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Chapter one
Kiss Of Fate
Heather


“You lost, Heather.” Jenny grins at me over the rim of her margarita, smug as hell.

I groan, slumping back in my chair.

“Now you have to kiss a random guy in the bar.”

She makes an exaggerated kissing noise, and the girls around the table burst into laughter.

It’s ridiculous, and I’m already regretting agreeing to this silly game. But a bet is a bet.

I swirl the last bit of my cocktail, glancing around the room. I want someone who looks harmless. Someone I can kiss and walk away from without awkwardness.

That’s when I see him ,leaning against the bar, one arm resting casually on the counter, dark hair falling just enough to shadow his eyes. Broad shoulders fill out his black shirt, the sleeves pushed up to reveal strong forearms. He looks like he belongs here, but there’s something untouchable about him. Perfect. I’ll get it over with before he even knows what happened.

Not giving myself a chance to hesitate, I weave through the crowd. No introductions, no warning, just rising onto my toes and pressing my lips to his. It’s soft, quick, exactly what I planned.

When I start to pull away, a warm, firm hand wraps around my wrist. His voice is deep and possessive, vibrating low in his chest.

“Wait,” he says, his dark eyes on me. “If we’re doing that… you have to give me the chance to do it right.”

Before I can answer, his arm slides around my waist, drawing me in close; his mouth captures mine, slow and deliberate, then he deepens the kiss until I can’t breathe, can’t think, only feel. His tongue teases mine in a way that makes my knees weak, and the firm pressure of his hold leaves no doubt who’s in control.

My head spins, drowning in the taste of him, dark and intoxicating, like something I shouldn’t want but already crave. It’s not just a kiss; it’s heat and possession, hunger and promise all tangled together. The music fades, the crowd disappears, and all that’s left is him, his scent, his taste, the way he moves his mouth over mine as if he’s been waiting for this all his life.

When he finally lets me go, I’m breathless, lips tingling, mind spinning.

“That,” he murmurs, eyes locked on mine, “is how you kiss a stranger.”

This kiss was nothing like the quick joke I’d intended. I already want more.

I should walk away. Go back to my friends, laugh it off, pretend this was nothing.

But my feet won’t move.

He watches me like he can see every thought running through my head, like he already knows I’m not going anywhere. Without breaking eye contact, he sets his drink down on the bar and steps closer, his presence wrapping around me like heat.

“Come with me,” he says. Not a question, an instruction.

My body answers before my brain can catch up. He takes my hand, his grip warm and firm, threading through the crowd like he knows exactly where he’s taking me. We slip out a back door into the cool night air, the muffled thump of music fading behind us. The alley is dim, lit only by a buzzing neon light above the doorway, the city noise distant compared to the pounding of my heartbeat.

He doesn’t ask if I’m sure, and I don’t give him a reason to.

We climb a narrow metal staircase tucked against the brick wall, my heels clicking softly on each step. I can feel the heat of him ahead of me, his hand still holding mine, pulling me along with quiet certainty. At the top, he unlocks a door and ushers me inside.

An open studio, warm and dimly lit, stretches with tall windows overlooking the street below. The air carries the scent of whiskey and wood, and a single lamp casts its glow across dark hardwood floors. It’s intimate in a way that makes my pulse race even faster.

I barely take in the details before his mouth is on mine again, pressing me back against the closed door. The kiss is hotter now, more urgent, the kind that makes your toes curl and your stomach clench with need. His hands are everywhere; they slide up my sides, gripping me firmly and exploring. When his fingers reach the hem of my top, he pushes it up and over my head in one smooth motion. The cool air hits my skin just before his warm palms do.

He walks me toward the bed, his mouth trailing hot kisses down my neck, nipping gently at the hollow of my throat. My fingers tangle in his hair, tugging just enough to make him groan. When the backs of my knees hit the bed, he eases me down, his weight settling over me, warm and solid.

Clothes come off in a blur—his shirt first, revealing a chest that makes my mouth go dry, then my jeans, his hands sliding them down in slow motion, like he’s unwrapping a gift. He peels off the rest until there’s nothing between us but heat and want.

His hands are mapping me, claiming me. When his mouth finds my breast, sucking gently before flicking his tongue over my nipple, a soft moan escapes me. The path of kisses and bites leads over my stomach, my hips, landing between my thighs.

He looks up at me once, just once, before leaning in and pressing his mouth to me. The first slow stroke of his tongue sends a shiver through my entire body. I grip the sheets, my hips twitching toward him, but his hands hold me firmly in place.

“Let me,” he murmurs against me, his voice rough with want. And then he does, over and over, his tongue and lips teasing, stroking, driving me higher until my breath comes in ragged gasps.

“You taste even better than I imagined,” he murmurs against my fold.

“You’ve been imagining?” I manage to tease, though my voice comes out breathless.

His grin is wicked. “Since the second you kissed me.”

When I finally shatter, my body bows, toes curling, and a scream escapes. He doesn’t stop until the last tremor fades, and then he’s moving up my body again, kissing me hard so I can taste myself on his tongue.

I’m still dizzy when I feel him press against me, hard, hot, and ready. He pauses just long enough for his eyes to lock with mine, a silent question. I answer by wrapping my legs around him and pulling him in.

A low groan rumbles from his chest, and he reaches to the nightstand without looking away from me. The soft tear of foil fills the air, quick and certain. He rolls the condom on with practiced ease, his hands steady even as his breathing roughens.

Then he’s back between my thighs, the heat of him pressing against me again, and this time nothing is stopping him from sliding deep inside.

The stretch of him makes me gasp, my nails digging into his back. He moves slowly at first, letting me feel every inch, every push. Then faster, harder, until the bed creaks under us and my breath turns into needy whimpers.

His mouth finds my ear, his voice low and rough. “You have no idea what you’ve started.”

“Show me,” I whisper back, and he does—driving into me with a steady, relentless rhythm that has me spiraling all over again. I cling to him, lost in the heat and the weight and the way he fills me completely.

When my release hits, it’s almost too much, ripping through me in a wave that leaves me shaking. He follows, his body tensing, his breath hot against my neck as he groans.

For a long moment, neither of us moves. Just the sound of our breathing, the slow thump of his heart against my chest.

Finally, he rolls to his side, pulling me with him so I’m tucked against his body, his hand resting over my hip like he’s not ready to let me go.

“That,” he says with a faint grin, his voice still rough, “is how you end a dare.”

~The End~


Chapter two
One Room Left
Claire


“I’m so sorry… there’s been a problem with your reservation,” the receptionist says, looking at me with big eyes.

My stomach dips. “What kind of problem?”

Her eyes flick nervously to my boss, Daniel, who is standing a few steps behind me, scrolling through his phone.

“It seems… we’ve had an overbooking situation. I see you reserved two more rooms, but unfortunately, there is only one room available. The city is fully booked due to the music festival this weekend, so…,” she trails off, waiting for me to fill in the blanks.

The rest of the team had already checked in and gone their ways. I glance between Daniel and the receptionist, heat rising in my cheeks. “So… what do you suggest?”

The receptionist’s eyes flick between Daniel and me. She hesitates, then says, “Well, the booking is under Mr. Walker’s name, so technically…”

Daniel slides his phone into his jacket pocket and steps up to the counter. “Technically?”

“You and your assistant could share the remaining room,” she says quickly, like ripping off a bandage. “It’s a king bed, but I can have housekeeping send up extra blankets.”

I open my mouth to object, but Daniel’s faint smirk cuts me off. “That’ll work. We’ll take it.”

My eyes snap to him. “Wait—“

“It’s fine,” he says, signing the paperwork. “We’re not here on vacation. Just need a place to crash between meetings.”

His tone is casual, but there’s something in his eyes when he glances at me. Something that makes me feel like maybe he’s not thinking about crashing.

The room is on the twelfth floor. King-size bed, white linens, a big city view through the floor-to-ceiling window. I step inside first, my heels clicking on the hardwood floor.

“Nice place,” I say, setting my laptop bag on the desk. “I’ll call the front desk tomorrow to see if anything opens up.”

Daniel sets his suitcase near the dresser and pulls off his jacket, hanging it neatly on the hook. “Don’t worry about it. We’ll survive two nights.”

Survive. Easy for him to say. He’s six-foot-two, broad shoulders, the kind of man who takes up space without even trying. The idea of sleeping this close to him feels… dangerous.

I grab one of the pillows and drop it in the middle of the bed. “Boundary line,” I say lightly. “No trespassing.”

His mouth twitches in amusement. “You think that’ll stop me?”

My heart jumps, but I force a laugh. “Just… don’t snore.”

After we both showered, we end up lying on opposite sides of the bed. My back is to him. I’m scrolling through my phone, pretending I’m completely at ease.

After a long moment, his voice breaks the quiet. Low. Serious.

“I’ve been waiting for something like this to happen.”

I turn my head slightly, frowning. “Like what? A booking disaster?”

He exhales, and I can feel the warmth of it against my neck. “No. An excuse to be alone with you. Without an office door. Without anyone walking in.”

My pulse kicks up instantly. “Daniel…”

“I’ve wanted you for months,” he says simply. “I wasn’t going to cross the line. But now…” His hand brushes the pillow between us. “There’s no line, is there?”

My body is already betraying me; heat is flooding, and my skin is prickling. “We shouldn’t…,” I murmur, but my voice is unconvincing.

He moves the pillow aside with a slow push. “Tell me to stop, and I will.”

I don’t tell him to stop.

The first kiss is tentative, a test. My lips part; his hand cups my jaw, and then it’s no longer tentative at all. It’s deep, hungry, months of unspoken tension breaking open. I roll toward him, my fingers in his hair, the warmth of his body pressing into mine.

“God, you’re beautiful,” he murmurs against my mouth. His hand slides down my side, over my hip, pulling me closer until my thigh hooks over his.

We kiss until my head spins, until my body aches for more. I tug at his shirt, and he sits up just enough to pull it over his head. His chest is solid, warm, and when I run my hands over him, he lets out a low groan that sends a shiver down my spine.

His hands are more confident now, slipping under my top, fingertips brushing my bare belly. The fabric slides away, leaving me in only a bra, pinned beneath the weight of his stare.

“Been thinking about this since the first week you started,” he admits, leaning down to kiss my collarbone. His mouth trails lower, over the swell of my breasts, until he’s tugging the bra strap down my shoulder.

I arch into him, my breathing uneven, and he takes the hint to unhook my bra and toss it aside. His hands and mouth are everywhere, teasing, claiming, making my body hum.

I can’t think anymore. My fingers hook into the waistband of his boxer briefs, shoving them down just far enough for him to take over. He strips them off in one swift motion, and the sight of his erection makes my breath catch. This is my boss, hard and ready for me. A shiver runs through me, half disbelief, half hunger, and then he’s tugging at my dress pants, peeling them down my legs before sliding the lace of my underwear over my thighs until it’s gone.

When his fingers find me, I gasp—every muscle tightening at the heat and skill of his touch.

“Daniel…,” I whisper, clutching at his shoulders. His mouth claims mine again, deeper this time, before he shifts and eases me onto my back. For a moment, we just stare, breaths ragged, his gaze intense—almost reverent.

Then he reaches for his wallet on the nightstand, rips open a condom, and rolls it on with practiced ease.

When he finally moves, the first thrust is slow, measured, grounding and overwhelming, making my body hum with tension. I arch my back, pressing into him, searching for more, and instinctively lift my hands over my head to push against the headboard. Before I can shift, his fingers lace tightly with mine, holding them in place, pinning me with a possessive strength that leaves me breathless. Each movement presses deep, claiming me fully, impossibly intimate, and I’m lost in the weight and rhythm of him.

I’m close, too close, and then I shatter around him, clinging as the orgasm rolls through, body trembling under the weight of him. He groans, low and guttural, following moments later, pressing fully into me as his own release overtakes him.

After collapsing on top of me, he rolls us gently. We stay tangled like this for a while. My head is on his shoulder, his arm draped around me.

“Looks like we can save a room for the next conference,” he says finally.

I laugh softly. “Don’t tell the others.”

His lips brush my hair. “Our little secret.”

~The End~


Chapter three
Ditch The Horse, Saddle The Cowboy
Brooke


The gravel crunches beneath my sneakers as I step out of my car and stare at the ranch. The first thing that hits me is the smell, sharp and earthy, a mix of horse shit, hay, and dust that clings in the back of my throat. It isn’t the fresh country air I pictured, but it’s real, raw in a way the city never is. The fields stretch wide around me; the barn stands weathered but solid, and the silence feels both peaceful and intimidating.

I shove my hands into the pockets of my jeans and remind myself why I am here. Community service hours. Fifty of them, to be exact, thanks to one bad night and a dumb decision. Shoplifting makeup. Not my proudest moment. Instead of cleaning up trash on the side of the road, they assigned me to a ranch program that supposedly builds character. I’m not sure how cleaning horse stalls does that, but I’ll take it.

A tall figure emerges from the barn. He’s wearing worn jeans tucked into scuffed boots, a white T-shirt stretched across broad shoulders, and a Stetson that shades his face. As he gets closer, I catch sight of his eyes, a shade of blue so sharp they almost look unreal. He’s handsome in a rugged way, all sun-kissed skin and stubble along his jaw.

“You must be Brooke, the volunteer,” he says, voice low and steady, like he doesn’t waste words.

I nod. “Yeah. That’s me. I’m here for my hours.”

He studies me for a moment, eyes traveling from my sneakers to my hair pulled up in a messy bun. I feel like he sees right through me, all the way to the fact that I have no clue what I’m doing.

“I’m Travis,” he says finally. “You’ll be working with me. I’ll show you around.”

I follow him into the barn, trying not to stare at the way his jeans hug his thighs.

Inside, the air is warm, filled with the earthy scent of hay and horses. A few animals poke their heads out of stalls, watching me curiously.

“First rule,” he says, stopping by a stall with a chestnut mare. “Never stand directly behind a horse. They kick hard. Always come in at the side, slow and steady; let them know you’re there.”

I nod, pretending like I’ll remember all of this, though my nerves are buzzing too much to focus. He reaches out and strokes the mare’s neck, his big hand gentle on her smooth coat. Something about the contrast makes me swallow hard.

“Here,” he says. “Try it.”

I step closer, hesitating. My hand trembles a little as I extend it, but the horse leans into my touch. Her warmth surprises me.

“See? Not so bad,” Travis says, his lips curving into the faintest smile.

I realize I’ve been staring and quickly pull my hand back. He keeps showing me around, pointing out the tack room, the feed bins, and the tools lined neatly along the wall. His voice is calm, patient, even when I ask dumb questions.

“Alright,” Travis says, clapping his hands together. “Time for the real work. Grab a shovel.”

My stomach twists. “Shovel… what?”

“The stalls,” he says, nodding toward the row of horses. “They don’t clean themselves.”

I follow him to the first stall, where the chestnut mare is peering out at me, tail flicking lazily. The smell hits harder up close, a pungent mix of manure and hay. My stomach lurches, but I square my shoulders. I can do this.

He shows me how to angle the shovel under the piles, flick the muck into the wheelbarrow, and move slowly so the horse doesn’t startle. I try to follow, but I’m clumsy, and a chunk nearly lands on my boots. He chuckles, a low, warm sound that makes my cheeks heat.

“Easy there,” he says, stepping behind me. He leans close to show me the right angle, his hands brushing mine as he guides the shovel. The warmth from his body is distracting, and I catch myself imagining more than manure as his fingers linger just a second too long.

“You’re a natural,” he says, voice low.

“At what? Shoveling shit?”

His grin widens, slow and wicked. “It’s driving me crazy.”

The heat between us is sharp now, filling the space where words should go. I bite my lip, pretending to fuss with the saddle, but all I can think about is how it felt to have his chest pressed to my back, his voice in my ear.

When he moves closer, his hand sliding over mine on the leather strap, I don’t stop him. I lean into the touch. His body is right there, warm and solid, the faint scrape of stubble along his jaw as he tilts his head down toward me.

“You keep looking at me like that,” he drawls, “and I won’t be able to hold back next time.”

I swallow hard, my pulse skittering.

After an hour, I’m sweating and dusty, and I’ve barely done anything useful.

“Tell you what,” he says. “Why don’t we take a break from the chores. Ever been on a horse?”

I shake my head quickly. “No way. I’d probably fall on my face.”

“Not under my watch.” The way he says it makes my skin prickle.

He leads me to a tall, sleek horse saddled and ready. My heart thumps.

“Put your foot here,” he says, pointing to the stirrup. “Grab the horn. Swing yourself up.”

I try, but my foot slips, and I nearly topple backward. His hand shoots out, steadying me by the waist. Heat floods my stomach.

“Easy,” he murmurs, lifting me effortlessly. One strong push and I’m in the saddle, looking down at him from above.

“See? Not so hard.”

“Speak for yourself,” I mutter, gripping the horn like my life depends on it.

Travis swings up behind me in one smooth motion, his chest pressing against my back, his thighs snug against mine. His arms come around to take the reins, his breath brushing the side of my neck. I shiver.

“This is how you hold them,” he says, his hands covering mine. His palms are rough, warm. “Loosen your grip a little. The horse feels everything you do.”

I try to relax, but all I can focus on is the solid heat of him behind me, the steady rise and fall of his chest, and the faint smell of sweat and leather.

“Good,” he says softly. “Now lean with her when she walks. Like this.”

The horse starts moving, a slow, rocking sway. I shift with it, but my balance is off, and I lean too far forward. Travis’s hands steady me, his lips brushing my ear.

“You’re not riding a guy, sweetheart,” he says in a low drawl. “You’re riding a horse.”

The words hit me like a spark. Before I can think, I shoot back, “Maybe I’d rather ride the cowboy.”

The silence that follows is heavy, thick with tension. His grip on the reins tightens, and his chest presses harder against my back.

“You don’t know what you’re asking for,” he says finally.

I turn my head just enough to catch his gaze. “Maybe I do.”

He studies me for a long moment, then clicks his tongue. The horse stops. In one smooth move, he swings us both down, his hands still firm on my waist as my feet hit the ground. I barely have time to breathe before his mouth is on mine.

He pulls back, breathing hard, his thumb brushing across my bottom lip like he’s debating whether to dive back in.

“You’re trouble,” he murmurs.

I laugh, breathless. “You don’t even know me.”

“Oh, I know enough.” His eyes flick down my body, slow and deliberate.

“Barn’s empty,” he mutters, dragging me backward into the shadows of a stall. The hay prickles beneath my back as he lays me down, his body covering mine, heavy and hot.

His hands are everywhere, tugging at my shirt, sliding beneath to find bare skin. I arch into his touch, gasping when his rough palms cup my breasts, thumbs teasing my nipples through the thin fabric of my bra.

“Travis,” I breathe, not even sure what I’m asking.

He growls low in his throat, pushing my shirt up and yanking my bra down until my breasts spill free. His mouth closes over one, sucking hard, teeth grazing. The sensation shoots straight between my legs, making me squirm.

His other hand slides lower, unbuttoning my jeans with practiced ease. He shoves them down, taking my panties with them, leaving me bare and open under his gaze.

“God, you’re wet already,” he mutters, fingers sliding through my folds. I moan as he circles my clit, slow and deliberate.

I reach for him, fumbling with his oversized belt buckle. He helps, unbuckling and shoving his jeans down just enough to free his cock. My eyes widen at the sight, thick and hard, veins standing out along the shaft.

“Condom,” I gasp, though I’m not sure if I want him to say yes or no.

He pulls a foil packet from his back pocket, rips it open with his teeth, and rolls it on in one smooth motion.

Then he’s pushing into me.

The stretch makes me cry out, a mix of pain and pure pleasure. He fills me completely, every inch driving deeper until I’m gasping against his shoulder.

“Fuck,” he groans. “So tight.”

He pulls back, then slams forward again, the hay crunching beneath us. Each thrust is hard, relentless, making my body jolt. My fingers claw at his back, desperate to hold on.

“You like riding the cowboy, huh?” he growls in my ear, his thrusts hard and deep.

“Yes,” I moan, voice breaking. “God, yes.”

Travis pulls back suddenly, chest heaving, and flips us with one powerful move. My back lands against the hay, then he rolls me on top of him, his hands gripping my hips. His cock is still buried deep, stretching me, making me gasp.

“Show me, then,” he rasps, guiding me to move.

I brace my palms against his chest and start to rock, the angle sending sparks shooting through me. He groans, watching me take control, his hands sliding up my waist to squeeze my breasts. Every roll of my hips drags a moan from both of us, the sound of our bodies meeting filling the stall.

The pressure builds fast. I ride him harder, faster, his cock hitting that perfect spot over and over until I’m crying out, pleasure tearing through me in hot waves. My nails scrape down his chest as I lose myself in the release, my body clenching tight around him.

