

I take a few deep breaths, willing my racing heart to slow. Razor’s touch is steady and light, his fingers brushing against my inner thigh, sending a trail of shivers through me.

“Better?” he asks, his eyes searching mine.

I nod, my body beginning to relax under Razor’s expert care. He resumes his work, the needle dancing across my skin, crafting a beautiful pattern. I close my eyes, focusing on the unique sensation—a mix of pain and pleasure that has my senses on edge.

As Razor works, his fingers occasionally brush against my clit, sending jolts of electricity through me. A soft moan escapes my lips, unbidden and surprising even me.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to touch you there,” he says, his voice tinged with amusement.

“No, it’s okay,” I whisper, my cheeks flushing. “It feels... nice. Actually, it might help me relax.”

Razor smirks, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “Well, if it helps you relax, I don’t mind.”

His fingers graze my clit again, the touch deliberate and electrifying, sending a jolt straight through me. I arch my back instinctively, my hips shifting as I surrender to the sensations. Razor’s touch is firm and purposeful, igniting every nerve ending.

“You’re so wet,” he whispers. “Do you like this?”

I can only nod, my words lost in a haze of pleasure. Razor’s fingers pick up their rhythm, insistent and unrelenting. I close my eyes and let his touch take over, losing track of time as he moves against me. My body trembles as an orgasm begins to coil deep within me, tighter and tighter with every motion.

“Cum for me, Roxy,” he urges, his voice rough with desire.

His words are the catalyst, and I shatter, an intense rush of pleasure overtaking me. My body shakes as I cry out, the release overwhelming and satisfying. Razor doesn’t stop, his fingers coaxing every last tremor of ecstasy from me.

As I lay there, panting and spent, Razor gently wipes the sweat from my brow. “That was incredible,” he murmurs, admiration clear in his tone. “I’ve never had a client cum during a tattoo.”

I manage a sheepish smile, embarrassment mingling with pride. “I couldn’t help it. Your touch is... magic.”

He chuckles, his eyes sparkling with delight. “I’m glad I could help you relax. Now, let’s finish this mandala.”

He returns to his work, the needle moving with precision as he fills in the intricate design. I lie there, my body still buzzing with aftershocks of pleasure, feeling an unexpected sense of calm and satisfaction.

After a while, Razor steps back, admiring his work. “It’s done. Take a look.”

Sitting up, stiff from lying still for so long, I accept the mirror he hands me. Gazing down at the stunning mandala just above my pussy, I’m awestruck. The intricate dots and lines shimmer with fresh black ink, creating a flawless masterpiece.

“It’s beautiful,” I whisper, awe lacing my voice.

“I’m glad you like it,” Razor says, his tone serious now. “But remember, this area will be sensitive for a while. No sex or heavy stimulation for at least a week.”

I pout, already disliking the idea. “But I just got warmed up!”

Razor laughs, his deep chuckle filling the room. “I know, but trust me, it’s for the best. You don’t want any infections or complications. Besides, it’ll give you something to look forward to.”

~The End~


four
Playing With Fire
Caroline


Ishould have known better than to go out drinking with my friends. But here I am, walking the streets with a group of four giggling girls, hopping from one bar to another, a slight buzz already clouding my judgment. It’s a typical girls’ time out, and we’re having a blast.

As we stumble along, laughing and chatting, we pass the local fire station. My heart skips a beat when I spot a group of firefighters gathered outside, not lounging or working out, but having a casual barbecue. The warm scent of grilled meat wafts through the air, mingling with the smoky tang of the fire pit.

Some are shirtless, their muscular torsos glistening faintly in the golden glow of the setting sun. Most are still wearing their fire-resistant pants, suspenders hanging loose around their hips. A few sit on folding chairs, a drink in hand, while others stand by the grill, flipping burgers and turning hot dogs with ease.

“Caroline, you’re staring,” Sam teases, nudging me hard in the ribs.

I blink, realizing I’ve been caught in a trance. The scene feels so effortlessly masculine and inviting—a group of rugged men laughing, joking, and relaxing after what must have been a long day. One of them is leaning against the edge of the grill, his biceps flexing as he flips the burgers.

“Can you blame me?” I whisper back, my cheeks warming.

As if sensing our presence, one of the firefighters looks up, his sharp green eyes meeting mine. His lips curl into a crooked smile, and he elbows the guy next to him, who turns to look too. The second guy waves, his grin wide and friendly, and suddenly all my friends start giggling.

“Evening, ladies,” one of them calls out, his voice deep and smooth. “Out enjoying the night?”

Sam is quick to respond, her confidence unwavering. “We are. Girls’ night out.”

The men chuckle, clearly amused, and one gestures toward the spread. “You’re welcome to join. We’ve got plenty of burgers and brats.”

I laugh nervously, but Sam and Lori grab my hand, pulling me forward. “Sounds like fun.”

Before I can protest, we’re walking up to the group. The one with green eyes steps forward, offering me a drink from the cooler. “I’m Chris,” he says, his voice low and warm. “Sorry, we don’t have any alcohol.”

“Caroline,” I reply, my hand brushing his as I take the drink. Sam, Lori, and Ashley mingle with the other guys.

Everyone is friendly and easygoing, welcoming us like old friends. Lori, always the social butterfly, dives into playful banter with the guy manning the grill, gesturing animatedly as he flips burgers. Sam strikes up a conversation with two firefighters sitting near the fire pit, their deep laughter carrying over the smoky warmth of the barbecue. Ashley, ever the flirt, leans against the table, chatting with a tall, blond firefighter who seems thoroughly entranced. Leaving me standing awkwardly with Chris.

Chris is more than handsome, with short thick black hair and a chiseled jawline. His build is every girl’s dream—broad shoulders, a powerful chest, and arms so sculpted they belong in a work of art. The snug muscle shirt he’s wearing clings to every hard plane of his torso, accentuating the ripples of his defined abs and the curve of his biceps. Veins trace a path along his forearms, pulsing subtly beneath his tanned skin. There’s a confident, protective aura about him, a quiet dominance that pulls me in like gravity.

As we chat, I realize I need to find a restroom. The drinks are catching up with me, but I don’t want to ruin the moment by wandering off to find a public bathroom. Tipsy and daring, I ask Chris for help.

“Hey, Chris,” I say, my voice a little unsteady. “Do you think you could show me where the restroom is?”

His eyes widen slightly in surprise but quickly soften into a charming smile. “Sure thing, beautiful. Follow me.”

He takes my hand, his touch sending a tingle up my arm, and leads me into the fire station. With a firm grip on my hand, he guides me through the halls. My heart races as I follow him.

When we reach the restroom, he gestures toward the stalls. “Here you go. I’ll wait for you outside.”

But I have other plans. I’m tipsy, and I want this man. Grabbing his suspenders, I pull him toward me, backing us into the nearest stall. Chris stumbles, caught off guard, but quickly regains his balance. His green eyes darken with desire as he realizes what I’m doing.

“Caroline, are you sure about this?” he asks, his voice low and husky.

I don’t answer with words. Pressing my body against his, I feel my breasts flatten against his hard chest. His sudden erection presses against my stomach, and the sensation makes me ache with need. I reach down, wrapping my hand around his thick cock, feeling it twitch against my palm.

“I’m so horny,” I whisper. “I want you, Chris.”

Without waiting for a reply, Chris steps forward, his strong hands gripping my hips with an almost possessive intensity. His piercing gaze locks on mine, and I feel my breath hitch.

“I’ve got you,” he murmurs, his deep voice a steady promise.

Before I can reply, his mouth crashes onto mine. The kiss is demanding, hot, and all-consuming, his lips and tongue claiming me as his own. My hands slide up his chest, feeling the hard planes of muscle.

Chris doesn’t miss a beat. His hands move to the buttons of my blouse, deftly undoing them one by one. His fingers graze my skin, sending sparks of heat wherever he touches. My blouse falls to the floor, quickly followed by my bra as his hands find my bare breasts, kneading them firmly while his lips trail down my neck.

“You’re a fucking dream,” he breathes, his voice filled with raw hunger.

I work on his pants next, my hands fumbling slightly on his belt as his mouth and touch distract me. He helps, yanking it free and shoving his pants down with a sense of urgency. The sight of his powerful body makes my pulse race, and I can’t help but reach for him, running my fingers over his broad shoulders and down his chest.

Chris hooks his thumbs into my panties, pulling them down in one swift motion. His eyes darken as he takes me in, his desire palpable. Then he grabs a condom out of nowhere, tearing the wrapper open with his teeth. His hands are steady as he rolls it onto his veiny, hard cock, his eyes never leaving mine.

Once ready, he wraps his arms around me, lifting me effortlessly. My legs instinctively wrap around his solid waist, his heat pressing against me as my back meets the cool metal wall of the stall.

“You’re soaked,” he growls, his hand sliding between us, teasing my slick folds. His touch makes me gasp, my head falling back against the wall.

“Chris,” I whisper, trembling with anticipation.

He doesn’t wait. With one powerful thrust, he fills me, his thick cock stretching me perfectly. I cry out, my nails digging into his broad shoulders as pleasure overwhelms me.

“Fuck, Caroline,” he groans, his hands gripping my thighs tightly to hold me in place as we lose ourselves in each other. Each thrust is deep and commanding, his hips moving with an unrelenting rhythm that leaves no room for doubt; he’s in charge.

The stall fills with the sound of our passion: the wet, rhythmic slap of his body against mine, my gasps and moans mingling with his ragged breaths. His control, his strength, his determination to take me completely—it’s everything.

“You feel so fucking good,” he grits out, his lips brushing against my ear as his movements quicken, his desire building with each thrust.

I cling to him, letting him take me higher, his dominance making me ache for more.

The sensations are overwhelming, his thick cock hitting every sensitive spot, sending waves of ecstasy rippling through me. Deep inside, a tension builds, coiling tighter with every thrust.

“Chris, you’ve got me close,” I pant, my voice trembling.

He doesn’t slow down; instead, he increases his pace, his hips slamming into mine harder and deeper. My pussy suddenly clenches around him, a powerful orgasm ripping through me. I cry out, my body shaking with the intensity of my release.

Chris follows seconds later, his cock twitching inside me as he groans deeply, spilling himself into the condom. He buries his face in the crook of my neck, his hot breath sending shivers across my skin. We stay like this, tangled together, our hearts pounding and our bodies humming with the aftermath.

Finally, he lowers me to the ground. His hands lingering on my waist as if reluctant to let go. Looking up, I meet his intense green eyes, a smile tugging at his lips.

“That was...,” I begin, searching for words.

“Incredible,” he finishes, his voice full of admiration. “Like a fucking dream.”

I blush, caught between pride and bashfulness.

I know this was impulsive, reckless even, but there’s no regret. As I step out of the stall, I catch a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror—my hair is slightly tousled, my lips swollen from his kisses, and my eyes sparkle with confidence.

“I should probably get back to my friends,” I say softly.

~The End~


five
Under Intensive Care
Nancy


The sharp scent of disinfectant cuts through the air, and the hospital lobby buzzes with urgency.

Today marks a new beginning—my first day at work, where I’m a stranger, an outsider with everything to prove.

With a deep breath, I straighten my uniform and remind myself why I’m here, to do my job and hopefully, to find my place in this unfamiliar world.

It is a sprawling complex, and I quickly get lost in its maze-like corridors. I have to ask for directions multiple times before finally reaching the nursing station. As I approach, I notice a tall, blonde man with an air of authority. His broad shoulders fill out his white lab coat, and his piercing blue eyes scan the room with intense focus. By his nametag, I learn that this is Dr. Matt Anderson, the renowned surgeon everyone talks about.

“You must be Nancy,” a kind voice says, snapping me out of my daze. I turn to see a friendly nurse, older than me, with a warm smile. “I’m Lisa, and I’ll be showing you the ropes today. Dr. Anderson, our head surgeon, has requested your assistance for the morning rounds.”

I feel a flutter in my stomach at the mention of Dr. Anderson. His reputation precedes him, not just for his surgical skills but also for his less-than-friendly demeanor. Whispers of his grumpy attitude and high expectations intimidate many on the staff.

“Oh, great,” I manage to say, trying to sound enthusiastic.

Lisa leads me through the wards, introducing me to staff and patients. I feel like a fish out of water, struggling to remember everyone’s names and duties. As we head toward the surgical wing, my nerves intensify. Dr. Anderson is nowhere in sight, but his presence looms over the entire department.

“Dr. Anderson is a bit... intense,” Lisa confides as we walk. “He’s an excellent surgeon, one of the best, but he can be a real taskmaster. Don’t take it personally if he seems short with you. He’s like that with everyone.”

I nod, feeling a mix of reassurance and dread. I’m determined to prove myself, but I can’t help feeling intimidated by the man I’m about to meet.

A commotion suddenly erupts from one of the patient rooms. A young nurse rushes out, her face pale. “Dr. Anderson, please come quickly! Mr. Smith’s condition has worsened!”

Dr. Anderson appears from around the corner, his face a mask of concentration. He’s even more striking up close, with chiseled features and a strong jawline. His slightly tousled blonde hair adds to his rugged charm.

“What’s the situation?” he asks, his voice deep and commanding.

The nurse stammers, “His vitals are dropping, and we can’t stabilize him.”

Without a word, Dr. Anderson strides into the room, his eyes immediately assessing the patient’s condition. I follow, ready to assist, but he doesn’t even acknowledge my presence. He barks orders at the nurses, his voice sharp and authoritative. The urgency of the situation demands my full attention, and I try to keep up, handing him instruments and assisting where I can. Despite his gruff demeanor, there’s an undeniable fervor and passion in his work that I find strangely captivating.

After what feels like an eternity, the patient stabilizes. Dr. Anderson steps back, his eyes narrowing as he studies the monitors. I stand by his side, my heart still racing from the adrenaline rush.

“Good work, team,” he says, his voice slightly softer.

As the day progresses, I find myself constantly under Dr. Anderson’s watchful gaze. He assigns me tasks with clear, concise instructions, but his tone remains brusque. I work diligently, determined to meet his high standards. Whenever our eyes meet, I feel a strange spark—a mix of fear and excitement. There’s undeniable chemistry between us, though I doubt he’d ever acknowledge it.

During my short break in the staff room, I pour myself a cup of coffee. The day’s events leave me exhausted, but my mind keeps wandering back to Dr. Anderson. I replay our interactions, analyzing every word and gesture, searching for any sign of interest.

“You’re new here, aren’t you?” A deep voice startles me from behind.

I turn to see Dr. Anderson leaning against the doorway, his arms crossed. His gaze is piercing, and for a moment, my heart skips a beat.

“Y-yes, I am,” I stammer, setting down my coffee cup. “I’m Nancy, your new nurse.”

He nods, his eyes narrowing slightly. “I saw your efforts this morning, Nancy. You show potential, but you need to toughen up. This job isn’t for the faint of heart.”

A rush of emotions hits me—anger at his condescending tone, but also a strange thrill at being the focus of his attention. “I can handle it, Dr. Anderson. I’m here to learn and contribute.”

He steps closer, his presence filling the small room. “Good. I expect nothing less. We’ll see how you fare in the coming days.”

As he turns to leave, I feel a surge of boldness. “Dr. Anderson, wait,” I call out, my voice trembling slightly.

He pauses, his hand on the door. “Yes?”

I take a deep breath, my heart pounding. “I... I want to learn from the best. And I think you’re the best.”

A hint of a smile plays on his lips, but it’s gone in an instant. “Flattery won’t get you anywhere, Nancy. Actions speak louder than words.”

With that, he leaves, and I’m alone with my racing thoughts. Something about that man’s aloofness challenges me, and I’m determined to earn his respect—and perhaps something more.

***

As the days pass, I throw myself into my work, eager to impress Dr. Anderson. I assist in surgeries, manage patient care, and soak up every bit of knowledge I can. He remains distant, but I notice a subtle change in his demeanor. His eyes linger on me occasionally, and his instructions become less harsh, though still demanding.

One afternoon, while restocking supplies in the utility closet, I hear the familiar sound of his footsteps approaching. My heart quickens, and a rush of anticipation washes over me. I turn, expecting to see him, but instead, I bump into a cart, sending a stack of medical instruments clattering to the floor.

“Damn it!” I mutter, kneeling to pick up the mess.

Strong hands appear in my peripheral vision, helping me gather the fallen items. I look up, my face flushing, to find Dr. Anderson kneeling beside me. His eyes hold a mixture of amusement and something else I can’t quite decipher.

“Clumsy,” he says, his voice softer than I’ve ever heard it. “But I like your determination.”

My cheeks grow warm. “I-I’m sorry, Dr. Anderson. I didn’t see you there.”

He stands, offering me a hand to help me up. I take it, feeling a jolt of electricity as our fingers touch. He pulls me to my feet, his grip firm and steady.

“Nancy, I’ve been meaning to talk to you,” he says, his voice low and gravelly. “Your work has been impressive. You’re a quick learner, and you have a natural talent for this.”

A rush of pride swells in me, but I keep my composure. “Thank you, Dr. Anderson. I appreciate your feedback.”

He steps closer, his eyes locking with mine. “You’re welcome. And please, call me Matt.”

The use of his first name catches me off guard. It’s a subtle invitation, a hint of intimacy that sends a shiver down my spine.

“Matt,” I whisper, testing the name on my lips.

He beams a genuine smile that transforms his entire face. “That’s right. And I think it’s time we get to know each other a little better, don’t you?”

I nod, my heart pounding. Without another word, he pulls me toward him, his lips capturing mine in a searing kiss. His mouth is firm and demanding, yet surprisingly gentle. I melt into his embrace, my hands sliding up his strong arms, feeling the muscles beneath his lab coat.

Our kiss deepens, our tongues exploring like they’re caught in a teasing game. I can taste the faint bitterness of coffee, mixed with something undeniably him—an intoxicating blend that makes my head spin.

Breaking away, he gazes into my eyes, his breath ragged. “I’m sorry. I lost control there for a second.”

I smile, my cheeks flushed. “It’s okay. I’ve actually been wanting to do this for a while.”

His hands trail down my back, cupping my curves possessively. “And now I’m here to make those dreams come true.”

I bite my lip, my body tingling with anticipation. “I didn’t imagine it happening in the utility closet.”

He giggles, a low, sensual sound. “Why not? It’s private, and I can’t wait any longer.”

With that, he presses me against the wall, his body flush against mine. I feel his arousal, hard and insistent, pressing into my thigh. His hands roam over my body, exploring and claiming. He unbuttons my uniform, his fingers deftly working the fasteners, revealing my lace bra and the swell of my breasts.

“I can’t concentrate with you around, Nancy,” he whispers, his breath hot against my neck. “So damn beautiful.”

I arch into his touch, my senses on fire. “Don’t let me wait then. I need you.”

He doesn’t waste a moment. With a swift motion, he unhooks my bra, freeing my breasts. His mouth descends, capturing my left nipple, suckling and teasing it with his tongue. I moan, my head falling back against the wall, as pleasure courses through me.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmurs before he bites my tender tits softly.

I nod, my voice too buried to form words as heat rushes through me. His hands continue on their mission of exploration with deliberate intent, sliding down to my hips and slipping beneath the waistband of my pants. His fingertips brush against my inner thighs, light, teasing, firing a deep ache inside me that has me moving involuntarily, searching for more.

“Matt, please,” I beg, my voice hoarse. “I need more.”

He chuckles, his breath hot on my skin. “Patience, my dear. I want to savor every inch of you.”

His fingers dance along the edge of my panties. I’m wet, my body throbbing with need. He seems to sense my desperation, and with a swift motion, he slides my pants and panties down my legs, leaving me exposed and wanting.

“You’re dripping wet,” he growls, his voice thick with desire. “I think I know how to treat that; perhaps a dose of my medicine is what you need.”

I whimper, my body trembling. “Please, Doc. I can’t take much more. Give me something that will make me feel better.”

With deliberate, tantalizing movements, he pushes down his pants and scrubs, revealing his muscular thighs and the bulge of his erection straining against his boxers. I bite my lip, my mouth watering at the sight.

“Is that what you need, to make you feel better?” he asks, while he steps out of his underwear.

I nod, my eyes fixed on his impressive length. “I do, Doc. I need you inside me.”

He steps closer, his hands gripping my hips. “You want it? Then take it.”

Without hesitation, I sink to my knees, my hands reaching for his hard shaft. I stroke him, feeling his heat and thickness, then take him into my mouth, savoring his taste. He groans, his hands tangling in my hair, guiding my movements.

“That’s it, Nancy,” he pants. “Suck me, just like that.”

I bob my head, taking him deeper while my tongue swirls along his length. His control falters as his body tenses, filled with pleasure.

“Fuck, Nancy,” he growls low, his hips pressing gently.

Without warning, he pulls out and tugs me to my feet. His eyes are wild with desire. “Are you feeling better yet?” he asks rhetorically. “Let me take care of you now.”

He picks me up and places me on the supply counter. The cool air kisses my skin, sending an explosion of arousal through my senses. Dropping to his knees, he locks eyes on me, his eyes dark with intent as he drinks in the sight of my glistening core.

“Spread your legs for me, and let me feel how ready you are.” His voice is low and commanding.

I hesitate for a split second, but the desire burning between my thighs overrides any doubt. Slowly, I part my legs, giving him the access he demands. My breath catches as his thumb presses against my wet spot.

He doesn’t wait long before he pushes in, just the tip of his thumb at first, but it’s enough to make me gasp. 

“God, you’re so wet. So ready for me,” he mutters, his voice thick with lust.

“Please, Doctor, I’m so sensitive down there. Your fingers are driving me crazy.” I arch my back, the pressure building with every move of his hand. “I can’t take much more of this teasing.”

He presses deeper, and I feel the slow, delicious burn of his touch. “You can take it, and you’re going to beg for more.” His words are both a promise and a challenge, and I shudder in anticipation.

“Yes, right there. Don’t stop,” I gasp, my body writhing beneath him.

He doesn’t hesitate, and by now, I can feel two fingers buried deep inside me, the rhythm slow but relentless. His other hand grips my ponytail, pulling me back against him as his lips crash onto mine with a fierce, almost savage need.

I moan into his mouth, gasping for air. “Please,” I plead, my body already tightening, feeling the pressure build.

“That’s it,” he growls, his voice dark and gravelly. “But you’re going to need a little more... medicine.”

His words light a fire that spreads through me in an instant. My body tightens, a sharp gasp escaping as the wave builds—and then breaks. Pleasure rips through me, raw and all-consuming, leaving me shaking as my release coats his lips. Without pause, his tongue glides over every drop, devouring me with unrestrained hunger.

As he stands up, he looks down at me with eyes full of burning desire. “Now, it’s time for a different kind of remedy. One that’ll make you forget where you are.”

I barely recognize my voice when I speak, desperate and eager. “Oh, Doc... I’ll take whatever you prescribe.”

Somehow, the condom is already on him, and I don’t care to question how. All that matters is the feeling of his cock pressing against my slick folds, teasing me for just a moment before, with one smooth thrust, he’s inside me.

He fills me completely, stretching me, and satisfying me in ways I’ve only dreamed about. It’s overwhelming, and I can’t help but a soft cry escaping me as he begins to move.

“Oh, God, Doc,” I moan, my nails digging into his shoulders. “This is what I needed.”

His hips move in a steady rhythm. Each stroke sends waves of pleasure through my body, building towards another climax.

“You like it rough, don’t you?” he grunted, his voice strained. “Tell me you want it harder.”

“Yes,” I pant, my body on fire. “Harder! I need you to fuck me harder.”

He obliges, his thrusts becoming more powerful, slamming into me with abandon. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the small closet, a primal rhythm that makes me forget everything around me.

“I’m close,” he growls, his breath hot on my neck.

His pace quickens, his control slipping as he pounds into me. I match his rhythm, my hips rising to meet his, desperate for release.

“Yes, Nancy,” he grunts. “Take it! Take my cock!”

I try not to scream as my orgasm ripples through me, my body convulsing around his shaft. He follows, his own release coming hard, as he thrusts deeply.

We cling to each other, our hearts racing, our bodies slick with sweat and cum. I feel his cock twitching inside me, still pulsing with aftershocks of pleasure.

“That was incredible,” Matt whispers, his voice low and tender. “You have no idea what you do to me, Nancy.”

I smile, brushing a strand of damp hair from my face. “I think I might have some idea.” My cheeks flush as I meet his gaze, filled with a warmth I didn’t expect.

He chuckles. “And we’re just getting started, my sweet nurse. I have so much more to show you.”

~The End~


six
Booked For The Night





Chapter 1

Elene

My life is a mess. One minute, I have a boyfriend, a home, and plans for the future. The next, it’s all gone, thanks to that lying bastard. He took everything we built together and vanished, leaving me with nothing but bills and a giant, empty hole where my life used to be. No money, no job, no clue what to do next. Moving in with my best friend feels like rock bottom, but at least it comes with an endless supply of wine and pep talks.

Her latest idea? Escorting. “Easy money,” she says with a shrug. “You set the rules. It’s just dinner, conversation, maybe a little harmless flirting.” At first, it sounds ridiculous. Men are the reason my life is in shambles—why would I voluntarily spend more time with them? But staring at an empty bank account has a way of making even the craziest ideas seem reasonable.

After way too much wine and a late-night Googling session, I create the profile. It’s not flashy, just enough to catch someone’s attention without revealing too much. I make the boundaries clear: no full-service. Not a chance. Not after the emotional wreckage, my ex left behind. This isn’t about intimacy. It’s survival, plain and simple.




Chapter 2

Nate

Work is my life. As a successful lawyer, my days are swallowed up by courtrooms, paperwork, and endless phone calls. The paycheck’s excellent, but it doesn’t come with a personal life. Relationships? Forget it. Most nights, I’m too wiped out to do more than crash on the couch with takeout and whatever’s on TV. Money’s not the issue; what’s missing is someone to share it with. Lately, though, it’s more than just the company I’m craving. It’s the kind of connection I haven’t had in way too long.

So, when an invitation lands for a business dinner with colleagues and their partners, panic sets in. A while back, in some misguided attempt to sound less pitiful, I may have mentioned having a wonderful woman on my side. Well, I don’t. But now the lie’s out there, and I’ve got to back it up—or risk looking like an idiot.

Desperation sends me to the internet, scrolling through profiles I never thought I’d be looking at. And then I see her. Elene. She’s gorgeous, fiery red hair that falls in loose waves, pale skin dotted with freckles, and delicate features that make her look both sweet and sharp. Her profile is simple but intriguing, and before I can second-guess myself, I’m booking her.

I don’t care what it costs; this isn’t about money. It’s about walking into that dinner with someone who can make people believe the lie I told. And Elene? She’s perfect for it. All I can do now is hope she’s as convincing in person as she looks in her photo.




Chapter 3

Elene

The night of the dinner is here and getting ready feels like a balancing act between nerves and curiosity. A fitted black dress, simple but elegant, seems like the right choice. It hugs my curves just enough to be confident without overdoing it. Confidence is key tonight, not just for Nate’s sake, but for mine.

Walking into the restaurant, I scan the room and spot him almost immediately. Nate looks even better in person. The pictures didn’t do justice to the sharp lines of his jaw or the warmth in his brown eyes. As I approach, he stands to greet me, his hand brushing mine in a way that sends a little spark up my arm.

“Elene,” he says, stepping forward to greet me, his voice low and smooth. “You look... perfect. Thank you for doing this.”

“Of course,” I reply with a small smile, tucking a stray strand of hair behind my ear. “So, what’s the plan? Anything I should know before we dive in?”

He motions to a quiet corner, and we sit. His gaze stays fixed on mine as he speaks, a mixture of seriousness and gratitude.

“This dinner isn’t just casual,” he says. “The boss, Mr. Gordon, has been hinting at a promotion, but he values family, relationships, the whole ‘stable life’ package. Me showing up alone? Not the best look after, well…” He trails off, clearly uncomfortable sharing too much.

I nod, letting him off the hook. “So, I’m the stability factor?”

“Exactly,” he says with a chuckle, his expression softening. “We just need to seem convincing.

A few minutes later, we’re at the table with Nate’s colleagues, the conversation already buzzing. Mr. Gordon, a man with a booming laugh and a curious glint in his eye, turns his attention to us.

“So, Nate,” he says, leaning in. “How’d you two meet?”

Nate freezes for a split second, then turns to me, squeezing my hand under the table. “You tell the story, honey,” he says smoothly, his tone confident but his grip a plea for me to take the reins.

“Well,” I begin with a mischievous grin, “it’s actually kind of embarrassing.” I glance around the table, drawing them in. “We met at the grocery store. I was reaching for a bag of coffee on the top shelf—way out of my league height-wise—and Nate here swooped in to help. Only…” I pause for effect.

“Only?” Mr. Gordon prompts, clearly intrigued.

“Only he accidentally knocked the entire display over,” I continue, barely containing my laughter. “Coffee bags everywhere. And instead of apologizing, he looks at me and says, ‘Guess that’s one way to break the ice.’”

The table erupts into laughter, and even Nate chuckles, shaking his head. “She’s exaggerating,” he says, playing along. “It wasn’t that bad.”

“Oh, it was,” I tease, leaning into him slightly. “But he made up for it by inviting me to the coffee shop next door. And the rest is history.”

The atmosphere relaxes after this. Nate is charming in a way that feels natural, his laugh rich and unforced. He sneaks glances at me when he thinks I’m distracted, and though I pretend not to notice, each lingering look sends a warmth through my chest. It’s flattering—the way his gaze feels like it’s stripping away any pretense, like he’s seeing something real.

Under the table, his knee brushes mine. At first, it seems accidental, but when neither of us shifts away, I know better. The touch lingers, subtle but deliberate. My pulse quickens, but I keep my expression neutral, focusing on the lively conversation around us as if the connection beneath the table doesn’t send a jolt through me.

The wine doesn’t help. It softens the edges of my nervousness, turning our lighthearted chatter into something more playful. His jokes are easy to laugh at, and his steady presence makes it feel like we’ve done this a hundred times before. But then his hand moves, sliding under the table until his fingers graze mine.

I don’t pull away. Instead, I let him take my hand, his grip firm, his skin warm. He squeezes once, his thumb brushing over the back of my hand in a small, deliberate gesture. It’s grounding, almost reassuring. But then his hand shifts, letting go of mine only to settle on my thigh.

My breath catches.

His touch is light at first, almost cautious, but then his fingers curl slightly, his palm pressing against me just enough to make my heart race. Suddenly, the table feels too small and the room too warm. A battle rages inside me—I want this, the thrill of it, the quiet intimacy of his hand on my leg. But I can’t allow it, not here, not now.

Unable to hold back, I lean close to his ear and whisper, “Can we talk in private for a moment, honey?”

Nate’s eyes darken, the heat in his gaze unmistakable. He nods, quick and eager, and we excuse ourselves with a polite smile to the table. His hand finds mine again as we walk, his grip firm but carrying an urgency that makes my pulse race.

We slip into a quiet corner near the hallway, out of sight but not so hidden as to feel entirely private. I turn to face him, ready to address his wandering hands under the table. “Listen, Nate—“

Before I can finish, he cups my face and kisses me, his mouth crashing against mine with a force that takes my breath away. It’s not soft or tentative. It’s demanding, consuming, and utterly unapologetic. His lips move with purpose, his tongue sliding against mine, drawing out a sound from me I don’t even recognize.

My back presses against the wall, his body close enough to feel the heat radiating from him. My hands find his chest, meaning to push him away, but instead, they linger, gripping the fabric of his blazer as his kiss unravels every shred of composure I have left.

He pulls back just enough to speak, his voice rough and low. “I couldn’t help myself.”

“That’s the problem,” I whisper, breathless, my heart pounding. “You can’t do this. Not here.”

“I know,” he murmurs, brushing his thumb over my cheek before stepping back. The space between us feels like a chasm, and I hate it, hate how much I want to close it.

“You can’t touch me like that,” I say, more firmly this time, though my voice betrays me with its shaky edge. “Not when we have to go back out there and pretend none of this happened.”

His smile is small, almost smug, like he knows exactly what he’s doing to me. “Understood,” he says, but the glint in his eyes tells me he’s anything but sorry.

We return to the table, Nate’s hand lingering at the small of my back just long enough to send another wave of heat through me. I slide into my seat, trying to focus on the conversation, but my body betrays me. Every nerve is on high alert, my skin tingling with the memory of his touch, his kiss.

I cross my legs and shift, hoping to shake off the tension building between us, but it’s useless. I sip my wine, pretending to laugh at a joke someone makes, but I can feel Nate’s eyes on me. He’s watching me like he knows exactly what he’s done, like he’s counting the minutes until we’re alone again.

The conversation moves around the table, but it’s all white noise to me now. Nate leans closer, his breath brushing against my ear as he murmurs, “Let’s get out of here.”

Seconds later, I climb into the back of a taxi. Nate slides in beside me with his thigh pressing against mine. I can feel his hand brushing my knee, deliberate and slow, as the car pulls away from the curb.

I glance at him, trying to read his expression, but his eyes are dark and focused straight ahead. His fingers creep higher, inching beneath the hem of my dress. 

I grab his wrist, holding it firmly in place. “You can’t do this,” I whisper, though my grip is loose, betraying my own hesitation.

His gaze softens, and he leans in, his lips brushing my ear as he whispers, “Look me in the eyes and tell me to stop, Elene, and I will.”

I glance toward the driver, my nerves sparking, but he’s paying us no attention. The city lights streak past the window as Nate’s hand continues its journey, sliding higher until his fingers find the heat between my thighs.

I bite my lip, stifling a gasp as he strokes me through the thin fabric of my panties. My knees press together instinctively, but he nudges them apart with firm insistence.

“Do you want me to stop?” he asks again, his tone both teasing and deadly serious.

“No,” I whisper, the word spilling out before I can stop it.

His fingers slip beneath the lace, and when he finds how wet I am, a low groan escapes him. My head falls back against the seat as he strokes me, slow and purposeful, his fingers circling with maddening precision.

I’m lost, my breath coming in soft gasps, the hum of the taxi engine and the soft music on the radio fading into the background. My hips shift against his hand, seeking more, and his fingers slide inside me, filling me just enough to make me crave him even more.

I bite down on my knuckle, desperate to keep quiet, but it’s impossible when he curls his fingers, hitting a spot that makes my entire body shudder.

“Fuck, Nate,” I breathe, my voice barely audible.

He leans in, his lips brushing against my neck. “You’re going to come for me,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my skin.

I’m so close, teetering on the edge, when the taxi slows to a stop. My eyes snap open, and I realize we’re here—outside his hotel.

Nate withdraws his hand, leaving me trembling and aching. He grins, his fingers glistening as he licks them clean, his gaze locked on mine.

“Come on,” he says, his voice thick with heat. “Let’s continue upstairs.”

I follow him, my legs shaky as we stumble into the elevator, his hands on my hips, his mouth on mine. By the time we reach his room, I’m a mess of need and desperation.

The door barely clicks shut before he pins me against it, his mouth devouring mine with the kind of urgency that steals my breath. His hands are everywhere—tugging at my dress, slipping beneath the fabric to touch every inch of my overheated skin.

“Bed,” I manage to gasp between kisses, my hands fumbling with his belt.

He backs toward it, pulling me with him until we collapse onto the mattress in a tangle of limbs. I straddle him, yanking his shirt over his head as he slides the straps of my dress down my shoulders, baring me to him.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” he groans, his hands cupping my breasts, his thumbs teasing my nipples until I arch into him.

I grind against him, feeling his hardness through his pants, and it’s not enough. I need more—need him inside me, claiming me completely.

I free him. His cock springs to attention, long and ready, and my mouth goes dry as I take him in. When I wrap my fingers around him, his sharp intake of breath is all the encouragement I need. I stroke him slowly, savoring the velvety steel beneath my touch, feeling his body tense as I tease him. His hips buck slightly, and he groans, low and guttural, the sound sparking a heat between my thighs that I can no longer ignore.

“God, Elene,” he rasps, his voice thick and strained. His hands find my hips, fingers digging into my flesh with just enough pressure to make me gasp. The urgency in his grip matches the pounding of my heart as I reach for a condom. My fingers tremble slightly, but I steady myself, sliding it on.

His hands grip my hips firmly, guiding me as I position myself over him. Slowly, inch by inch, I take him inside, my pussy stretching around him. The burn of the stretch is delicious, every nerve alive with the sensation of him filling me completely. I don’t stop until I’ve taken him to the base, until he’s buried balls deep inside me.

I keep my body tilted forward, bracing my hands on his shoulders for support. Slowly, I sit up straighter, adjusting my position. The change in angle drives him even deeper, the pressure building to a point that’s almost too much—yet it’s exactly what I need.

His hands slide up my sides, fingers brushing against my skin before returning to grip my hips, his touch firm and urgent. His hold tightens, guiding me to move faster, and I obey, my pace quickening with every breath. My hands drift to his chest, fingers spreading over the hard muscles beneath. I press into him, while he pushes himself deeper, each thrust meeting me with an intensity that has me gasping.

“God, you feel so good,” he growls, his voice thick with raw desire. His hips rise to meet mine, matching my movements as the rhythm becomes wild and desperate. The slick, intoxicating sound of our bodies moving together fills the air, every stroke pushing me closer to the edge.

“God, Elene,” he groans, his head falling back as his hands guide my movements.

I lean forward, kissing him deeply, our tongues tangling as I ride him harder. The slick sound of our bodies moving together fills the room, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge.

His grip tightens, his movements growing erratic. “I’m so close,” he growls, his voice strained.

“Me too,” I gasp, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until it snaps.

And then it shatters. Pleasure crashes over me in a tidal wave, stealing my breath and leaving me trembling as my body convulses in release. My cry echoes through the room, mingling with his deep, guttural moan as he follows, his body tensing before giving way to pure bliss.

We collapse together, breathless and sated, our bodies still tangled. I rest my head against his chest, listening to the pounding of his heart as we come down from the high. He hugs me tight as if he will never let go.

~The End~


seven
Her Rent, His Rules
Connor


My patience wears thin, and I begin to worry. Is she okay? Has something happened? It’s been a week since rent was due, and Holly hasn’t paid yet. This is unusual; in the seven years she’s been my tenant, she’s always been punctual with her payments. I decide to give her a call, but it goes straight to voicemail. I leave a message, my tone stern as I remind her of the due date.

Annoyed, I get in my car and drive to the apartment I own, a cozy one-bedroom in a quiet neighborhood. I knock on the door, my heart racing as I wonder what I’ll find. The door creaks open, and there stands Holly, her face red and puffy, her eyes swollen from crying. My heart sinks at the sight of her.

“Holly, what’s wrong?” I ask, my voice filled with concern. I’ve always thought of her as a strong, independent woman, but seeing her like this, vulnerable and distressed, stirs something protective within me.

She sniffles, wiping her tears with the back of her hand. “Connor, I… I lost my job. My company downsized, and I was let go. I’ve been trying to find a new position, but it hasn’t been easy.” Her voice cracks, and fresh tears begin to fall.

I feel my anger at her late rent melt away, replaced by a deep empathy. I pull her into a tight embrace, letting her sob into my shoulder. “Shh, it’s okay. We’ll figure something out.”

She pulls back, her eyes searching mine. “Please, Connor, don’t throw me out. You know I’ve always paid my rent on time.”

I smile, gently brushing a stray hair from her face. “I would never just throw you out. You’ve been a fantastic tenant, and I know this is just a rough patch. I’m sure you’ll find a new job very soon.”

A hint of a smile plays on her lips. “I’ve got a few more interviews lined up.”

I want to do more than just offer empty words of comfort. I want to help her, to ease her worries, even if just for a little while. An idea, bold and unexpected, crosses my mind, and I find myself voicing it before I can stop myself. “You know, we could find another way for you to pay rent. Just until you get back on your feet.”

Her eyes widen excitedly. “What do you have in mind?” she asks, her voice soft and breathy.

I take a step closer, my body responding to the unspoken tension that has suddenly filled the air. “Well, I’ve always thought you were incredibly beautiful, Holly. What if... what if you paid me in a different way this month?”

She bites her lip, her eyes never leaving mine. “Like how?”

I take her hand in mine, my thumb stroking her soft skin. “How about a private dance? Like a striptease. And maybe... a little more.”

She nods, a silent agreement to my proposition. Without another word, she turns and walks into the apartment, leaving the door open for me. I follow, my heart pounding in anticipation. Holly moves with a newfound confidence, her earlier tears seemingly forgotten. She stops in the middle of the living room, turning to face me with a seductive smile.

“Make yourself at home,” she says, her voice low and teasing as she gestures to the couch. “I’ll be right back.”

I watch her disappear into her bedroom, the door clicking shut behind her. My pulse quickens as I wait. Seconds later, the door creaks open again, and Holly steps into view. She put on a pair of black heels that make her legs look even longer.

Pulling out her phone, she taps a few keys, and within moments, rhythmic music starts to fill the space. The beat pulses in the air, and my body responds instantly, every inch of me drawn to her.

Biting her lip, she looks at me with a wicked glint in her eyes. “Do you like what you see, Connor?” she asks, her voice dripping with seduction.

I don’t need to say a word. My body does all the talking. My cock is already hard, straining against my jeans, desperate for more. She sees it, that spark in her eyes growing brighter as she takes a step closer.

Swaying to the music, Holly reaches up to the straps of her white tank top, her fingers grazing the fabric with purpose. She pulls it slowly over her head, revealing the smooth skin of her shoulders and the soft curves of her chest. My breath hitches as her bare skin is exposed, her movements hypnotic.

With a teasing glance, she reaches for the button of her tight jeans, her fingers brushing the fabric. Moving to the music, her hips roll with a sensual grace that has my heart pounding. She turns, facing away from me, and I can’t tear my eyes from the curve of her back, the way her shoulders shift with each beat. Her body is fluid, every motion deliberate, drawing me in like a magnet.

She places a hand on her lower back, giving her hips a teasing little push to the side as if daring me to follow her every move. Then, slowly, she turns again, giving me a perfect view of her backside. Her denims hug her curves, and I can see the faint outline of her black lace thong beneath the fabric. The music picks up, and she shifts her weight, pushing her hips back in a sultry grind, letting the rhythm guide her movements.

With a mischievous glance over her shoulder, she starts to unbutton her jeans. My breath catches as she pulls the zipper down slowly, teasing me with every inch of exposed skin. Then, with an almost imperceptible smile, she slides them down her hips, letting them fall to the floor.

She’s in nothing but a black lace bra, a matching thong, and heels that click on the floor as she moves toward me. 

My eyes follow her every move, drinking in the way she stands before me, confident, seductive, and so damn irresistible.

The golden glow of her skin catches the light just right, accentuating the perfect curve of her ass. She stands there for a beat, letting the moment linger, allowing me to take in every inch of her exposed body.

The air between us is thick with desire. I can’t look away as she gives a final, sultry glance over her shoulder, her lips curling in a smile that promises more.

The room is silent except for the soft thrum of the music, the sound of her breath, and the undeniable tension between us. Holly moves closer, her body swaying, and I can feel the heat rising between us as she continues her slow, seductive dance, knowing exactly how to tease and tempt.

She reaches behind her back, unclipping her bra in slow motion. In one smooth movement, she tosses it aside, exposing her bare breasts to me. They’re flawless—full, round, and perfectly shaped. Her dark pink nipples stand erect, the cool air teasing them, and I can’t tear my eyes away from the sight.

“Suck them,” she commands, her voice hoarse with need.

I don’t need to be asked twice. My hands cup the weight of her breasts as I lean forward to take her nipple into my mouth. I suck and tease, my tongue swirling around the sensitive peak as I feel her hands tangle in my hair.

“Yes, just like that,” she moans, her head thrown back in pleasure.

Her words spur me on, igniting a surge of arousal as I move from one breast to the other, lavishing attention on each nipple until they are wet and glistening. Holly’s hands grip my hair tighter, guiding me as she grinds her hips against my face.

“That’s it, Connor,” she whispers, her voice thick with arousal. “Suck my tits like you own them.”

Her words send a jolt of desire straight to my cock, which is straining against my jeans. I want to feel her hands on me, to be touched by her, and I know she can sense my need.

“Touch me, Holly,” I plead, my voice rough with want. “I need to feel your hands on me.”

She smiles, her eyes glinting with satisfaction at my plea. With deliberate slowness, she reaches for my belt, undoing it with practiced ease. Her fingers fumble with the button of my jeans, and then the zipper, the sound of it echoing in the quiet room.

“Oh, I’ve wanted to do this for so long,” she purrs, her breath hot against my skin as she slides her hand inside my boxers, wrapping her fingers around my throbbing cock.

I groan, my head falling back as her hand begins to stroke me, her touch firm and confident. “Fuck, Holly, that feels so good.”

She chuckles, the sound low and throaty.

Her hand moves up and down my length, her thumb swirling over the sensitive head of my cock, collecting the pre-cum that has begun to leak from the tip.

“You like that, don’t you?” she teases, her voice a seductive whisper. “You like my hand on your dick?”

“Fuck yes,” I manage to grunt, my body tense with the effort of holding back my orgasm. “But to pay your rent, I need a little more, Holly.”

With that, I pull her hand away, standing to quickly rid myself of my clothes. Holly’s eyes follow my every move, her gaze hungry as I stand before her, hard and ready.

“I want to feel your mouth on my cock.”

Positioning myself above her as she leans forward, her lips part to take me in. Her tongue swirls around the head of my erection, teasing and tantalizing before she takes me deep into her warm, wet mouth.

“Oh fuck,” I groan, my hands gripping the sheets as she sucks and licks, her mouth working its magic. “That’s it, Holly. Suck me like you mean it.”