“Fuck,” Travis grits out, bucking up into me. His grip on my hips tightens as he drives deep, spilling into the condom with a low, guttural groan. His jaw clenches, sweat dripping down his temple as he holds me flush against him, shuddering through his own release.

For a long moment, we just lie there, breathing hard, tangled together on the hay. His chest rises and falls against mine, his weight pinning me in the best way.

Finally, he pulls out gently, ties off the condom, and tosses it aside. He leans down and kisses me again, slower this time, softer.

“You learn fast,” he murmurs against my lips.

I laugh breathlessly. “Guess I found my favorite ranch chore.”

His grin is wicked, his eyes glinting beneath the brim of his hat. “Good thing you’ve got a lot of hours left. Plenty of time for more lessons.”

I smile, already flushed at the thought. “I think I can handle that.”

~The End~


Chapter four
Backstage
Samantha


The venue is quiet except for the low murmur of equipment being tested. I stay near the back, tucked behind a support column in the wings, doing my best not to be seen. The band is running through their soundcheck, but I’m not paying attention to the levels or the mix. I’m here for one reason only, to see Ryder, the lead guitarist.

I’ve been to a few concerts, but tonight, I’m closer than I’ve ever been.

I peer around the pillar, eyes locking onto him as he adjusts his guitar. His fingers are long and elegant, moving fluidly over the strings. I can’t take my eyes off him. The way he moves is effortless, and everything about him feels magnetic. I feel the pull in my chest, my pulse quickening with every passing second.

The band plays through the intro of a song, but my attention stays on Ryder. I lean back, trying to keep out of sight. Just as I do, I hear his voice.

“You’re not supposed to be here.”

I freeze. My heart slams in my chest. He’s seen me.

I turn to face my idol, my mind scrambling for words. “I… I’m sorry,” I say, heat rushing to my cheeks. “I just… couldn’t resist. I’ve been a fan for so long, and I—“

Ryder smiles, stopping me with nothing more than a look. “It’s okay,” he says, voice smooth and low.

He steps off the stage, eyes still on mine. “You want to get a closer look?”

My breath catches. I nod, too stunned to speak. He motions for me to follow.

We slip backstage, away from the noise and light, into a smaller, dim room that smells faintly of dust and cables. The music is still audible in the background.

He leans against the doorframe, arms crossed, like he’s got all the time in the world. His gaze doesn’t waver. “So, you love our music?”

“Well, yes,” I say quickly, then pause. “But… I really enjoy watching you.”

His eyebrows lift slightly. “And here I thought I was imagining it.”

I blink. “What?”

“That you were only staring at me,” he says, still smiling. “Good to know I wasn’t wrong.”

I bite my lip, heat blooming in my chest. He doesn’t laugh. He just watches me like he’s letting it sink in.

I shift on my feet. “I’m only here to see you,” I say, my voice barely above a whisper. “You’ve always been… captivating.”

Ryder lifts an eyebrow, amused. “Captivating, huh?” A crooked smile tugs at his mouth. “Funny. My horoscope today said I should make someone’s day. Fulfill a dream.”

He takes a slow step toward me, then another. The space between us shrinks.

“What’s your dream?” he asks. His voice is quiet now, curious.

I hesitate, heat crawling up my neck. My teeth catch my bottom lip before I speak. “Don’t laugh. Or judge. It’s just… a dream, right?”

His expression softens slightly, but he doesn’t say a word. He waits.

I take a breath. “Sometimes, I dream of kissing you.”

Before I can respond, he closes the gap between us. One hand finds my waist, steady and warm, while the other slides up behind my neck. His fingers thread gently into my hair as he guides my head closer to his. His eyes search mine one last time, and then he closes them just as our lips meet.

The kiss isn’t rough or rushed. It’s soft at first, testing and tasting. His lips move slowly, like he’s learning the shape of my mouth, and the tenderness in it completely disarms me.

His hand slides to the small of my back, drawing me in. Our bodies press together, warm and steady, and I let myself sink into the feeling. The kiss deepens, gradually gaining intensity, but still full of control. His fingers tighten in my hair, holding me like I’m something precious.

I gasp softly when his tongue meets mine, the sensation sending a ripple through me. The noise of the venue fades away, leaving just us in this charged silence.

He breaks the kiss, breathing heavily, his lips brushing against my jaw as he speaks. “Does this feel like your dream?”

His voice is low, rough in the best way, and it takes me a second to find my own.

I nod, my voice barely there. “It feels better.”

His eyes darken. For a second, he just looks at me, as if trying to memorize everything about this moment. Then he leans in again, his lips brushing the side of my neck, his breath sending chills across my skin.

His hands slip under my shirt and stay there, warm and steady against me.

I place my palms on his chest, feeling the solid warmth beneath his shirt. It feels like we’ve known each other forever, like this moment was always meant to happen.

But kissing isn’t enough anymore. I want more. I want to feel him, really feel him.

My fingers slide down, pressing closer, needing him in a way that makes my breath catch. But then I feel the tension in his touch, the way his fingers hesitate at my waist. Time is slipping.

He closes his eyes briefly, then exhales hard through his nose.

“I have to get back,” he says regretfully. “They’ll be looking for me.”

I nod, trying not to look as disappointed as I feel.

He steps back and reaches for something in his jeans pocket. A lanyard. A black VIP pass with the band’s logo gleaming in silver.

He slips it over my head, fingers brushing my collarbone. “This gets you the best seat for the concert.”

His eyes meet mine again, softer now. “Stay in the VIP area and wait for me after the show.”

My heart stutters. I nod. “I will.”

He gives me one last kiss. Not deep this time, but slow and promising, like a pause, not an end. Then he turns and disappears through the door, leaving me breathless and buzzing, clutching the pass like it’s something sacred.

~The End~


Chapter five
Roommate
Mia


I’ve been sharing this apartment with Mark for three months now. We met through a mutual friend, and honestly, I never intended to live with a man. Too risky. Too messy. Too tempting.

But I didn’t have a choice. The rent was decent, the location unbeatable, and my friend swore Mark was “safe.“ Claudia’s exact words: “Don’t worry. He’s totally gay.”

And for how hot he looks, gay almost seemed like the only logical explanation.

Still, nothing about living with him has felt “safe.”

Mark’s broad shoulders are the first thing people notice, but it’s the way he carries himself that keeps them looking. There’s a calm, quiet confidence in him, like he knows exactly who he is and has nothing to prove. He doesn’t flirt, doesn’t perform, doesn’t chase. And yet, somehow, he still draws attention without even trying. He keeps his distance, always polite, always respectful, but every so often, I catch him watching me from across the room. Just for a second. Just long enough to make me wonder.

The other night, after getting out of the shower, he walked to his room in nothing but a towel. I caught a full glimpse before he even noticed me. Muscular chest, sculpted abs, the towel slung dangerously low on his hips.

I almost started drooling.

If God truly exists, Mark has to be his masterpiece.

So no, I don’t feel very safe. Not from temptation. Not from the heat that curls in my belly every time I hear him laugh in the kitchen, or see him yawn and stretch after a long day.

And lately, I’ve started to wonder if this thing I keep trying to ignore… might not be one-sided after all.

The tension follows me into the shower.

I step under the hot stream, letting the water wash over me, trying to shake the thoughts I shouldn’t be thinking. But the moment my eyes close, they come rushing back. Broad shoulders, the way his towel clings to those hips, the heat in his gaze when he thinks I’m not looking.

Steam fills the air, curling around me like a secret.

My hand drifts south, fingers gliding over slick skin. First over my boobs, then between my thighs. I part my legs slightly, pressing my back to the warm tile. My breath catches as I find that familiar rhythm, slow and lazy, just enough to make my knees tremble.

I don’t mean to moan his name. It just slips out.

“Mark...”

Barely a whisper, but it echoes in the quiet like a confession.

The sound of it on my lips sends a rush of heat through me.

I picture him standing outside the bathroom. I imagine him hearing me. Walking in and watching me.

My fingers move faster. My lips part. I bite back another moan.

And then—I freeze.

There’s a sound behind me. Soft, but unmistakable. The creak of the bathroom door.

My eyes fly open. I spin toward the fogged glass.

And there he is.

He pauses, eyes dark and unreadable as he takes me in.

“I thought I heard you say my name,” he says with a knowing smile.

For a heartbeat, we just stare.

Embarrassed, I try to cover what I can with my hands. Then, keeping his eyes on me, he pulls his shirt over his head and lets his pants fall to the floor.

Without a word, he steps into the shower, facing me.

I can feel the heat of his body just inches from mine. His hand slides to the small of my back, steady and reassuring. Instead of pulling away, I lean into his touch, letting the tension unravel with every heartbeat.

His fingers trace gentle patterns along my skin as I raise my hands to his chest.

Our lips meet in a soft kiss. His mouth moves slowly, learning the shape of mine. I melt into the tenderness, feeling a fire ignite inside.

“I could help you relax,” he says, licking his finger suggestively.

The gesture sends a jolt through me.

I blink, heat rising in my chest. “But… what about…,” I trail off, my mind racing to make sense of this. “I mean, I thought…”

I glance down, and there’s my answer.

His cock is hard, thick, straining between us, and takes the air from my lungs. Whatever doubts I have vanish in that moment. The need in his eyes matches the ache building inside me.

He wants me just as badly as I want him.

Mark’s hand slides along my waist, steady and sure, before drifting lower. He leans in again, his lips brushing mine as he murmurs, “Just say yes.”

My breath hitches. Every inch of my skin feels alive beneath his touch.

“Yes,” I whisper.

He kisses me once more, deeper now, with purpose. Then his lips travel along my jaw, down to the curve of my neck. I tilt my head instinctively, giving him access, my fingers gripping his shoulders to hold on as my knees begin to weaken.

One hand trails down my stomach, smooth and exploring. When he reaches the space between my thighs, he pauses, not asking, but waiting.

I press into him.

Like that was the permission he was waiting for, his fingers slide between my folds, lingering with a gentle curiosity that makes my heart skip a beat. Mark groans softly against my neck, as if the feel of me turns him on even more.

“You’re so wet,” he mutters, his voice ragged.

I can only nod, too far gone to form words. My head falls back against the wall as he circles my clit with firm strokes. His movements are confident, but he observes me, reading every reaction.

When he finds a rhythm that makes my hips twitch, he sinks his finger deeper inside me. Seconds later, he adds another one, stretching me just enough to make me gasp.

Moving them in and out, slightly curled, he teases just the right spot. His thumb returns to my clit, pressing in small, steady circles, and the pleasure builds fast, sharp, and deep.

I moan, louder than I mean to. His free hand grips my hip, holding me still as I start to come apart beneath him.

“Let go,” he whispers. “I’ve got you.”

And I do.

The heat rips through me, sudden and overwhelming. My body clenches around his fingers as pleasure crashes over me, leaving me panting. Mark doesn’t stop, not until I’ve unraveled completely.

When he finally withdraws, he presses a kiss to my temple, then meets my gaze. His eyes hold something more than hunger. Something deeper.

Mark kisses me again, slow and lingering, like he’s savoring the way I’m still shaking beneath him. My skin is flushed and hypersensitive, yet the need between us hasn’t faded.

If anything, it burns hotter now.

I feel him against my thigh, thick and hard. Aching for release.

Reaching between us, I curl my fingers around his length. He exhales a low, unsteady breath as I begin to stroke him. His jaw tightens, eyes fluttering shut like he’s fighting to stay in control.

“Let me,” I whisper.

He nods, his forehead resting against mine, his body trembling slightly under my touch.

The water slips between us as I guide him back against the tiled wall. My hand moves over his erection, firm and smooth, slick with heat and water. He’s so hard it almost makes me ache again.

“Fuck,” he breathes, his hand gripping my hip like he needs something to hold onto. “I’ve been wanting this so bad.”

I press my lips to his throat, kissing my way up to his jaw as I work him faster, feeling him pulse in my palm. His fingers dig into me, and the sounds he makes—soft grunts, gasps, that low growl in his chest—go straight through me.

He’s close. I can feel it in the way his hips twitch forward, his breath coming in sharp bursts against my ear.

“I’m not gonna last,” he says, voice ragged, strained.

“Don’t hold back,” I murmur.

With a strangled moan, Mark cums. Hot and hard, his release spilling into my hand, his body pressed tight against mine. I watch his face as the orgasm takes over. Raw, unguarded, like I’m seeing the real him for the first time.

His breathing slows, but his body is still humming with the rush.

Looking at me, really looking at me, he brushes a wet strand of hair from my face. “That was…”

“Yeah,” I say softly. “It was.”

He leans in, kissing me once more, this time slower, deeper, like we’ve both just crossed a line and we’re not turning back.

We stay like that for a long moment, tangled together under the water. It’s quiet, but in a comfortable way.

And yet… there’s still one thing nagging at me.

I lift my head and look up at my roommate, studying the soft curve of his mouth, the way his eyes are still a little heavy, a little wild.

“So…,” I begin, hesitant, “you’re not… gay?”

Mark blinks, then laughs, hard. A full, head-tossing, deep laugh that echoes off the tile and makes me smile even as my cheeks burn.

“Claudia said you were,” I add quickly, defensively. “She said I’d be safe living with you.”

“That does sound like something she’d say.” He shakes his head, grinning. “Well, I’m not gay. I’m sorry to disappoint you.”

“You didn’t,” I say.

~The End~


Chapter six
Burning Fire
Monika


I’ve always disliked bonfires because I hate the smell of smoke.It clings to everything—hair, skin, clothes—and tonight it curls through the air like a warning.

The firehouse looks bigger up close, red lights blinking against the night sky, the engines parked in neat rows. I’m here for a story, not to make friends. Especially not with him.

Captain Cole Bennett.

Every source I’ve talked to says the same thing- good firefighter, bad temper. And if the rumors about the missing equipment funds are true, maybe worse.

He’s waiting for me near the bay doors, arms crossed, turnout jacket open over a black T-shirt, a streak of soot along his jaw. He doesn’t smile.

“Ms. Rhodes,” he says. My name sounds like an accusation in his mouth. “You picked a hell of a night to dig for dirt.”

“I didn’t start the fire,” I say, clutching my recorder. “But if there’s something you’re hiding, I’m going to find it.”

He steps closer, heat rolling off him even from a few feet away. “I’ve got nothing to hide.”

“Then you won’t mind a few questions.”

His eyes flick down to the recorder, then back to me, sharp and assessing. “You’ve got five minutes.”

I press record. “Where did the funding for Station Twelve’s new gear go? Because the budget reports—“

He cuts me off. “I fight fires, not spreadsheets.”

“Convenient.”

The corner of his mouth lifts, caught somewhere between a smirk and a warning. “You don’t quit, do you?”

“Not when something smells wrong.”

He leans in slightly. “Careful, reporter. You might be smelling smoke, not scandal.”

The siren cuts through the air before I can reply. Someone shouts, and in seconds, the station erupts into motion. Cole’s already pulling on his gear, shouting orders.

“What’s happening?”

“Warehouse fire on Third.” His voice is all command now. “Stay out of my way.”

He’s out the door before I can catch another breath.

I drive home, fingers tight around the steering wheel and my mind racing. His voice echoes in my head, low and controlled, like a warning and a dare at once.

Somewhere deep down, I believe him. My gut insists he has nothing to do with the stolen funds, no matter what the evidence says. But I’m a reporter. I should trust facts, not instincts. Also, I shouldn’t feel this… drawn to him. But I do.

Days later, I’m at a different scene, covering a redevelopment story in a rundown warehouse.

It’s quiet except for the click of my camera and the faint creak of unstable floors.

I crouch to get a better angle of a rusted beam when movement catches my eye in the distance. A spark flickers, then another—and before I can process it, a barrel of old chemicals ignites. Flames leap skyward, the heat hitting me in waves.

Within seconds, smoke fills the air, thick and choking. My lungs burn as the crackle grows into a deafening roar. I try to leave, but the doorway is gone, swallowed by fire.

Panic claws at my chest. I stumble back, coughing, eyes watering, mind racing to think of an alternative way out.

“Stay calm, Monika,” I whisper to myself, though the smoke curls in my lungs and my vision swims.

My mind flashes back to fire drills in grade school, the way our teacher had barked instructions over the alarm. Stay low, cover your mouth and nose, stay calm, find the nearest exit, and don’t crowd the doorway.

I back away from the flames, heart hammering, I press my sleeve to my mouth and crouch low.

Just minutes later, a voice cuts through the chaos.

“Warehouse fire. Possible civilian trapped.”

I recognize that voice, Cole Bennett.

Somehow, he got in. Heat presses against me from all sides. I stumble, coughing.

“Over here!” I scream and wave my arms. Footsteps thunder toward me. A shadow falls over the smoke. Strong hands grip my arm and then, without hesitation, he scoops me up, hauling me into his chest. “Are you alone?” he asks, breath hot from the blaze. “Yes,” I manage.

My eyes are closed. I know I’m safe in his arms.

“Stay with me,” he says, voice low, almost a growl.

I nod, because arguing feels impossible. The air is thick with fear and something else—something that twists tight in my stomach, raw and dangerous.

Then I feel him kick something off its hinges, followed by a blast of fresh air.

He drops to his knees, still holding me tight. For a moment, all I hear is his breathing, rough and uneven.

I blink my eyes open as he reaches up, pulls off his helmet, and sets it aside.

“Hey,” he says, voice low but urgent.

“Hey,” I answer, breathless.

“You’re insane,” he mutters, half angry, half relieved. “Me?” I cough, tasting smoke. “You’re the one who runs into burning buildings.” “That’s my job,” he says, eyes fixed on mine. “And this, this is mine,” I gasp, holding up my camera.

He shakes his head, incredulous, then speaks softer as he sets me down. “You could have died.”

“I’m fine,” I manage, though my lungs burn. “Just… get me out of here.”

I make it clear I’m not going to a hospital, and he insists on taking me back to the station instead. The ride is quiet, the adrenaline slowly draining as the city blurs past.

Back at the station, we’re alone in a quiet locker room, the chaos of the fire replaced by the hum of fluorescent lights and distant equipment.

He helps me peel off my jacket. “You almost ruined me,” he murmurs, half-laugh, half-growl.

Stepping closer, he brushes my hair back from my cheek. His thumb smears a streak of soot across my skin.

“You scared the hell out of me,” he whispers.

“I’m fine,” I say, though my pulse is still racing from the fire, and from him.

“You always run toward danger?” he asks.

“Only when it looks like you.”

That earns a low, rough laugh. “You really don’t know when to quit.”

“Neither do you.”

He exhales, and the sound is almost a growl. “This isn’t the place.”

“Then tell me where it is.”

For a second, I think he’ll pull away. Instead, his hand slides up, cupping the back of my neck, drawing me closer until our foreheads touch.

“This is crazy,” he says.

“I know.”

The next breath we share feels stolen—half smoke, half need. His lips brush mine once, testing, then again, harder.

The kiss is rough at first, desperate from fear and adrenaline. Then, slower, deeper, his control bleeding through even in chaos. Every move feels deliberate, claiming, like he’s trying to prove something neither of us can name.

When we break apart, my lips sting, and his hand is still tangled in my hair.

He presses his forehead to mine again, breathing hard. “You drive me insane.”

“Good,” I say. “You deserve it.”

With unreadable eyes he says, “Next time, stay where it’s safe.”

I smirk. “You mean away from you?”

He closes his eyes a fraction longer than a blink and exhales heavily. “Especially away from me.”

“What if I can’t?”

There’s that flicker again—control, barely held. “You don’t learn, do you?”

“Not when it feels like this.”

His hand slides to my chin, tilting my face up toward his. The kiss that follows is raw and unrestrained, a rush of heat and need that sets every nerve on fire. It’s commanding, as if he’s claiming this moment without words.

His lips press against mine with a force both fierce and deliberate, primal in the way it sparks something deep inside me. I respond instinctively, leaning into him, feeling the steady weight of him anchoring and igniting me all at once.

When we pull apart, breaths ragged and pulses racing, the lust in his eyes and the heat of him against me hits harder than anything I’ve ever faced. It’s magnetic, primal, and impossible to ignore.

“Let me change,” he murmurs, voice low, “and then I’ll drive you home.”

Not much later, he parks outside my building, the engine still running.

“You should rest.”

“So should you,” I say motioning to my apartment.

“If I come upstairs, I’m not leaving until morning.”

My breath catches. “Is that a promise or a threat?”

He leans in, voice barely a whisper. “Both.

Not sure where this boldness is coming from, I lean over and kill the engine.

“Come in; we need a shower,” I tug at his arm as I make my exit.

Holding my hand, he follows me inside my apartment.

I guide him to the bathroom and turn the water on.