She moans around my length, the vibrations sending shivers of pleasure through me. I can feel her hand on my balls, gently massaging as she continues to pleasure me with her mouth. I want to last, to savor this moment, but my body is betraying me, my orgasm building with relentless intensity.

“Holly, your gonna make me cum,” I warn, my voice hoarse.

She pulls back, her lips glistening with my arousal. “I want you to, Connor. Let me see you cum.”

Her words are all it takes to send me over the edge. I thrust my hips forward, my cock sliding deep into her mouth as I explode, my cum shooting down her throat. She swallows, her eyes never leaving mine, as she milks every last drop from me.

“Shit… let me clean you up,” I groan, hands brushing stray strands of hair from her face.

I pull back just enough to look at her, breath still ragged, and murmur, “I hope it takes a couple more months for you to find a job. I could really get used to this kind of payment.”

~The End~


eight
It’s Getting Hot In Here
Melanie


My body simmering with anticipation, I lie back, blindfolded, as I wait for Max’s next move. He surprised me with this short getaway to his parents’ cabin, a quiet escape nestled deep in the woods. After two years together, he still has a way of keeping things exciting, always knowing how to catch me off guard in the best ways.

The room feels alive with the crackling of the fire and the soft rustle of blankets beneath me. The scent of pine from the woods outside mingles with his familiar earthy musk, wrapping around me like a promise. My hands tremble as they trace the curves of my own body, but it’s not enough. It never is.

When he walks back into the room, I hear the floor cracking beneath him. Heat radiates from him. I hear the sound of an object clinking as he sets it down on the floor. His voice, smooth and low, breaks the silence, and I shiver.

“Are you ready?”

Not sure for what, I reply a bit too quickly, “Yes.”

There’s a moment of stillness, and then I feel something extremely hot land on my forearm. I flinch, my body instinctively tensing at the sudden sting. The heat is unexpected, jarring against the cooler air, awakening every nerve ending in its wake.

I’m confused. What just happened? Trying to stay calm, I focus on the warmth spreading, accumulating on my skin, and creating a numbness that mixes pleasure with a hint of pain. It takes my brain a moment to catch up and realize it’s wax.

“Relax,” he murmurs, his voice a soothing balm against my rising tension. I try to focus on his words, on the way he commands the space, but the thrill of the wax pooling against my skin keeps me on edge, anticipation coiling tight in my belly.

I feel Max move closer, his presence warm and enveloping. Suddenly, I feel another burn as more wax drips onto my skin, creating a delicate trail along my shoulder. My breath catches, and I bite my lip to stifle a moan as the heat spreads, forming a small puddle before cooling. Each drop is both tantalizing and torturous, igniting my desire and making me crave more.

What adds to the intrigue is the delicious uncertainty of where the next drop will land. The unpredictability sends my senses into overdrive, heightening every moment. I can’t help but squirm, every nerve-ending alert.

Before he continues, I feel him lean over me, as he whispers, “How does that feel?”

“Amazing,” I manage to whisper, my voice shaky. It feels like a blend of pleasure and pain, and I’m utterly consumed by it.

With each new drop, he explores my body, tracing paths of warm wax along my collarbone, down to my stomach. My pulse quickens by the proximity to my most sensitive part.

“You think your tits can handle it?” Max asks.

I push my breasts up as high as I can.

“Yes, give me more,” I urge in a pleading whisper, the playful challenge igniting my desire even further.

I hear him chuckle softly, and I can sense him complying, pouring his intent into each drip. I arch my back, craving the contact, the heat, and the sweet torture of his touch.

Then, without warning, I feel the hot wax drip onto my breasts. The heat spreads across my sensitive skin, and I gasp. Another drop follows, landing just above my nipple, and I arch even more, lifting my chest toward him, desperate for the next wave of sensation.

“Tell me what you want,” he prompts, his voice thick with hunger.

“I want you,” I whisper breathlessly, my whole body alive with need, craving for him to take me.

I hear the soft clink as he sets the candle down, the sound barely audible over my own heartbeat. My body is still humming from the heat of the wax, my skin tingling where it’s hardened. Then I feel his hand, firm and possessive, gripping my chin. I swallow hard as his thumb brushes my lower lip.

“Open your eyes, babe,” he commands, his voice a low rasp that thrills me.

I hesitate, the anticipation building, before slowly pulling the blindfold away. The dim flicker of candlelight hits my eyes, and for a moment, I’m disoriented by the sudden clarity.

When my gaze finally focuses, I’m met with him—his eyes dark with hunger, his body towering over me, a mixture of dominance and longing. The sight of him, so close, so commanding, makes my breath hitch. I can’t look away as his gaze drifts over my body, his approval and desire unmistakable.

And then, my eyes trace the trails of wax that decorate my skin like some kind of art—soft, glistening patterns that turn me on more than I thought possible. Drops still cling, cooling into smooth, hardened shapes.

It’s beautiful—raw and sensual. The sight alone turns me on.

His hand remains on my chin, tilting my face toward him. “Look at yourself,” he whispers.

I can barely focus on the words, too consumed by the way my body looks and the way I feel under his touch. The mix of pleasure and pain from the wax, the heat still lingering on my skin, the ache in my core—it’s all building, making me need him even more.

His hand tightens on my chin, pulling me closer until our faces are just inches apart. The heat of his breath mingles with mine, his eyes roaming over my body with an intensity that makes my skin burn even hotter than the wax.

“You’re a masterpiece,” he murmurs again, and the way he says it makes my pulse quicken. I can feel the hunger radiating off him, matching my own desperate need.

I can’t take it anymore. “Please,” I whisper, my voice trembling with anticipation. “I need you.”

Max grins, that dark, knowing smile, as his hand releases my chin and trails down my neck, over my breasts, his fingers brushing against the cooled wax. I shiver, excitement rushing through me. His other hand grips my hip, steadying me as he moves closer, his body pressing against mine.

His teasing grin fades, replaced by raw intensity. He pulls me into a deep, hungry kiss, the kind that makes my pulse race. The air between us crackles with need, and I can feel his arousal, hard and insistent against my thigh.

Without breaking the kiss, his hand slides down my body, over my stomach, until it reaches the waistband of my panties. I moan into his mouth as he slips them down, his fingers brushing the sensitive skin beneath. He pulls away just enough to tug his boxers off, and I gasp as I feel his rock-hard dick pressing against me. The feel of him against my thigh makes my pulse race, eager to feel him inside me.

Finally, with a measured, deliberate movement, he presses into me, stretching me and filling me completely.

“Max,” I whisper, my voice shaky with need.

He groans, the sound low and guttural, and his rhythm begins slow, deep, and teasing. Every thrust sends waves of pleasure coursing through me, my body trembling beneath him. I grip his shoulders, nails digging into his skin as he sets a pace that builds, faster and deeper, making me gasp and moan his name.

The fire crackles in the background, but it’s nothing compared to the heat building in my core. His grip tightens on my hips, anchoring me as he drives us both toward release. I feel every inch of him, every movement pushing us closer to the edge.

When I finally shatter, it’s with his name on my lips, my body surging in pleasure as he moves with me, and I cum hard, the intensity of it overwhelming. As the tremors subside, I stay locked in place, breathing heavily, not moving, just feeling the last pulses of my release.

~The End~


nine
His Christmas Gift
Amanda


“Open it, Amanda,” Maison urges, his deep voice filled with anticipation.

I’m caught off guard when Maison hands me a small gift box. It’s a little early for presents, but he insists we exchange them before his brother arrives. I’ve always been a bit of a joker, teasing him about his sexy brother, Marc, and how I’d love to have a wild night with him. Just harmless flirting—or so I thought.

I tear at the wrapping paper, my heart racing. Inside is a simple black box, and when I lift the lid, my breath catches in my throat. It’s a stunning diamond necklace, but that’s not what takes my breath away. There’s a note inside, written in Maison’s elegant handwriting.

“To my beautiful Amanda, wear this as a symbol of my love, and tonight, I give you your wish. Enjoy your night with Marc. Love, Maison.”

My hands tremble as I read the note for the second time, just to make sure I’m not dreaming. Maison has always been the jealous type; I never imagined he’d actually let me have a night with his brother. I look up at him, my eyes wide with surprise.

“You’re serious?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

Maison smiles, his green eyes sparkling with mischief. “Absolutely. I know you’ve been joking about it for a while, and I thought, why not make your fantasy come true? But there’s one condition.”

Intrigued and a little nervous, I raise an eyebrow, waiting for him to continue.

“I want to watch,” he says, his voice low and husky. “If I’m letting you do this, I need to be a part of it. I want to see you with Marc... observe you with him.”

My pulse quickens as I process what he’s saying. The thought of him being around, especially when I’m with his brother, makes my heart race. It’s not something I’d ever considered before—being with another man while Maison looks on. But the idea of both of them wanting me, the tension of it all, is unexpectedly thrilling. My body responds before my mind can catch up, warmth spreading through me at the thought of what might happen next.

“Are you okay with that, baby?” Maison asks, his eyes searching mine for any sign of discomfort.

I take a deep breath. “I think I’d like that,” I say, my voice steady despite my nerves. “As long as you’re sure.”

Maison leans in and kisses me softly, his lips tasting like the wine we’ve been sipping. “I’m more than sure. I want to see you pleasure my brother, and I want him to do the same for you. It’s a Christmas gift we’ll all remember.”

As if on cue, the doorbell rings, signaling Marc’s arrival. My stomach flutters with anticipation. Maison’s hand finds mine, giving it a reassuring squeeze.

“Let’s go greet your present, shall we?” he says with a wink, his playful side coming through.

I take a moment to compose myself, smoothing down my little black dress, the one that always makes me feel sexy and confident, and adjusting my new necklace before I follow Maison to the door, my heart pounding with every step.

When we open the door, Marc stands there, looking dashing in a casual suit, his dark hair perfectly styled. His eyes immediately lock with mine, and I feel a jolt of electricity course through my entire body. He has a mischievous smile on his face as if he knows exactly what’s about to happen.

“Merry Christmas, Amanda,” he says, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine. “I hope you’ve been a good girl this year.”

I blush, feeling Maison’s gaze on me, knowing he’s watching our every move. “I’ve been very good, Marc. But I think I might be a little naughty tonight.”

Maison steps forward, placing a possessive hand on my lower back. “She’s all yours for the night, brother.”

Marc’s eyes flicker between us, understanding the game we’re about to play. “This is the best Christmas gift ever.”

We move into the living room, the air between us thick with tension—the kind that feels almost too much to bear but is also undeniable. Maison pours us each a glass of wine, and we settle on the plush couch. Our bodies are close, but there’s a distance, an awkwardness hanging in the air. The desire is palpable, but so is the uncertainty. I don’t know how to start this.

Marc turns some music on, and the slow, sensual beat fills the room. He stands, offering me his hand with a smirk. “Dance with me, Amanda?” His voice is low, the words laced with promise.

I take his hand, and he pulls me into his embrace, his strong arms wrapping around me. The reason I’m so drawn to him is his build—his chest is broader, his arms are stronger, and there’s a rawness in him that feels… different. Our bodies move together with the rhythm, and the space between us closes until his chest presses against mine.

His lips brush softly against my neck, tentative at first, as if unsure whether to push forward. I close my eyes, letting the warmth of his touch flood me, forgetting everything around us. Each gentle kiss along my skin sends a shiver through me, his lips barely skimming, as though savoring the moment.

I lick my lips, the anticipation making my heart race. Leaning my head back, I look up at him, my gaze steady as I silently invite him in. And then, our lips meet in a short and slow kiss.

Moments later he pulls away just enough to look into my eyes, his breath warm on my skin. “You’re stunning, Amanda,” he murmurs. “Maison is a lucky man.”

I smile, feeling a rush of confidence. “Thank you. But tonight, I’m all yours.”

Marc pulls me closer again, his body heat radiating toward me as he gently kisses the nape of my neck. “And I plan to make the most of it. There are so many things I want to do with you. So many positions I want to fuck you in. But we only have this one night.”

His lips trail down my neck, and I tilt my head back, inviting him to explore. His hands move to the zipper of my dress, slowly pulling it down, and revealing the lacy black bra beneath. I tremble as his warm breath caresses my exposed skin.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he whispers, his lips brushing against my sensitive skin. “I can’t believe we are doing this.”

I moan softly as his hands cup my breasts, his thumbs teasing my hardened nipples through the lace. “I’ve fantasized about this moment, Marc. I’ve been wondering what your cock looks like.”

With a swift motion, he unhooks my bra, letting it fall to the floor. His mouth claims one of my nipples, sucking and teasing it with his tongue. I arch my back, offering myself to him, my hands tangling in his hair.

He murmurs between kisses.

His hands moved lower, sliding my dress all the way down. Seconds later, I feel his fingers brushing against my wetness. I gasp as he slips one finger inside me, stroking my sensitive walls.

“So wet already,” he whispers. “Looks like you want me, Amanda.”

I nod, my desire clouding my thoughts. “Yes, please. I want to feel you inside me.”

Marc’s finger moves in and out, building the pleasure within me. “Not yet, princess. I want to taste you first.”

He slowly lowers me onto the couch, his eyes never leaving mine. With gentle hands, he explores my curves. From the corner of my eye, I see Maison rubbing his bulge. Relieved that he enjoys himself, I focus back on Marc.

I spread my legs, inviting him to explore further. Marc kneels between my thighs, his eyes locked on my glistening core. He leans forward, his warm breath teasing my sensitive folds.

“Oh, God,” I whisper as his tongue flicks my clit, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body.

Marc’s mouth is relentless, his tongue swirling and flicking, driving me closer to the edge. I moan, my hands gripping the cushions as he licks and sucks, bringing me closer to orgasm.

“That’s it, princess,” he encourages, his voice deep and commanding. “Let go, Amanda. Cum for me.”

His fingers join his mouth, slipping inside me, hitting all the right spots. I cry out, my body shaking as the waves of pleasure crash over me. I arch my back, my hips thrusting against his face as I ride out my orgasm.

I lie there, breathless and satisfied, my body still trembling from the intense release. Marc moves up my body, his lips finding mine in a passionate kiss. I taste myself on his tongue, and it only adds to the eroticism of the moment.

“That was just the beginning, Amanda,” he promises, his hands roaming over my body. “I’m going to make you cum again and again.”

I smile, feeling empowered and desired. “I can’t wait.”

In the meantime, Maison pulls his pants down and is now stroking his rock-hard cock, silently watching us.

Marc grins, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “Let’s give your soon-to-be husband a show he’ll never forget.”

“Show me how you pleasure my girl,” Maison approves.

Marc smirks, his eyes dark with desire. He slowly undoes his jeans, pushing them down over his hips, revealing the hard, sculpted lines of his body. He kicks them aside, then yanks his shirt off in one smooth motion, exposing his muscular chest. Standing fully naked, his gaze flicks between me and Maison.

I gasp, my eyes widening as I look down at the thick, hard length before me. It’s nothing like I expected—bigger, more intense than I imagined. The skin is smooth and warm, flushed with a deep shade of pink at the tip. 

Comparing it to his brother’s, there’s no contest. His is thicker, longer, and far more impressive. Even the way it stands, rigid and proud, is different, as if it knows its power. And Marc’s balls—damn, they’re bigger too, heavy and full, hanging low beneath him, giving off a raw, potent energy. I can’t wait to find out if he knows how to use this weapon—if he’s as skilled as he is well-endowed. My heart races, my body aching for him to prove it.

Marc positioned himself between my legs, his hard length pressing against my wetness. After sliding a condom over I reach down, guiding him inside me, and we both moan as he fills me completely.

“Oh, fuck, Amanda,” Marc groans, his hips thrusting slowly at first. “You are even tighter than I imagined.”

I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, wanting to feel all of him. 

Maison’s eyes are fixed on our joining, his hand stroking his own erection.

“Yes, Marc,” I pant, my body moving in rhythm with his. “Fuck me, please.”

He obliges, his pace increasing, his thrusts becoming harder and faster. I can feel my second orgasm building, my body responding to his every movement. 

Maison’s eyes are locked on us, his breath coming in sharp gasps as he watches his brother claim me.

“That’s it, Amanda,” Marc encourages me. “Cum for us both.”

Marc’s hand found my clit, his fingers working in perfect harmony with his thrusts. I cry out, my body convulsing as another powerful orgasm rips through me. Marc grunts, his body tensing as he cums.

Through the haze of my own climax, I’m aware of Maison, his gaze locked on us, and I know he’s not far behind.

~The End~


ten
Sensual Salon
Camila


“Hi, I have an appointment at 3,” I say, stepping into the salon with a smile. “For Camilla.”

The scent of hair products and a hint of perfume fills the air as I walk up to the reception desk. I’m feeling a little adventurous today and decide to try out this new salon for a much-needed haircut. My dark, curly locks have grown wild and unruly, and I’m ready for a change.

A stunning woman turns to greet me, her voice smooth like honey. “Welcome, Camila,” she says. “I’m Susann, and I’ll be taking care of your hair today.” 

Susann is breathtaking, with her blonde hair cascading down her back and bright blue eyes that seem to see right through me. Her white dress hugs her curves, emphasizing her slender figure. I feel an instant connection, a spark of attraction that takes me by surprise.

“Nice to meet you, Susann,” I manage, my voice a little shaky as I follow her further into the salon. It’s quiet, almost too quiet. The sound of my heels clicking against the floor is the only noise besides my pounding heart.

“Take a seat,” she says with a warm smile, gesturing toward the chair. My pulse quickens as I sit down. Susann’s presence is captivating, and I can’t help but feel a little flustered.

She drapes a black cape around my shoulders, her fingers brushing against my neck. The light touch gives me goosebumps, and I sit up a little straighter in the chair.

Her hands are in my curls, lifting a section and letting it fall through her fingers like silk. “Your hair has such a beautiful texture,” she murmurs, her fingers gently combing through another strand, holding it up to the light. 

“Are you thinking of keeping the length? Or maybe something a bit shorter to frame your face?” she asks, her tone thoughtful. She gathers a handful of curls at the back of my head, holding them as if envisioning the shape of the cut, then lets them cascade back down. Her movements are slow, almost sensual, and I feel myself relaxing under her skilled hands.

“I’m not sure,” I admit, my voice soft. “I was thinking just a trim? But you are the expert; I’d love to hear your suggestions.”

Susann steps closer, her hands now lightly raking through the curls, massaging my scalp. “Hmm,” she hums, tilting her head as if studying me. “We could add some layers to enhance the natural volume and movement. Something fresh but still easy to manage.” Her fingers trail down to the ends of my hair, brushing lightly against my shoulders.

“You seem a little tense, Camila. Let’s start with a wash; that will help you relax.”

I nod, grateful for the suggestion, and follow her to the wash station. She gestures for me to sit, then adjusts the chair and tilts my head back into the sink. The warm water flows over my scalp, and I sigh softly as the initial rush of relaxation settles in.

Susann applies a dollop of shampoo, her fingers working through my hair with precision. She starts on my forehead, her touch firm yet gentle as she massages in circular motions. The sensation is soothing, her fingertips kneading away the tension I didn’t even realize I was holding.

“This part’s always my favorite,” she says softly, her voice low and calming. “It’s where all the stress melts away.”

As her thumbs press gently along the base of my skull, I can’t help but let out a small, contented sigh. The pressure is just right—firm enough to release the tension, yet delicate enough to feel indulgent. 

“Let me know if the pressure’s okay,” she murmurs, her breath warm as she leans a little closer.

“It’s perfect,” I reply, my voice barely above a whisper.

My eyes fall shut as I sink deeper into the chair, the warm water running over my hair adding to the relaxation. Another soft moan escapes before I can stop it.

“Mmm, you could do this all day,” I murmur, my voice low with contentment.

She chuckles, the sound warm and unguarded. “Where is that tension coming from? Long week?”

“Something like that,” I reply, smiling despite myself, unwilling to move from this blissful moment. “You’ve got magic hands,” I add.

“Magic hands, huh? I might have to charge extra for that kind of compliment.”

“Worth it,” I say, smiling. The air between us feels a little warmer now, charged but still playful.

Her fingers pause again, lingering at the base of my neck. “You’re trouble, aren’t you?” she whispers, almost to herself.

“Only if you want me to be,” I quip, opening my eyes to meet hers. The words come out before I fully think them through, but her reaction is instant—a small, genuine laugh followed by a slight tilt of her head.

“Maybe I don’t mind trouble,” she murmurs, her voice softer now.

For a moment, we just look at each other. Then, as if the space between us wasn’t meant to exist, she leans in. Her lips meet mine in a kiss that’s tentative but confident, warm and surprisingly tender.

Susann’s lips are soft and warm and her tongue dances with mine, exploring my mouth with a passion that leaves me breathless. I run my hands through her silky hair, pulling her closer, to deepen the kiss. It’s as if a dam has broken within me, and a flood of desire washes over my senses.

Susann pulls back first, her cheeks flushed, her breath mingling with mine as she looks at me with a mix of surprise and amusement. “I don’t usually kiss my clients,” she says with a playful lilt in her voice.

I grin, still catching my breath. “I don’t usually make out with my hairdresser.”

We both laugh quietly, the sound easing the charged air between us. She brushes a strand of my wet hair back behind my ear. “We should… get back to your haircut,” she says, though there’s no mistaking the lingering heat in her eyes.

She gestures for me to lean back in the chair, her hands steady but her cheeks still faintly pink. As she wraps a towel around my wet hair, her fingers skim my neck.

“Okay,” she says, her tone returning to its professional edge, though the smile she gives me is anything but. “Do you trust me?” she asks.

Confused, I ask, “Are we talking about the haircut?”

“Yes.”

Without thinking, I blurt a confident “Yes” out.

“Then let’s get to work.” She picks up the scissors and begins trimming. The soft snip of the blades fills the air.

Occasionally, her hands brush my skin—fingers grazing my ear or the nape of my neck—and each time, it feels electric. My heartbeat quickens, and I find myself holding my breath.

“You’re really good at this,” I say, trying to break the silence, my voice a little lower than I intended.

“Thanks,” she replies, her smile widening as she angles my head gently to the side. “I’ve had lots of practice… though I can’t say I’ve ever had a haircut quite like this one.”

“Me neither,” I admit, unable to resist the grin pulling at my lips.

She steps closer, working on the layers framing my face. Her fingers guide the strands with precision, but I can feel the deliberate slowness in her touch. When her knuckles brush against my cheek, I tilt my head slightly, just enough for our eyes to meet.

Her hand stills for a second, and before I can stop myself, I lean forward, catching her lips again in a kiss that is more urgent. The scissors clatter softly onto the counter as she cups my face, her thumb grazing my cheek.

“Camila,” she murmurs against my lips, her breath warm. “We’re going to get caught.”

“Then lock the door,” I whisper back, my fingers brushing the edge of her apron.

She laughs softly, shaking her head. “You’re trouble.”