He strips off his clothes easily, and as he steps into the warm spray, I almost forget how to breathe. His shoulders are broad and strong, chest defined and solid, every movement confident, controlled. Muscles ripple under his skin as he shifts, a real alpha presence—someone built for action, for danger, for command. Even now, he radiates authority and heat.

His hair is damp, falling slightly into his eyes, and there’s a raw intensity in the line of his jaw, the set of his shoulders. Every inch of him speaks of strength tempered with skill, a man who runs toward fire while the world runs away.

I survived the heat of the warehouse, the smoke, the chaos, but this… this might be a different kind of fire. The kind I’m not sure I can withstand.

Shaking my thoughts away, I quickly shed my clothes and step into the shower with him.

Steam curls around us, mixing with the warmth of the water. He leans close, letting the spray run over his chest, and I find myself tracing the line of his muscles, fingertips barely grazing his skin. He exhales sharply, leaning into my touch.

His gaze drops, dark and intent, and I follow it. I catch the outline of him, thick and hard, straining against the curve of his body. My lips part, and I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to hold back the surge of heat pooling low in my belly. The sight of his erection makes me ache in ways I can barely name.

Not able to resist any longer, my fingers brush over his soft, most sensitive skin. He groans softly, tilting his head back.

“Don’t tease me,” he growls, voice rough and thick with need. My hands don’t obey, one cups the base, holding him tight, while the other drifts upward, tracing the veins and the smooth, taut skin along the shaft. I circle him slowly, teasing, letting my palm glide over him in deliberate strokes that make him growl and shift closer.

I can’t resist exploring further, and my fingers flick lightly over the sensitive tip, feeling him pulse under my touch. I squeeze, roll, and tease, alternating pressure, learning exactly what makes him shiver. Hearing his low, primal sounds make me want to beg him.

Regaining his composure, he turns me around and begins washing me, his hands gliding over my sides, down my back, along the curve of my hips. The pressure is firm, commanding, yet careful, and I shiver under it. Every brush of his fingers sends a pulse through me, a slow, delicious ache.

I gasp as his fingers slip just inside me, warm, firm, moving with a steady, measured rhythm.

I bite my lip, trying to hold back the moan that wants to escape, but his thumb circles, pressing against the sensitive bundle of nerves, and I can’t stop the shiver that runs through me. My back arches into him, pressing closer.

Then, suddenly, he pulls back, just enough to break contact, and reaches for the faucet. The water cuts off abruptly, leaving me dripping and chilly.

Without a word, he grabs the towel, pressing it against my skin with strong, efficient strokes. His hands glide over my shoulders, down my back, lingering over every curve, drying me with a possessive intensity that makes my pulse spike again.

Once I’m dry, he lifts me, bridal style, arms locked securely under my thighs and around my back. My hands rest lightly on his shoulders as I breathe in the intoxicating scent of him.

I can feel every step he takes, the firmness of his chest against mine, the controlled strength in his arms that holds me so completely.

When we reach the bedroom, he sets me down gently on the edge of the bed, letting the towel fall to the floor. His hands don’t leave me; instead, they roam over my damp curves, teasing, claiming, reminding me that he’s still here, still entirely focused on me.

Looking me up and down with hunger in his eyes, he says, “Monika, I don’t think I can resist any longer. This is your chance to send me on my way, before-”

Interrupting him, I gasp, “Cole… take me already!”

He pauses just long enough to rip a condom from its wrapper and roll it on. His eyes darken, pupils blown, burning with need. Then his hands clamp onto my hips, to anchor me, and with a single, powerful thrust, he drives inside me.

The sudden fullness takes my breath away, stretching me in all the right ways, raw and overwhelming. I cry out, nails digging into his shoulders, heart hammering, every nerve ignited. The press of his chest against mine, the weight of him, the relentless force of that first thrust—it’s all-consuming, brutal, and exactly what I’ve been aching for.

“Damn… you’re so tight,” he growls, the vibration of his voice against my ear igniting sparks low in my belly. He moves with deliberate power, sinking in, pulling out, each stroke deep and precise, drawing soft gasps from me that tumble into ragged moans. I arch into him, letting the friction and pressure consume me, my body trembling with every slow, insistent thrust.

He leans down, teeth grazing my neck, lips claiming mine with a bruising, hungry kiss. There’s nothing gentle here, only raw, pure hunger—two bodies colliding, skin slapping, moans spilling into the room like thunder. My chest rises and falls wildly, heat pooling in my core, a delicious ache that grows with every movement of his hips.

“Say my name,” he demands, voice a primal rasp.

Without thinking, I scream, “Yes, Cole! Take me harder.”

His hands tighten on my thighs, pulling me closer, every thrust hitting deeper. There’s no restraint, no pause, just the brutal, consuming need.

I’m trembling, my legs wrapped around him, pulling him in even further.

I’m so close, just one more push. And as if he knows what I need, he pushes in relentlessly, filling me to the brink, and holds it there. I see stars, my back arching, legs wrapping tighter, pulling him impossibly deep as I cry out his name, and my body surrenders.

He groans, a low, primal sound, and I feel the tension snap inside him. His hips jerks hard against me as he spills into the condom, body shuddering, hands gripping my hips with all the feral, unrestrained force he’s been holding back. Every pulse of his release presses me deeper, and he leaves me trembling and sated, skin slick and warm against his.

We collapse together, limbs tangled, chests heaving, bodies pressed tightly. He doesn’t let go. His weight, his warmth, the steady heat of him against me, it’s impossible to resist. I lift my head, breath ragged, and dare a grin. “You’re insane.”

He tilts my chin up, lips brushing mine in a slow, primal kiss. “Maybe,” he murmurs, “but you couldn’t stay away.”

A shiver runs through me, and I know he’s right. Between the danger, the adrenaline, and the way he makes my pulse spike, surviving his fire was never the point. I’d gladly let myself burn over and over again.

~The End~


Chapter seven
Hurricane Heat
Peggy


By the time I leave Mia’s place, the air feels thick enough to drink. My shirt’s stuck to my back before I even hit the car, that sticky kind of heat that promises a storm. We’d been laughing and talking for hours. I almost stayed the night like she suggested, but my bed was calling.

Now I wish I’d listened.

The rain starts as a drizzle, barely more than a mist on the windshield, and I’m confident I’ll make it home before it turns bad. But then my phone buzzes in the cup holder, sending a shrill alert that makes me flinch. I glance down and see the words in bold red: TORNADO WARNING IN YOUR AREA. SEEK SHELTER IMMEDIATELY.

My stomach drops.

The wipers can’t keep up now. Sheets of rain slam the car as the trees on either side of me bow and twist like they’re ready to snap. The two-lane road now looks more like a river. I grip the wheel tighter, heart hammering, but it’s no use. If I keep driving, I’ll end up in a ditch.

Scanning for anything, I spot a driveway to the left, and a faint light flickers through the storm. It is a house set back from the road. Relief hits first, then the kind of hesitation that makes your pulse jump.

I turn in anyway. Gravel spits under my tires before turning to slick mud. By the time I park, the rain’s a solid wall. I shove the door open and sprint for the porch, soaked through in seconds.

The wood creaks under me as I knock. Hard. No answer. I try again, louder this time.

Then the door swings open, and everything stops.

“What the hell are you doing out here?” A deep voice cuts through the roar of rain.

Before I can answer, he reaches out, takes my arm, and pulls me inside. The door slams shut behind us, muting the wind to a muffled howl. Warmth hits me, sudden and startling, and I realize how soaked I am, water dripping from my hair, my clothes clinging cold against my skin.

Only then do I look at him. Broad shoulders, jeans snug on strong thighs, a plain T-shirt plastered to his chest. His hair is damp and messy, his jaw shadowed with stubble, handsome in that unpolished, dangerous way that makes my breath snag.

“There’s—“ I gulp air, trying to catch my breath. “There’s a tornado warning. I couldn’t drive anymore. I had to stop.”

“Sit,” he says, jerking his chin toward a chair. “You’re shaking.”

I’m quivering, not just from the storm but from the cold, my hands trembling as I push wet hair out of my face.

“Stay here. I’ll be right back.” He moves like a man who doesn’t panic easily—calm, sure-footed, like the storm outside barely registers. When he comes back, he’s got a towel in his hand. He holds it out, eyes flicking down my body and back up again.

“Here.”

“Thanks,” I whisper, wrapping it around myself. My fingers brush his for a second, and that tiny contact feels louder than the thunder outside.

“You can’t stay in those clothes,” he says quietly. His gaze drags over me again. “You’ll freeze.”

“I didn’t exactly plan for a sleepover,” I say, voice sharper than I mean it, primarily to hide the way my pulse just kicked up.

His mouth curves, not quite a smile. “Lucky for you, I don’t let people freeze in my house.”

With that, he disappears down the hall again and comes back with a folded pile—an oversized flannel shirt, sweatpants that look soft and worn, boxer briefs, and thick socks.

“These should work. The bathroom is the second door on the left. Go dry yourself and change before you catch a chill,” he says, pointing me in the right direction.

Relief washes through me, though my pulse won’t settle. I mumble a quiet “thanks” and slip down the hall, my wet sneakers squeaking against the wood.

The bathroom smells like cedar and soap. Clean. Masculine. I lock the door and strip, peeling the fabric from my skin. My bra and underwear cling stubbornly, cold and heavy, until I slide them off too.

He knew. That’s why he added the boxers.

The thought sends a slight smile across my lips.

I tug the flannel over my head first. It hangs loose, swallowing me whole, the sleeves past my hands. But it’s warm, and it smells faintly of him—wood, leather, heat. I pull on the boxers and sweatpants next; both are too big, soft against bare skin, but I don’t care. They’re dry.

I leave my clothes in the bathtub and open the door. The hallway light feels dimmer now, the storm pressing against the house like a living thing.

He’s waiting there, one shoulder braced against the wall. His eyes catch on me for a second—long enough to make my skin prickle—before he looks away, jaw tight.

“Better,” he says quietly. His voice has that rough edge again, like it’s been dragged over gravel.

I nod. “Yeah. Thanks.”

“Storm’s bad,” he mutters, checking his phone. “Best room in the house is the walk-in closet. No windows. Thick walls. Safest place we’ve got.”

A closet. Not exactly comforting, but I follow when he grabs a flashlight.

We pass through what I’m pretty sure is his bedroom—dark, quiet, sheets tangled on an unmade bed. I try not to stare, but my eyes linger anyway.

He opens a plain white door, and I step inside after him. The closet’s bigger than I expected—shelves, boxes, rows of shirts hung in perfect order. He flicks the switch, and a soft bulb hums to life, casting a warm glow over the space.

For a second, it feels safe as if the walls are thick enough to keep the world out.

Then the light flickers.

Buzzes once.

And dies.

The air conditioner cuts off, leaving only the sound of the storm. Rain lashes the roof, wind howls against the siding, and something heavy hits the porch outside.

I take a step closer to him before I even realize I’m moving.

He sets the flashlight on a shelf, its glow stretching weak shadows along the walls.

I pull his flannel tighter around me, shivering even though I’m dry, my pulse racing with every crash of thunder.

“First hurricane?” he asks, leaning against the shelf, arms crossed. His voice is calm, steady, like the storm’s just background noise to him.

“Yeah.” I try to laugh, but it sounds thin. “I just moved here a few months ago.”

His gaze flicks up to me, steady and unreadable. “Figured.”

“Thanks,” I mutter, rolling my eyes.

That earns a small grin—slow, a little crooked, and way too confident. The kind that changes the air between us.

“You scared?” he asks.

“Should I be?”

“Nah.” He pushes off the wall, steps closer. “You’re safe here.”

Safe. The word should make me relax, but instead it tightens something low in my stomach. He’s close enough now that I catch the scent of him—clean sweat, cedar, leather. Real. A man who works with his hands.

Thunder cracks again, close enough to shake the floor, and I flinch before I can help it. His hand lands on my shoulder—solid, grounding. Warm in a way that goes straight through me.

“You’ll get used to it,” he murmurs, thumb brushing slow across my skin.

I look up at him. The flashlight glow hits the edge of his jaw, his mouth, the faint stubble along his neck. “And if I don’t?”

He doesn’t look away. “Then you’ll just have to come over every time it storms,” he says, voice low, roughened by something that isn’t entirely about weather. “Let me keep you safe.”

The space between us hums, thick and charged. I don’t step back. Neither does he.

After a beat, he shifts, breaking the tension just enough to breathe again. “Sit down. Get comfy. This might be a while.”

He grabs the flashlight, opens the door, and disappears.

The moment he’s gone, the room feels too big. The wind howls against the walls, the house creaks, and I can’t tell if I’m cold or just… restless.

When he returns, he’s carrying a blanket, a couple of water bottles, and a bag of chips. “Let’s pretend we’re camping,” he says, setting everything down.

He spreads the blanket on the floor, the soft fabric brushing against my bare ankles. Then he sits, cross-legged, relaxed in a way that makes it impossible not to watch him.

“Come here,” he says, patting the space in front of him. “I don’t bite.” His grin turns slow, almost teasing. “Let me take care of you.”

I don’t hesitate. I lower myself between his legs, my back against his chest, and he pulls me in without a word. His arms wrap around me—solid, steady—and the moment feels both strange and natural, like my body knew where to fit before my mind caught up.

Heat spreads through me, slow and deliberate. The storm outside fades, its chaos replaced by the rhythm of his breathing against my spine.

“I’m Cody, by the way,” he murmurs near my ear, his voice low and intimate. “Since you’re already wearing my flannel and I’m holding you tight, might be time we get to know each other a little.”

I smile faintly, my voice barely a whisper. “Nice to meet you, Cody. I’m Peggy.”

“Peggy,” he repeats, like he’s trying the name on.

I swallow. “I’m from Wisconsin. Moved here a few months ago. First hurricane season, and I’m—“ I laugh softly, breathless. “I’m terrified. Thought I could make it home before it got too bad.”

He doesn’t say anything at first, just holds me tighter, his chest moving slow and steady against my back. Every small shift of his body, every exhale, feels like an anchor pulling me out of the storm.

“Sounds like you’ve had a night,” he finally says, voice softer now.

“Yeah,” I whisper. “Guess I wasn’t ready for this kind of chaos.”

His thumb moves in slow, soothing circles along my arm, the touch light but deliberate. “Relax,” he murmurs. “You’re safe. I’ve got you.”

I let out a shaky breath and sink a little deeper into him. The warmth of his body seeps through the flannel, through my skin. His scent—cedar, warmth, rain—fills my lungs until that’s all I can feel.

For a while, neither of us says a word. The storm hums outside, thunder low and steady, syncing with the slow rhythm of our breathing. My pulse finally begins to calm, matching the rise and fall of his chest against my back.

When I tilt my head just a little, his chin grazes my temple. Barely a touch, but it sends a current through me.

I lean into him, and my breath stutters when his hands slowly reach up and cup my breasts. I should protest. I should move. But instead, my body melts back against him, my head falling onto his shoulder while my heart pounds like it’s trying to escape.

“That’s it,” he murmurs against my ear. “Relax. I’ll distract you… if you let me.”

The devil on my shoulder grins. Yes, let him. The angel tries to fight it. Peggy, you don’t know this man. He’s taking advantage. I’m a strong, independent woman, I remind myself. With needs, the devil purrs.

A helpless sound escapes me when I arch into his touch, pressing my breasts into his palms.

His hand slides up, fingers wrapping around my throat, not tight, just enough to make my pulse race harder. My body responds instantly. I shift, straddling his lap, feeling the hard press of him beneath me.

“Yeah, Cody…” My voice breaks on his name. “What are you doing to me?”

His grip tightens, guiding me back until I’m half-leaning across his thighs. His thumb brushes over my lip, and before I can breathe, he’s kissing me, deep, rough, hungry, like he’s been holding back and finally can’t anymore.

I melt. His mouth is hot, demanding. When his tongue slides against mine, I moan, helpless. His hands find my hips, strong and possessive, pulling me against him until I can feel just how much he wants this too.

The storm rages outside, but all I can hear is the pounding of my heart.

“Fuck, Peggy,” he breathes against my lips. “I don’t— I don’t usually do this. I’m not this kind of guy.”

My fingers twist into his shirt, clinging to him like I might drown if I let go. “Shut up. I’m not this kind of girl either,” I say with a wicked smile.

Relief is washing over his face, and a groan escapes his mouth.

We collapse onto the blanket, and he covers me with his body, kissing down my neck, teeth scraping gently at my skin. I gasp when his hand slips beneath the flannel, fingers tracing the curve of my waist, then sliding higher.

“You’re still trembling,” he growls.

“Because of you,” I breathe, arching into his touch.

He shoves the flannel open, leaving me bare beneath it. He bites his lip when he sees my tits spilling out.

“Peggy,” he breathes, voice rough. “I don’t know what you’re doing to me, but I can’t stop.”

His mouth finds my nipple immediately, sucking hard.

I cry out, tangling my fingers in his hair as his tongue flicks and circles. He moves to the other, giving it the same attention, while his hand drifts lower, skimming over my stomach until it slips inside my pants.

“You’re soaked,” he mutters, fingers sliding between my thighs. “That still from the rain?”

I shake my head, breath catching. “No. That’s you.”

His mouth curves, dark and hungry. He pushes my sweatpants down, tugging the boxers off with them. His eyes lock on me as he settles his face between my legs.

The first stroke of his tongue steals the air from my lungs. It’s slow, one long lick up my slit before he circles my clit, teasing until my hips lift off the blanket.

“Cody,” I gasp, gripping his hair.

He groans against me, the sound vibrating through his tongue. He licks deeper, hungrier, like he can’t get enough. When his fingers slide inside me, I cry out, the storm outside swallowing my voice. He works me with in a practiced rhythm. His tongue and fingers move in sync until the tension snaps.

My orgasm hits hard, sharp and pulsing, my thighs closing around his head as I shake and moan his name. Still, he doesn’t stop, not until I’m twitching beneath him, spent and trembling.

When he finally pulls back, his mouth glistens. Wiping it off with the back of his hand, he says, “I need to be inside you.”

“Then do it,” I whisper.

He strips fast, jeans and everything gone in a blur. His cock is thick and hard, gleaming in the lantern light. He rolls on a condom, then pushes me flat to the ground.

The moment he slides inside, I gasp. Feeling tight, full, and every nerve alive.

He groans, jaw clenched, as his hands grip my hips like he’s afraid to let go.

He starts slow, steady, as if he wants to memorize the way I feel. Then his control slips, hips driving harder until the rhythm turns rough and deep. I cling to him, nails dragging down his back.

“You like that?” he growls into my ear. “Yes,” I breathe. “I need you to take me hard.”

After shifting a little, his thrusts hit that perfect spot, over and over, until I’m shaking again. The air fills with the slap of skin.

When it hits, it’s pure heat. My body clenches tight around him as I cum again, crying out against his shoulder. He follows with a low groan, thrusting deep, shuddering as he spills into the condom.

For a long moment, neither of us moves—just the storm, our uneven breathing, and the warmth between us.

Then he rolls to his side, pulling me against his chest. His heartbeat pounds steadily beneath my ear, grounding me.

“Guess you’re not scared anymore,” he murmurs, brushing hair from my face.

I smile faintly. “Not of the storm, anyway.”

I’ve never felt safer.

~The End~


Chapter eight
Caught In The Elevator
Lesley


Ihum along to the song still playing in my head, swaying a little as I step into the elevator. My heels click against the metal floor, and I catch myself giggling at the ridiculous lyrics I can’t quite remember. The warm buzz from wine and laughter makes everything feel lighter and funnier.

It takes me a moment to notice him. Leaning against the wall, arms crossed, one boot propped casually behind him, he looks completely at ease. Broad shoulders fill out his shirt, dark hair slightly mussed, like the day’s worn on him, or maybe that’s just his style. His gaze moves over me, slow and unreadable, and my stomach flips before I can stop it.

“Damn, I didn’t know we had… hot guys living in this building.” I immediately cover my mouth with my hand, wishing I could vanish. My cheeks are burning, and I can practically feel my heartbeat in my throat.

An eyebrow arches, his mouth twitching into a slow, teasing grin. “You think I’m hot?”

I swallow, trying to laugh it off. “Maybe.”

Tipsy and slightly wobbly on my heels, I flick him a sideways glance. “You had a good night?” I ask, desperate to steer the conversation away from my slip.

“Not as good as yours, I’m afraid. Which floor?” he asks, hand hovering near the buttons, his gaze still on me.

“Uh… seventh,” I manage, my voice low, embarrassed, but I can’t stop my pulse from racing at the way he watches me.

“Seventh it is,” he says playfully. “I have to give you that… you’re already making my day.”