“Only the good kind,” I reply, a teasing smile on my lips.

Susann straightens, a mix of professionalism and desire in her expression. “Sit still. Let me finish your hair before we start something we can’t stop.”

Reluctantly, I settle back into the chair, watching as she picks up the scissors again. Her movements are a little quicker now, but the occasional glance she throws my way speaks volumes. When she finishes the last snip, she steps back, studying her work.

“All done,” she says, running her fingers through my hair to fluff it up. “What do you think?”

I glance in the mirror and smile. “It’s perfect.” But in reality, I don’t even care. All I want is to make out with her.

She leans in close again, her hands on my shoulders. “Let me lock the front door.”

On her way back, she takes her white dress off and walks confidently toward me, like a model down the catwalk, only in white lacy underwear.

My mouth goes dry as I take in the sight of her perky breasts and the hint of her nipples through the fabric. She kneels before me, her hands running up my thighs, sending shivers of anticipation through my body.

“There is something here between us. I’ve never felt such an instant connection,” she murmurs, her voice a sultry promise.

Her gaze flicks to mine, and the air between us crackles with tension. Unable to resist any longer, I cup her face in my hands, pulling myself up to meet her. Our lips crash together, urgent and hungry, as if we’ve both been waiting for this moment our entire lives.

Her hands abandon their teasing journey, sliding up my back as she presses her body against mine. The kiss deepens, her tongue parting my lips and tangling with mine in a fiery rhythm. I clutch at her, my nails grazing her skin as I lose myself in the intoxicating taste of her.

When we finally pull back, breathless and trembling, our foreheads touch, and I can feel her heart racing in sync with my own. “Susann,” I whisper, my voice trembling with desire.

Her hands reach for the hem of my dress, slowly pulling it up, revealing my toned legs. Her fingers trace the outline of my thong, making me squirm with desire.

“You’re wet already, Camila,” she murmurs, her fingers dipping beneath the fabric, stroking my folds. I let out a soft gasp as her fingers find my clit, circling it gently, sending sparks of pleasure coursing through me.

“I want to taste you,” she adds, her voice hoarse with need.

Before I can respond, she lowers herself between my thighs, her breath warm against my skin as she hooks her fingers under the sides of my thong, sliding it down slowly. The cool air brushes against me, heightening my arousal.

Her tongue replaces her fingers with a long, languid stroke that has my hips bucking toward her. She hums in approval, her lips sealing around my clit as she teases and sucks, driving me wild. My hands find their way to her hair, gripping it as the sensations build.

“Susann,” I moan, barely able to form words, my body trembling under her expert touch. Just when I feel like I might lose myself completely, she pulls back, leaving me aching and breathless.

“I’ll be right back,” she promises, her voice thick with desire.

Moments later, she returns swiftly, a small, sleek vibrator in her hand. Her cheeks are flushed, but her expression is one of confident mischief. She raises an eyebrow as she steps closer, holding the device up for me to see.

“Thought I’d bring something a little extra to the party,” she says, her voice low and filled with promise.

The hum of the vibrator as she turns it on sends a thrill of anticipation through me. “Let’s see how many ways I can make you cum.”

I feel a fresh wave of arousal wash over me at the sight. My legs part instinctively as she kneels between them again, the vibrator glinting in the soft light. She clicks it on, and a faint hum fills the room.

With the vibrator pressed against my clit, I cry out, my back arching as waves of pleasure ripple through me.

Her free hand grips my thigh, steadying me as she moves the vibrator in slow circles, teasing and relentless. “You’re so responsive, Camila. I could do this all day,” she says, her tone husky and filled with desire.

I reach for her, my hands tangling in her hair as my body responds helplessly to her touch. “It feels… oh, God… it feels amazing,” I manage to whisper between moans.

She watches me intently, her blue eyes dark with lust. “Let me make you feel even better,” she says, and without warning, she slides the vibrator lower, letting it tease my entrance before slipping it inside me.

The combination of its deep vibrations and her fingers pressing against my clit is overwhelming. I grind against her hand, desperate for more, my breath coming in ragged gasps. “Don’t stop, Susann, please,” I beg, my voice filled with need.

Her lips curl into a wicked smile. “I wouldn’t dream of it.”

The sensations build rapidly, every nerve in my body lighting up as I teeter on the edge. Her fingers and the vibrator work in perfect harmony, pushing me closer and closer until I finally explode. My cries fill the salon as ecstasy crashes over me, leaving me trembling and breathless.

As I come down from the high, Susann gently removes the vibrator, her hands soothing as she strokes my thighs. She leans in, her lips brushing mine in a soft, lingering kiss.

With her hands on my hips, she helps me to steady myself. She gestures toward a plush leather couch tucked into the corner of the room, its soft, inviting surface beckoning. “Let’s move somewhere a bit more comfortable,” she murmurs, her voice still thick with desire.

I follow her, my legs still a little shaky, and sit on the couch. Susann sits beside me, turning to face me, her blonde hair cascading over one shoulder. Her lips find mine again, this time softer, more languid, as if savoring every moment. I run my fingers through her silky hair, pulling her closer.

When we break apart, her eyes meet mine, blazing with anticipation. “Your turn,” I say, my voice low but confident.

She smirks, leaning back into the couch, her posture inviting. “I like the sound of that,” she purrs.

I slide closer to her, my hands gliding up her thighs. My lips trailing down her neck and along her collarbone. She lets out a soft moan, her fingers tangling in my hair as I move lower.

She arches into my touch as I reach her hips, my fingers hooking into her panties and sliding them down her legs.

Susann’s breathing quickens as I kiss the inside of her thighs, my hands caressing her soft skin. I take my time, teasing her, enjoying the way her body responds to me.

When my tongue finally finds her pussy, she gasps. I work slowly at first, tasting her, exploring her with deliberate care. Her fingers grip the cushions, and her moans grow louder as I quicken my pace, my tongue circling and flicking her most sensitive spot.

“Camila,” she breathes, her voice trembling. “Don’t stop.”

I glance up at her, her flushed cheeks and parted lips making me want to please her even more. I slip a finger inside her, curling it just right as my tongue continues its rhythm. She cries out, her hips moving against me, chasing her release.

Her moans fill the room, and her body trembles beneath my touch. I can feel her getting closer, her breaths coming in short gasps. With a final flick of my tongue and the perfect press of my fingers, she shatters, her cries of pleasure echoing around us.

As she comes down, I kiss my way back up her body, pulling her into my arms.

~The End~


eleven
A Touch Of Healing
Rebecca


“You deserve to be spoiled,” Daniela insists, thrusting a gift card for a spa session into my hand. Her no-nonsense stare silences my protests before they even begin. “Go,” she says firmly, “and let yourself feel good for once.”

Forty, divorced, and starting over—I never thought this would be my reality. The ink on the papers is barely dry and the weight of an unhappy marriage finally lifted. But freedom feels hollow when loneliness takes its place. Most days, I feel like I’ve aged a hundred years, worn down and invisible as if the best parts of me have faded into the past.

Daniela, my ever-optimistic best friend, refuses to let me stay stuck in that mindset. This gift card in my hand, her determined words ringing in my ears, feels like a lifeline—a push toward something better, something new.

The spa is everything I didn’t expect: tranquil, inviting, and alive with the gentle hum of calm music and the soft glow of flickering candles. The air smells of lavender and eucalyptus, a soothing balm for my frazzled nerves. A friendly receptionist guides me to a changing room where I exchange my insecurities for a plush robe that drapes over my body like a cloud.

“Your massage therapist is Ryan,” she says with a knowing smile, as though the name alone should mean something to me. “He’s incredible.”

I nod, unsure how I feel about a male therapist. The idea of strong hands working out the knots in my shoulders intrigues me, but it also sets my pulse racing. Still, I follow the path of candles down the dim hallway, each step a mix of apprehension and curiosity.

The door is open as he invites me in.

“Rebecca, right?” His eyes meet mine as he extends a hand, his smile warm and easy. He’s tall, athletic, and devastatingly handsome, with blonde hair that catches the candlelight and blue eyes that seem to see through every layer of my hesitation.

His uniform, a fitted black polo shirt with the spa’s logo embroidered near the chest and tailored gray slacks, clings perfectly to his broad shoulders and toned arms. The stretch of fabric hints at a body sculpted with care, and the way he moves, smooth and confident, makes my pulse quicken.

I take his hand, the warmth of his palm sending a ripple of awareness through me. “That’s me,” I manage, trying to sound composed despite the sudden flutter in my chest.

“I’m Ryan. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” His handshake is firm yet comforting.

“I’ll step out while you get comfortable. Please, lay face down,” he says, motioning toward the massage table.

As I settle onto the massage table, the soft sheets and gentle hum of the room wrap around me. My heart pounds as I anticipate his return, my nerves and curiosity swirling together.

When Ryan comes back, his presence fills the room. He starts with slow, deliberate strokes, his hands finding the tension in my shoulders immediately. I didn’t realize how tight I was until he begins to work it all out, each movement grounded, each press of his fingers coaxing a soft sigh from me. His warmth is like a balm soaking into my skin, and I can feel the last of my nerves melt away.

“How’s the pressure?” he murmurs, his breath close enough to stir the fine hairs at the nape of my neck.

“Perfect,” I whisper, my voice hoarse with emotion. I didn’t expect the massage to feel so personal, but Ryan’s touch awakens something deep within me.

His hands work their way down my back, his thumbs digging into the knots along my spine. I moan softly as he hits a particularly tender spot, my body arching involuntarily.

“Sensitive there, huh?” he murmurs, his voice husky.

I feel a blush creep up my cheeks. His words are playful, but there’s an underlying current of something more. I shift slightly, my breasts pressing into the table, and I can’t help but wonder if he notices.

Ryan’s hands move lower, gliding to the curves of my buttocks with slow, deliberate confidence. His fingers press into the soft flesh with just the right amount of pressure, his palms working in smooth, circular motions that seem to melt every ounce of tension. A low, involuntary moan escapes my lips, heat rising in my cheeks as his thumbs press outward along the broadest parts before gliding back.

“You’re holding so much in your lower back,” he murmurs, his voice calm and steady.

I manage a small laugh, though it’s more of a sigh. “I didn’t even realize.”

I close my eyes, letting the sensation consume me. His hands explore every curve, firm but careful, his movements practiced yet unhurried. Another soft moan escapes, my hips relaxing into the table as he continues to draw out my tension, stroke by stroke.

“Turn over, Rebecca,” he whispers.

I hesitate for a heartbeat, my body humming with anticipation. Gathering my courage, I turn to face him.

He adjusts the sheet covering me, carefully ensuring my modesty while uncovering just enough of my chest to continue. His touch is gentle yet deliberate. The cool air grazes my skin, making me acutely aware of every sensation.

“I’ll move to your chest now,” he says in a low, calming voice. “Let me know if you’d like me to adjust or stop.”

I swallow hard and nod, my voice too shaky to trust. His hands begin at my shoulders, kneading away the tension with practiced care. Slowly, he works down to my collarbones. As his hands glide outward, he pauses briefly, his eyes flicking to mine as if seeking unspoken permission. My breath hitches, and I give the smallest nod, unable to look away.

His palms move tentatively to my chest, kneading the muscle above my breasts. Each touch is measured, professional at first, but as his fingers brush the soft curve, I sense a slight hesitation, like he’s silently asking a question.

The tension in my body melts under his touch, replaced by a growing ache that I can’t suppress. When his hands shift under the sheet, grazing the fullness of my breasts, his thumbs unintentionally, or perhaps deliberately, brush my nipples.

I gasp softly, the sound breaking the silence between us. My body reacts before my mind can intervene, arching slightly into his touch. He freezes for a moment, his breath catching audibly, before resuming with a tenderness that borders on reverence.

“Is this okay?” he murmurs, his voice husky but steady.

“Yes,” I whisper, my voice barely audible.

“You’re beautiful,” Ryan murmurs, his eyes locking with mine, full of admiration and something deeper, something raw.

His thumbs circle my nipples again, this time with more pressure, coaxing soft moans from my lips. The sensation sends jolts of pleasure through me, and I arch toward him, silently begging for more. He leans closer, his breath warm against my flushed skin, each exhale making me shiver. His hands never stop moving—kneading, caressing, and exploring as if he’s trying to memorize every inch of me.

“I’m so sorry. I got carried away,” he says, his voice rough with regret as he pulls back slightly, closing his eyes and shaking his head.

“Ryan,” I whisper, my voice trembling with need, “don’t stop.”

His eyes search mine, the hesitation in them melting away as his breath catches. “Are you sure?” he asks, his voice low, almost vulnerable.

Instead of answering, I reach for him, pulling his face to mine. Our lips meet, and the kiss is deep and hungry, erasing any doubts he had. His hands tighten on my waist, pulling me flush against him as his lips move with mine, igniting a fire between us.

Breaking the kiss, he rests his forehead against mine, his breath coming fast. “God, Rebecca,” he murmurs, his voice rough with desire. “I don’t think I could stop if I tried.”

When his lips leave mine, they trail down my jaw and neck, deliberate and hot, before finding the valley between my breasts. Each kiss matches the rhythm of his hands, leaving a trail of heat and anticipation in their wake.

Ryan’s hands glide back up my body, his touch becoming even more intimate, almost reverent. His strong fingers knead my shoulders, finding every sensitive spot that makes me squirm with pleasure. I feel his breath on my neck, his lips brushing my skin with tender urgency.

“Ryan,” I gasp, my hands clutching at him, desperate for more, for everything.

“I can’t hold back anymore,” he murmurs, his voice low and filled with a hunger that makes my stomach flutter.

Before I can answer, his lips trail back up to my mouth. I feel the sheet shift as his hands slide beneath it, cupping my breasts with reverence. His thumbs graze over my hardened nipples, drawing a gasp from my lips.

“You feel amazing,” he whispers, pushing the sheet aside. His fingers trace a path lower, skimming over my stomach, then slipping between my thighs. When he strokes my slick folds, a raw, uncontrollable moan tears from my lips.

“You’re so wet for me,” he says, his voice thick with desire.

The promise in his words makes my breath hitch. I nod, unable to speak, my anticipation building with every second. His piercing eyes are filled with an intensity that makes my pulse race.

He pauses, taking me in, his gaze drinking in every inch of my exposed body. “You’re stunning,” he says, his voice soft but firm, as if the words are an undeniable fact.

For the first time in years, I feel beautiful, desirable. Confidence blooms inside me under his gaze. When he leans down and takes my nipple into his mouth, I cry out, the sensation almost too much. His tongue circles and flicks, his other hand finding its way back to my core, teasing my clit with firm, precise strokes.

“Oh, Ryan,” I moan, my hips lifting to meet his touch. He chuckles softly, a wicked grin playing on his lips.

“You like that, don’t you?” he teases, his fingers working me into a frenzy.

I nod, my words lost to the overwhelming pleasure. His fingers are relentless, coaxing me higher and higher. My body tightens, every muscle trembling as I teeter on the edge.

“Christ, you’re so tight,” he groans, his voice low and filthy. “I want to feel you clench around me, baby. Cum for me, just like this.”

His fingers work me mercilessly now, circling my clit and plunging deep, his free hand gripping my hip to keep me steady. 

My cries grow louder, my body writhing under his touch, and he leans closer, his teeth grazing my neck. “That’s it,” he commands, his voice rough and demanding. “Let me feel how bad you need this.”

The pleasure crashes into me, violent and consuming, and I silently scream his name, trembling as he keeps going, his fingers unrelenting. “Good girl,” he mutters, his grin wicked as he watches me fall apart in his hands.

~The End~


twelve
Quick Morning Fix
Rachel


My car has been acting up for weeks, and it finally gave out on me yesterday. I had to take it to the shop, leaving me stranded without my usual ride to work. So, Aaron, my boyfriend of two years, volunteered to drive me to the office until my car is fixed. We’ve been living together for a little over a year now, and moments like this remind me how thoughtful he can be.

It’s a typical Monday morning, the sun barely peeking over the horizon as I slip out of the bedroom. The scent of freshly brewed coffee drifts through the apartment, and I find Aaron standing by the kitchen counter, already dressed in his crisp business attire. He looks effortlessly handsome, his tie slightly loosened as he scrolls through his phone.

“Good morning, handsome,” I purr, stepping into the room. His head snaps up, and I catch the way his gaze lingers, taking in the tight pencil skirt that hugs my hips and the silk blouse that hints at the curves beneath.

A slow smile spreads across his face. “Morning, baby,” he replies, his voice low and warm as he sets his phone aside. He steps closer, his hands sliding around my waist to pull me flush against him.

I tilt my head up, leaning into the kiss he presses to my lips. His mouth is soft and sweet, the faint taste of strawberries lingering from his lip balm. My heart races as his fingers trace lazy circles at the small of my back.

“You look incredible,” he murmurs, his voice rough with just a hint of desire.

I smirk, tilting my head playfully. “Flattery this early? What are you up to?”

He chuckles, brushing a stray strand of hair from my face. “Just appreciating how lucky I am.”

His words make my cheeks flush, but I quickly regain composure, grabbing my coffee from the counter. As we head out the door together, the cool morning air brushing against my skin, I catch him stealing glances. His eyes linger on me when he thinks I’m not looking, his gaze filled with an intensity that sends a shiver down my spine.

The car hums quietly as we drive through the neighborhood. 

“So, how’s the new project at work going?” Aaron asks.

I sigh, letting a small frown crease my forehead. “It’s a lot of pressure, to be honest. The deadline is tight, and my team is struggling to keep up. But I’ll manage, I always do.”

Aaron reaches over and squeezes my thigh, offering silent reassurance. “You’re a rockstar, Rach. You’ll crush it.”

His words make me smile. “Thanks, babe. I’m lucky to have your support.”

By the time we reach my office building, I feel the throbbing ache in my core. We park in the underground garage, in a secluded spot far from the other cars. The dim lighting casts long shadows, giving the space a private, almost intimate feel.

“We’re early,” I say, glancing at my watch. “My meeting isn’t for another twenty minutes.”

He shifts in his seat, looking out the windshield for a moment before his eyes meet mine, intense and unreadable. “Guess we’ve got time to kill then,” he says, his voice low and teasing.

I laugh softly, leaning back in my seat. “What are we supposed to do? Sit here and wait?”

He doesn’t answer right away. Instead, he unbuckles his seatbelt, his movements deliberate, and leans closer. The sudden shift catches me off guard. His lips are near my ear when he finally speaks, his breath warm against my skin. “I can think of something better.”

My pulse quickens at the words, the way his voice wraps around me like a caress. I try to keep my composure, but the heat in his gaze makes it impossible.

He tilts his head, and before I can respond, his lips find mine. It’s not tentative; it’s bold and demanding, a kiss that steals the air from my lungs and leaves me reeling. His hand brushes against my jaw, his thumb grazing my cheek, and I can’t help but melt into him.

My fingers tangle in his shirt, pulling him closer as the heat between us rises, urgent and undeniable. The world outside the car disappears, and all I can think about is the way he’s claiming me with every kiss, every touch, leaving no doubt about what he wants.

Breaking the kiss, he pulls back, his breathing ragged, his eyes locking with mine. A smirk tugs at the corner of his lips as he glances around the car. “It’s too tight in here,” he says, his voice low and full of promise. “Come with me.”

Before I can respond, he’s already opening his door and stepping out. My heart races as I watch him walk around to my side. He opens my door, leans down, and takes my hand, his grip firm.

He intertwines his fingers with mine, guiding me through the parking garage, leading me to the stairwell door.

Halfway up the first flight of stairs, he stops abruptly, turning to face me. Without a word, he presses me impatiently against the wall, his movements hungry and full of intent. His hands are on my waist, pulling me closer as his body presses against mine. I can feel the solid strength of him, the hard bulge in his jeans making my breath hitch.

His lips find mine again, more urgent this time, a kiss full of need. His hand slides up my side, beneath my blouse, pushing it higher until it’s over my head and discarded onto the steps. The cool air hits my skin, but it’s quickly replaced by the warmth of his hands and mouth.

As Aaron kisses down my neck, his fingers work deftly at the clasp of my bra, freeing me from its hold. He pulls back for just a moment, his gaze roaming over me, his eyes dark with desire.

“You’re perfect,” he murmurs.

Before I can respond, his mouth is on me again, his hands claiming every inch of my body as the stairwell becomes our private escape.

“Yes, yes, right there,” I pant, lifting my chest. “Suck my tits, baby.”

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” he groans, his voice hoarse as his hand slips beneath my skirt, finding the edge of my panties.

My pulse quickens as he pulls them down in one swift motion, the fabric pooling around my ankles. His fingers trail up my thighs, teasing my folds, his touch both deliberate and maddening.

I clutch his shoulders, my nails digging into his shirt as he circles my clit with just enough pressure to make me gasp. “Aaron,” I pant, my voice desperate. “Please. Don’t tease me.”

He doesn’t answer, just slides a finger inside me, then another, his movements insistent and hungry. My hips move instinctively, seeking more, needing him to fill me completely.

“God, you’re tight,” he whispers, his forehead pressing against mine as his fingers work me open. The rough texture of the wall behind me contrasts with the searing heat of his touch, grounding me in this moment.

“Please,” I beg, tugging at his belt. “I need you now.”

His restraint breaks. In a flash, his pants are undone, and his cock springs free, thick and glistening with anticipation. He lifts one of my legs around his hip, positioning himself at my entrance.

He looks into my eyes, his expression raw and full of need. “Are you ready for me?”

“Yes, baby,” I breathe.

With one powerful thrust, he fills me completely, the stretch making me cry out as he pushes deeper, harder. I clutch at his shoulders, wrapping my other leg around him, letting him pin me against the wall as he takes me.

The sound of his cock sliding in and out of my wetness echoes in the empty stairwell, mingling with the slap of his hips against mine. The urgency, the rawness of it all, makes my head spin.

“You feel so fucking good,” he grunts, his hands gripping my ass to pull me even closer.

My moans turn to gasps as he shifts his angle, his cock hitting that perfect spot inside me. “Right there, Aaron. Don’t stop,” I cry, my body trembling with the approach of my orgasm.

“Yes, yes, fuck!” I scream, my walls clenching around him as the climax tears through me.

He groans, his rhythm faltering as he buries himself deep one last time, his release warm and pulsing inside me. His head falls to my shoulder, his breath hot against my skin as we both come down from the high.

For a moment, the only sound is our ragged breathing, the stairwell eerily quiet once more. He pulls back slightly, his lips brushing against mine in a tender kiss.

“You drive me crazy,” he murmurs, his fingers trailing down my cheek.

I laugh softly, the sound filled with satisfaction. “And you’re dangerous. How am I supposed to go to work after this?”

His smirk is wicked as he helps me adjust my skirt, his hands lingering for a moment too long. “Guess you’ll just have to think about me all day.”

“Oh, trust me,” I reply with a sly grin. “I will.”