The elevator hums and jolts slightly, and suddenly the world narrows to just the two of us. He’s still leaning casually against the wall, that teasing curve of his lips drawing me in; everything presses close, making the air impossibly thick.

We both grin, and just like that, the elevator jerks. Hard.

The lights flicker. My stomach lurches.

And then, mercifully, or terrifyingly, the elevator stops.

“Okay,” he mutters, more to himself than to me. “That’s new.”

“What do you mean?” I ask, trying to keep my voice light, even as adrenaline spikes through my veins.

“I think we might be stuck.” He leans closer, just slightly, and I feel the brush of his arm as he reaches for the control panel. “At least you are not on your own,” he says, the corner of his mouth twitching.

I inhale sharply, noticing his faint masculine scent. My pulse accelerates.

“Better with company, huh?” I echo, voice trembling a little despite my bravado.

“Yeah,” he murmurs, tilting his head just enough for his gaze to meet mine. “Especially when the guy is hot.”

I bite my lip. “Is that so?”

Heat shoots straight to my core. I clear my throat, pretending I’m not already imagining him naked.

We fall into an uneasy silence, the kind that’s electric because every brush of skin, every glance, holds weight. I lean slightly back against the wall, telling myself it’s the elevator, not him, that’s got me on edge.

“Have you ever been stuck in an elevator?” I ask, trying to regain control.

“No, but this might be fate,” he replies, stepping closer under the pretense of checking the panel again.

My stomach flips, and I know he notices. The way his eyes flick to mine makes me want to close the space between us, test the tension. “Fate?”

He smirks. “Let’s just say, I think you are stunning.”

I laugh nervously. “Good to know. I was worried my fashion sense was going to ruin the moment.”

“Were you?” He tilts his head, faux shocked. “You could be wearing a garbage bag, and I’d still see your sparkling eyes and those curves.”

I swallow hard, pulse hammering. This is dangerous territory, and my body knows it. My hands itch to touch him, to feel the weight of him pressed close, and yet I hesitate.

Another flicker of the lights, a shudder of the elevator, and suddenly the world narrows as the light turns off. Just the two of us, no escape, no distractions. I can feel his warmth radiating against me, the slight pressure of his thigh brushing mine, deliberate or not, I don’t care to find out.

“Alright,” he says, voice dropping low, husky. “You’re not trembling from fear, are you?”

“Excuse me?” I whisper, trying to keep my composure but failing spectacularly.

“You’re shivering.” His hand hovers, brushing against my arm. “Cold, fear, or… something else?”

I feel my pulse spike at the contact, too aware of every inch of skin brushing skin. “All of the above,” I admit, biting my lip.

He chuckles softly, the sound vibrating through the enclosed space. “Good. I like honest answers.”

“Do you?” I ask, teasing back, daring him to push further.

“Very much,” he says, his breath brushing my ear. “Especially when they come with that look… the one that says you’re curious, dangerous, and trying not to admit it.”

Heat pools in my stomach, spreading outward, making my legs weak. “Dangerous? Me?” I whisper, pretending to protest even as my fingers itch to trace the line of his jaw.

“Yes,” he murmurs, leaning closer, his chest nearly touching mine. “And I like a little danger.”

My heart hammers. I’ve imagined this. Not the elevator exactly, but being pressed close, caught in a storm of electricity that isn’t outside but between us. I tilt my head, brushing my lips against his jaw, daring him to respond.

He does, closing the distance between us in one unhurried move. Strong hands find my waist, steady and possessive, holding me there. Then his mouth meets mine, slow at first until I respond. And then the kiss deepens, growing more urgent. The taste of him is sharp and addictive, making my every thought dissolve into want.

I pull back for air, laughing breathlessly. “You’re enjoying this way too much.”

“Not nearly enough,” he murmurs, nipping at my neck. “I’m just trying to warm you up and distract you. And maybe find out the third reason you might be quivering.”

I shiver again, this time, clearly from anticipation. My hands explore his chest, feeling the muscle beneath the fabric of his shirt. “Oh, is that what you’re calling it?”

“Yes,” he says, voice low, vibrating against my ear. “And you’re going to like every second.”

His hands slide under the spaghetti straps of my dress, grazing my skin. I gasp, pressing closer, wanting more of this heat, this danger. My legs wrap slightly around his, pressing, testing boundaries.

“You’re bad,” I whisper with my heart hammering in my throat.

“I think you like it,” he groans.

You have no idea how much I like it.

Before I can say anything, his hands slide further under my dress. His palms settle over my breasts, pressing and molding them through the fabric of my bra. I tilt my head back, moaning softly, letting him take his time.

Gradually, one hand drifts lower, tracing the curve of my waist, skimming the delicate lace of my panties. He pauses, letting his fingers graze the edge, teasing and exploring, making my pulse spike. My hips press against him instinctively. With careful precision, he nudges the fabric aside, letting his hands roam a little further, every touch worshipful, igniting heat that runs through me.

“God… you feel incredible,” he murmurs, lips grazing my shoulder, teeth nipping lightly.

I whimper as he makes his way south with his tongue, kneeling down in front of me and lifting one of my legs over his shoulder. My knees threaten to give out, and he steadies me with a firm grip at my hips, rough hands guiding, holding, pressing me against the wall.

“You like that?” he growls, low and husky.

“Yes,” I gasp, voice breaking. “Yes… don’t stop.”

His fingers push into me, curling expertly, and I arch into him, every nerve alive, every sense sharpened. He chuckles darkly against my skin, the sound vibrating through me, making me melt further.

Finally, he pulls back just enough to look at me, a wicked grin curving his lips. “Time to finish what I started.”

His hand slips to his waistband, the sound of his zipper cutting through the charged silence. He frees himself, the brush of his knuckles grazing my thigh as he tears open a condom packet. My breath catches when he rolls it on, movements quick and sure. I can’t help but lean in, drawn by the heat of him, by the raw want shimmering between us.

Then his hands find my hips again, lifting me and pressing me against the cool metal of the elevator wall.

I wrap my legs around him without thinking, hands gripping his shoulders, my dress riding up around my waist. Skin against skin, heat sparking everywhere. And then, he pushes in,, sudden, and impossibly deep. A gasp rips out of me as I feel every inch, stretched and burning all at once.

He groans, deep and hungry, each movement measured yet urgent. My head presses against his shoulder, lips parting, moans spilling out uncontrollably. “Oh… yes… fuck…,” I cry, arching into him, lost in the intensity.

“God, you’re perfect,” he growls, teeth grazing my earlobe. “So tight, so wet…”

I clench, pulse racing, voice raw. “Don’t stop… please…”

The rhythm builds as I move with him, every motion perfectly in sync, every sound pulled from somewhere deep inside me. Heat and friction pulses through me, dragging me higher, my body clinging to his every thrust. His grip on my ass tightens, and I can feel him shifting, the hard weight of him pressing even deeper.

Without warning, the peak crashes over me, sharp, blinding, and unstoppable. I cry out, nails digging into his back as my body shakes, trembling and undone.

Simultaneously, he groans, spilling into the condom with a shudder. His hips still grinding, we ride the last waves together.

Finally, he lowers me gently, keeping his arms around me as I slide back slightly, flushed and sweat slicked. I press a shaky kiss to his chest, tasting the salt of him, feeling the steady thump of his heart beneath my lips.

“You’re… incredible,” I whisper, breathless, awed.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” he murmurs, fingers brushing through my hair, pulling me close. “Next time, I might make sure we get even more… comfortable.”

I laugh softly, breathless, curling into him. “I’ll hold you to that.”

The elevator jolts slightly, and the lights turn back on. Reality crashes in, but my body is still tingling from the memory of him inside me.

Slowly, I step backward, brushing my dress back down. He offers a steadying hand, eyes locking with mine. That look passes between us—playful, knowing, full of promise.

“See you around?” I murmur, trying to sound casual, though my pulse betrays me.

“Count on it, trouble,” he says, a smirk curling his lips.

I step out into the hall, but my mind, and my body, remain trapped with him.

~The End~


Chapter nine
Everything Has A Price
Celina


Idon’t even know what I’m doing here.

What I do know is that I don’t have the money to buy it. But deep down, I’m still hoping for a miracle.

My grandmother’s teapot collection sits under bright white lights, each piece gleaming like a captured memory. They look small behind the glass, fragile and proud. She used to polish them every Sunday after lunch, humming the same tune over and over, like it kept the world from falling apart.

Now they’re labeled and cataloged, about to be sold to strangers.

The auctioneer’s voice rings out, clipped and sharp. Numbers rise and fall in the air like blows I can’t dodge. I raise my paddle a few times until—twenty thousand. My heart hammers. What am I doing? I don’t have twenty thousand.

A few heads turn. The man sitting two rows ahead lifts his paddle lazily, as if it costs him nothing to breathe. “One hundred thousand,” he says.

The room hushes.

He’s the kind of man you notice even when you don’t want to—tall, perfectly groomed, a navy suit that probably costs more than my car. I’ve seen him at charity events and in glossy magazines, always on the arm of women who glitter. He doesn’t look like he collects teapots.

The gavel falls. Sold.

The word echoes inside me.

When the crowd starts to thin, I stay seated, my hands gripping my purse like a life raft. He’s surrounded by people congratulating him. I should leave, but I can’t make myself move.

Then his eyes find me.

He excuses himself and walks over, with that unhurried stride of someone who always gets what he wants.

“You were quite determined,” he says, voice low, teasing. “Twenty thousand for porcelain. Sentimental value?”

I swallow, heart still racing. “They were my grandmother’s.”

He studies me for a moment, then offers a faint smile. “I’m Grayson,” he says, holding out a hand. “And you are?”

“Celina,” I reply, fingers brushing his as I take it, heat prickling where our skin meets.

His grip is firm, confident, and something in the way he looks at me makes my pulse skip. “Celina,” he murmurs, almost to himself, like he’s savoring the sound.

“Your grandmother’s... That explains the desperation.”

“Desperation?” I snap. “I was trying to keep something that has a meaning to me.”

He smiles slightly, as if I’ve just confirmed what he thought. “Everything has a price.”

“Not everything.”

He studies me for a beat. “How much do they mean to you?”

My voice drops. “More than I can afford.”

He leans closer, the faintest trace of cologne drifting toward me—clean, understated, and expensive. “What if I offered you a trade?”

I blink. “A trade?”

“One night. With me. And the collection is yours.”

The air between us tightens, electric and unreal. I actually laugh, but it comes out shaky. “You’re joking.”

“Do I look like I joke?”

I should slap him. I should walk away. Instead, I just stare at him, at the calm certainty in his eyes, the faint challenge there, as if he knows I’ll say yes because he’s right about how much I want those damn teapots.

He presses his card into my hand. “Think about it.”

I do think about it—through dinner, through the long, restless night, through the moment I stand in front of my mirror and see someone who looks both furious and tempted.

By the next evening, I’m in front of his building, the city lights gleaming off glass like liquid fire.

He opens the door himself. No smile, no greeting, just that same quiet confidence. “I didn’t think you’d come,” he says.

“Neither did I.”

He gestures me inside. His penthouse is sleek and dark. He offers me a drink, but I shake my head.

“I assume you’re here for the teapots,” he says.

“I’m here because I made a deal.”

He nods once. “Then we understand each other.”

I cross my arms. “You really could’ve just given them back.”

“I could have,” he says, voice low. “But I wanted to see what you’d do when something you loved was just out of reach.”

“That’s twisted.”

“Maybe. Or maybe I just appreciate what desire looks like when it’s honest.”

He steps closer. My pulse stumbles. There’s no rush in his movement, only certainty, and the space between us shrinks until I can feel the warmth of his body against mine.

“You hate me,” he murmurs.

“Right now? Yes.”

“Good.” His breath grazes my cheek. “Anger looks beautiful on you.”

His hand lifts, brushing a loose strand of hair behind my ear. The touch is light, testing. My skin tingles where his fingers pass.

“I’m not some prize you can buy,” I whisper.

“I know,” he says. “That’s why I wanted you to choose.”

For a moment, neither of us moves. The city hums faintly outside, and inside, there’s just the soft sound of breath and tension wound too tight to hold.

When he finally kisses me, it isn’t gentle. It’s claiming, the kind of kiss that demands an answer. I should pull back. Instead, my hands find his shirt, gripping it as though it’s the only steady thing in the room.

The world tilts.

He tastes of whiskey and control. Every move is slow enough to make me feel the decision in it. My back meets the wall, cool against the heat gathering between us.

He breaks the kiss just enough to look at me. “Still want the teapots?”

“Still hate you,” I breathe.

He smiles against my mouth.

His hands slide down my arms, catching my wrists, pinning them lightly against the wall—not rough, but firm enough that I feel the tremor of surrender in my own body. The nearness, the scent, the steady rhythm of his breath—it’s too much and not enough all at once.

The edge of anger dissolves into something rawer, messier. I meet his eyes and see it mirrored there- want, sharp and undeniable.

When he kisses me again, the world narrows to that single, breathless point of contact.

His hands find my waist, drawing me closer. Heat builds between us, steady as a tide. For a heartbeat, everything slows—the sound of our breathing, the way our bodies fit, the question hanging in the air. Is this hate, or something far more dangerous?

And then, just when I think I can’t hold the tension any longer, he pulls back slightly, forehead resting against mine.

“Tell me to stop,” he says quietly.

I don’t.

His lips curl into a slow, dark smile. “Good,” he murmurs, and before I can think, he pushes me back against the wall, hands sliding down my sides, gripping my hips with possessive force. The tremor in my knees isn’t fear as it should be, it’s want, raw and undeniable.

He kisses me again, slow and demanding this time, tongue tracing mine, mouth claiming mine in a way that leaves me gasping. His hands roam over my body, sliding beneath my blouse, palming the swell of my breasts, thumbs teasing my nipples until I arch, shivering.

“You’re gorgeous, you know,” he groans, voice low, vibrating against me. “So soft. And all mine.”

I moan, pressing against him, letting my hands wander, but he shifts, catching my wrists again, pinning them above my head. “No,” he whispers. “This is for me.”

The words send a shiver down my spine. I tremble under his gaze, under the slow, deliberate touch of his hands tracing my sides, down the curve of my ass. He kneads, grips, pulls me flush against him, hips pressing into mine just enough to make me ache.

His mouth leaves mine, trailing kisses down my neck, over my collarbone, to the swell of my breasts. I arch into him, letting him take control, letting him decide what I feel, what I want. Every press of his lips, every slick glide of his hands, sets fire through me.

Then he moves lower. His hand finds its way under the hem of my skirt, thumbs brushing my clit as his fingers press deep inside me. I cry out, hips rocking instinctively, as he works me, slow and torturous, savoring every gasp, every whimper.

“Such a good girl,” he murmurs, voice low and rough. “So wet for me.”

I’m trembling, shivering, every nerve ending alight, and yet he doesn’t rush. He keeps me on the edge, teasing, curling his fingers inside me, pressing, kneading, drawing moans from me that feel like they belong to him.

I lift my hips into him, letting him fuck his fingers into me, letting my pleasure bloom under his control. The first orgasm hits me like a spark, sharp and overwhelming, and I cry out, shaking against him, thighs clamping instinctively.

He doesn’t pause, keeping the rhythm, keeping me close, grinding against me while his fingers curl just so, coaxing a second wave from me. My body trembles, quivers, and when I finally collapse against him, he smiles down at me, chest heaving, eyes dark with satisfaction.

“This,” he growls dangerously, “was just a little taste to loosen you up. Now it’s my turn.”

He unbuckles his belt slowly, letting it slide free from the loops. Holding it up, he lets me see it, allows me to guess what’s coming. My stomach flips, knees weakening at the sight.

“This,” he triumphs, “is for me. And you’re going to earn it.”

I swallow hard.

“Turn around, hands on the wall,” he orders.

Without thinking, I obey, pressing my palms against the cool wall. His presence closes in behind me—steady, unyielding. I can feel the air change, the space between us tightening.

When his voice comes, it’s low, rough with command. “Stay still.”

A shiver runs through me. I shouldn’t want this. I shouldn’t like the way his control feels, how my pulse seems to sync with his breathing, but I do. Against all reason, I do.

His hand settles firmly on my hips. The sudden slap of leather against my bare ass makes me gasp, the sting blooming fast and fierce. Heat flares through me, half shock, half lust. My thoughts scatter. I tell myself to step away and make him stop, but my body doesn’t listen. Every nerve hums with anticipation, wanting to know where this is going.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmurs, voice dark and unreadable.

I can’t answer. I don’t even know the truth myself.

Another sharp sound fills the air, closer this time, the heat of his breath on my neck. “I asked you a question,” he says.

The words vibrate through me. I swallow hard, finally whispering, “Yes.”

He exhales slowly, satisfaction curling through the sound. “That’s better.”

He presses closer, chest warm against my back, his hands firm at my hips. The silence stretches, heavy, and then his voice cuts through it, low and demanding.

“What else do you want?” he asks, every word deliberate, like a challenge.

There is no way I can tell him that I’m wet for him.

“I…,” I start, voice barely a whisper. “I want… you.”

He chuckles, fingers tracing a line where the last stroke hit. “Say it. Beg for it.”

I shiver, pressing back instinctively, breath hitching. “I want you to fuck me,” I gasp, voice breaking. “Please! I need you inside me.”

A slow, satisfied hum vibrates through him.

“Good girl,” he murmurs. “Show me what you want.”

I press back, grinding, arching, letting myself feel the friction, moaning loud, begging for more, my hands clawing at the wall. Another spank lands, sharp and perfect, and I cry out.

“Please, Grayson, take me.”

“You’re mine tonight.” His commanding voice vibrates through my body. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” I gasp, voice breaking.

After a few seconds of silence, I hear the low rasp of his zipper, the soft thud of denim hitting the floor.

My pulse spikes. I can feel him there, the heat of his bare skin radiating behind me.

Every part of me wants to turn, to see him, see all of him, but I don’t move. I just stand there, trembling, caught between curiosity and need, feeling the weight of his gaze on my back like a touch.

Then I hear a faint tear, the soft crinkle of foil. My stomach flips.

There’s a low, deliberate rustle, the unmistakable slide of latex over skin.

His hand snakes around, brushing against me. “Lick this for me,” he murmurs, pressing two fingers inside my mouth. Instinctively, I suck on them like I’ve been wanting to suck his dick. Wet and slick, his fingers slide out of my mouth and inside my pussy, slowly stretching me in a way that makes my back arch without me even realizing it. A sharp gasp rips from my chest, and every nerve in my body is alive, screaming for more.

And then—he pushes in, sudden, deep, and impossible. My knees almost give out as I’m completely lost in him.

He groans, hips driving harder, hands rough and claiming, slapping my ass in a way that makes me clench around him harder every time his hand lands, and I shiver, cry out, coil tighter, every pulse of him hitting me just right. Heat floods through me, fast and furious, and the next orgasm tears through me—hot, sharp and completely unexpected. My body trembles around him, wild and raw, and I can’t hold back the sound spilling from my lips.

He doesn’t relent, just keeps moving, keeps thrusting, each strike of his hand, each roll of his hips pushing me higher, until he shudders, voice low and guttural, spilling into the condom, hips pressing into mine as we ride out the storm together.

We collapse, tangled, breathless, hearts hammering, skin slick, sweat mingling. He brushes hair from my face, teeth grazing my shoulder.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, voice rough but satisfied. “That’s exactly how I like it.”

I laugh weakly, still trembling. “I’ll remember that,” I whisper, shivering, my body still humming from every inch of him.

He stays behind me for a moment, chest rising and falling against my back, his breath warm against my neck. Then he slowly pulls out, both of us shuddering at the loss. I hear the faint rustle of a condom being tossed and water dripping somewhere in the distance.

His hands find my hips again, steadying me as my legs stop supporting my weight. “Easy,” he murmurs tenderly. He wipes a warm cloth between my thighs, careful, almost reverent.

I don’t protest when he lifts me, cradling me effortlessly against his chest. My head falls to his shoulder as he carries me to his bed. Gently, he lays me down and tucks the blanket around me.

When I wake, dawn spills across the room in soft gold. The teapots sit on the table, boxed and waiting, their delicate curves catching the light.

He’s standing by the window, shirtless, watching the city wake up.

I should feel ashamed. Instead, I feel… calm. Shaken, but calm.

“Was it worth it?” he asks, not turning around.

I sit up, pulling the sheet tighter. “You tell me.”

He glances back, a small, unreadable smile on his lips. “Maybe you were the one thing I couldn’t buy.”

I rise, walk over, and touch the box. My grandmother’s teapots, mine again. I trace the edge of the lid, then look up at him.

“I think you were right,” I say softly.

He steps closer. “About what?”

“About everything having a price.”

For a heartbeat, neither of us moves. Then he reaches out, fingertips grazing my jaw. The gesture is almost tender.