~The End~


thirteen
After Hours
Jen


“This campaign needs to be flawless, Jen,” James says, his deep voice filling his office. “We’re targeting a new market, and it’s a bold move. Your ideas are always innovative, and I trust your instincts.”

A surge of pride courses through me at his praise. James rarely compliments anyone, and his acknowledgment fuels my determination. He called this emergency meeting to discuss a crucial concept, and the fact that it’s only me in his office means something.

“I have a few strategies I’d like to run by you, sir. I think we can make this campaign unforgettable.” My fingers dance across the keyboard, pulling up the presentation I’ve been working on tirelessly.

Just as I’m about to begin, the room is plunged into sudden darkness. The air conditioning cuts off, and the silence is deafening. I let out a startled gasp.

“Power outage,” James mutters, his voice calm but tinged with frustration. “Damn, not now. We’ll have to continue this later.”

I fumble for my phone, its faint light revealing James’ silhouette. “I’ll call the maintenance team. You should head home, Jen. It might take a while to fix.”

“But sir, I—“ I start to protest, eager to finish our discussion.

“No buts. It’s late, and we’re not getting anywhere in the dark. Go home, and get some rest. We’ll pick this up first thing tomorrow.” His tone is firm, leaving no room for argument.

I sigh, reluctantly gathering my things. As I stand, my knee accidentally brushes against his leg. In the darkness, I feel a spark of electricity pass between us.

“Sorry,” I whisper, my voice barely audible.

“It’s okay,” he replies, his breath warm on my cheek.

For a moment, we stand there, frozen in time. I can feel his intense and penetrating gaze on me. My heart races, and I wonder if he can hear its frantic beat.

“Jen,” he says, his voice low and husky. “Can you stay just a second? All the security cameras must be off, and I would like to walk you out.”

His protectiveness sends a rush of desire through my body. I know I should leave and maintain our professional boundaries, but something about being trapped in the dark with him is exhilarating.

“Let me call maintenance, and then I’ll walk you out,” he repeats, his tone professional yet warm.

“Sounds like a plan,” I stammer, my voice betraying the storm of emotions swirling inside me.

But instead of moving toward the phone, he steps closer, his gaze locking with mine. “Or maybe… don’t go at all.”

His words catch me off guard, sending a shiver down my spine. “What do you mean?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Stay,” he says, his voice lower now, more intimate. “Let’s make the most of this unexpected situation.”

I hesitate, my mind caught in a tug-of-war between duty and the pull of desire. But then his hand cups my cheek, his thumb brushing against my skin with a tenderness that sends a jolt of electricity through me. Every rational thought evaporates, leaving only the raw need he ignites.

“Okay,” I whisper, the word barely audible but carrying the weight of surrender.

James’ hand slides down my neck, his touch leaving a trail of fire and ice that sends shivers cascading through my body. He pulls me closer, his breath mingling with mine. “I’ve wanted this for a while, Jen. You’re so damn tempting, and I can’t resist anymore.”

His words jolt me like a live wire, sharp and unexpected, yet they spark a heat deep within me that has been there for a while. I’ve always sensed an unspoken attraction between us, but hearing him admit it is thrilling.

“I... I’ve felt the same,” I confess, my voice trembling. “But I didn’t want to cross any lines.”

“Lines are meant to be crossed, especially when the desire is this strong.” His lips brush against mine.

I respond eagerly, my lips parting to welcome his tongue. Our kiss is hungry and passionate, as if we’ve been starving for each other all along. His hands explore my body, tracing the curves of my hips and waist. I moan into his mouth, my hands gripping his shoulders, pulling him closer.

“You have no idea how long I’ve fantasized about this,” he murmurs between kisses. “About having you here, in my office, like this.”

His words fuel my desire even more. I want to give him what he’s been longing for, to show him how much I want him. My hands slide under his shirt, caressing the hard muscles of his back. He groans, his erection pressing against my stomach.

“I want you, Jen. Now. Here.” His voice is thick with need.

I nod, unable to form words. My body is on fire, craving his touch, craving him. James guides me to the conference table, his hands never leaving my body. The cool surface contrasts with the heat between us.

He lifts my skirt, his fingers trailing up my thighs, making me squirm with anticipation. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispers, his lips finding my neck and leaving a trail of kisses.

I arch my back, offering myself to him. “Please, James,” I beg, my voice hoarse with desire. “I need you.”

He chuckles, a low, sensual sound. “You’ll have me, all of me. But first, I want to enjoy you.”

His hand slips lower, two fingers sliding into the slick heat between my legs with unerring precision. The sensation is immediate and overwhelming, a rush of pleasure that steals the air from my lungs. He sinks deep, his fingers curling just enough to press against that spot inside me that sends a bolt of electricity racing through my body. My hips move involuntarily, arching toward him, seeking more of the pressure that has me trembling.

“So wet,” he murmurs, his voice laced with wonder and raw desire. The reverence in his tone makes me shiver as if he’s worshiping every part of me. “God, you’re perfect,” he whispers, his words a caress that heightens the heat building inside me. “Every inch of you is begging for me, and I can’t get enough.”

As his fingers work their magic, his free hand presses firmly against my mound, the added pressure making the already intense sensations almost unbearable. His palm anchors me, amplifying every stroke of his fingers as they find the exact spot that sends waves of pleasure radiating outward.

“Right there,” I gasp, my voice trembling with need as I clutch at his shoulders. The intensity coils tighter, heat pooling low in my belly. His movements are deliberate and unrelenting, each stroke drawing me closer to the edge.

“Let go,” he coaxes, his voice a low growl that vibrates through me. 

His fingers push in deeper, and he seems to stretch me some more. “I love how responsive you are to me,” he says, his voice thick with desire.

I grip the edge of the table, my legs trembling as the sensations build. His thumb circles my sensitive bud with just the right amount of pressure as his two fingers relentlessly fuck me.

“That’s it,” he encourages, his lips brushing against my ear. “Don’t hold back. There is no one in the office, and the cameras are off. Let me hear you.”

His fingers quicken their pace, his intensity increasing as he watches me fall apart under his touch. My breaths come faster, and the pressure inside me coils tighter, so tight I feel like I might shatter.

“James,” I gasp, barely able to speak. “I’m gonna...”

“Cum for me, Jen,” he urges, his voice a mix of command and praise, his fingers driving me over the edge. “Let me feel you fall apart for me.”

My orgasm hits me like a wave, crashing over me as I scream out his name. My body shakes, and I clutch at him, my nails digging into his shoulders. James holds me tightly, his mouth capturing my cries, his fingers still moving within me.

“That’s it, let it all out,” he whispers, his breath hot against my ear. “I wish I could see your face better when you cum.”

I feel boneless, my body sated yet still craving more. James’ fingers slowly withdraw, leaving me wanting. He stands, his hands reaching for his belt.

“Now it’s my turn to show you how much I’ve wanted this,” he says, his voice raw with desire.

I watch, transfixed, as he frees himself from his trousers, revealing the silhouette of a thick, hard cock. I lick my lips, eager to feel him.

“I need to be inside you.” he says, as I hear the rustle of him reaching into what I assume is his wallet. The faint crinkle of foil follows, and my pulse quickens. I can only guess it’s a condom.

He lifts me onto the table, positioning my legs on his shoulders. His hands grip my hips, guiding his throbbing cock to my entrance. With one swift thrust, he fills me completely, stretching me in the most delicious way.

“Oh, God, yes!” I cry out, my body arching to welcome him.

James pounds into me, his hips slamming against my ass as his hands grip my waist tightly. His movements are desperate and primal, as though he’s consumed by the need to possess me.

“You feel so fucking good,” he grunts, his breath hot against the back of my neck. “I’ve thought about this, dreamed of being inside you.”

His words send a jolt of desire through me, and I push back against him, meeting his thrusts with my own. The conference table creaks beneath us, the sound only heightening the forbidden thrill of our union.

“Harder, James,” I beg, my voice needy. “Fuck me harder.”

He obliges without hesitation, his thrusts becoming deeper, more feral. My entire body vibrates with the rhythm of his movements, the pressure within me coiling tighter with each stroke.

“Touch yourself, Jen,” he urges, his voice strained and breathless. “I want to feel you cum again.”

My fingers find my clit, rubbing fast circles as he drives into me. My body trembles as I teeter on the edge, every sensation overwhelming.

“Yes, yes, YES!” I scream as my orgasm crashes over me, a wave of pleasure so intense it leaves me shaking. James groans, his cock throbbing inside me as he finds his release, filling the condom with his heat.

We collapse together onto the table, our bodies tangled, our breaths ragged. The darkness around us feels intimate, wrapping us in a cocoon of shared ecstasy.

“I never imagined...,” I start, my voice raspy and low.

“Me neither,” he admits, his lips brushing mine in a tender, lingering kiss. “But I’m glad it did.”

~The End~


fourteen
Bend For Me
Lauren


“Relax, Lauren.” I hear his deep, steady voice.

My breath catches as his hands press gently against my lower back, guiding me into the stretch. His touch is firm yet deliberate, igniting a heat that has nothing to do with yoga.

This is not what I expected when I signed up for private lessons.

The studio is serene, an oasis of soft lighting and the faint scent of incense, worlds away from the chaos of my life as a corporate lawyer. I came here to find balance, to quiet my mind. Instead, I find him.

Deepak.

Relaxing is impossible when your yoga teacher is the most handsome guy on the planet. His perfectly defined muscles ripple with every movement, lean and strong in a way I’ve only ever seen on climbers, as if his body was built for precision and endurance. He moves like water, each pose graceful yet powerful, his voice flowing over me like a warm current. His presence is commanding, effortless, and impossible to ignore.

I should be focusing on my breathing, on my form, but all I can think about is the way his strong hands adjust me, lingering just a moment longer than they should.

“Let your body surrender,” he whispers.

My body listens. My mind… not so much.

As the session progresses, the poses become more challenging, each one pushing me to my limits. Deepak’s hands guide me with precision—adjusting my hips, straightening my legs, his touch toeing the line between professional and intensely personal. I catch myself anticipating where his hands will go next, my body responding to his commands before my mind can catch up.

When he instructs me to bend forward, his hands grip my waist firmly, thumbs pressing into the curve of my back.

“Breathe, Lauren,” he murmurs. “Feel the stretch.”

Towards the end of the hour, he guides me to lie face down on the mat, his hands firm on my shoulders.

“Relax now,” he says softly, kneeling beside me. His palms move in slow, deliberate circles over my back, each stroke melting away the tension. I close my eyes, surrendering to his touch as his hands work their way to my shoulders, kneading the tightness with just the right pressure before gliding down to my arms and lower back.

My body feels spent, worn down by the weight of the day, but under his care, it softens. The exhaustion ebbs as his hands rest on my hips, pressing firmly into the tightness there. My body yields completely, pliant under his skilled touch.

Deepak’s voice cuts through the stillness, low and intimate. “Let me take care of you,” he whispers, the words lingering in the air like a promise.

My mind trips over itself. I’m sure he means to take care of my body—with yoga, with relaxation, with his impossibly skilled hands working out every last knot. But the way his voice dips, soft and full of intent, has my thoughts veering off course. What if he meant something more? Something deeper, darker, and wildly inappropriate?

Heat flares in my cheeks, and I bite down on the thought, but it doesn’t stop the rush of images flooding my mind. God, I wouldn’t mind if he took care of other things too.

His hand lingers on my back, warm and grounding, before he gives it a gentle pat. “Lauren, stay as long as you need to,” he says softly, his voice a soothing contrast to the buzz of my overactive thoughts.

He stands, and I feel the loss of his touch immediately. “I’m going to go. Our time is up,” he continues, pausing at the door. “But I’ll see you tomorrow at your place. I’ve got some ideas on how we can elevate your practice to the next level.”

As the door closes behind him, anticipation coils tight in my chest. Tomorrow suddenly feels like an eternity away.

***

The next day, Deepak arrives at my apartment, his warm smile instantly putting me on edge in the best way. My heart pounds in anticipation as I open the door, his calm demeanor a striking contrast to the restless energy coursing through me. “Are you ready to explore, Lauren?” he asks, his voice steady but his eyes brimming with something that sends a thrill through me.

I step aside, leading him to the living room where I laid my yoga mat.

We start the session, and his hands are firm yet careful as they guide me through poses I’ve done countless times. This time, though, there’s something different; his touch feels deliberate, lingering just long enough to make my breath hitch. Every adjustment he makes seems designed to awaken sensations I’ve tried to suppress.

“Relax and breathe, Lauren. Let your body guide you,” he murmurs, his breath brushing against my ear. My eyelids flutter shut as I give in to his touch, his fingers gliding over my hips with practiced ease. When his thumbs press into the small of my back, a soft moan escapes before I can stop it. His presence is magnetic, and the faint brush of his chest against my back sends sparks of heat surging through me.

With each pose, the tension builds, his hands guiding me with a precision that feels far more intimate than instructional. When he tells me to arch my back, his palms settle firmly on my waist. His fingers, warm and steady, dip just beneath the waistband of my yoga pants. The sensation of his skin against mine is electric, drawing a sharp gasp from my lips as a wave of heat rushes through my body.

“Let go of your inhibitions, Lauren. Embrace the sensations,” he whispers, his voice a low murmur that seems to resonate deep within me.

I surrender, my body responding instinctively to his guidance. His hands shift lower, cupping the curve of my ass, his thumbs tracing slow, teasing circles that ignite a fire deep in my core. I arch further into the pose, my breasts pressing into the mat and my ass rising into his grip, the friction heightening the ache building inside me.

“That’s it,” he encourages, his tone dripping with approval. “Feel the connection to your body.” His hands brush against my lower back, slipping upward beneath my top, his fingers grazing the underside of my breasts. My breath catches as I feel the press of his arousal against my thigh, a silent admission of his own desire.

The room seems to thrum with unspoken tension as his hands linger. “Do you know what this reminds me of?” he asks suddenly, his voice breaking the charged silence. His fingers still for a moment, resting just below my ribs.

I swallow hard, struggling to find my voice. “What?”

“Tantric practices,” he says, his tone smooth and rich. “It’s about unlocking the full potential of our bodies and energy—not just physically, but emotionally and spiritually.”

The shift in conversation catches me off guard, but his words only heighten the sensuality of the moment. His hands resume their slow exploration, now deliberate, as though illustrating his point.

“Tantric sex is about connecting deeply,” he continues, his breath warm against my ear. “It teaches us to be present with every touch, every sensation. It’s not just about pleasure; it’s about transcendence.”

I feel a flush of heat course through me as his fingers trace the line of my collarbone, sending sparks cascading down my spine. The intimacy of his explanation only deepens the ache within me, and I find myself whispering, “Tell me more.”

Deepak’s lips curve into a knowing smile, his hands sliding back to my waist. “I’ll show you, Lauren. But only if you’re ready.” His voice is a challenge and a promise, and I realize I’ve already crossed the point of no return.

I prop myself up on my elbows, my eyes tracing the contours of his muscular body. Deepak is a vision of masculine perfection, with his smooth, olive skin and dark hair that falls across his forehead. His yoga pants hug his strong thighs, and I can’t help but notice the bulge between his legs, a testament to his own arousal.

“I want to learn everything you know,” I plead, my voice laced with desire.

A mischievous smile plays on his lips as he sits cross-legged in front of me. “It’s not just about the physical, Lauren. Tantra is a spiritual practice, a dance of energy between two people. We must first prepare our minds and bodies.”

I feel a tingle of anticipation as he reaches for a small bell, its chime filling the room with a gentle, melodic sound. “Close your eyes and focus on your breath,” he instructs. “Let your mind become still, and allow your body to relax.”

Obeying his command, I inhale deeply, feeling my chest rise and fall with each breath. Deepak’s voice guides me through the meditation, his words painting vivid images in my mind. I visualize a warm, golden light flowing through my body, healing and energizing every cell, unlocking hidden sensations.

“Imagine this light as your sexual energy,” Deepak whispers, his voice soft, resonating deeply within me. “Let it build and intensify with each breath. Feel it spreading through every inch of your body, from the tips of your toes to the crown of your head.”

I follow his instructions, surrendering to the rhythm of my breath. The light pulses with every inhale, growing stronger. A soft warmth spreads between my thighs, gentle heat building with each passing moment. My body hums with energy, and the space between us fills with a quiet charge.

“Now, bring your awareness to your heart,” he continues, his tone gentle yet commanding. “Feel the love, the passion, the depth that resides there. Let it expand with each breath, flowing through every fiber of your being.”

My heart flutters as I focus on his words, the energy between us growing tangible. I feel a deep connection to Deepak, not just physically, but in a way that transcends touch. Our souls hum together in perfect harmony. It’s more than desire; it’s an energy that binds us.

As I open my eyes, his face hovers just inches from mine, his gaze locking with mine in a silent understanding. The world outside the room feels distant now; everything is reduced to just him, just this moment.

“We unite our energies now,” Deepak says, his voice hushed but laden with intent.

His lips brush against mine in a gentle kiss, soft at first, savoring the sensation. Our tongues meet, circling in a rhythm, each movement a reflection of the bond we are cultivating. His touch is tender, yet there’s an urgency beneath it, an unspoken promise that this moment is just the beginning.

Deepak’s hands move with purpose, sliding along my body, exploring every curve, every reaction. His fingers glide down my back, tracing the lines of my spine with reverence. When his hands rest at my waist, his touch feels like a spark, subtle yet profound. He pulls me closer, drawing our energy tighter, weaving us into one.

The intensity of his gaze is overwhelming, yet comforting, as he moves to kneel between my legs. He positions my body with patience, allowing me to settle into the energy building around us.

“Let go of control,” he whispers, his breath hot against my ear. “Feel everything without resistance. Be present in every sensation.”

I release a shaky breath, surrendering to the pace he sets. As his hands roam back up, his touch feels like a wave. His fingers trace the outline of my breasts, brushing over the sensitive peaks that tighten in response, but he doesn’t rush.

He lifts the fabric of my sports bra, exposing my chest. His gaze remains locked on mine, unwavering, as his fingers circle my nipples. At first, his touch is light and exploratory, but with each passing moment, the pressure builds. My body arches toward him, instinctively responding to the rhythm, eager for more of the bond we’re creating.

I feel my breath quicken, each inhale and exhale syncing with his touch. As his mouth descends on me, he takes his time, his lips lingering on each sensitive spot. Every kiss is purposeful, a slow build mirroring the rising tension between us.

His hands move lower, caressing my hips before trailing further. With each touch, I feel more grounded, more attuned—not just to him, but to the current flowing between us. It’s not about urgency or release; it’s the exploration of the body, the connection, the sensation that transcends the physical.

“Feel the flow between us,” Deepak murmurs, his hands moving between my legs, tracing the sensitive skin with reverence. “Let it guide you.”

I am on fire with desire, but it’s not just the physical heat, it’s the bond deepening, the way we intertwine, flowing in perfect balance.

As we continue, I feel a deep awareness of him, of myself, of the space between us. Every touch and every caress is an exchange beyond words. He traces his hands down my sides, uncovering each part of me with reverence, as if each inch of skin is a sacred discovery.

I reciprocate, my fingers exploring his body, feeling the firmness of his muscles and the warmth of his skin. I move with the same reverence, shedding not just clothes but layers of self, becoming fully present with him. His breath deepens, matching mine, as we melt into the flow of energy between us. There is no rush, only the unfolding of connection.

With each movement, we undress not just physically but in a way that exposes our vulnerabilities and trust. His hands move over my body like a prayer, and I respond with the same sacred intention. We are no longer two separate beings but two forces, intertwined, moving as one in a shared space of profound intimacy.

When he rolls the condom on and positions himself at my entrance, I feel a shiver of anticipation. The first stretch of his thick cock is slow, deliberate, and demanding, filling me inch by inch. My breath catches as he pushes deeper, his size making my body adjust to every bit of him. There’s no hesitation in the way he moves, claiming me with every thrust.

He pulls back almost completely, only to sink into me again, deeper this time. Each movement is measured and purposeful. There’s no rush, no need to chase an end. We are in the moment, his cock buried balls deep inside me, stretching me to my limit. We are one, our bodies fused in a bond. I feel each thrust not just in my body, but deep in my core, where sensation becomes raw, primal.

At this moment, I understand that it is about the journey, the sacred exchange that binds us. Every movement between us is an offering, a prayer.

I feel him fully—inside, around me, within my heart. The sensation grows, intensifying, but it’s not an urgent rush; it’s a steady wave of bliss that crashes over me again and again, wrapping us in its warmth. With each wave, we merge deeper, our energies intertwining.

In that sacred space, I let go completely. There is no longer a “me” and “him,” only the divine flow of connection that transcends the physical. As we dissolve into one another, I feel the very essence of life coursing through us—pure, powerful, unbound. And in that union, I find the truest form of peace.

~The End~


fifteen
Fourfold Fantasy
Lenz


“Hey, you two,” a man calls out, his voice cutting through the hum of conversation and the rhythmic hum of the music. “First time here?”

I glance over, his question pulling me from the whirlwind of nerves in my chest. I squeeze Laurie’s hand, drawing strength from her. “Yeah,” I admit, offering a small smile. “Thought we’d try something... different.”

The woman beside him steps forward, her lips curving into a sly smile. Her voice is low and sensual. “Well, you picked the right place for it. First times are always the most memorable.” She tips her head toward the bar. “How about a drink? We can show you around.”

Laurie’s eyes flick to mine, a silent question that I answer with a nod. Hand in hand, we follow them, weaving through the crowded space.

It’s our first night in a swinger club, a bold step for a couple who, after more than a decade of marriage, have been looking for ways to reignite the spark. We talked about it for weeks, hesitantly at first, then with growing curiosity. The idea of opening our boundaries, of seeing and being seen, thrilled us in a way that felt like a dare we couldn’t resist.

The club pulses with an undeniable energy. A mix of soft moans and low laughter fills the dimly lit space. Red-tinted lights cast seductive shadows, making the room feel alive with whispered secrets.

At the bar, a couple turns to face us. The guy greets us with an easy smile, his blonde hair falling just above his brow. His relaxed confidence is magnetic, matched by his athletic build. They look to be maybe ten years younger than us - late thirties, maybe early forties. The woman beside him leans against the counter, her wild dreadlocks framing a face that’s both striking and playful. Her emerald-green eyes sparkle under the lights, and there is a tattoo trailing down her arm that hints at stories I can only imagine.

“I’m Ben,” he says, offering his hand. “And this is my wife, Brooke.”

“Laurie,” my wife says, shaking his hand before nodding to Brooke with a warm smile. “And this is my husband, Lenz.”

“Welcome to the adventure,” Brooke says, her grin widening.

As we settle onto the barstools, I notice Laurie’s gaze linger on Ben a moment longer than usual. She’s always had a thing for confident men, and Ben’s charm is hard to miss. I don’t blame her, it’s part of what brought us here, this unspoken permission to look and to explore. 

“So, what led you two here tonight?” Brooke asks, her voice breaking through my thoughts with a curious edge.

Laurie takes a slow sip of her cocktail, her fingers lightly running along the stem of the glass. She sets it down carefully, her tone casual but deliberate. “We’ve been married a long time,” she says, glancing at me briefly before continuing. “And we thought... maybe it’s time to try something new.”

Brooke’s smile widens, a knowing glint in her green eyes. “Well, you definitely picked the right place for that.”

Laurie turns toward me, her lips curving into a subtle smile that I know well. It’s the smile she gives when she’s intrigued, already swept up in the moment. I can feel it too, the pulse of anticipation building between us, the charged energy of something we’ve never experienced but suddenly can’t resist.

As we talk, the conversation flows effortlessly, and the drinks seem to loosen any lingering hesitation. Brooke and Ben are easy to talk to, their laughter blending seamlessly with ours. We share stories, teasing hints of fantasies that have never left the safety of our own bedroom.

The flirting becomes more intentional, the glances longer and bolder. Laurie and Ben seem to share a subtle connection, their eyes meeting more often than not. There’s something unspoken between them, an electric tension that’s impossible to miss.

“You know,” Ben says, leaning in slightly, his tone smooth but playful, “I’ve always had a thing for women older than me. There’s something incredibly sexy about a woman who knows what she wants.”

Laurie’s cheeks flush—a rare, striking reaction that catches even me off guard. She lets out a soft laugh, brushing her hair behind her ear. “And I’ve always had a weakness for younger men,” she admits, her voice steady but tinged with a flirty edge. “There’s just something about that energy; it’s... hard to resist.”

A twinge of jealousy stirs in me, but it’s quickly overtaken by a surge of arousal.

Brooke seems to notice it and places her hand on my quad.

Brooke’s gaze softens, and she shifts a little closer, her eyes dancing with curiosity. “What about you? What’s your thing, Lenz?”

I take a breath, my shyness creeping in again, but I let it go. “I guess... I like to observe. See how everything unfolds. But I also like the idea of, you know, being a little more adventurous. Trying new things.”

That makes her grin, and before I know it we’re trading stories, little jokes, and bits about ourselves. The conversation flows easily, the kind that makes time slip away without notice. There’s a spark in the way she leans in, the way her laugh lingers, like we’re already on the same wavelength.

As we make our way upstairs, Brooke gives me a quick glance, her smile teasing. “This is where the real fun happens. Each room’s a little different, depending on what you’re into. It’s all about comfort here, getting lost in the moment.”

We enter a dimly lit room, where soft cushions and plush bedding beckon us in. The walls are draped in rich fabrics, and low, intimate lighting casts a seductive glow over everything.

Brooke leads me to the bed, the weight of her gaze making my pulse quicken. She sits down, our bodies inches apart but not yet touching. Her heat radiates toward me, a gentle magnetism I can feel without even making contact. The scent of her is intoxicating, a mix of something sweet with an underlying spice that makes my head spin.

I can see Laurie and Ben standing on the other side of the room, their postures so perfectly in sync it’s almost like they’ve known each other for years. Ben leans in, his words quiet but clearly meant for Laurie alone. She responds with a laugh, a sound that sends a thrill through me.

“This place,” Brooke whispers, her eyes catching mine, “is all about letting go. No judgments. No rules, other than mutual respect.” She leans in closer, her voice lower now, only for me to hear. “So, if you’re here for adventure, we’ve got a lot to show you.”

I swallow hard, my heart racing as my gaze flickers between Brooke, Laurie, and Ben. This is it. The world I thought was just a fantasy is now unfolding before me. The room is full of promise. Every moment feels like it’s building to something explosive, and I’m caught somewhere between nerves and desire.

From the side of my eyes, I see Ben stepping closer to my wife. His lips crash against Laurie’s in a fiery kiss. The hunger in their embrace is undeniable. Laurie’s hands roam over Ben’s muscular frame.

I turn to Brooke, desire burning through my veins. Her eyes are on me, instantly responding to my touch. I run my fingers through her dreadlocks, gently pulling her toward me. Our lips meet in a sensual kiss, and I taste the sweetness of her mouth.

Brooke’s hands are skilled, knowing exactly where to touch. She unbuttons my shirt, her fingers tracing the ink on my chest, sending shivers down my spine. I let out a low groan as she nips at my earlobe, her breath hot against my skin.

“I want to taste your wife’s pussy,” she whispers, her voice thick with need. “I want you and Ben to watch.”

My cock throbs at her words, and I nod, letting the fantasy come to life. I watch as Brooke and Laurie come together, their lips meeting in a tender kiss. Ben seems to understand what is happening without any explanation. Now, he and I are watching my wife’s hands move to Brooke’s dress, slowly sliding it down her body and revealing her inked skin. Brooke mirrors Laurie’s movements, and soon, they are both naked, their bodies glistening under the soft light.

Laurie lies back on the bed, her legs spread wide, inviting Brooke to explore her. Brooke traces Laurie’s inner thighs with featherlight touches before leaning down, her lips hovering just above Laurie’s pussy. Anticipation sparkles in Laurie’s eyes.

Brooke flicks her tongue out, teasing Laurie’s clit and drawing a sharp gasp. Laurie writhes beneath her, moans spilling out as Brooke pleasures her with slow, deliberate licks. I watch, my cock straining against my pants at the sight of my wife surrendering so completely.

After a few moments, Brooke pulls back with a wicked smile. “Your turn,” she murmurs, lying down and spreading her legs. Laurie climbs onto all fours between them, her ass in the air as she leans down to taste Brooke. Her tongue slides over Brooke’s clit, coaxing a soft moan from her.

Ben strips down, his cock hard and ready as he rolls on a condom. He kneels behind Laurie, his hands gripping her hips, and with one smooth thrust he sinks into her from behind. Laurie moans into Brooke’s pussy, her body rocking between them as Ben sets a deep, steady rhythm.

Her back arches, her sounds muffled as she devours Brooke while taking every inch of Ben. The room fills with the wet, desperate sounds of pleasure, three bodies moving together in perfect hunger.

I can’t take my eyes off the erotic display. My wife, the woman I adore, is being worshiped by strangers, and the sight drives me wild. I reach down and free my throbbing cock, stroking it.

Brooke notices, her lips curling into a wicked smile. She saunters toward me, her body still glistening with sweat, and takes my cock in her hand. Her grip is firm, and her strokes are confident, matching the rhythm of Ben’s thrusts.

“I want to feel you inside me,” she murmurs, her breath hot against my ear. “I want to ride you while I watch your wife cum.”

I can’t resist her. Laying on my back, she positions herself above me. After sliding a condom on my hard length, she guides me into her, her pussy warm and inviting. I thrust into her as deep as I can, gripping her hips as she moves to take me from different angles.

The room fills with the sounds of pleasure—Laurie’s moans, Brooke’s gasps, and Ben’s grunts create a symphony of desire. I look into Brooke’s eyes as I fuck her, raw need reflected in her gaze. She throws her head back, her dreadlocks flying, as her orgasm builds.

“Oh, fuck, I’m gonna cum!” Brooke cries out, her pussy clenching tightly around me.

“Cum for me,” I growl, driving into her harder.

Brooke’s body shudders, her orgasm tearing through her as her pussy pulses around me. The sensation sends me over the edge, and I release deep inside her with a guttural moan.

As the pleasure ebbs, I pull out. 

Ben and Laurie are still at it. He is fucking her from behind.

“Yes, Ben, just like that!” she cries out. “I’m so close!”

Ben grips her hips tighter, his thrusts deep and unrelenting. “Cum for me, beautiful,” he rasps. “Your husband is watching; show him how good I make you cum.”

Laurie’s body tenses, her back arching as her climax crashes over her. Ben groans, his own release following as he buries himself deep inside her.

Silence lingers for a beat, broken only by the sound of our ragged breaths. My wife lifts her head, her eyes finding mine across the bed. We share a slow smile, both happy and exhausted, the unspoken truth passing easily between us—this was the first time, but probably not the last.

~The End~


sixteen
Wet And Wild
Anna


What a beautiful sunset , I think to myself as I watch the fiery hues melt into the darkening sky. The wild ocean churns below, its waves crashing against the rocks with a roar. A few boats drift lazily in the marina, their outlines dimming in the fading light. I raise my camera, snapping one photo after another, lost in the serenity of the moment. I barely notice the first few raindrops, light and soft, until they become a torrential downpour.

The storm hits suddenly, a violent rush of rain that soaks me through in seconds. My camera is pressed tightly to my body, and I act on instinct. I dash down the dock, my shoes slipping on the wet wood, my hair sticking to my face. I glance at the yachts as I hurry past, searching for any sign of shelter. There’s only one with light on board, glowing warm and inviting against the stormy darkness.

I reach the boat and pound on the door. “Hello? Anyone home?” My voice barely rises above the howling wind, desperation cutting through the cold.

The door swings open, and I’m greeted by a man I can only assume is the captain. He looks younger than expected, probably in his thirties, but there’s a commanding presence about him that feels years beyond his age. His uniform is immaculate, the four stripes on his shoulder gleaming with authority. His white shirt stretches across a muscular chest, and as he steps closer, tattoos peek from the cuffs and collar, delicate black lines of art against the sharp contrast of his uniform. His arms are thick and powerful. His eyes widen as he takes in the sight of me—drenched, shivering, clothes clinging to my skin. “Oh, my god, you’re drenched!” he exclaims, his voice filled with concern.

“I—I got caught in the storm,” I stammer, teeth chattering. “I didn’t mean to bother you. I was taking photos, and then—“

“Come in,” he interrupts gently, stepping aside to hold the door open. “I’m Kurt.”

“Anna,” I manage as I step past him, the warmth of the cabin a welcome relief.

“Nice to meet you, Anna,” he says, closing the door against the storm. “Let’s get you into the shower before you freeze.”

I step inside, grateful for the warmth, but the cold still lingers in my bones. He moves with purpose, his hands firm as he guides me toward the small bathroom. “Let me help you with that,” he says, his voice low as he gently takes my soaked jacket, pulling it off my shoulders. The fabric is heavy with rain, sticking to my skin as he peels it away. His touch is unexpectedly gentle, his fingers brushing against my wet skin, sending a shiver that has nothing to do with the cold.

He grabs a towel from the rack, wrapping it around me with a kind of careful deliberation. “You’ll feel better once you’re out of those wet clothes,” he murmurs, his voice almost soothing.

I nod, grateful for his quiet efficiency. Setting my camera on the table after drying it, I begin peeling off my soaked clothes. Before I can finish, he steps closer, his hands gently guiding mine. He helps me undress with a steady, practiced ease, his eyes locked on mine. His touch is firm yet respectful as if he’s done this a hundred times before.

“Let’s get you out of this,” he says, pulling my wet shirt over my head, his gaze lingering on my body for a split second longer than necessary.

As he guides me out of my pants, I feel the warmth of the towel wrapped around me, but his presence is even warmer. I can’t help but feel exposed under his gaze, but there’s no judgment in his eyes, only something else I can’t quite place. The air is thick with unspoken tension, and as he finishes undressing me, he steps back just a little, his breath steady but his hands still hovering near me, ready to assist.

“Go ahead and step into the shower,” he murmurs, stepping aside to let me pass. His voice is rougher now, as though fighting something inside. “That should warm you up.”

I leave the bathroom door open, subconsciously on purpose.

As I adjust the water temperature, making sure it’s just right, I hear the door open. My breath catches in my throat as Kurt steps into the bathroom, his muscular frame filling the doorway. His dark eyes smolder with desire, and a devilish smile plays on his lips. He’s shirtless, and I can’t help but notice the intricate tattoo that snakes across his chest and down one arm. It’s stunning, a black and grey design of a ship’s anchor, with swirling waves and a hidden mermaid, her tail peeking out from behind the anchor.

“You like what you see, Anna?” Kurt’s deep voice rumbles, sending shivers down my spine.

“I... I do,” I manage to reply, my voice filled with anticipation. “It’s... stunning.”

Kurt steps closer, his bare feet padding softly on the tile floor. “It’s a reminder of my love for the sea. And a little secret I keep hidden under my clothes.” His eyes lock with mine, and I feel a surge of electricity pass between us.

Without saying another word, he drops his pants and steps into the shower behind me. The water cascades over his broad shoulders, making the tattoo on his chest glisten. I stand there, transfixed, as he reaches for the shampoo, squeezing a generous amount into his palm. He begins to lather his hair, the scent of citrus filling the steamy air.

“Would you let me wash you?” he asks, his voice soft but steady, the question hanging between us like a gentle invitation.

My breath catches, and I nod, my heart pounding in my chest. “Yes.”

Kurt steps closer, his hands slick with shampoo, and he gently rests them on my shoulders. “Tell me to stop if I go too far,” he murmurs. His tone is calm, reassuring, yet it sends a thrill through me.

I nod again, and he slowly begins to massage the shampoo into my hair, his fingers firm yet careful as they work through the strands. The intimacy of the moment wraps around us like the steam filling the air.

“Is this okay?” he asks, his fingers sliding down to rinse the suds away.

“Yes,” I whisper, closing my eyes and leaning into his touch.

Encouraged, his hands trail down to my arms, the slippery lather making his touch smooth and gentle. “May I?” he asks again, his gaze flicking toward my waist.

“Please,” I stutter.

Kurt’s hands slide lower, his palms gliding over my wet skin as he traces the curve of my hips. His movements are slow and deliberate, giving me time to stop him if I wanted to. But I don’t. I arch into his touch, a soft gasp escaping as he explores the curve of my waist and the line of my spine. His hands pause just above my ribs.

He slides his hands forward, cupping my breasts with a reverent touch, his thumbs brushing over my nipples teasingly. My body responds instantly, my back arching and a soft moan slipping from my lips.

“Kurt...,” I breathe, my voice barely audible over the sound of the shower.

He chuckles, the deep sound vibrating against my skin. “Patience, sweetheart. We’ve got all the time in the world.”

His hands move downward, skimming the sensitive skin of my lower back.

Kurt’s eyes rake over my body, taking in every inch of my naked form. I feel a surge of power, knowing I have this strong, confident man at my mercy. His hands return to my hips, pulling me closer, and I feel the length of his shaft, hard and thick, pressing against my lower belly.

“Look what you do to me, sweetheart,” he whispers, his lips brushing against my ear.

With that, he squeezes some shower gel into his palm and begins to rub it over my body. His big hands glide over my breasts, down my stomach, and along my thighs. His touch is firm yet gentle. Trusting him, I close my eyes and surrender to his touch. He pays special attention to my breasts, kneading and squeezing them, his thumbs teasing my nipples until they’re hard peaks. I moan softly, my hands gripping his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin.

“That’s it, let go,” he encourages, his breath hot against my skin. “Feel every touch, every sensation.”

His hands travel lower, sliding between my thighs, his fingers parting my folds gently. I’m already wet, my arousal building with every stroke of his fingers. He finds my clit, circling it slowly, sending sparks of pleasure through my core. I gasp, my head falling back as my body trembles.

“Please, Kurt,” I plead, my voice thick with need. “I need more.”

He chuckles, the sound filled with satisfaction. “As you wish, sweetheart.”

Kurt drops to his knees, the water cascading over his broad back. He spreads my legs wider, his hands gripping my thighs, and I feel his mouth on my sensitive flesh. He leans in, his tongue flicking out.

“Kurt,” I moan, my hands tangling in his wet hair.

His mouth is hot and skilled, his tongue caressing my clit, his lips sucking gently. He explores every inch of my body, his fingers dipping inside me, curling and stroking in perfect rhythm with his mouth. I’m lost in a haze of pleasure.

“Kurt, I’m... I’m close,” I gasp, my hips bucking against his mouth.

He hums in response, the vibration sending me over the edge. My orgasm crashes over me, my body shaking as I cry out, my hands gripping the shower walls for support. Kurt continues his sweet torture, his mouth and fingers working in perfect harmony, drawing out my pleasure until I’m reduced to a quivering mess.

When I finally come down from my peak, my legs feel like jelly, and I lean against the shower wall, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Kurt stands, his body glistening with water, and pulls me into a passionate kiss, his tongue mimicking the movements of his fingers moments before.

“That was incredible,” I whisper against his lips.

The sound of the shower echoes off the bathroom walls, blending with our heavy breathing and the occasional moan as we explore each other’s bodies with a newfound hunger. Kurt’s hands roam freely, caressing my curves, squeezing my ass with a firm but reverent grip. I lean into him, my hands gliding over his wet chest, tracing the intricate lines of his tattoo, fascinated by the art and the hard muscles beneath my fingers.

As my hands drift lower, curiosity sparks a heat in my belly. My gaze drops between us to where his cock stands thick and proud, the water gliding over him like a teasing caress. I swallow hard, feeling a pull of desire that makes my thighs clench. 

With a steadying breath, I let my hand glide lower, my fingers brushing against his length. He shudders under my touch, his cock twitching slightly in my hand, the heat of him sending a thrill racing through me. I wrap my fingers around him, marveling at the weight and smoothness as I stroke him gently, testing what makes him react.

Kurt tilts his head back, a low groan escaping his lips. “Fuck,” he murmurs, his hands tightening on my hips. “You have no idea what you’re doing to me.”

“Maybe I want to find out,” I say, a smile tugging at my lips as I meet his eyes, emboldened by the way his body responds to my touch.

He chuckles, his voice thick with need, the sound vibrating through the steamy air. “All yours,” he says, his lips curving into a sinful grin.

I don’t hesitate and drop to my knees. With water pounding on my back, I take him into my mouth. His hands find my hair, gently holding me in place as I swirl my tongue around the head of his cock, tasting his salty essence. I take him deeper, my lips sliding up and down his length, my hands cupping his heavy balls.

“Fuck, Anna,” he groans, his hips thrusting gently, encouraging me to take more.

I suck and lick, my hands stroking his shaft, my thumb brushing over the sensitive spot beneath the head. Kurt’s breath comes in sharp gasps, his body tensing as he fights for control.

Suddenly, he pulls out of my mouth and lifts me to my feet, his lips finding mine in a passionate kiss.

“I want to be inside you,” he whispers against my lips. “I want to feel you around me.”

I nod, my heart pounding in anticipation. Kurt reaches for a condom, sheathing himself quickly. He lifts me, my legs wrapping around his waist, and guides his thick shaft to my entrance.

With one smooth thrust, he fills me, stretching me deliciously. I gasp as I adjust to his size. Kurt holds still, his eyes searching mine, waiting for my signal.

“More, Kurt,” I plead, my voice hoarse with need. “Please, fuck me.”

His hips start thrusting slowly at first, then building in tempo. The water pounds over us, adding to the sensual rhythm as he plunges in and out of me, hitting all the right spots. I cling to him, my nails digging into his back, my body moving in sync with his.

“Yes, Kurt,” I cry out, my pleasure building. “Harder, faster...”

He obliges, his thrusts becoming more urgent, his hands gripping my legs tightly. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the shower, mingling with our moans and gasps. I feel my orgasm building, a coiling tension deep within me.

“Kurt, I’m close!” I cry, my head thrown back, my wet hair sticking to my skin.

He reaches between us, his thumb finding my clit, circling it in perfect rhythm with his thrusts. I explode around him, my body shaking, my nails raking his back as I cry out his name.

Kurt’s own release is swift and intense. He groans, his body tensing as he fills the condom, his hips thrusting one final time before he collapses against me, his breath ragged in my ear.

He slowly lowers me back to my feet and holds me tight.

“That was...,” I begin, searching for words.

“Incredible,” Kurt finishes.

~The End~


seventeen
Stuck In The Moment
Zach


The chaos of New York hums in my ears, the adrenaline from my meeting still buzzing in my veins. I weave through the crowd, my eyes focused on the elevator ahead. I’m more than ready to escape the city’s madness and head back to my calm office on the twentieth floor.

As I step inside, I notice a woman already there, her attention locked on her phone, oblivious to my arrival. She’s breathtaking, with long, wavy brown hair cascading down her shoulders and a figure that could stop traffic. I guess she’s in her mid-twenties, a few years younger than me.

I smile politely, and she briefly looks up, offering a shy glance before returning her attention to her screen.

I press the button for my floor, and the elevator begins its ascent. Just as I’m about to ask her which floor she’s heading to, the lights flicker and the elevator jerks to a halt. The sudden silence is deafening, and I can see the fear in her eyes as she realizes we’re stuck.

I flash a reassuring smile, leaning against the side of the elevator. “Don’t worry; this happens all the time. I’m sure the power will be back on in no time,” I say as I push the emergency button.

She looks up at me, her big brown eyes flickering with a mix of anxiety and curiosity. “I hope so. I’m not a fan of small spaces.”

I lean in slightly, feeling the tension already building. “Yeah, I get that. But hey, at least we’re stuck together, right?” My grin grows as I watch her cheeks flush ever so slightly.

She laughs nervously, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “I guess so. Not exactly how I imagined spending my afternoon.”

I can’t help but smile at her discomfort, my instincts kicking in to lighten the mood. “Well, we might as well make the most of it. I’m Zach, by the way.” I extend my hand, and when she takes it, I feel a jolt of heat travel up my arm.

“Amanda,” she says, her voice soft, almost shy. “Nice to meet you, Zach.”

The silence between us grows, and for a moment, it’s too thick to breathe in. The elevator’s still; the only sound is our breaths. I decide to push past it, my tone light but with a playful edge.

“So, Amanda,” I say, my eyes gliding over her, “what’s a woman like you doing stuck in an elevator on a Wednesday afternoon?” I raise an eyebrow, my smile widening as I let the question hang in the air.

She tilts her head slightly, and I can see a flicker of amusement in her eyes, but she’s clearly intrigued. “Just my luck, I guess.”

“I’m starting to think it’s fate,” I tease, stepping a little closer, enjoying the way she reacts. She laughs softly, her eyes sparkling. 

“So, what do you do for a living? Do you work in this building?” I continue.

She seems to relax a bit as she answers. “I’m a graphic designer. I work on the fifteenth floor. What about you?”

“I own a marketing firm on the twentieth. I guess we’re sort of neighbors.” I smile, and she returns it, her eyes dancing with amusement.

Trying to keep the conversation flowing, I ask, “Have you ever been on the rooftop of this building?”

Excitement flashes in her eyes. “No! I didn’t know there was a way to get there.”

“Practically every building has a rooftop access door,” I reply, leaning in just a bit closer. “Though this one’s not official. But I’d love to show it to you sometime.”

“That sounds adventurous. I would love to see it, if I survive today,” she adds, her voice light but with a hint of flirtation.

I step closer, my voice lowering. “Speaking of surviving... They say you only regret the things you don’t do, not the ones you do. I’d forever regret it if I didn’t kiss you right now.”

With that, I step forward, my lips brushing against hers, soft at first, but the heat between us quickly escalates.

Amanda’s lips are warm and inviting, and she responds eagerly, her hands gripping my shirt. The kiss is intense, fueled by the pent-up tension of the past few minutes. I taste her sweetness, and immediately crave more. My hands travel up her back, feeling her curves through her thin blouse.