“Then maybe I owe you something,” he says.

I shake my head, smiling despite myself. “You already paid.”

~The End~


Chapter ten
Miles High Club
Jonathan


It is one of those late-night flights where the air tastes like exhaustion. The few people on the flight look like they might pass out before we even taxi.

I slide into my aisle seat, forcing my bag under the one in front of me, and glance up just as she walks by. She’s stunning in a way that catches me off guard, her smile warm enough to make the cabin feel brighter. The uniform fits her perfectly, neat lines that somehow make her look both professional and undeniably sexy. There’s a spark in her eyes, like she actually enjoys being here, and it makes her stand out even more. Something about that mix of confidence and kindness pulls me in. I can’t help following her with my eyes, quietly hoping she’ll look my way again.

I pretend to scroll through my phone, though I catch glimpses of her as she works. Moving gracefully through the cabin, she checks seatbelts, helps a man stow his backpack and kneels briefly to retrieve a fallen headphone. Each pass draws my gaze involuntarily.

Stopping at my row during drink service, her hazel eyes meet mine.

“What can I get you to drink, sir?” Her voice is calm and professional.

“Whiskey. Neat, please,” I reply.

A faint twitch of her lips suggests amusement. “Strong choice for a red-eye.”

I shrug, letting a small smile tug at my mouth. “Figured it might help me sleep.”

Tilting her head, she holds my gaze longer than necessary. “Or keep you awake.”

The low, teasing lilt of her voice sends a pulse straight through me. I take the glass from her, letting my fingers brush hers intentionally.

“Guess we’ll find out,” I murmur.

Her expression shifts slightly, a quiet acknowledgment before she moves on.

Hours pass slowly, the plane humming under dimmed lights. Most passengers are asleep or absorbed in their devices. I should feel tired, but restlessness pulses through me. I’m certain it is not from the whiskey, but from her.

Occasionally, she moves down the aisle, and our eyes meet, a quiet exchange that feels almost familiar now. Each time, something different catches my eye. This time it’s the toned lines of her legs, ending in those heels. Her fingers brush my shoulder as she leans toward the row behind me, and a trace of floral perfume drifts between us. She catches my glance, eyes bright with that same knowing spark, like she might feel that pull as well.

On her next pass, I test the waters. “You always work red-eyes?” I ask, tilting my head casually toward her.

Her eyes travel down and up, a quick sweep she doesn’t bother to hide. “Sometimes,” she says smoothly. “I like it quiet. Fewer people, most of them asleep.”

“Sounds perfect,” I reply, letting my attention hover.

Her eyes hold mine just a beat too long before a quick, knowing grin appears, and she moves on. Leaning back, my heart pounds. There was a connection; she must have felt it too.

On her way back, she pauses, bending close so only I can hear. “My colleagues laid down to rest,” she whispers, then lowers her voice. “Come stretch your legs in the back if you like.”

My throat dries. She straightens, smiling mischievously, and keeps walking.

I wait for two or three minutes, though it feels like forever, before standing as if heading to the restroom. Down the dim aisle I go.

In the galley, she pretends to organize cups and napkins. Our eyes meet, and words vanish. She pulls the curtain shut behind me, grabs my shirt, and pulls me in.

Our lips collide, urgent and hungry. My back hits the counter, plastic rattling beneath me. I grasp her waist, feeling the curve of her hip under the thin fabric.

“I wasn’t expecting this,” I grumble against her lips.

Hot breath brushes my ear. “Complaining?”

“Not a chance.”

She presses closer, grinding against me, and I groan softly. My hands wander over her back, tracing the tight lines of her skirt. When I cup her ass, she bites my lip in response.

“Supposed to be servicing passengers,” I whisper, nipping at her jaw.

“Maybe I am.” Her hand slides inside my jeans, squeezing. “You looked restless.”

I lean into her touch. “You noticed.”

A wicked smile curls her lips as fingers tug at my zipper, the sound sharp in the tiny galley, drowned only by the plane’s low hum.

My hand slips beneath her skirt, gliding over smooth fabric. Fingers trace higher, brushing the heat between her thighs. She gasps softly, glancing toward the curtain.

“Keep quiet,” I murmur.

A light laugh escapes her. “That’s my line.”

I shift her panties aside, guiding my touch, and slide my fingers inside of her. Her body reacts, jerking against me, and she bites her knuckle to muffle the sound. The sight nearly unravels me.

“You’re soaked,” I whisper.

“Shut up,” she hisses, hips rolling against me with need.

I move slowly, deliberately, feeling her tighten around me. Nails dig into my shoulders, anchoring her as I curl my fingers, attuned to every motion. Her chest presses against mine, blouse straining, as she trembles with ragged desire.

With blazing eyes, she pulls back to ask, “Condom?”

I nod, fumbling in my wallet.

Earning an arched brow and a smirk. “Prepared, are we?”

“Never know who you’ll meet on a flight,” I joke.

A suppressed laugh escapes her as I roll it on. She turns away, pressing her hands against the counter for support, skirt hiked to her waist. The sight makes a groan escape me, lace pushed aside, legs slightly parted, every curve and line of her body revealed in the dim galley light.

“Don’t keep me waiting,” she purrs over her shoulder.

Guiding myself inside her, the heat and tightness consume me. She muffles a cry into her arm as her body shudders. My hands anchor at her hips, holding and pulling her as the rhythm deepens. Slow at first, then primal, a silent conversation of need.

Her hand reaches back, clutching and squeezing my ass, as I obey her plea. The carts rattle beneath the force of our movement. Knees trembling, breaths sharp, the desperation building with every motion until it’s all I can do to hold on.

Finally, she stiffens, shuddering violently. A raw, urgent sound slips past, and the sight of her undone sends me over the edge. I grip her hips, hitting home with force, and ride out my release with a quiet groan.

Collapsing forward, I hold her tight for a moment. After realizing what just happened and where I am, I pull out and hurry to get dressed.

She straightens, smoothing her skirt and adjusting her blouse, her professional mask returning. Cheeks flushed, lips swollen, but eyes sharp with amusement.

“Well,” she says softly, “you might sleep now.”

Dazed, I watch her fix her hair with practiced ease.

“Best in-flight service I’ve ever had,” I growl.

Her laugh is quiet, almost shy. Grabbing my neck, she plants one last kiss, a mischievous grin playing across her lips before she slips past the curtain.

I wait a beat, then wander back to my seat, heart still racing, body humming.

Later, she doesn’t stop at my row, but as she leans over the row ahead, a folded napkin slides onto my tray.

“Thank you, I really needed this.”

Looking up, her face is neutral, perfectly professional, but seconds later, a flicker of a private smile confirms it was meant just for me.

~The End~


Chapter eleven
Deep Clean
Sarah


The lock clicks twice, releasing a quiet, metallic sigh. “Morning, Mr. Daniels,” I say to the empty apartment, even though I know no one’s home.

The place smells like cedar and espresso, expensive in a quiet way. Big windows line the wall, sunlight streaming across the marble floor. It’s the kind of apartment you only see in magazines, too clean, too careful—except for the fingerprints on the glass. Always the damn fingerprints.

I set my bucket down, pull my hair into a messy knot, and press play on my speaker. Music fills the silence, soft at first, then louder. Something with rhythm. Something to keep me moving.

I start with the windows, the dust, the stupid smudges he leaves on everything he touches. “Seriously,” I mutter, grabbing the spray bottle. “Does he press his whole hand against the window just to see me wipe it later?”

The glass squeaks under my cloth. I roll my eyes, talking to no one. “You’d think a man who owns a place like this would know how to use a napkin. Or maybe he just likes giving me extra work.”

The music shifts, faster now. My hips follow the beat before I notice. I move from one window to the next, bare feet silent on the floor, sweating from scrubbing. My shirt sticks to my skin. I pause, tug it over my head, and toss it aside. Sports bra. Not a big deal. I’m alone.

I’m bent over the lower panes when the refrigerator door opens. The sound slices through the music. I jump so hard that I drop the spray bottle.

“Jesus Christ! Mr. Daniels.”

He’s standing by the counter, coffee mug in one hand, looking entirely too calm for a man who just scared the life out of me.

“Didn’t mean to startle you,” he says. His voice is deep, even, the kind that settles in your stomach. “I work from home today. Also, Sarah, how many more times do I need to tell you to call me Cody?”

My heart hammers. “You—what? You’ve been here this whole time?”

“Yes. I was in a conference call; otherwise, I would have said hi.” He glances at the speaker, still playing. “Good song.”

I fumble for my shirt, cheeks burning. “I thought you weren’t home. I’m sorry, I—I didn’t mean to—“

He raises a hand, stopping me. “Relax. You didn’t do anything wrong.”

I cross my arms anyway, suddenly aware of how small the sports bra feels under his gaze. “You could’ve said something.”

“I could’ve,” he admits, a flicker of a smirk tugging at his mouth. “But you seemed… focused.”

There’s a pause.

Then he clears his throat. “You hungry? I was about to make lunch.”

I blink. “What?”

“Lunch.” He opens the fridge and pulls out sandwich ingredients. “You’ve been working hard. Sit down.”

I hesitate, but my legs move before my brain catches up. “You don’t have to—“

“I know.” He lays slices of bread on the counter. “But I want to.”

We sit across from each other at the long kitchen island. The air between us is oddly comfortable, despite the fact that I’m still half-dressed and slightly mortified.

He passes me a plate. “You like turkey?”

“Love it,” I say, trying to sound normal. “Thanks.”

He nods. “You do a good job. I notice.”

I raise an eyebrow. “You mean the windows?”

He laughs quietly. “Yeah. Sorry about that. Guess I’m not as careful as I should be.”

I smirk. “You think?”

“I’ll make it up to you.”

“How?”

He leans back, considering. “By paying you more. And maybe being less of a disaster.”

“That’d be nice,” I tease. “Especially the second part.”

Something flickers in his eyes, is it amusement or interest? He sets his sandwich down, wipes his hands on a napkin, and stands.

“Turn around,” he says softly.

I blink. “What?”

“You keep rubbing your neck,” he says. “You’re tense. Let me help.”

My first instinct is to say no. My second is to see what happens if I don’t.

I turn slowly. “You don’t have to.”

“I know,” he says again. His voice drops lower, closer. “But I want to.”

His large, warm hands find my shoulders. The pressure is firm, commanding but careful. Each stroke unravels something tight in me, yet the more he works, the harder it becomes to relax. His thumbs move along the base of my neck, fingers pressing into the muscles just enough to make me breathe differently.

“God,” I murmur. “You’re good at that.”

He chuckles softly, close enough that I feel the vibration against my skin. “Your muscles are super tight. Try to relax so that I can release some of that built-up stress.”

I laugh softly. “I’m trying. But the fact that I am sitting in a sports bra at my boss’s kitchen table while he massages me when I should be cleaning his house, doesn’t help.”

He shifts slightly, his hands still kneading my shoulders. “Why don’t you lie down on the couch?” he asks, his tone calm but charged. “It’ll make it easier… for me to work out all that tension.”

I hesitate, glancing toward the kitchen counter where the cleaning supplies sit. “I… I should be finishing up,” I murmur. “You’re paying me to clean, not… this.” I bite my lip, heart racing, torn between duty and desire. “I… I can’t… I mean, I should—“

He interrupts gently, pressing a finger under my chin to tilt my face toward his. “You can. And you want to. I can feel it. The cleaning can wait. I want you to feel better more than I want a spotless floor. Now lie down.”

And I do.

The music from my speaker drifts faintly through the air, a soft rhythm pulsing in the background. His touch lingers, slow but certain. Every nerve in my body feels alive, aware, waiting.

And when he finally leans down, close enough that his breath grazes my skin, everything else—work, rules, reason—fades.

He pauses for a beat, letting me to feel the weight of his attention. Then his hand brushes my shoulder again, firmer this time, working down the curve of my back. The pressure is steady, almost hypnotic, each movement deliberate, each pause heavier than the last.

“Relax,” he says. His thumbs trace the muscles along my spine, following every shallow breath. The warmth from his palms seeps into my skin, and it’s impossible to tell where the massage ends and something else begins.

“Why don’t you take the bra off. It will be easier if your shoulders are bare, and I can use some oil as well.”

“This is a bad idea,” I whisper.

“Probably,” he murmurs back.

With a small smile, I push the sports bra over my head.

“Good,” he purrs, his thumbs kneading deeper, smoothing oil over my skin. “That’s perfect… just like that.”

Slick and slow, his hands move over my back in long, steady lines. The rhythm is almost too careful, like he’s memorizing every inch of me without rushing. Even above the music, I can hear my own pulse in my ears.

He leans closer, his hot exhale brushing against my shoulder. “Better?”

“Yes,” I nod, but it comes out as a whisper.

He keeps going, the pace deepening. Every movement feels like a question he isn’t asking out loud. His hands settle at my waist, pausing just a fraction of a second so I can feel the burn of them and the quiet, dangerous shift in the air.

I turn my head slightly, barely enough to meet his eyes. Whatever’s between us now has nothing to do with gratitude or apology. It’s fire and tension and everything we’ve both been pretending not to notice.

I tilt my hips up, letting him explore more, shameless, hungry. “Yeah,” I breathe, and the word sounds weak even to me.

His fingers slip under the waistband of my shorts, lingering against the soft skin beneath, coaxing me to lift just a little higher. I do, raising my hips, giving him full access. The shorts slide down my legs, pooling at my ankles, and I feel utterly exposed—and electric.

He cups my ass now, hands firm, molding, kneading, pressing me into the couch as his mouth brushes the shell of my ear. “Your skin is so soft,” he groans.

The pressure of him, the heat of his hands, it all makes my body ache. I bend my knees slightly, opening for him, and he wastes no time, settling between my thighs. His fingers trail along my inner thighs, teasing closer, while his mouth descends on me, gentle at first, tasting, exploring.

My hips seem to have a mind of their own, lifting for him, craving every touch, desperate for more. Every brush of his tongue, every press of his fingers sends sparks through me, and the tension coils tighter and tighter.

He doesn’t stop. Fingers and mouth working together, his hands kneading my ass, keeping me open, keeping me trembling. My inhales are shallow, my back arches instinctively, and when he finally sinks one finger deep, the first moan tears out of me, hot and raw.

“God… Cody,” I gasp, my body quivering, every nerve alive under his touch.

He groans, low and heavy, and I feel it in my chest, shaking me from the inside out. “I need you,” he murmurs, voice thick, hands never leaving me.

I rock toward him, practically begging, and he rises, discarding the last barrier between us. Then he slides two fingers into me. I cry out, my body tightening around him, every motion perfectly timed, perfectly needed.

He pauses just long enough to let me catch my breath, hands still on me, heavy and commanding. Then his fingers find that spot again, coaxing and curling inside me as his thumbs draw out lazy circles over my clit.

I can’t help it, my ass pushes against his hand, needing more friction. He doesn’t rush, just works me, listening to every little gasp, every shiver, every soft cry.

“God, you feel incredible,” he groans, voice low, vibrating through me. His fingers push deeper, twisting, pressing just right, and I’m trembling helplessly.

I try to hold back, but it’s useless. My body coils, grinding into his hand as a hot, shattering orgasm rips through me. I cry out, nails digging into the couch, thighs clamping instinctively around him, my chest rising and falling in a wild, unsteady rhythm.

He doesn’t let me go immediately, fingers sliding in and out, tracing, massaging, keeping me on the edge until the waves finally ebb, and I collapse back onto the couch.

I’m still quivering when he leans over, lips brushing the side of my neck. “Ready for me?” he murmurs, cock already hard, pressing into my side.

“Was this your plan to get the tension out of me?” I whisper, voice ragged, body still soaked with the heat he’s drawn from me.

“It seems to work, doesn’t it?” is all he replies before turning me around and positioning himself between my thighs. He pauses just long enough to roll a condom on, then slides inside me—slow at first, savoring the stretch and the way my body tightens around him. I cry out, pressing into him, still tingling from the aftershocks of my orgasm.

Every thrust is hitting that spot that leaves me breathless and burning. I wrap my legs around him, pulling him closer, fingers digging into his back as he drives deeper, hips rocking, groaning low and rough.

I can feel him building, every motion controlled, until he can’t hold back any longer, shuddering as he spills into the condom, hips pressing against me in the aftermath.

We collapse together, tangled, gasping, hearts racing.

“Well, the pain in my neck is gone,” I say with a wicked smile.

“See? I have a knack for helping you unwind.”

~The End~


Chapter twelve
Private Salsa Dance Class
Laura


Idon’t know what I was thinking, signing up for a salsa class. I can barely walk in heels without wobbling, and now I’m late, sliding into the back just as Carlos is about to start.

“Alright, everyone,” he says, clapping his hands. “We start with the basic step. Grab your partner.”

I watch him demonstrate. “One, two, three, four, and five, six, seven, eight. Again. Right leg forward, shift your weight, tap and back. Same with the left — back and forward. When he goes forward, she goes back, and the other way around.”

I try to follow along, counting quietly under my breath, but my feet stumble, my hips stiff as boards. And then, he’s next to me. His hand reaches for mine, guiding me gently.

“What is your name, amor?” His voice is warm, with that rolling Spanish accent that makes this simple question sound suggestive.

I step closer, feeling the heat of the other dancers around us and the chill of my own nerves. “Laura,” I manage, trying to sound confident, though my whole body tenses.

“Have you danced salsa before?” His eyes crinkle at the corners, amused but not judgmental.

“Uh… not really. I’m here to learn.” I laugh nervously, shifting on my feet.

“Let’s do it again,” he says to the class.

The pulse of the music hits me, quick and alive, and suddenly I’m aware of every graze of his weight against mine. I can barely keep up, but I don’t want to let go.

“Women start right forward, guys left backward. One, two, three, four, and switch. One, two, three, four.”

“You got the steps, Laura. Now… let’s move those hips,” he says, his voice low and warm. I’m almost embarrassed at how rigid I feel, like a puppet with tangled strings.

He stops for a second and steps behind me, close enough that I can feel his warmth through my shirt. “Bend your knees… and straighten.”

As he demonstrates to the class, his hand slides over my hip — almost inappropriately, and I tremble. Our knees bend and straighten in sync- mine clumsy, his fluid, every motion effortless. My hips barely sway; his move like liquid fire, smooth and intoxicating.

“You’re doing great, Laura. Feel it. Don’t think, just let it flow,” he murmurs in my ear. His breath is warm, and I can’t help leaning a little closer. My heart jumps with every brush of his fingers as he guides me through each step.

“Let’s start over again. Women start right forward, guys left backward. One, two, three, four, and switch. One, two, three, four.” His voice commands the room. I try to follow, focusing on his hand on mine, his fingers firm yet gentle.

I stumble slightly, and he steadies me, holding me against his body. His chest presses against mine, and I can feel the pulse of him — strong, alive, hypnotic.

“Laura…” he whispers, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “You’re better than you think. Trust the rhythm.”

The music shifts slightly, slower now, and he spins me gently, his hand at the small of my back guiding me. My face flushes, my heart pounds, and every movement is so much more than a step. His presence alone sets my skin on fire.

“Again,” he says softly, leaning close enough that his lips brush my ear. “And this time… don’t be afraid. Move. Feel the music, feel me.”

I nod, almost panting, trying to mirror his fluid hips, his effortless sway. Each touch of his hand against mine, every bit of guiding pressure on my back, sends shivers down my spine. I stagger less, my movements loosening with his encouragement.

“Perfect, Laura,” he murmurs. “Now let’s turn… yes, just like that.” He spins me again, and I feel him close behind me, his body aligned with mine. My nerves hum with excitement; I can’t tell where my body ends and his begins.

The rest of the class blurs. I only notice him — the heat of his body, the way his hands move, how his hips flow with the music like it’s part of him. And me… I’m trying, teetering, laughing softly, and wanting more with every heartbeat.

When the song ends, he doesn’t let go. His hand lingers on mine, eyes dark, intense, and completely focused on me. “Laura,” he says softly, almost a growl. “Stay after class for a moment, please.”

My stomach twists again, this time a mix of nerves and confusion. Why me? Why would he want me to stay? I glance around as the class gathers their things, laughing, chatting, and linking arms with their partners. And I’m standing there, alone, trying not to look like a complete disaster.

I take a deep inhale and nod, feeling my cheeks burn. “O-okay,” I murmur, barely above a whisper.

My mind races. Did I do something wrong? Did I embarrass myself too much? Is it because I’m the only one without a partner? I move toward him, hesitant, unsure, heart pounding for reasons I can’t name.

After the last student leaves, he closes the door and turns toward me. His steps are unhurried but deliberate, closing the space between us until I can feel him standing just inches away.

“Did you feel it too?” he asks, voice low, almost teasing.

“What?” My eyes open wide in confusion. I feel all sorts of things, but surely that’s not what he means.

“Then let me show you,” Carlos whispers, one hand finding my waist, the other clasping mine.

Before I can respond, he spins me around and into his arms. My breath catches — I’m dizzy from the movement, from the closeness, from the voltage coursing off him. My hands fly up instinctively, resting on his shoulders as my heart hammers in my chest.

And then his lips are on mine.

It’s not soft or tentative; it’s deliberate, claiming, yet careful all at once. I freeze for a moment, stunned, a wildfire spreading through me. His arms hold me steady, his body perfectly aligned with mine, guiding me through the kiss with a rhythm all his own.

I swallow, torn between pulling back and surrendering completely. His lips move against mine with a predatory patience, and the thrum of him vibrates through my core like a low drumbeat, raw and urgent. My knees weaken, my chest tightens, and every nerve ending is alive.

When he finally pulls back, just barely breaking the kiss, his forehead leans into mine.

“This is passion,” he murmurs, voice low and full of lust.

I blink up at him, heart racing. “I… I don’t even know what I’m doing,” I admit.

He smiles and leans forward, his mouth brushing mine in a slower, lingering kiss. His hands rest lightly on my waist, holding me close without rushing, just letting the quiet tension between our bodies speak for itself.

I drift closer, drawn to the gravity of him, the way his presence grounds me even as it unravels me. The room folds in around us. His fingers trace a slow path down my spine, a touch that feels both promising and possessive, and a shiver unfurls through me. I’ve never felt so exposed, so willingly at his mercy, and yet so safe.

“Laura…,” he whispers. “You don’t have to understand it. Just feel it.”

I close my eyes as time seems to stall, letting the desire between us fill the space. Then he’s on me again, his mouth finding mine, slow and hungry, pulling out every breath I didn’t even know I was holding.

His hands slip under my top, warm and wandering, stroking every curve, memorizing me. I arch into him, letting out a soft moan as his lips trail down my neck, nipping, kissing, leaving fire wherever they land. The studio is quiet, lights low, the mirrors catching every messy, hot tangle of us.

He pushes me back until the barre presses at my hips. His next kiss is harder, rougher, and I melt into it, giving him everything. One hand slides under my skirt, brushing over me, making me gasp, my nails digging into his shoulders just to keep from losing it.

“Laura…,” he groans, low and rough. “I don’t know what you do to me.”

Heat spikes through me. My fingers tangle in his hair, my body pressing into his, and I feel him straining against his pants. I can’t stop the moan that slips out.

He tilts me slightly, lifts my skirt, and slides my underwear to the side. The cool air hits me and I shiver, needlingly. His fingers trace me slowly, teasing, and I can’t help it. I arch, I gasp, and I wrap my hands around his bulge, feeling him tense under my touch, hearing the low groan that rumbles right through me.

He keeps me close, moves to his own waistband, and his pants fall open. I look down at dark skin and smooth lines; everything about him feels dangerously tempting. I wrap my fingers around him, stroking slowly, feeling his weight in my hand. I lean in, lips brushing his skin, and finally, his hand guides me away, as he rolls a condom over himself,

Before he moves, he turns me around, guiding my hands to the barre. My reflection staring back at me, wide-eyed and flushed. Then his dark eyes locked on mine, every motion calculated and full of heat.

His hands grip my hips, lining himself up. Closing my eyes momentarily, I savor the slow push, the deep stretch. When I look up again, our eyes meet in the mirror—mine wild, his dark and focused—and we watch each other, caught in the moment. The barre beneath my hands keeps me grounded, even as heat coils low and steady inside me.

I cry out, as he sets a rhythm that’s equal parts rough and patient. The mirrors show everything—my body pressed back, his hands tight on my hips, our bodies moving together. Every thrust drives me higher, every push stoking tension until the world shrinks to just him inside me.

His hands knead my hips, keeping me in place as I grind against him, needing him, burning with him. The faint pulse of music still hums through the floor, blending with our moans, filling the studio.

“God, Laura…,” he groans, voice rough, raw. “I love seeing you like this.”

And then it hits, a wave of heat and pressure so sharp I can’t hold back. My body shakes, every nerve alive, and he keeps me pressed to the barre, steady, letting me ride it as I cry out, my reflection showing me exactly how undone I am. He follows right after, deep, hard, relentless, and for a few perfect seconds, we move as one.

I finally turn, lips curving into a grin. “You are not going to charge me for a private lesson, are you?” I whisper, and his laugh rumbles low against my skin.

~The End~


Chapter thirteen
Catering To Desire
Holly


I’m juggling a tray of glasses filled with red wine as I cross the marble floor, pretending my pulse isn’t racing as fast as it is. Weekends are usually like this. I don’t love my job, but I need the money to pay for college. Glancing toward the entrance, I wince; my boss is watching me, that sharp line of his mouth reminding me that last week’s no-show isn’t forgotten. My car died, and I couldn’t make it. Tonight has no room for another screwup.

The gala is buzzing with men in fitted tuxedos and women in gowns that sparkle like they were dusted with stars. I weave through them, careful to keep the serving platter of wine glasses balanced, reminding myself to smile.

Concentrating and still thinking about how important it is that I do everything right today, it happens.

A guy bumps into me. The tray wobbles violently, and my heart leaps. I clamp my hands around it, steadying the glasses. Nothing falls. Nothing clatters. Heat spikes instantly—embarrassment, panic, fear. My blouse is ruined, and the wine stain on it is spreading like a wildfire. Pressing my hands on it, I hope it’ll just vanish, but it’s already too late.

“I’m so sorry!” He’s holding his hands out, wide-eyed, and for a moment I can’t breathe.

“You—“ My voice cracks. “My blouse—my—” I stop, choke on the words. I will lose my job.

He looks apologetic, maybe even genuinely horrified. But all I see is privilege- expensive suit, confident posture, the kind of guy who probably never had to worry about a job or money.

“Let me help,” he says, but I clutch the tray like it’s my lifeline, drop at the bar and bolt for the restroom.

Inside, the fluorescent lights hum overhead. I toss the tray onto the counter and tug at the buttons of my blouse with trembling fingers. The fabric sticks to my skin, heavy and wet, the red stain blooming darker by the second. I peel it off and turn on the tap, trying to scrub it clean, watching the water swirl pink down the drain. My breath comes fast and uneven. The harder I rub, the worse it looks.

“Come on,” I whisper, my voice cracking. “Please, don’t do this to me.”

The door creaks open behind me.

I spin around, startled, clutching the blouse to my chest—but not fast enough. He’s already there, eyes widening as he freezes in the doorway.

“Oh—sorry, I—“

“Get out!” I blurt, cheeks burning. The blouse slips from my hands and lands in the sink with a wet slap, leaving me standing there in just my bra, water running, chest rising and falling too quickly.

He walks in and closes the door behind him. “What are you doing?!” I shout, my voice trembling. “As if it is not embarrassing enough that I’m half naked and about to lose my job. Now you…”

“I didn’t mean to. I’m sorry.”

“I don’t care!” I gesture wildly at his pristine clothes. “Look at you; you have nothing to stress about! You probably never had to worry about a job or money.”

He smirks, stepping closer. “What’s your name, hun?”

“Holly,” I sniff, pulling back slightly.

“I’m Kyle,” he adds, holding out a hand.

Then he moves into my space, and suddenly the room doesn’t feel so fluorescent anymore. He’s closer than he should be, and even with my anger flaring, my chest thuds in a completely different kind of panic.

“I can’t fix the stain,” I mutter, pulling at the wet fabric, ready to burst into tears.

Without warning, his arms are around me, grounding me in a way I don’t want to admit I need. His chest presses to mine, warmth radiating, steady and reassuring.

“Hey,” he murmurs, low and patient. “It’s all good. I’ve got you.”

“I—this—“ I falter, frustration and fear warping my words. “It’s ruined. I’m ruined.”

He smiles softly, an infuriating, easy smile that seems designed to undo me. He loosens his tie and slips off his blazer. My mouth falls open as he takes his shirt off. “What—what are you doing?”

“Wear this,” he says, holding out his crisp white dress shirt. “Tuck it in. No one will notice. You’ll be fine.”

I hesitate. “And… you?”

“I guess I’ll have to keep my blazer closed,” he says, grinning like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

I blink at him, flustered, clutching the shirt. It smells faintly of his cologne, warm and clean, and his absolute calm and thoughtfulness make my pulse spike again.

“Thank you,” I whisper, barely audible.

He shrugs, stepping back.

I slip into his shirt, oversized but perfect. I smooth it down and tuck it in where I can. I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. He is right, no one will notice. It looks fine, just feels strange, almost electric, wearing his shirt.

He watches, leaning casually against the wall. I glare at him, pretending to be annoyed, but my body betrays me with the heat pooling low in my stomach. I try to ignore it as I walk past him, hoping my boss doesn’t see us leaving the same rest room.

The rest of the gala blurs around me. I serve wine, nod politely, smile through the panic. The stranger is there, once or twice catching my eye, and each time it sends an almost reckless thrill through me. I can’t let myself care. He’s… he’s dangerous, in a way I shouldn’t want.

Finally, the event winds down. I stack glasses, wipe tables, and make sure everything is spotless. My shift ends, and I inhale deeply, feeling the tension leave my shoulders in slow waves.

After a few minutes looking for him, I find him outside, leaning against the building, looking effortlessly composed in his closed blazer.

My stomach knots. How come he looks so damn good?

“Hi,” I say, approaching. “Your shirt—it’s—thank you, really. I should—“

He raises a hand, stopping me. “Actually… it looks better on you. Keep it.”

I blink, startled. My chest tightens again, this time with a feeling entirely different from stress. I swallow hard and decide to act on my impulse.

“Well, that being said, you do look better without it,” I say, opening his blazer slowly, daring to reach inside.

He doesn’t pull away, not even a little. Our eyes lock, the playful tension now layered with heat and something unspoken.

And then, almost naturally, impossibly, his lips find mine. The first brush is careful, testing, a challenge that matches everything else between us. My hands instinctively wrap around his neck.

He deepens the kiss, strong and steady, and for a moment, all the panic, the embarrassment, the fear of losing my job—it’s gone. All that’s left is him, and the reckless pull of wanting more, of needing him close.

I gasp softly against his mouth, a little shocked at my boldness. He chuckles low, pressing me closer.

The moment our lips part, I’m gasping. His eyes, dark and unreadable, search mine. I grab his hand before I can think. “Let’s go somewhere... more private,” I purr, dragging him toward the side of the building where the shadows hide everything.

He smirks, letting me lead, fingers brushing mine. “I like the sound of that,” he growls, voice low and hungry.

I find a hidden corner, the perfect spot for something… forbidden. He presses me against the wall, heat radiating off him, chest hard against mine. My fingers curl into his hair, pulling him closer, kissing him again, deeper this time.

“Been wanting this,” he mumbles between kisses, hands moving over my sides, down my hips, firm and demanding.

I tilt my hips up, letting him explore, letting him knead the curve of my ass. His thumbs circle, pressing just right, making me shiver, arching instinctively into him.

“Seeing you in my shirt all night did something to me,” he groans in a low voice, the sound vibrating through me.

I press back, grinding lightly against him as my hands wander over his chest, down to the waistband of his pants. He lets out another sharp groan, stepping even closer.

“Holly, I need you,” he hisses, almost desperate.

“Then take me,” I whisper, breathless, body already tingling from the touch of him.

After slipping my pants down, the cool night air hits my skin. Kyle tugs his jeans open, the sound of the zipper loud in the quiet. His hand finds my panties, fist curling in the thin fabric before he tears them aside—rough, impatient. His cock presses against me, thick and hot, as he rips a condom from its wrapper and slips it on. After lining himself up, he slams into me with one deep, hard thrust. The stretch pulls a gasp from me, and he drives even deeper, unable to hold back. My gasp turns into a cry as he nails me brutally, relentlessly.

My legs hook around him, nails scoring his back, while his hands crush my ass, holding me tight as he fucks me with reckless hunger, every movement primal, urgent, claiming me over and over.

Nothing slows him. Nothing softens. He’s fire and need, wild and unhinged, and I’m lost in it, trembling, gasping, all sense of control gone.

Then suddenly, he pauses. The rhythm shifts, less urgent and more controlled. He leans in close, lips brushing my ear, voice low and raw. “I’m sorry,” he murmurs. “I lost control. It’s been building up all night. I just needed to claim you. I’ll try to slow down…”

Kyles hands remain steady, holding me as the tension between us pulses—thick, charged, impossible to ignore.

Enjoying the friction, I rock my hips against him, knowing he’ll lose self-control again any second. His pace picks up, and he falls into a rough and perfect rhythm.

The heat coils tighter and tighter, and I can feel it building, my body trembling against him, shaking from the tension, from the want, from the way he moves inside me. I can hear the low groans spilling from his throat, feel the desperate grip of his hands as they knead me, and it only drives me higher, pushing me closer to the edge.

“I—oh, Kyle—don’t stop,” I gasp, pressing up against him, hips moving on their own. He growls, hands digging into me, and I feel him jerk and shudder, unable to hold back. His movements become wild again, unrestrained, matching every bit of the desperate hunger I’m pouring into him.

“C’mon… cum for me,” he barks, voice thick, his thrusts sloppy as we both climax simultaneously.

I shiver, cry out, my body locking, squeezing him, the orgasm tearing through me violently, leaving me pulsing and clenching around him. He groans, low and deep, shuddering, and spills into the condom, still grinding into me as we ride out the aftershocks together.

I tilt my head, lips brushing his chest. “You’re impossible,” I murmur.

He chuckles, low, satisfied, thumbs brushing over my spine. “I’m sorry I couldn’t control myself,” he says. “I promise I’ll last longer next time.”

I laugh, snuggling against him. “Oh, I actually enjoyed that animal in you.”

For a long while, we just stand there, tangled in each other, hidden in the dark, letting the world fade away.

~The End~


Chapter fourteen
Flight Diverted; Desire Awakened
Sue


Ifumble with my carry-on to dig out my cosmetics for TSA. Trying to rush, a few things tumble out, among them, something small, round, and definitely not meant for public display.

My stomach twists as it rolls across the floor. “Oh, no,” I whisper, diving forward before anyone notices.

“Here, let me help,” a deep voice says.

I look up and freeze. He’s crouched beside me, reaching for the scattered mess. My face heats instantly.

He picks up my lipstick, then my brush, and then—of course—the one thing I wish he hadn’t seen. My hand shoots out, covering it before he can say a word. Our fingers brush, a spark jumping between us that has no business being there in an airport security line.

“Thanks,” I manage, my voice tighter than I’d like.

He gives a small, knowing smile but says nothing, handing me the rest of my things. I shove them back into my bag, heart racing, praying no one else saw and that he maybe didn’t notice what he was holding.

The plane is full, and I slide into my assigned seat, trying to calm my nerves by reading. Finally getting a grip, I look up and see him a few rows away. Heat floods my cheeks, and I wish I could sink right through my chair.

Still, every time he looks at me, our eyes meet, and goosebumps ripple across my skin. I drop my gaze, fidgeting with my headphones, but my pulse won’t settle.

Midway through the flight, the captain’s voice cuts over the intercom. “Due to severe weather, we’re diverting to Minneapolis. Please check with your gate agent for connecting flights or complementary accommodations as needed.”

My stomach twists. The rest of the flight drags on. Every bump makes me shift nervously in my seat, my mind spinning with options. I try to focus on the in-flight magazine, but every few pages, my eyes wander back to him.

Finally, the plane lands. I hurry off with the rest of the passengers and make a beeline for the customer service desk.

“I’m sorry,” the agent says politely, rifling through my boarding pass. “Your discounted ticket doesn’t qualify for a complimentary room. Only premium tickets are covered.”

I feel my shoulders slump. Great. My cheap fare has left me stranded in a city I barely know.

Then I hear that familiar voice beside me. “Hey,” he says, tilting his head toward me, casual and confident. “I’ve got a room. You could… join me. It’s safer than sleeping in the airport or wandering around alone.”

My mind spins. I don’t even know him, but… options are limited. I take a shaky breath, trying to keep my nerves in check. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” he says. “I’ll ask if we can get two beds, don’t worry.”

“Okay… sounds like a plan,” I murmur.

I glance up at him. “By the way… I’m Sue,” I say, holding out my hand.

He smiles, taking it firmly. “I’m Nick,” he says. “Nice to officially meet you… even though it’s under slightly chaotic circumstances.”

I chew my lip nervously as I follow him through the bustling terminal. The cab ride is short, and when we step into the hotel lobby, the warmth is almost a relief. At the front desk, he asks about two beds. The clerk shakes her head.

“I’m sorry,” she says, looking at her screen. “The hotel’s fully booked.”

I feel my stomach twist, but he just shrugs and flashes me that easy, confident smile. “Looks like we’ll be sharing,” he says lightly.

Nick checks in, and we make our way to the room. I sink onto the edge of the bed with a big exhale. He sets our bags down, grabs a bottle of wine from the minibar, pours two glasses, and settles beside me.

“TSA was… interesting,” he murmurs, eyes glinting with mischief.

I glance at him. “Interesting… yeah, that’s one way to put it,” I murmur, swirling my wine nervously. “My most embarrassing airport moment ever.”

He leans back slightly, sipping his wine, eyes glinting with mischief. “Can I ask you something about earlier?”

I stiffen, my face burning. “Uh… sure.”

“Well, at TSA…,” his voice drops just enough to make me aware of how close he’s sitting. “The thing I handed back to you… Is that what I think it is?”

I nearly choke on my wine. My hand flies to my chest. “What do you… think it was?” I manage, voice tight.

He smirks, tilting his head. “A dildo?”

My face goes crimson. “Yes… well, actually… It’s a vibrator,” I admit, heart hammering, wishing the floor would swallow me whole.

Instead of recoiling, he laughs softly, warm and amused. “I should’ve guessed. But honestly… that just makes the whole TSA moment even more… memorable.”

He leans back, still smiling, eyes teasing. “Let me ask you something… why does a woman as pretty as you travel with a vibrator? Don’t you have a boyfriend to take care of your needs?”

My cheeks flare, heat spreading fast. “No,” I admit, voice tight. “Actually… it’s been a while.”

He tilts his head, studying me like I’m the most interesting puzzle he’s ever seen.

“Hmm. Okay… can we please change the subject?” I add quickly, my hands tightening around my wine glass. “I’m completely embarrassed, and I really don’t want to discuss my sex life with a stranger.”

A slow grin curves across his lips. “What if I told you I’d love to take care of your… needs?”

“Uh… I think I’d need more liquid courage,” I manage, twisting the stem of my glass, cheeks flaming.

He quirks an eyebrow, smirking. “Am I… that unattractive?”

I blink at him as a fire rushes through me. “Oh my god… no! Not at all! I’m just… still embarrassed.”

“Please don’t be,” he murmurs, letting his fingers brush mine. He leans in slowly, giving me a chance to freak out, or melt, but I don’t.

Instead, a thrill winds through me, and I realize I’m leaning toward him without even thinking. “I… I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do,” I whisper, shy but curious, heart hammering.

“Relax,” he says, tilting his head closer, his lips brushing mine. “Just follow me. I’ll guide you.”

My breath catches, pulse spiking, and then his lips are on mine—soft at first, teasing, testing… then harder, hungrier. My hands grip the edge of the bed as warmth spreads through me, and the rest of the world disappears.

His mouth finds mine again, hungrier now, each kiss building on the last. The tension between us shifts, no longer shy, but charged. His hand trails from my cheek down my neck, tracing the quick flutter of my pulse, then lower, over my shoulder and the curve of my waist. I shiver at the touch, every nerve waking.

He pauses, just long enough to look at me again. “Still okay?”

I nod, too breathless to answer.

He exhales, relieved, and his forehead drops to mine. The sound of our moaning fills the space, deep and uneven. His touch grows bolder, exploring, mapping every line of me as if learning by touch alone. When his lips leave mine, they trail lower—to my jaw, my throat, my collarbone—each kiss slower, heavier, until I can’t think straight anymore.

My fingers find their way to his shirt, clumsy at first, but he helps, pulling it over his head in one smooth motion. The sight steals my heartbeat, muscles flexing beneath warm skin, his chest rising and falling as he looks at me like I’m something he’s been waiting for.

When he pulls back, his voice is rough, close to my ear. “Can I…?”

I nod, and his fingers find the hem of my top, brushing my stomach as he lifts it over my head. The air feels cooler against my skin, and his gaze lingers, dark and unhurried. He cups my face again, thumb grazing my lower lip.