Her hands roam over my chest, her touch sending shivers down my spine. It feels like we’ve known each other for years, our bodies moving in perfect sync.

I feel her breath quicken, her body pressing against mine. My hands find their way under her blouse, caressing the smooth skin of her back.

Our hands explore each other, desperate to satisfy the growing hunger. I unbutton her top, revealing her delicate lace bra, leaving a trail of kisses down to her collarbone.

“Oh, Zach,” she breathes, her fingers tangling in my hair. “This is crazy, but I can’t stop.”

I smile against her skin, my lips finding her sensitive spots, making her squirm with pleasure. “Crazy is good, Amanda. Let’s embrace the madness.”

As I unhook her bra, her breasts spill into my waiting hands, full and perfect. I lavish attention on them, my mouth suckling and teasing her sensitive nipples. She arches her back, pushing her chest into my face, encouraging me to take more.

“Yes, Zach,” she moans, her hands gripping my shoulders. “Suck them, please.”

I oblige, my mouth working feverishly, my tongue swirling around her erect nipples. Her hands slide down to my waistband, tugging impatiently, but I stop her, taking her wrists gently in mine. “Not yet,” I murmur, my voice husky. “Let me take care of you first.”

She lets out a soft whimper of protest, but her breath hitches when my hand slides down her stomach, slipping under her skirt. Her body tenses momentarily, then melts against me as my fingers find the soft, damp fabric of her panties.

“Zach,” she whispers, her voice trembling with anticipation.

I ease her back against the elevator wall, sliding her skirt up higher as I kneel between her legs. Pressing my palm against her heat, I feel her pulse through the thin fabric. Slowly, teasingly, I hook my fingers into her panties and slide them down her legs, exposing her to me.

She gasps as my fingers trail up her inner thigh, brushing against her slick folds. I part her gently, my thumb circling her sensitive nub while my fingers glide through her wetness. Her hips buck against my hand, her breathing ragged as I stroke her, building her pleasure.

“Oh, Zach,” she moans, her hands gripping the handrail. “Don’t stop.”

I slip one finger inside her, curling it to find that perfect spot. Her walls tighten around me, and her body responds immediately. I add another finger, moving them in a slow rhythm, coaxing her closer to the edge. My thumb continues its circular motion on the outside.

Her moans grow louder, her thighs trembling on either side of me. “I’m so close,” she gasps, her head falling back.

I quicken my pace, my fingers thrusting deeper, my thumb pressing harder. Her body tenses, her cries reaching a crescendo as she shatters in my hands.

I hold her through it, my movements gentle as she comes down, her breathing slowing. When her eyes meet mine, they’re filled with gratitude and an unmistakable hunger that tells me we’re far from finished.

Her breathing evens out, but her eyes stay fixed on mine, full of fire and longing. I get up, my hands already reaching to unbutton my pants. Her gaze trails the motion of every step as I drop them to the floor and kick off my boxers along with them.

I grab a condom from my wallet and rip the wrapper open with my teeth. Her eyes flick to mine, her cheeks flushed, her chest rising and falling.

I roll the condom on, my length hard and aching for her. Standing between her legs, I grip her thighs and life her against the wall. Her skirt is still bunched at her waist, and I take a moment to admire her—beautiful, vulnerable, and so damn sexy.

“Are you sure?” I ask, my voice low but laced with intensity. I need her consent, her absolute desire.

“Yes, Zach,” she pants, her hands digging into my arms. “I need this. I want you.”

That’s all I need. I align myself at her entrance, the head of my cock brushing against her wetness. Slowly, I push into her, inch by inch, stretching her, filling her. Her gasp turns into a moan, her nails digging into my skin as I sink all the way in.

“God, you feel amazing,” I groan, pausing to let her adjust, the tight warmth of her driving me insane. Her hips roll against mine, urging me to move.

Her legs tighten around my waist, and I press her harder against the wall, gripping her thighs to hold her steady. I pull back slowly, almost all the way out, teasing her with the loss of contact. Her breath hitches, her nails digging into my shoulders as she gasps my name.

Then I slam back into her, hard and deep, forcing a cry from her lips. The sensation is electric, her body wrapping around me perfectly, hot and slick as I drive into her again and again. My control snaps entirely, and I lose myself in the raw, desperate need to claim her.

“Harder,” she gasps as if she can read my mind.

I oblige, quickening my pace, driving into her with more urgency. The sound of our bodies colliding, the slick heat of her, the way her moans rise in pitch—it’s intoxicating. My hands slide under her, gripping her thighs to angle her perfectly, hitting deeper, making her cry out in ecstasy.

“Zach!” she screams, her body trembling as she clenches around me. Her orgasm ripples through her, pulling me closer to the edge.

The sight of her coming undone beneath me, the feel of her tight around me, is all it takes. With a few more powerful thrusts, I follow her over the edge. A guttural moan escapes me as I spill into the condom, my body trembling with the force of it.

We’re both panting, sweat-slicked and trembling, still pressed against the wall. I ease her down slowly, her legs unsteady as they touch the ground. Her arms stay wrapped around my neck, her forehead resting against mine as we catch our breath.

“Crazy,” she whispers.

“Crazy good,” I murmur, holding her close, already craving more.

~The End~


eighteen
Splash Of Lust
Tiffany


At first, I’m not sure if he’s actually looking at me or if it’s just my imagination. The sun’s so bright, and everything feels hazy, like I’m in my own little world. But then, I catch him staring, his eyes locked on me. A shiver runs through me as I feel the weight of his gaze on my skin, making me hyper-aware of how my body is positioned.

I adjust my sunglasses, casually glancing over at him, trying to gauge if I’m reading it wrong. But no, his eyes don’t move away; they stay on me, following every shift I make. I stretch my legs out a little more, the sun making my skin shimmer. I can see his eyes flick down, lingering just a little longer than I expected.

When I adjust again, I feel the strap of my bikini bottom ride up slightly, exposing more of my ass, and I swear I catch his jaw tightening, just a bit. A small, satisfied smile pulls at the corner of my lips. I know what he’s thinking, and the idea of it sends a little rush through me. It’s like an unspoken game, and I’m starting to enjoy it.

There’s something about him—his presence, the way he moves with the kind of fluid confidence you only see in someone who knows their body and its power. He’s young, at least fifteen years younger than me, with a muscular frame that’s hard to ignore. His red swim trunks hug him just right, showing off the sculpted lines of his legs and the taut muscles of his abdomen. When he shifts, the flex of his chest and shoulders is almost too distracting, and I catch myself staring for just a moment longer than I should.

I look away, trying to relax and pretend I’m not aware of the tension in the air, but the heat between us lingers. I let my gaze wander across the beach, hoping for a moment of calm.

Out of nowhere, I feel his presence before I see him—close, much closer than I expected. He appears at my side so suddenly that I almost jump. I glance up and see him standing there, his strong, tanned body casting a shadow over me. Without a word, he hands me a cold bottle of water, his fingers brushing against mine for a brief second. The simple touch sends a small jolt through me, and I look up, caught off guard. He smiles softly, a little glint of mischief playing in his eyes.

“Hi,” he says, his voice low, carrying just the right amount of confidence.

The suddenness of his approach has left me momentarily speechless. He continues, his smile widening just a bit. “It’s a scorcher today. Thought you might need something to cool down.”

I pause for a moment, trying to collect myself, but his presence is magnetic, pulling me in. It’s clear now that he’s the one in control of this interaction, and I can’t help but feel a shift in the air around us. The game is on, whether I’m ready for it or not.

I laugh, the sound throaty and sensual, and I can feel him tremble slightly at the sound. “Oh, I know how to take care of myself. But I appreciate your concern, handsome.”

His cheeks flush at the compliment, and I like that. It makes him even more enticing. “It’s my job. I’m Matt, one the lifeguards of this beach.”

“Tiffany,” I reply, extending my hand, feeling the electricity as our palms meet. I let my fingers linger for a moment longer than necessary, and I see his eyes darken just a little.

“So, Tiffany, you visiting from out of town?” he asks, trying to keep the conversation going, though I can tell he’s distracted by more than just my words.

I prop myself up on my elbows, letting my breasts strain against the thin fabric of my bikini top. “Something like that. I’m here on business, but I always make time for pleasure.” My eyes lock onto his, daring him to take the bait.

His breath hitches, and I can see the way he’s trying to stay composed. “Pleasure, huh? Well, I can think of a few ways to beat the heat around here.”

“Oh, yeah? Like what?” I challenge, my voice teasing, playful.

He glances around, checking to see if anyone else is around, and I notice the tension in his body as he moves closer. “Well, for one, we could take a dip. My shift is over, and I need to cool down.”

I like the sound of swimming with him. I raise an eyebrow, pretending to think it over. “What makes you think I need cooling off?” I run my finger along the strap of my bikini top, watching his eyes track the movement, drawn to the swell of my cleavage.

His confidence seems to grow with the heat between us. “I think you know exactly what I mean, Tiffany. I’ve seen you look at me, and I can’t say I’m not interested.”

I purr, the sound low and deliberate. “Did I see you looking at me as well?” I let my eyes flicker down to the growing bulge in his shorts, knowing he’s not trying to hide it.

“I might have been watching you,” he admits, his voice rough with desire. “And I can’t stop thinking about what it would be like to have you all to myself.”

My eyes lock on his, a teasing smile playing on my lips. “Watching me, huh? Guess that means you’ve noticed that I’m a bit older than you. Think you can handle that?”

His eyes darken, a hint of a smirk tugging at his lips. “Well, there’s only one way to find out.”

Before I can even react, he’s lifting me into his arms, his hands strong and sure. I let out a surprised laugh, but I don’t resist. After all, this is what I want.

He carries me to the edge of the water, his breath hot against my ear, and I can feel the pulse in my neck racing. “You smell delicious, Tiffany,” he flirts, his voice husky with need.

I can’t help but smile. Carefully, he sets me down on my feet. As if someone’s life is in danger he jumps in the water and swims a few strokes.

I step deeper into the water, the coolness creeping up my legs, the sensation refreshing but unable to cool the heat building inside. As I wade further, I see him glance back at me, holding out his hand.

“Come in,” he says, his voice steady and calm.

I reach for his hand, and as he takes it, he guides me through the water with a gentle, firm grip. The way his fingers wrap around mine is comforting, yet there’s something electrifying about it. His touch feels protective, like he’s holding me steady in more ways than one. He leads me deeper into the water, his body just inches away from mine, and I notice how close we are now.

As we move together, I can feel the subtle pressure of him against me. His chest brushes against my side, and for a moment, I almost forget how to breathe. His hand is warm around mine, and when I glance up, I catch the faintest tension in his jaw, the muscle tightening just slightly. He’s trying to keep it together, but I know he feels it too, the undeniable attraction between us.

And then, as I shift a little bit, I feel it. A subtle but unmistakable pressure against my thigh. His bulge presses gently against me, and the heat that rushes through me is almost too much to bear. He doesn’t pull away, though. Instead, he holds me closer, steadying me, his grip strong but gentle, as though he’s afraid to let go.

I wrap my arms around his neck and kiss him fiercely, hungry for more, and he responds just as passionately, his hands roaming over me, pulling me even closer.

My hands are all over him, tugging at his shorts, wanting to feel his skin beneath them.

I break the kiss to trail my lips down his neck, nipping and sucking, hearing the soft groans he can’t contain. His hands find the ties of my bikini top, and in one smooth motion, he unties them, freeing my breasts. They’re full and heavy, and his gaze locks on them.

He takes one nipple into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it, and I can’t help but arch into him, pushing my breast further into his mouth. His fingers tease the other, sending sparks of pleasure coursing through me, and I grip his hair, urging him on.

I moan softly, “Oh, fuck, Matt, you’re driving me crazy.”

He growls, releasing my nipple. “Let’s take this to the next level, Tiffany. I want to feel all of you.”

I’m already on fire, my body aching for him. “Yes, please. Show me what you got.”

He pulls me back to the shallow water. Sitting down, he pulls me in his naked lap facing away from him. I don’t know when or how he lost his swim trunks, but at this point, I don’t care. The water sloshes around us, a sensual current adding to the tension. His hard cock presses against me, as he slides my bikini bottoms down, revealing my wet pussy.

I gasp as his finger traces my slit. “You’re so fucking wet, Tiffany,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. “I’m going to make you even wetter.”

I feel his cock at my entrance, and with one smooth thrust, he fills me completely. I moan loudly, the tight heat of my pussy wrapping around him, and I can’t help but push back against him, desperate for more.

He starts moving, his thrusts deep and hard. My breath comes in sharp gasps as I feel myself spiraling higher. Trying not to bring any attention to us, I bite my lips.

“Yes, fuck me, Matt! Harder!” I cry silently, pushing back against him with each thrust.

He responds with primal hunger, his hands gripping my hips as he fucks me harder, faster. The water splashes around us, mingling with the sound of our ragged breaths. My pussy clenches around him, the tension coiling tighter, my orgasm rushing to the edge.

A deep moan escapes my lips as the waves crash through me, my body trembling uncontrollably as I cum, clutching onto him for support.

“Cum for me, Tiffany,” he growls.

He slows for just a moment, letting me ride the high.

With one final, powerful thrust, he pulls out and releases himself into the water. He holds me close, his chest rising and falling against mine, but he’s not done.

Before I can catch my breath, his hand slides between my thighs. His fingers find me instantly, coaxing my sensitive, slick flesh with firm, purposeful movements.

“Oh, God,” I gasp, my body arching into him as he works me relentlessly, his eyes locked on mine with a hungry intensity. A second orgasm crashes through me, even more powerful than the first, leaving me trembling and clinging to him for support. His hands steady me as I shake with pleasure.

He grins, his fingers still tracing me lightly as I come down from the high. “I told you I could handle you,” he murmurs, his voice full of satisfaction.

~The End~


nineteen
Between The Lines
Emily


Alex: Still thinking about that night.

My breath catches as I read his text. The words pull me back to the office holiday party—his hands on me, his mouth on my skin, the way he made me lose control. One night, just one wild, unforgettable night with my colleague. My heart races, and I can feel the heat rising to my cheeks.

Me: You shouldn’t be texting me that.

My fingers hover over the screen before I hit send. I know I should just ignore his message, but a thrill rushes through me. My body hums with memories I’ve tried to bury.

Alex: But I am. And I’m pretty sure you’ve thought about it too.

I bite my lip, my pulse quickening. Of course I’ve thought about it. How could I not? The way he pressed me against the wall, his lips demanding, his touch setting me on fire. I’ve told myself it was a mistake, but my body remembers everything.

Me: Maybe once or twice.

Alex: Liar.

I roll my eyes, but he’s not wrong.

Me: What do you want, Alex?

Alex: The truth. What did you think about the next day?

I hesitate, torn between brushing it off or being honest. My fingers hover over the screen for a moment before I type.

Me: Honestly? It was… unforgettable. The best I’ve had in a long time. It was so passionate.

The moment I send it, my heart pounds in my chest. The three dots appear, teasing me. When his reply comes, it’s like gasoline on a flame.

Alex: Same here. I can still feel the way your nails dragged down my back. The way you moaned my name like you couldn’t stop yourself. I keep replaying it in my mind.

A shiver runs through me. My thighs press together as the heat inside me builds. I can’t let him have all the power.

Me: I remember how desperate you were. How you begged me to take you deeper.

Alex: Fuck. You’re torturing me. Tell me what you’re wearing right now.

My fingers tremble as I type, the words coming faster than I can think.

Me: An oversized tee and panties.

Alex: Take off the tee. What color are the panties?

I hesitate, then pull the shirt over my head, feeling ridiculous and exhilarated at the same time. My fingers fly across the screen.

Me: Black lace.

Alex: Fuck. I’ve been hard since I sent that first text.

My thighs press together instinctively, a dull ache building inside me. I know I shouldn’t, but I can’t stop.

I can picture him—shirtless, sprawled on his couch, his hair messy, and that cocky grin tugging at his lips. My stomach tightens.

Me: Prove it.

His response comes quickly. It’s a photo. He hasn’t wasted any time. His hand grips himself through his boxers, the outline unmistakable. My breath catches at the sight.

Alex: Your turn.

My fingers tremble as I snap a quick picture of my bare chest. I send it before I can overthink it.

Alex: Fuck, Emily. You’re perfect. I want to suck those hard nipples of yours.

Me: You want them that bad?

Alex: You have no idea. The thought of you in my mouth... it drives me insane.

Me: Touching my nipples now, thinking it is you.

I close my eyes, the sensation of my own hands making it feel almost like he’s here. I can hear my breath hitching, imagining his fingers instead.

Alex: You’ve got me so fucking worked up, babe.

Before I can answer anything, another text comes through.

Alex: I remember how your nipples stood out like that, so fucking hard. I couldn’t stop sucking on them; you were so responsive.

Me: What else do you remember?

I keep teasing myself, biting my lip and drawing circles with my thumb over the hardening peak.

Alex: I remember how warm and wet you were. How tight you felt around me. How I never wanted to stop.

My breath hitches. My hand drifts lower, seeking relief as the memory consumes me.

Me: You have no idea what you did to me that night. How you made me fall apart over and over again. I’ve never been that loud before.

Alex: I want to hear you again. I want to make you scream my name until you forget everything else.

I close my eyes, his words making my body ache with need. My fingers move, and I can’t stop.

Me: Tell me what you’d do if I were there.

Alex: You mean besides ripping those panties off?

Me: Yes.

Alex: I’d pull you onto my lap, strip you bare, and bury my face between your thighs. I’d make you cum on my tongue until you’re shaking, begging me to stop.

A moan escapes me as I imagine it, my body responding to every word.

Me: And after?

Alex: I’d pin you to the bed and fuck you so hard you’d feel me for days.

My hand slips into my damp panties, my fingers brushing over my wet skin. I can’t help but moan softly as I slide lower, feeling how hot and slick I am. My fingers trace along my folds, teasing before I move up to rub my clit, my breath getting heavier. I press harder, circling, feeling my body start to react, the heat building quickly.

I pick up the pace, my fingers moving faster. The tension builds slowly, winding tighter and tighter, my body craving release but wanting to draw it out just a little longer.

With my left hand, I type.

Me: You’re trouble, Alex.

Alex: The best kind of trouble. Are you touching yourself right now?

Heat floods my cheeks, but I can’t lie.

Me: Maybe.

Alex: Good. Because I’m stroking myself thinking about you. About how tight and wet you’d feel around me. How you’d moan my name while I fill you completely.

My body trembles, the tension coiling tighter and tighter.

Me: I’m close.

Alex: Cum with me! I’m so damn close as well.

Pleasure crashes over me, my body shaking as I bite down on my lip to stifle my cries. When I finally catch my breath, my phone buzzes again.

Alex: Don’t think this is over. I’m not done with you yet.

A smile tugs at my lips, my body still humming with satisfaction. I type back, already craving more.

Me: Neither am I.

~The End~


twenty
Reunited Desires
Angelina


Warmth wraps around me like a hug as I walk into the familiar coffee shop. The scent of freshly ground coffee beans fills the air, and I feel at home, even though it’s been years since I’ve been in this town. As I wait in line, I glance around the cozy space, scanning the faces, and my eyes land on him.

Connor. My heart skips a beat; my breath catches in my throat. He’s sitting at a table by the window, the same easygoing smile on his face that used to make my knees weak. He looks older, more defined in a way, but still undeniably handsome. Our eyes meet, and for a split second, neither of us moves. Then, almost instinctively, I walk toward him.

“Well, well, look who it is,” he says, his voice deep, laced with surprise.

“Connor,” I reply, my voice betraying a bit of the shock I feel. I smile, trying to play it cool, but my body is already reacting. “It’s been a long time.”

He stands, and I can’t help but notice how his body has filled out, how much taller he seems now. He steps closer, and I feel a spark of that old chemistry flare up between us, which had always been so hard to ignore. “What are you doing here?” he asks, his eyes lingering on mine as if we’re picking up where we left off.

“Just passing through,” I answer, trying to sound casual, but the words are barely out before he raises an eyebrow.

“Passing through?” He looks me up and down, his gaze lingering on my lips for a moment too long. “And you just happened to stop here?”

I smirk, a little nervous but unable to hold back. “I guess fate had a hand in it.”

He chuckles, stepping a little closer. “Fate, huh? Is that what we’re calling it these days?”

The air between us is thick, and I can feel the tension building with every passing second. I bite my lip, trying to focus, but I can’t stop glancing at his mouth, remembering how it used to feel against mine.

“So,” I say, trying to shift the conversation, “how have you been?”

“Better now that you’re here,” he flirts.

I can feel my cheeks flush, the heat rising in my body, and it only takes one lingering look between us for everything to snap back into place. His hand brushes lightly against mine, sending a shock through me, and without thinking, I close the gap between us. His lips meet mine in a hungry kiss, as if we’ve both been waiting for this moment all these years.

Feeling his hands on my hips, he pulls me closer, and I melt into him. The kiss is urgent, wild, everything we never had the chance to finish. Our bodies press together, a magnetic pull too strong to resist.

I pull away just enough to breathe, my hands running up his chest, feeling the taut muscles beneath his shirt. “We should... get somewhere more private,” I whisper, my voice breathless.

He doesn’t hesitate. “Lead the way.”

With his hand in mine, we make our way to the back of the café. The bathroom door is barely closed before his hands are on me again, pulling me into him, kissing me hard, desperate. His touch is a wildfire, igniting every nerve in my body, and I’m already lost in him.

I gasp as his lips leave mine, trailing down to my neck, his hands slipping under my shirt, skin meeting skin. The thrill of doing this in such a public place only makes it hotter, more forbidden. I pull him closer, the need between us overwhelming.

“Damn, I’ve missed you. I missed us,” he mutters, his hands working quickly, tugging at my clothes.

“Same,” I breathe out, unable to control the hunger in my voice. There’s no more talking, no more words necessary. I’m desperate for him.

Finally, he finds the hem of my tugged-up shirt, and I lift my arms, letting him pull it off in one smooth motion. The cool air brushes my skin, but the heat radiating between us blazes even stronger. Without hesitation, I reach for his shirt, gripping the fabric and yanking it up over his head.

My hands immediately begin to explore him, my fingers roaming over the hard ridges of his chest and the defined lines of his muscles. He’s more built than I remember, stronger, his body carved in a way that wasn’t there before. It’s like time has only made him better—more powerful, more irresistible.

“Connor,” I breathe, my voice hoarse as I pull his face back to mine. Our lips meet again, but this time, it’s rougher, more frantic, as if we’re trying to erase the years apart with every kiss.

I can’t get enough of him, my mind racing with dirty thoughts. Is he bigger down there too? Better? As if he can read my mind, his hands clamp onto my waist and yank me flush against him. I feel the hard bulge of him through his jeans, and it sends a jolt of heat straight through me. Without thinking, I grind against him, seeking more of the delicious friction.