I swallow hard, heat pooling low in my stomach, and slowly slide my fingers down to the waistband of my pants. My hands tremble as I tug them down, over my hips, letting them pool around my ankles. I bend over, sliding my panties down as well, leaving me bare and exposed, skin flushed from anticipation.

He watches me intently, lips parting slightly as if he can’t believe what he’s seeing. I shift slightly, pressing my thighs together for a moment, and he hums softly, leaning closer, letting his fingers brush over the soft curve of my hip.

“Where’s the toy?” he asks.

The question sends a fresh rush of warmth through me. I reach toward the nightstand, handing it to him without a word. His eyes meet mine, steady, searching for permission one last time.

When it hums to life, the sound feels louder than it is, blending with the rhythm of my breaths.

He traces small circles against my thigh first, the motion feather-light.

Then he guides the toy between my thighs, pressing it gently against my entrance, making me whimper. The tip nudges inside, letting me feel every pulse, teasing the sensitive walls of my pussy. I gasp, hips pressing down instinctively, silently begging him for more.

Then, with deliberate control, he slides it deeper, letting the vibrations fill me from inside. I can feel it hitting spots that make my toes curl. Desperately, I squeeze around the toy for more friction. His fingers wrap around the base, adjusting the angle, rolling it against my clit and pressing just right against my inner walls. Every movement sparks a tension that winds itself deep in my core.

I lift my hips without thinking, urging him on, and he hums in response, letting the toy slide in and out slightly, circling and taunting, catching the tip of my G-spot each time he presses. The friction is exquisite, buzzing against the slick warmth of me, and I can feel my control slipping.

“Fuck… you’re dripping already,” he groans, as he watches me shiver beneath him. I clutch the sheets, back pressing into the mattress, nails digging in as the sensations overwhelm me. The vibrator pulses deep inside me, and every movement of his hand makes my body coil, arch, and tremble.

I’m crying out now, hips rocking against the toy on their own, every nerve alive. The pressure building inside me is almost unbearable, and he leans closer, lips brushing my shoulder. “That’s it… let go for me,” he whispers, voice rough, guiding me to the edge.

And I do; my body convulses in waves of release, hips jerking around the device as I ride out the orgasm, gasping and undone by the intensity. He keeps it pressed inside me, letting me ride every pulse, every lingering vibration until I’m spent, dripping and ragged beneath him.

“I have to admit. This felt so much better than when I do it myself,” I say with the biggest smile.

He grins with hungry eyes. “If you liked the toy in my hands…,” his fingers brush along my hip, teasing, “…you might like the real thing even better.”

With a swift motion, he peels his pants down, letting them fall around his ankles. I watch, inhaling deeply, as he positions himself fully, hard and ready. My pulse jumps, and my eyes widen, betraying every ounce of my anticipation.

I reach for his cock and wrap my hand around him, stroking him slowly, feeling the throb and weight of him in my palm. He groans low, fingers threading into my hair, pulling me closer, hips pressing into mine as he leans over me.

“Aw,” he murmurs, voice rough with want. I press back, letting my movements tease him, feeling him pulse beneath my touch, hips shifting instinctively. My other hand traces the lines of his torso, memorizing the flex of his muscles, the softness of his skin.

He leans down, brushing his lips along my shoulder, and whispers, “Let me grab a condom.”

He rolls the condom on quickly, the latex snug against him. Without a word, he grabs my legs and pulls me to the edge of the bed. My heart thunders in my chest as I let him pull me up, my legs dangling over the side.

“Spread for me,” he murmurs, his voice low and rough, and I comply, letting him lift my legs onto his shoulders. I can feel his body pressing against mine, his strong hands steadying me as he positions himself at my entrance.

I bite my lip in anticipation as I take in the sight of him above me, thick, hard, and ready. He leans in, brushing his dick along my pussy, and then slowly, deliberately, he pushes inside.

I cry out, hips pressing up instinctively, eyes locked on his as he slides deeper, each inch filling me, stretching me, the sensation deliciously overwhelming. I can feel every pulse, every thrust. He pauses for a moment, letting me adjust, letting me see him slide in and out, the sight driving my desire even higher.

I gasp, still flushed and trembling from the sensation, and a bold thought slips from my lips. “Can I… ride you?” I whisper, voice shaky but daring.

His eyes darken, and he grins, low and hungry. “Fuck… yes,” he growls, shifting slightly, letting me take control.

Carefully, I slide up, straddling him, knees on either side of his hips, feeling his solid chest under my palms. I hover for a moment, savoring the feel of him beneath me, then slowly sink down, guiding him inside me.

He groans instantly, hands gripping my thighs, holding me steady as I begin to move. I tilt my hips, finding the perfect angle, and with each movement of mine, he hits deeper, pressing right into the spot that makes me shiver uncontrollably.

“God… just like that,” he pants, voice thick with want, every pulse of him inside me matching the rhythm of my hips. I feel him perfectly—hard, relentless, filling me in all the right ways—and I ride him faster, letting myself get lost in the wave of sensation.

His hands slide to my waist, thumbs pressing into my skin as I lean forward, chest pressing against his, eyes locked on his. I can feel the strain in his body, the desperate, unrelenting need, and it only pushes me to move harder, deeper, riding every inch, every pulse.

“Fuck… you feel so fucking perfect,” he grits out, voice rough, thrusting into me every time I move, hitting deeper, right in that spot that has me gasping and arching into him, unable to contain myself.

My hips move at the perfect angle, and it hits me like fire. I cry out, body wracked with release, thighs clenching around him as every wave crashes through me. My nails dig into his chest as my hips spasm uncontrollably.

He stays with me, moaning low, letting me ride out the first tremors of my orgasm, hands firm on my waist, grounding me. My breaths come in harsh, uneven gasps, and for a fleeting second, I close my eyes.

Then, even before I’ve fully recovered, I start moving again, faster now, riding him harder. Each tilt of my hips sends him deeper, hitting perfectly inside me, the friction unbearable in the best way. He growls, voice raw, hips driving up to meet mine, matching my rhythm.

“Oh, Nick… yes—fuck, yes!” I scream, lost in the relentless pace, feeling him stretch and pulse inside me, each thrust building the pressure higher. I can feel it, the coil tightening, the tension between us winding ever higher, and he’s uttering my name, desperate and unrelenting.

“C’mon… cum with me,” I gasp, pressing down, letting him feel me fully, every surge, every twist of need.

And then, with a shuddering groan, we both shatter, our bodies convulsing together, his hips pushing deep, mine rocking hard over him, panting, cries blending in the thick, hot night. Every muscle of ours tenses and releases in perfect unison, the world exploding around us, leaving only the ache of aftershocks and the heat of each other pressed close.

We collapse together, slick and trembling, hearts pounding.

“I guess at the end… it was pretty perfect that my toy spilled in your hands at TSA. What an amazing way to end such a crazy day.”

~The End~


Chapter fifteen
Sex With The EX
Wes


Five years divorced, and somehow we still take family trips. “For the kids,” we say, which means the four of us together, but not really. Separate rooms, careful space, polite smiles. It’s awkward. Familiar. Strange most of the time.

Her parents took the girls earlier this afternoon, loaded them up with promises of sledding and hot chocolate. Then it was just me and Ivy, left in her family’s old cabin. The kind of place that loses cell service halfway down the road. Usually, that quiet feels peaceful. Tonight, it feels like a trap.

We were supposed to leave before the storm hit, but she kept finding excuses to stay—one more cup of coffee, one more load of laundry. I knew what she was doing. Ivy had never liked leaving the cabin, but this time it felt like she just didn’t want to go back to her life.

Once I finally accepted we weren’t going anywhere, I poured us each a glass of wine and we settled in the armchairs by the window.

Okay,“ I said as I handed her a glas. “I know you well enough to see that something is wrong with you. So come on, spill it.”

She sighed as tears filled her eyes. “You know me too well,” she chuckles softly, wiping the tears away. “It’s Josh. The bastard left me for someone younger.”

By the time she runs out of words, the storm is beating against the windows. Heavy snow, wind howling through the trees, like the whole cabin is holding its breath.

The flame is dying down. Ivy sits in the armchair, shivering despite the blanket around her shoulders. I throw some more wood onto the fire, then look at her again. She looks small like this. Fragile, even. I hate it.

Without thinking, I cross the room and crouch in front of her. My hands find her arms, rubbing gently, trying to warm her up.

Glossy, green eyes look at me. Her skin is pale from the cold.

“Hey,” I say, voice low. “Don’t freeze on me.”

She tries to smile, but it’s weak. I know it’s not just the cold, but that’s the only thing I can fix right now.

Before she can answer, I scoop her up. She’s lighter than I remember, all soft weight and cold skin against my chest. For a second, she just stares at me, surprised, then sinks into it—into me.

“Come on,” I murmur. “I’ve got you.”

The couch sits closer to the fire. I ease her onto it, then slide in beside her, pulling her against me. Her hair brushes my jaw, soft and familiar. She smells like wood smoke mixed with that shampoo she’s used since before the divorce, achingly familiar.

My hands move slowly over her back, just trying to bring the warmth back. She exhales, a quiet, shaky sound that hits deeper than it should.

Like I used to when we snuggled like this, I press my lips to her hairline. It feels way too natural. Then, without letting myself think too much about it, I begin to kiss lower, tracing my way slowly down her cheek before, with only a slight hesitation on my part, moving along the side of her neck, feeling her pulse jump under my mouth. Bit by bit, she relaxes. The chill between us thickens into a heavy, charged tension.

I lean back enough to see her face. Her cheeks are flushed now, eyes half-lidded in the firelight.

“You’re still cold,” I say softly. “Let me help.”

Her eyes find mine.

“I trust you,” she whispers.

Something in me tightens. That’s the moment it changes—the distance, the years, all the noise between us-it just falls away. It’s only her. Only now.

I brush my thumb along her jaw, feeling her soft skin. Then I lean in, pressing a slow kiss to her lips. She’s cold, but I can taste the warmth coming back little by little. Her lips soften under mine, hesitant at first, then searching.

When I pull back, her breath catches. I rest my forehead against hers, rubbing small circles on her back with my palms. Her body feels fragile, like she’s holding herself together by sheer will.

“You’re still freezing,” I murmur.

She nods, and I wrap her tighter against me, pulling the blanket up around us both. The firelight flickers across her face, painting her skin gold, the shadows in her eyes making her look edible, and I can’t stop staring at the swell of her lips and the curve of her neck. I run my hands along her arms, down her sides, slow and steady, trying to get her blood flowing.

Her fingers clutch my shirt, and she lets out a sound somewhere between a sigh and a moan. I kiss her again, deeper this time, still slow, still careful. Her lips part, her breath mingling with mine.

I trace a line down her throat with my mouth, feeling the quick pulse beneath my lips. She tilts her head back, letting me in, skin warming under every touch. My hands slide beneath her shirt, moving over her ribs, her stomach, and the spark between us ignites.

She exhales softly, fingers curling into my shoulders, holding on like she doesn’t want to let go. Her body trembles against me, and I ache, desperate for more.

Her hands fumble at my shirt, dragging it up, hesitantly at first, before pulling it over my head roughly and shoving it away. My chest is bare now, and I watch her lips part, eyes dark and curious.

I shift slightly, easing back just enough and stand, stepping aside to slide my jeans down. She lies back on the couch, blanket slipping aside, and when I look again, her button is already undone as she lifts her hips toward me. I crouch, guiding her jeans down the rest of the way, exposing her.

Her breath hitches, chest rising and falling fast. I press close again, fingers brushing over her stomach, her hips, letting her feel the warmth building between us. She arches slightly, pressing into my touch, eyes half-lidded, lips parted.

“Condom,” I murmur, fumbling in my wallet. Her gaze stays locked on me, chest heaving, breath uneven like the storm outside. I roll it down impatiently.

Our bodies still fit together like they’re meant to. Like no time has passed. My hips settle between her thighs, and I pause, cupping her face, brushing my thumb over her cheek. “You’re beautiful,” I murmur, and I mean it more now than ever.

Her smile is small, shaky, but real. That smile used to undo me, and it still does.

I push inside her slowly, stretching her, filling her, and the sound she makes is low and broken.

“Wes,” she gasps into my neck, nearly unravelling me. Her nails sink into my back exactly where she knows I like it, sharp enough to burn, grounding me in her.

I set a steady rhythm, remembering every cue her body ever gave me. The way her breath hitches when I grind just right. The way her legs lock tight around my waist when she’s close. The way she whispers “harder” against my ear when she can’t take it slow anymore.

And when her hips buck, urging me faster, I give her exactly what she wants. Exactly what she’s always loved.

We move together like muscle memory, a dance written into our bones. Sometimes rough, sometimes tender, but always so goddamn hungry. Years apart, and still, no one else knows me like this. No one else ever will.

My lips find hers, and her cries build against my mouth, her body trembling under mine. I pin her wrists above her head because I remember how she used to beg for it, and the needy moan that rips from her throat tells me she hasn’t changed.

The storm howls outside, but inside it’s just us—sweat, heat, and a fire that never really went out.

When she shatters around me, clenching tight, she pulls me with her, and it feels like the cabin itself holds its breath. A deep, primal growl escapes me as I hear my name spilling from her lips like a prayer.

Afterward, we collapse against the tangle of blankets, skin hot and slick, her head resting on my chest. I hold her close, arms wrapped tight around her, trying to shield her from the storm and everything else that’s broken us.

Her breath evens out, her lips brushing my skin. For a moment, the years between us melt away.

“You’re still cold?” I ask, already knowing the answer.

She laughs softly, husky and wrecked. “Fuck, Wes. I needed this so bad.”

~The End~


Chapter sixteen
The Renovation Deal
Nora


Ididn’t expect inheriting a crumbling inn on the coast would turn my life upside down. I was hoping for a little fixer-upper, a project I could throw myself into, maybe even enjoy. When I drive up, the building looms against the gray sky, its paint peeling like old skin, shutters hanging crooked, windows cracked. I grip the steering wheel, suddenly wondering if I’ve bitten off more than I can chew.

Stepping inside, I tell myself I can fix some of this alone. Clean up the rooms and slap on some fresh paint. But the closer I look, the more I realize it’s not only cosmetic. The beams are warped, and the plumbing rattles when I run the faucet.

I suck in a breath, trying to steady the mix of fear and excitement stirring in my chest.

I don’t know the town, but I hop back in the car, on the lookout for a hardware store, hoping to find a handyman, someone local who knows the quirks of old buildings like this.

The clerk at the counter glances at me as I ask casually, “Is there anyone around here who does repairs? Plumbing, electrical. Old building stuff?”

Her eyebrows lift. “Bigger repairs? Only one person comes to mind. Jim. But… he’s not exactly fond of new people.”

“Jim?” I repeat.

She shrugs. “You’ll see. He is skilled at repairs, but not so good with people. Just consider yourself warned.”

I bite back a smile. Perfect. Exactly the type of person I probably need.

Not much later, I find Jim working on a dock near the marina, sun glinting off his tanned, calloused hands as he fixes a wooden beam. I hesitate, taking a moment to size him up. Broad shoulders, confident stance, a jaw sharp enough to slice through steel. His straight nose and perfect three-day beard give him the kind of rugged, effortless heat that ruins a woman’s focus.

“Excuse me,” I start, trying to sound casual. “I’m looking for—“

He cuts me off, eyes narrowing. “You’re the new owner of the old inn?”

I nod, suddenly feeling exposed under his scrutiny. “Yes, I’m Nora. Nice to meet you. I was told you’re the one to see about repairs.”

He crosses his arms, leaning back slightly. “Lucky for you, I do it all: plumbing, electrical, painting. You name it. Just don’t get in my way. I do it right, or I don’t do it at all. And I don’t have time for people thinking they can tell me how to fix things.”

I meet his gaze, refusing to show how much that smirk makes my pulse jump. “I won’t get in your way. I just need results.”

He laughs low, rough, and it makes something coil in my stomach. “We’re going to hate each other,” he says simply.

I clamp my jaw. “Good. We have a deal?”

“Yeah,” he says, brushing past me. “I’ll be over tomorrow, bright and early.”

Day one is chaos. We start with the electrical layout, and it’s a disaster. He wants outlets where no one will ever use them; I want light switches that people can actually reach.

“It makes no sense there,” I argue, pointing at the spot he’s marked on the blueprint.

He looks up, smirking. “It makes perfect sense if you know what you’re doing.”

I fold my arms. “So, not me, apparently?”

“Didn’t say that,” he says, though the smug little curve of his mouth tells a different story.

I glare at him, trying to ignore the tension rolling through my chest at how infuriating he is. He leans back over the plans, dragging a hand through his hair, and my gaze drops to his arms, the biceps firm with muscle and the forearms marked with veins that stand out when he moves. Stubborn, arrogant, impossible… and maybe just a little magnetic.

“You can’t put a switch there,” I insist, gesturing toward a corner near the staircase.

He shakes his head, brushing my hand aside as he traces the line with a pencil. “It’s fine. Trust me. You’ll see why.”

“I don’t trust you,” I snap, though my voice is tighter than I intended.

He offers a lazy smirk that’s designed to get under my skin.

We clash all week. Every task becomes a battle. I hover over every detail, rethinking furniture placement, double-checking measurements, insisting the wiring is exactly where it needs to be. He mutters under his breath, rolls his eyes at my suggestions, and yet somehow, the inn begins to take shape. Slowly. Beautifully.

It’s exhausting. I’ve barely known him a week and already I’m torn between wanting to strangle him and wanting to melt against him. He’s impossible and, God, I hate admitting it, irresistible.

One afternoon, we’re tackling the main lounge. I’m perched on a ladder, brushing pale cream onto the wall while he’s on the floor, rolling a darker shade along the trim. I step back to check my work, and the tip of my brush accidentally flicks a tiny streak of paint onto his jeans.

He goes still, then looks up at me with raised brows. “You did that on purpose.”

“Did not,” I snap, trying for indignant, but a warm flush crawls up my cheeks.

He smirks, holding the moment a little too long, and something sharp and thrilling coils in my stomach.

As he steps closer to steady the ladder, my brush drips. A pale streak lands on his forearm. “Okay, maybe you didn’t,” he says, shaking it off.

The movement sends a small splash upward, and a dot of paint lands right on my cheek.

I gasp, swiping at the streak of paint on my cheek with the back of my hand, but his fingers shoot out before I can finish. They hover near my face, warm and steady, and I tense, expecting a lecture or a scolding. Instead, his thumb brushes gently over the paint, the touch is electric. My breath hitches before I can even think, and then his lips are on mine.

At first, the kiss is tentative, like a test. But it doesn’t stay that way. His mouth quickly deepens its exploration, claiming mine with a hunger that makes my knees weaken. I gasp into him, pressing closer, feeling the solid weight of his body against mine. My hands rise, fingers trailing along the planes of his shoulders, smearing a streak of paint from his jeans onto my palms, but I don’t care. Not about the mess, not about anything but this.

His tongue circles mine, urgent, demanding, and I respond, melting against him, arching into him, desperate for more. My hands explore his back, memorizing the strength beneath his shirt, and I shiver, needing him in ways I would never admit aloud, not even to myself.

He doesn’t pull away. His hands move lower, sliding down my sides, over my hips, gripping me as if marking his claim. My breath catches, heat pooling low, and I press every inch of myself against him. I can feel his unrelenting bulge, and it sends a jolt of need straight through me.

We stumble backward, barely noticing the furniture around us. In a rush of heated urgency, our clothes are discarded, thrown aside in a frenzy of impatient hands and hungry mouths. My shirt gets tangled in my hair. His sleeve rips somewhere along the way.

When I see him naked, it takes my breath away. Broad shoulders, strong arms corded with muscle, chest smooth with a faint dusting of hair that leads down to the trail between his abs. His skin glows with sweat in the dim light, highlighting every line, every ridge, every tempting dip. His hips shift instinctively toward me, hard, insistent, and I shiver, pressing closer.

I trail my hands over him, feeling the firm planes of his chest, the warmth of his stomach, the hard swell of his erection in my palms. His skin is hot, alive under my fingers, and I can feel him pulse against me.

He wraps his hands around me, fingertips grazing my spine, down to my waist, and I arch into him, craving the friction. I moan when he leans in to kiss my neck, teeth grazing my collarbone, and his hands move lower, cupping my ass, pulling me impossibly closer.

He lets go just long enough to rip open a condom with his teeth, sliding it over himself in one smooth motion, and the sight makes something coil tight in my stomach. He pushes me against the wall, lifts my legs over his hip, and positions himself at my entrance, letting the tip tease me, brushing slowly, giving me a chance to stop him.

I don’t.

And then he’s inside me.

The first thrust is slow and stretches me deliciously, letting me feel every inch of him. I cry out, nails digging into the taut muscles of his back. He moves with a rhythm that’s part dominance, part tenderness, driving deeper, harder, perfectly timed, as if he knows exactly what I need before I even realize it.