He growls low, the sound vibrating through me and making my body tingle. His hands slide to my back, deftly unhooking my bra and tossing it aside without breaking the kiss. My small breasts spill free. He pulls back just enough to look down, his eyes darkening with hunger as he takes me in. Gently he cups them, his thumbs brushing over my sensitive nipples. The contrast of his big, rough hands cherishing this delicate part of me makes my heart race.

Simultaneously, I fumble with the button of his jeans, my hands shaking with urgency as his mouth works its way down my neck, his lips and tongue leaving me breathless. My knees threaten to buckle, but I finally manage to pop the button and drag the zipper down. He groans into my skin, kicking off his jeans with impatience, and when he straightens, I realize he isn’t wearing anything underneath.

His cock springs free, thick and heavy, standing proud between us. The sight steals my breath, and I can’t help but stare, my lips parting in awe. He’s bigger than I remember, so big I wonder how I ever managed to take him before. Heat floods through me, a mix of anticipation and raw, dirty need.

“Impressed?” he murmurs, his voice dripping with cocky amusement as he catches me staring.

I meet his gaze, my cheeks flushing as I let my fingers curl around his length, feeling his heat and weight. “More than impressed,” I whisper, licking my lips.

I can’t resist. I have to touch him. My fingers trail down the length of him, feeling the heat, the softness, and the undeniable strength beneath. He’s exactly what I’ve been craving.

I smear the precum building at the tip around, spreading it across his head, and I watch as his body shudders, a low groan escaping his lips. Tightening my grip slightly, I feel him throb in my hand.

“Please,” I whisper, the word slipping out before I can stop it. “I need you.”

He grins, low and wicked, his eyes burning into mine. “Patience, Angel,” he murmurs, his hands already moving to the waistband of my pants. With deliberate slowness, he tugs them down, taking my thong with them in one fluid motion. I stand there, bare and exposed, my breath hitching as his gaze travels over me.

His eyes drop to my butt, and I see the way his jaw tightens, the hunger in his expression undeniable.

“Damn,” he mutters, giving me a firm squeeze, his thumbs tracing the lines of my hips. “I missed this. You know how much I love this ass.”

A flush creeps up my cheeks, but I can’t stop the smile tugging at my lips. “You never shut up about it,” I say, my voice soft but teasing, remembering all the times he used to worship this part of me. “You’ve always been a butt guy.”

“And yours has always been my favorite,” he murmurs, leaning in to press a kiss to my shoulder while his hands knead and explore, like he’s rediscovering me all over again. “Still perfect. Still mine.”

The possessiveness in his voice sends a shiver down my spine, and when he steps back to grab a condom from his jeans, I’m already trembling with anticipation.

Once he’s ready, he’s back on me, lifting me like I weigh nothing, his hands gripping my thighs. “You’ve got no idea how much I’ve missed this,” he murmurs against my ear, his voice low and rough.

“Then show me,” I whisper, wrapping my arms around his neck, my body pressing tightly against his.

And he does. With one powerful thrust, he’s inside me, filling me completely, and my head falls back as pleasure explodes through me. His grip tightens on my thighs and my butt, pulling me closer as he drives into me again and again.

I cling to him, my hips moving in time with his, meeting each thrust, desperate for more. His lips find mine again, the kiss slow and deep, matching the rhythm of our bodies. 

“Let me take you in your favorite position.”

Before I can reply, he lifts me briefly, setting me down and turning me around so I’m facing the wall. His hands grip my waist as he presses against me from behind, his hardness teasing, sending a jolt of anticipation through me.

“You want it?” he asks, his voice a husky growl.

“Yes,” I breathe, pressing back against him. “I can’t believe you remember.”

“It’s not just your favorite, Angel,” he manages to say. “I love taking you from behind.”

And then he’s there, guiding himself into me. Slow at first, and then with one powerful thrust. The force of it makes me cry out, my hands bracing against the wall as pleasure crashes over me. His hands grip my hips tightly, holding me in place as he starts to move, each thrust deep and sure, hitting the spot he knows I love.

I press back against him, matching his rhythm, my body moving instinctively, desperate for every inch of him. His fingers dig into my skin, his control slipping as he drives into me harder, faster, his breaths coming in ragged gasps.

“You’re mine,” he murmurs, his lips brushing against my ear as he moves. “Always have been.”

The heat between us builds, our bodies slick and trembling. I arch my back, giving him even better access, and the guttural sound he makes only spurs me on. The room seems to spin, the world narrowing to just the two of us, his touch, his movement, his voice.

And as the intensity peaks, I lose myself completely, his name spilling from my lips as the pleasure consumes me.

When the waves finally break, I collapse against him, trembling, every inch of me claimed and burning with the reminder that I’ll never escape the way he makes me his.

~The End~


twenty-one
Going Once, Going Twice… Claimed
Sophia


I’m standing at the edge of the crowd, watching the action at the charity event. The glint of crystal champagne flutes and the soft hum of well-dressed voices surround me. Every detail screams luxury. It’s almost too good to be real. Sure, I came to support the cause, but let’s be honest, I’m having a hell of a time. The atmosphere is lively, a little decadent, but it’s the kind of night where it’s easy to let go of the worries and just exist in the moment.

The auctioneer is droning on, presenting one extravagant item after another, but my attention keeps drifting toward two men standing across the room. They’re both impossibly handsome, impeccably dressed in tuxedos that hug their frames just the right way. One is tall, dark-haired, with sharp features that command attention. The other is blond, with a devil-may-care smile that radiates confidence. They make a striking pair.

As the bidding continues for some rare bottle of wine, I notice both men turn in my direction. Our eyes meet, and something shifts. There’s an undeniable spark. I feel it like a current running through the room, pulling me toward them. They start to move in my direction, and I can’t help but feel a flutter in my chest.

When they reach me, the taller one smiles, a knowing grin that speaks volumes.
“Well, well, looks like we have a lovely lady who’s been bidding for our attention,” he says, his voice deep and smooth, like melted chocolate.

His friend, the blond one, chuckles softly.
“I’d say she’s worth the bid, don’t you think?” he teases, his eyes gleaming playfully.

I raise an eyebrow, intrigued.
“And what do you two have in mind?”

The dark-haired man leans in slightly, lowering his voice to a more intimate tone.
“A little friendly competition,” he says. “What do you think? Care to see who wins you for the night?”

I laugh, not sure if he’s serious, but there’s something about the way they stand so close, the way they look at me, that tells me they aren’t joking. It’s not a challenge, not in the way most men throw them out; this feels different. This feels like they both want me, and they’re not afraid to make it clear.

“You’re both bold,” I say, crossing my arms, my lips curving into a smile. “But I’m not sure I’m for sale.”

The taller one grins wider, extending a hand.
“Julian,” he says, his eyes locking onto mine, holding my gaze with an intensity that sends a small shiver down my spine. “And this is Dominic,” he adds, gesturing to his friend with a casual nod.

Dominic steps forward, his blond hair catching the light as he offers me his hand.
“Pleasure to meet you, Sophia,” he says, his tone laced with charm.

I take his hand, letting the warmth linger a moment longer than necessary.
“You two make quite the pair,” I say with a teasing edge. “And you know my name already. How very convenient.”

Julian leans in closer, his voice dropping lower.
“What can I say? We’re fast learners.”

Dominic grins, his eyes never leaving mine.
“Maybe not for sale, but you can be… won,” he says, his tone teasing, seductive. “All we want is a little bit of your time. Care to share it with us?”

Their voices are so inviting that I can’t resist the pull. It’s more than just the words; it’s the way they’re looking at me. Like I’m the prize, like they’re both determined to win me, to take me for themselves in some way.

I consider it for a moment. The night is still young, and these two men are undeniably attractive. And there’s a sense of mystery about them that intrigues me. The challenge in their eyes feels like an adventure I want to be part of.

“Alright,” I say, feeling a thrill race through me as I make my decision. “I’ll join you. But just so you know, I’m not easy to win.”

Both men smile, their eyes lighting up with anticipation.
“We wouldn’t have it any other way,” Dominic says, his voice low and filled with promise.

We leave the auction together, stepping into the gilded hallway of the hotel. The hum of distant conversation fades as we move toward the elevator. Julian walks to my left, his dark eyes cutting to me with an intensity that makes my breath hitch. Dominic is on my right, his easy grin a stark contrast to the heated glances he sneaks my way.

Julian presses the elevator button, and the soft chime that follows feels deafening in the quiet tension between us. When the doors glide open, they step aside to let me enter first. The air inside is cooler, almost crisp, but the electricity between us is undeniable.

Julian’s voice breaks the silence, low and smooth. “Last chance to back out, Sophia.”

I glance at him, his sharp jawline and piercing gaze making my heart race. “I’m not backing out,” I say, my voice steadier than I feel.

Dominic’s hand finds the small of my back, his touch firm and grounding. “Good,” he murmurs, his breath warm against my ear. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

When the doors open, it feels like a release and a new beginning all at once. They guide me down the plush, carpeted hallway to a door at the far end. Julian produces a key card and unlocks it with a quiet click.

The suite is stunning, sleek and luxurious with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a glittering view of the city. But I barely notice it because the moment the door closes behind us, the energy shifts.

Dominic steps in front of me, his grin softening into something more seductive as he takes my hand. “You’re the highlight of our night,” he murmurs, his voice low and velvety.

Behind me, Julian’s hands land lightly on my shoulders. “Are you ready for this?” His tone is deliberate, almost teasing, and the weight of his gaze sends a thrill through me.

“Completely,” I reply, meeting his eyes over my shoulder. The intensity in them makes my heart race, and I feel heat pooling low in my belly.

Dominic’s grin deepens, a wicked glint sparking in his eyes. “I like that confidence,” he murmurs, his hand sliding along my arm until his fingers curl beneath my chin, tilting my face toward his. “But the real question is, who do you want first?”

I blink, caught off guard by the question. My gaze flickers between them, Dominic’s confident smirk and Julian’s quiet intensity. Both men exude desire, their attention making my skin tingle with anticipation.

“Do I have to choose?” I ask, my voice a little breathless, though I already know my answer.

Julian’s lips curve into a faint smile as his hands slide down my arms. “You could always choose both,” he offers, his voice a tempting drawl.

Dominic leans in closer, his lips brushing against mine in the barest whisper of a kiss. “We’d be happy to share,” he adds, the words a husky promise.

I nod, my choice clear. “Both.”

Dominic doesn’t waste a second, pulling me into a slow, consuming kiss that sends a shiver down my spine. His lips are soft yet firm, coaxing me to open for him as his hand cups my cheek. Meanwhile, Julian’s hands begin a slow exploration of my body, his fingers skimming over my sides, teasing the hem of my dress.

The contrast between their touches is intoxicating. Dominic’s kiss is all-consuming, while Julian’s hands are deliberate, every movement measured. When Dominic finally pulls back, his eyes lock onto mine, blazing with heat.

“Let’s take our time,” Julian murmurs, his lips brushing against the shell of my ear. His words are a promise, his hands sliding beneath my dress to explore the bare skin of my ass.

They strip away my clothes piece by piece, taking turns exploring and savoring. Dominic’s lips find the curve of my neck, trailing kisses down to my collarbone as Julian’s hands trace the lines of my thighs, his touch both teasing and firm. When I’m down to just my underwear, Dominic pauses to admire me, his gaze filled with appreciation.

“You’re stunning,” he murmurs, his voice roughened with desire.

Julian’s hands slide up my legs, fingers skimming over the edges of my panties. He hooks his thumbs under the fabric, his touch gentle yet deliberate. “Lift for me,” he says softly, his tone more of a request than a command.

I comply, raising my hips as his fingers slide the fabric down, the material grazing over my skin in a way that leaves a trail of tingling sensation. He takes his time, drawing them down my legs and over my ankles, his gaze never leaving mine.

Dominic leans down, his lips grazing my temple as he whispers, “Beautiful.” His hand joins Julian’s, gliding over the newly exposed skin of my thighs and leaving a trail of shivers in its wake.

Julian steps away momentarily, returning with a condom in hand. Meeting my gaze, he lifts it with a faint smile. “Safety first,” he says, his voice calm yet laced with desire.

I nod, the simple motion anchoring me in the moment.

Dominic gently eases me onto the bed, his hands guiding me back against the pillows with a tenderness that contrasts with the heat in his gaze. As he leans in for a deep, lingering kiss, Julian’s hands explore my legs, spreading them slightly and adding to the mounting anticipation. Their touches work in harmony, their unspoken rhythm leaving me breathless.

With a shared glance, both men shed their clothes, the rustle of fabric hitting the floor amplifying the raw, electric tension in the room.

With measured confidence, Dominic moves to my head, his cock hard and eager. He brushes his fingers over my cheek, his smile soft but filled with intent. “Open for me,” he murmurs, his voice rich and commanding.

I comply, my lips parting as I take him in, the taste of him igniting a fire inside me. His hand tangles in my hair, guiding my movements as he begins to thrust, his pace unhurried but relentless.

Julian’s hands slide down my body, one steadying my hip while the other dips between my thighs. His fingers press against me, teasing me before slipping inside, curling expertly to find that perfect spot. The sensation sparks a jolt of pleasure that has me moaning around Dominic.

The rhythm they set is exquisite, a seamless coordination that pushes me higher and higher. Dominic’s low groans mix with Julian’s quiet encouragements as his fingers work me closer to the edge.

The pleasure builds into an unbearable intensity, a delicious tension coiling tighter with each thrust and stroke. When I finally let go, my climax crashes over me, waves of ecstasy wracking my body.

My trembling only seems to spur them on. Dominic’s hips jerk, his grip on my hair softening as he groans deeply, his cock twitching in my mouth. He holds there for a moment before slowly withdrawing.

A low curse escapes his lips as he strokes himself and with a few firm pumps, he spills across my chest. 

Julian’s hand slows, his fingers slipping from me as he draws out the last ripples of my pleasure. His touch lingers, soothing and gentle, tracing lazy patterns over my skin as my breathing steadies, though my body still quivers from the intensity.

Dominic leans back slightly, his chest heaving as he grabs a towel. He moves with tender care, cleaning me up. “There we go,” he murmurs softly.

Dominic’s thumb brushes over my jawline, and he pulls back slightly, his gaze intense yet tender. “Not done with you yet,” he murmurs.

Julian’s hands slide to my hips, coaxing me onto my knees. “Trust us,” he whispers, his voice low and reassuring.

I nod, anticipation thrumming through me as Dominic reaches for a condom, his movements deliberate. Julian leans over to the bedside table, grabbing a bottle of lube. He warms it in his hands before his fingers trail lower, teasing with a touch that’s gentle yet firm.

“Relax,” he says, his tone soothing as his slick fingers work me open slowly, the sensation sending shivers of pleasure through me. The coolness of the lube quickly gives way to warmth, and his movements are measured, ensuring my comfort with every careful stroke.

Dominic positions himself behind me, gripping my waist as he leans in to kiss the back of my neck. “You okay?” he asks, his voice a perfect mix of concern and desire.

“Yes,” I breathe, the care in their touch grounding me as anticipation flares. He takes his time, applying more lube with skilled fingers that glide along my sensitive skin, ensuring I’m ready. The first press of him is slow and deliberate, the stretch intense yet electrifying. His grip on my hips is firm but reassuring as he pauses, giving me a moment to adjust before settling into a steady rhythm that has me gasping.

At the same time, Julian shifts to my front, his cock brushing against my lips. His free hand cradles my jaw, thumb tracing soft circles over my cheek as he smiles down at me. Eagerly, I take him in, the taste of him sparking a fresh wave of arousal that sends me spiraling further into pleasure.

The dual sensations are overwhelming in the best way, Dominic’s deliberate thrusts filling me completely while Julian’s hand guides me, setting a perfect rhythm. The synchronization of their movements sends me spiraling, each touch and sound heightening the experience until pleasure consumes me.

Their synchronization is perfect, every thrust and motion driving me closer to a second peak. The fullness, the connection, is all-consuming, and when my climax hits, it’s even stronger than the first, leaving me trembling and crying out around Julian.

Dominic groans deeply as he finds his release, his hands tightening briefly on my hips before he softens, his touch turning soothing. Julian follows soon after, his breath ragged as his fingers stroke over my cheek in a gesture of quiet affection.

We collapse onto the bed in a tangle of limbs, the air thick with satisfaction. For a moment, none of us speak; the only sound is our ragged breathing.

Dominic is the first to break the silence, his lips quirking into a grin. “I think we make a pretty good team.”

Julian chuckles softly, his hand brushing over my hair. “Definitely worth a rematch.”

I smile, my body humming with contentment. “Anytime.”

~The End~


twenty-two
Quickie


“You’re distracting me,” I mutter, trying to focus on the stove. But how can I cook like this?

“I know,” he replies, his voice low and teasing. His lips graze my ear, sending a jolt of heat straight to my core. “I can’t help myself. You look so fucking good tonight.”

I bite my lip, my pulse quickening. Mark, my husband, stands so close his body aligns with mine, his hand sliding down my side to rest on my hip. My breath catches as he shifts, his hardness pressing into me. The warmth from the stove fades into insignificance.

“Dinner’s almost ready,” I manage, struggling to maintain control, but the battle is slipping through my fingers. His hand moves, tracing the curve of my waist before slipping beneath my shirt. His fingers skim across my bare skin, leaving a trail of fire in their wake.

“Who cares about dinner?” he growls, his lips brushing the back of my neck. “I’m starving for you.”

I swallow hard, my thoughts a blur of want. Turning to face him, I’m met with eyes darkened with desire. Words are unnecessary. I pull him closer, our lips colliding in a fiery kiss. Mark’s hands roam to my back, tugging me against the hard planes of his body.

“I’ve wanted you all day,” he mutters between kisses, his hands sliding under my shirt to expose my skin.

I gasp as his touch roams, tracing every curve before cupping my breasts. His thumbs flick over my hardened nipples, drawing a moan that he swallows with another hungry kiss.

“God, you feel amazing,” he murmurs, breaking the kiss just long enough to meet my eyes. His hands are everywhere now—gripping my hips, sliding down my thighs, pulling me closer. My thoughts scatter; all I can think about is him.

Without hesitation, I reach for the button on his jeans, fumbling until I undo it. He groans, helping me slide them down before stepping out of his clothes in one smooth motion.

He lifts me onto the kitchen island, my legs wrapping around his waist instinctively as he presses into me. The cool countertop contrasts sharply with the heat radiating from our bodies. His mouth captures mine again, his hands slipping between us to position himself.

With a sharp inhale, he slides into me, and we both groan at the overwhelming sensation. The world outside the kitchen dissolves as he sets a rhythm, each thrust deep and urgent, driving us both higher. The heat from the stove behind me is nothing compared to the fire between us.

His hands grip my hips, his movements filled with a desperate need. I match him thrust for thrust, the pleasure building inside me, spiraling out of control. I can’t think—can’t focus on anything but him and the intensity of what we’re sharing.

I’m lost in him, in us, in the moment. My climax builds, a crescendo of sensations that leaves me teetering on the brink. I cry his name in desperation, as I shatter around him.

The release is electrifying, my body trembling as wave after wave crashes over me. He doesn’t stop, his movements growing erratic as he follows me over the edge. With a final deep thrust, he groans my name, his body tensing as he finds his release, holding me tightly as he spills inside me.

For a moment, we stay like that, our bodies pressed together, catching our breath. The kitchen feels too small to contain the heat we’ve created. Finally, he pulls away, resting his forehead against mine as our breathing slows.

“Well,” I say, my voice breathless, “I guess dinner can wait.”

He chuckles, his lips brushing mine in a lingering kiss. “Best dinner interruption ever.”

~The End~

Before you go… one quick favor.

If you enjoyed my book, I’d really appreciate a good rating. Here on Kindle, you don’t have to write a review—just tap those stars.

It helps more than you think and keeps me motivated to write more dirty stories for you.

If something didn’t quite hit right, I’d truly appreciate your feedback by email instead of leaving a low rating:
author@avalonlust.com

I’m always looking to improve.

Thank you for reading… and for your support.

XOXO
Avalon


Still aching for more super short stories?

GOOD!

Slide right into part two and keep the heat going.

23 Shades of Taboo is HERE!

23 more 5-minute Bedtime stories.
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Another quick and filthy collection of adult short stories…

Nothing is off-limits and every desire is explored.
From forbidden fantasies to seductive surprises, get ready for a world of passion that will leave you craving more.

No fluff, no filler—just 23 sizzling fantasies in one book.

Endless possibilities are waiting inside.
Get in the mood in less than 5 minutes.

From Music Festival to Carwash, here are just a few of the stories you’ll find inside:

	One room in a hotel, one bed… and absolutely no self-control.

	A private diving lesson on a boat that goes very deep.

	After hours at the office, things with her worst enemy turn unexpectedly hot. 

	A diverted flight leads to a midnight adventure.

	The cleaning lady got caught half-naked.

	A salsa class where every step gets filthier than the last.

	The gardener stops by to trim the bushes… and ends up tending to her instead.




In these stories, you’ll discover how a little imagination and some hot gadgets can turn up the heat in the most unexpected ways. Whether it’s solo play, fun with a partner, or indulging in the pleasures of light BDSM.

It’s about to get steamy—don’t say I didn’t warn you.

23 more stories are waiting HERE!


Did you like this short story collection?

Then you’ll LOVE 10 Erotica Short Stories.

A collection of ten erotic stories all in one.

All books in this series are stand-alone stories—no need to read them in order.
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	Unforgettable Pleasure - The plumber arrives with his big pipe, ready to fix more than just her leaks.

	Pulled Over For Passion - Caught speeding, the only way out is to take the officer’s weapon deep.

	Elevated Ecstasy - Mile-high pleasure with a stranger at 30.000 ft. From virgin to threesome.

	Forbidden Lessons - When anatomy crashes her math tutoring she learns how to ride his cock.

	Naughty Delivery - She orders pizza and he delivers extra sausage.

	Roadside Rendezvous – He pops her hood, checks her fluids, and makes sure everything is running smoothly.

	Dual Seduction – Why choose when you can have both Greek brothers?

	Dirty Detour – She came for the ride, but now she’s straddling more than just his motorcycle.

	Taste of Temptation – She’s served a feast she’ll never forget—two eager bodies and a kitchen about to go up in flames.

	Changing Room Confessions – She’s frozen in place, unable to look away as he strokes himself under the steaming water.




Trigger Warning:

If you are looking for a romantic short story with plot and character development, this story is NOT for you.

If you are looking for pure smut, porn for women, and just need a quick read to get going, THIS BOOK IS FOR YOU!

This book contains scenes depicting consensual sexual activity involving anal play, threesomes, light BDSM, and sex in public. Reader discretion is advised, as the content includes explicit descriptions of intimate encounters and may not be suitable for all audiences. If you’re sensitive to explicit sexual content, please be aware before reading.


For more information

Scan HERE
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To sign up for my Newsletter

Scan HERE
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