My hands roam his shoulders, down the curve of his flexed biceps. Every movement, every shudder, every growl of his makes my core pulse, my breath hitch, my body tremble in anticipation of the next stroke.

He leans down, lips brushing mine, then bites my shoulder lightly, and I gasp into him. His hands tighten on my hips as he pushes into the hilt. The friction of him inside me sends me spinning, moaning, pressing, desperate for more.

We move together in a frantic, perfect rhythm—thrusting, kissing, exploring—bodies slick with sweat, paint still smeared on our skin. I tremble, gasp, and arch into him, utterly consumed by the power and the way he claims me.

And then without warning, he shudders violently, groaning, hips stuttering, the tight grip of his hands on my hips grounding me as he cums, his breath ragged and low. He stays inside me for a heartbeat, then pulls out, leaving me aching, hungry, and trembling with need.

“Shit,” he mutters, breath rough, voice low. “I… I’m sorry. You’re so… so damn sexy. This tension—it’s been building, and I—“

I bite my lip, trying to keep my disappointment in check. I just shake my head slightly, giving him a small, forgiving smile. “It’s okay,” I whisper. “No worries.”

Holding me firmly against him for a moment, chest to chest, his hands slide under my arms, steadying me, and then he lifts me effortlessly onto the couch.

His eyes darken as he leans over me, his mouth hovering over my very sensitive pussy, until finally he lowers his head between my thighs. My breath catches, trembling as his tongue brushes over me.

Without missing a beat, his fingers are on me, slipping inside, stroking me with deliberate, urgent skill. I cry out, head falling back, fingers tangling in his hair as he teases, pushes, and slides just right.

“I knew your hands were good for something,” I murmur.

His hand never letting up as he answers. “I’ve wanted this… wanted you…”

I arch into him, every nerve alive, every muscle trembling as he brings me closer, faster, harder. My hips roll instinctively, pressing against his fingers, chasing release. After only a few moments under his talented touch, my body coils, tenses, and then shatters, trembling around him.

He lets me ride out the waves of pleasure, watching my body in awe as I fall apart. Afterwards, he cups my face, brushing my hair from my forehead, and utterly wrecked, I collapse against him.

When I glance at him, my eyes catch the streak of pale cream across his jaw, a dab of red smeared on his chest, and flecks of paint in his dark hair.

“You look ridiculous,” I purr, still shaky, a laugh bubbling up despite myself.

He glances over his shoulder, a smirk curling his lips. “And you love it.”

I do. I love everything about him.

~The End~


Chapter seventeen
In Bloom
Alexandra


The sun is high, beating down over my backyard, sparkling on the pool’s surface. Topless, I stretch out on my chaise, working on my sun tan.

I love my yard. It’s my little slice of paradise-lush, private, and perfectly kept. Unfortunately, I spend far too little time in it. My gardener probably enjoys it more than I do.

Speaking of… the soft snipping in the distance gives him away. He must be here.

Tall, broad-shouldered, arms strong from hauling tools, sweat glinting on his skin as he works on the hedge. I had seen him before, briefly, at the job consultation, but now, from here, I can really look. He doesn’t know I’m watching.

I lift my sunglasses, letting my gaze roam, appreciating the way his muscles flex with each careful cut, the way he wipes his brow with the back of his hand. I bite my lip, a spark of mischief igniting.

Shifting on the lounger, I adjust so that he gets a better view, arching slightly, letting the sunlight hit my curves. I can see him glance up, just a flicker, but enough for him to realize I’m topless.

I turn my head away, feigning disinterest, the picture of lazy relaxation. He has no idea that I know. No idea that I want him to watch. That every move of my body, every stretch of my arm is for him.

I smirk, sliding one hand unhurried down my stomach, tracing the line of my body naturally. My fingertips ghost over my hip, then lower, teasing. I let out a soft sigh, loud enough for him to hear, and I see his pace falter, clippers lowering slightly.

I drag my hand over my breast, letting my fingers linger, just brushing the nipple, and I can see him stiffen. Heat pools low in my belly, and I shift again, rolling slightly so he gets a different angle of me.

My hand traces lower now, fingers sliding over my stomach, dipping closer. From behind my glasses, I can see his gaze following my hand.

I stroke slowly, watching him out of the corner of my eyes, letting him take in every movement. His jaw tightens, and I know he’s imagining more than just trimming hedges.

I move to sit up, letting one hand cup my breast while my other hand sneaks under my bikini bottom, gliding straight to where I’m already warm and soaked.

I hear him shift, the clippers slipping from his hand and landing in the grass with a dull clatter. He freezes, one hand gripping the trellis like he’s trying to steady himself, but I know better.

I lean back again, pressing my hips up just enough so he can see, letting my fingers slide inside me. The garden is private, my house tall and wide, no neighbors for miles, and I can see him struggle to look away, though I know he can’t.

“You like what you see?” I ask softly, voice low, teasing. My fingers move faster now, circling, dipping, pressing. The wet heat spreads under my touch, and I can feel the pulse of my desire climbing; my nipples harden, my chest rising and falling.

He swallows sharply, eyes flicking from me to the hedge, as if he can somehow pretend he wasn’t just caught staring. “Shit,” he mumbles, voice rough. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to watch.”

A small grin tugs at my lips. “But I did,” I say mischievously. “I want you to watch.”

I smile at the way he swallows nervously.

“Get cleaned up and come over here. I might need your help.”

Without a word, he turns the hose on, washing his hands and face before sitting in the lawn chair next to me.

“Ma’am, I …”

“Shut up. Just enjoy.”

With that, I give him a performance. Closing my eyes, one hand on my pussy, one on my breasts, I finger myself until I moan.

“What is your name, handsome?”

“Mario, ma’am.”

“Mh, Mario,” I moan his name. “Would you mind giving me a hand?”

He swallows audibly. “Ma’am, I don’t think I—“

I tilt my head, letting a smile curve my lips. “Can you follow orders, Mario?”

Something shifts in his posture, and his hesitation cracks under the weight of the moment.

“Tell me what to do,” he murmurs.

My breath catches. The words send a thrill through me, pooling low in my belly. I reach out and take his hand, guiding it onto my naked skin, to understand exactly what kind of help I mean.

His fingers hover, then move with careful purpose, tracing the edge of my thigh. Slow. Deliberate. Reverent. My breath stutters, my eyes fluttering closed for a moment.

“That’s it,” I whisper. “Just like that.”

Mario’s breath comes shallow, his eyes locked on mine, waiting. The air between us hums, thick with heat and something unspoken.

“Take your shirt off,” I command.

He hesitates only a second before obeying, pulling it over his head. Sunlight hits his skin, highlighting tan lines, the sheen of sweat, and muscles flexing with every move. My gaze roams over him, drinking in every solid line.

As I do, I slide off my bikini bottom.

“Give me your hand, Mario,” I purr. And he does.

I guide his hand to my mouth, take his pointer and middle finger between my lips, and lick them until they glisten.

“You know what to do now.”

And he does. He takes over, circling my sensitive pussy before sliding one finger inside.

I arch and moan, biting my lip, chasing the friction. My hand covers his, urging him deeper.

“I need more,” I breathe.

He answers by pushing in a second finger. The stretch makes me groan, my hips rolling against his palm.

When I glance up, I notice the bulge in his garden pants. Without hesitation, I cup him, squeezing gently.

A low growl rumbles from his throat.

“Why don’t you take this off, handsome?” I murmur, fighting with the button, but it’s useless. I’m too distracted by what his fingers are doing to me.

He pulls them out, breath heavy, and fumbles with his pants, shoving them down in a rush. I push myself up slightly, watching him with hungry eyes. For a moment, he seems to hesitate, like reality just hit him.

“It’s okay, Hun,” I whisper, reaching for the waistband of his boxer briefs. My teeth catch my bottom lip as I tug them down. His cock springs free, hard and throbbing, like it’s been waiting for this moment all along.

Marco stands frozen in front of me, still unsure—so I take control. Wrapping my hand around him, I guide his length toward my mouth. My tongue traces the tip before I drag it slowly from the base to the head in one long, suggestive lick. His eyes flutter closed, a low growl rumbling from his throat, and when he looks down again, his gaze burns.

He watches me take him in, my lips gliding over his length until his breathing turns ragged. Then he pulls back, a half-smile curving his lips.

“Your turn, gorgeous,” he murmurs, lowering himself beside me. His fingers find me again, sliding inside as his mouth follows. His tongue and lips devour me while his fingers work deeper.

His rhythm finds me instantly, each stroke and flick of his tongue pulling a sound from deep inside my chest. My fingers sink into his hair, guiding him, needing more. The air feels thick, charged with the quiet sounds between us.

He glances up, eyes dark and determined, and I can see the hunger there. Every movement of his mouth feels like a promise. My hips lift toward him, unable to resist the pull, and he groans against my skin.

“Marco…” My voice breaks on his name.

He answers with a low hum that vibrates through me. One hand anchors my thigh, keeping me open for him, and the rest of the world falls away. There’s only the wet heat of his mouth, the drag of his fingers, and the slow, delicious pressure building between us.

When I reach for him again, he lets out a rough breath, rising to meet me—our mouths crashing together, the taste of me still on his lips.

“Fuck me, Marco,” I command, holding up a condom.

I see his dick pulsing as he seems to process what I just said. Then he rolls it on carefully, his eyes never leaving mine. I reach for his cock, feeling how firm he is, how much he wants me.

He groans, positioning himself at my entrance. My legs part for him without thought as he slides in slowly, inch by inch, stretching and filling me.

The first thrust has me gasping, a sharp shiver running up my spine. He moves deeper, hands gripping my hips, pulling me to him with each stroke. I dig my nails into the lounger, as my hips push up and my head falls back.

Every strike is urgent, desperate. He sets a pace that makes my body ache for more. He hits deep, hard and relentlessly. I wrap my legs around him, holding him closer, needing to feel him deep inside me.

“Yes… Marco,” I moan, pressing against him, feeling him hit precisely the right spot again and again. His breath is ragged, mixing with mine, and every thrust sends sparks building faster, hotter, until I can barely think.

He leans down, kissing my neck, biting gently as he drives into me, the condom doing nothing to dull the intensity. My hands clutch at his back, every push, every pull, driving me closer to the edge.

Feeling how close I am, he doesn’t hold back—balls deep, hitting me in ways that make my breath catch and my body shiver violently. I wrap my legs around him, urging him closer, needing every inch.

“Fuck… I’m so close,” I moan, voice breaking, nails digging into his shoulders. He groans, a low, guttural sound that vibrates in my core, his hips stuttering, matching my every tremor.

He pounds into me even harder and faster, refusing to let go, stretching me and filling me completely. My body trembles uncontrollably, waves of heat crashing over me, and I can feel him tensing, his own release building.

“God… oh, God,” I scream, nails raking down his back as my body shatters, clenching around him as I fall apart. He groans loudly, and the vibration of his release courses into me, filling the condom as he cums deep inside.

We stay pressed together, heaving, gasping, hearts hammering, bodies slick with sweat. I can feel the aftershocks still pulsing through me as he buries his face in my neck. I let myself sink into the warmth and heat of him, completely spent but utterly satisfied.

I smile up at him, still flushed and trembling, and whisper, “Come on… let’s cool off in the pool.”

~The End~


Chapter eighteen
Down Deep
Emma


Aweek of freedom. A week of me.

I’m on vacation, finally trading my usual city chaos for sun and relaxation. My whole plan is simple: breathe, relax, meet a few people, maybe do something adventurous for once.

So, I booked a group diving lesson, thinking it is safe, structured and social.

But when I reach the dock, there is only one other person there. He is leaning against the railing, sun at his back, looking unfairly good for this early in the morning.

“Looks like it’s just us today,” he says, grinning like he’s genuinely thrilled about it.

“Seems that way,” I reply, trying to keep my voice steady. I fail a little. My pulse is already quickening.

“I’m Luke, your diving instructor.” He offers his hand, warm and firm. “And you are?”

“Emma.” I smile, hoping it hides the sudden flutter in my chest.

He nods toward the boat. “Well, Emma, looks like you get the deluxe private tour today. C’mon—let’s load up.”

We carry the gear onboard together, the tanks clinking softly, fins sliding into a storage bucket, all while the boat rocks gently beneath us. The morning air smells like salt and sunblock. He moves with easy confidence, explaining what each piece does as we organize it: buoyancy control device, regulator, gauges. I try to pay attention, but it’s hard when he’s this close, his voice this low.

Once we’re out on the water, the shoreline shrinks in the distance. As we anchor, he helps me with the wetsuit and walks me through the basics again. Adjusting my straps. Checking my weight belt. Tightening a buckle near my hips. His fingers brush my body, nothing intentional, nothing inappropriate, but every contact lights me up.

“So, first time?” he asks.

“For diving?” I laugh. “Yeah.”

Also, the first time being alone with an insanely hot instructor on a boat, I think, but don’t say.

He smirks. “I’ll go easy on you, promise.”

The ocean is a calm, glassy blue. My heartbeat is louder than the waves.

“Ready?” Luke asks.

I inhale, nod, and we slide into the water together, the cool rush closing over my shoulders, waking every nerve in my body. For a moment, everything else falls away: the boat, the sun, the faint nerves thrumming under my skin.

Luke floats in front of me, steady and calm.

“Okay,” he says through his regulator, voice slightly muffled, “just breathe, and follow me down a few feet. Nice and slow.”

I give him an okay sign.

We descend a little, equalizing our ears every few feet. He taps his ear, reminding me. I mimic the motion, pinch, blow, pop. Relief. He gives me an approving nod.

We go down a bit more. Then he gestures upward.

Back to the surface.

My head breaks through the water, and I push my mask up just enough to speak. Luke surfaces beside me, slick hair, easy smile.

“You good?” he asks.

“Yeah,” I say, panting but excited. “The ear thing works. I was worried.”

“You did great. That’s the hardest part for most beginners.” He bumps my shoulder lightly with his. “Ready to actually dive now?”

I chuckle. “Let’s do it.”

We clear our masks, bite down on the regulators, and descend again, this time deeper. The world goes quiet except for the steady whoosh of my breathing.

Luke stays close, checking my gauges, pointing out fish, and giving me clear hand signals: equalize, relax, follow.

And I do. Every movement he makes is confident and professional. Simply being beside him makes me feel safe. He drifts a little closer to adjust a strap on my shoulder, fingers brushing my wetsuit briefly before he pulls away.

I exhale, bubbles rising around my face, and follow him deeper into the quiet, endless ocean.

The dive is… unreal.

Color is everywhere. Schools of bright fish flick past like sparks. Sunlight slices down in shimmering gold beams. Coral blooms beneath us, alive and pulsing with motion. Every few minutes, Luke taps my arm and points at something new. We see an eel curling out of a hole, a sea turtle gliding slowly by, and a cloud of tiny blue fish parting around us like mist.

He stays close beside me, guiding, checking, making sure I’m okay.

By the time he gives me the thumbs-up to ascend, my whole body is humming.

We break the surface, and I gasp, not from lack of air but from sheer overwhelm.

“That…” I push my mask up, blinking at the sunlight. “That was insane.”

Luke’s grin is immediate. Bright. Proud. “Pretty good first dive, huh?”

“I’m ruined,” I laugh. “Real life is going to be boring now.”

He chuckles and taps the bottom of my tank. “C’mon. Let’s get you back on the boat.”

Swimming behind me, he has one hand steady on my tank valve as he guides me to the ladder. When I reach it, he unclips my weight belt with practiced ease, catching it before it sinks. Then he helps lift the tank as I climb, supporting the weight so I barely have to fight it.

Back on deck, he takes the tank from me like it weighs nothing, setting it aside before helping me shrug out of the rest of the gear.

“You okay?” he asks, brushing a wet curl from my cheek where it’s stuck to my skin.

“I’m… processing,” I respond, still stunned. “That was like being dropped into another world.”

I squeeze the water from my hair, and he steps in, so close I can sense the presence of his body through the wetsuits.

“You did amazing,” he says, voice low with a teasing edge. “Seriously. You made my job easy today.”

My pulse jumps. “Guess I had a good instructor.”

He smiles, slow and knowing. “Here, let me help you.”

His fingers find the zipper at the back of my wetsuit. The sound of it sliding down is soft, but it feels loud in the small space between us. Slowly, pulling it down, I feel his warm hands brushing my spine. When the neoprene loosens, he peels it from my shoulders, his knuckles grazing the top of my chest as he folds the suit forward.

The touch is innocent on paper, but it doesn’t feel innocent at all.

I step out of the wetsuit, breath hitching, legs still a little shaky from the dive… and from his presence. Luke watches me for a beat longer than necessary, eyes briefly dipping down before snapping back to mine.

“Here,” he says, offering a bottle of water.

I take it, grateful for the coolness against my palm.

“I’m still coming down from a high,” I say dreamily.

His mouth tilts. “First dives hit hard.”

Then he holds up the bottle of sunscreen, one brow raised.

“Want me to help with this?” he asks.

The curve on his lips is playful, but his eyes… darker. Intent.

I swallow, heat blooming low in my belly. “Sure,” I say shyly.

“Alright,” he murmurs, stepping closer. “Turn around. Lie on your stomach; the sun’s no joke out here.”

After laying a towel down, I stretch out on the warm deck, the sun soaking my damp skin.

Rubbing the lotion between his defined hands, he presses them against my shoulders. Immediately, I close my eyes, letting him knead out the tension in my muscles. I sigh, a long, soft sound, feeling all the tightness from the dive and the sun melt under his touch.

“Oh… your hands feel so good,” I whimper. “Love that strong touch.”

He hums softly, leaning closer, fingers gliding down my back. “You like it just on your shoulders… or elsewhere as well?”

I can’t help the teasing tone that slips out. “Do me a favor… put sunscreen on my whole body, please. I burn easily.”

“Whole body, huh?” he confirms with excitement in his voice. “Consider it done.”

He massages the lotion into my back, kneading every muscle as I arch into him, letting out soft moans with every stroke. His hands trace down my sides, over my hips, and a wild pulse of desire shoots through me, impossible to contain.

“Hmm… that’s perfect,” I exhale, tilting my head to the side. “Feels amazing.”

He turns me over slowly, fingers lingering on my waist. “You’re enjoying your VIP treatment?” he asks.

“Of course,” I lick my lip, letting him explore, not protesting when his fingers slide under the edge of my bikini top, pressing against the soft skin.

“I’ve heard,” he says low, lips brushing my ear, “it’s very good for the skin that never sees the sun, to expose it as well. May I?”

“Mhm,” I groan, pushing my tits up, letting him take the top off completely.

Curiosity sparks, wicked and impulsive. “What about you…” I beam, trying to look at him. “Has your ass seen the sunlight?”

He lets out an amused laugh, the kind that curls low in my stomach. “Not nearly enough.”

And without another word, he hooks his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts and pushes them down, slow enough that I know he’s doing it for me. The fabric drops to the deck, and he steps out of them with effortless confidence.

My pulse kicks hard.

I’ve seen his top half all morning—tan skin, defined chest, abs tight and neat, droplets sliding down the ridges of muscle. But the bottom half?

Fuck.

His legs are solid and defined. Lean hips tapering down into powerful thighs. Muscles carved and smooth, dusted lightly with hair that makes him look even more… real. Masculine. Touchable. And beneath it all, a thick outline that leaves very little to the imagination, heavy and unmistakably hardening as he catches me staring.

“Hmm,” I exhale, dragging my gaze back up slowly, deliberately. “Lucky me.”

His smirk deepens—dark, hungry, knowing exactly what he’s doing to me.

He kneels beside me again, hands still slick with sunscreen. “I should wash these before I—“ he mumbles, giving me a wink, “show you just how capable they really are.”

I roll my eyes but laugh, watching him run to rinse his palms, giving me a fantastic view of his ass. Yes, he definitely has one.

When he returns, his fingers press lightly against my thighs. Without permission, he pulls down my bikini bottom and then lies next to me. He starts at my hip, then slowly runs his finger across my skin, drawing a line of fire down my thigh and between my legs, where he circles my fold until a soft moan escapes my lips. My hips tilt, letting him find exactly what makes me quiver.

“Oh… fuck, Luke… that feels so good,” I whisper, breathless.

“Just a little taste,” he murmurs, thumb brushing over my sensitive spot.

I arch into him, shivering as his thumb teases over me, every slow, deliberate circle making my pulse spike. His other hand drifts higher, tracing along my hipbone, lingering at the curve of my waist before dipping lower, fingers ghosting over my sensitive skin.

“God, you’re so responsive,” he sighs. “Every little sound you make… it drives me insane.”

I whimper when I feel his hardness grazing me. His attention is still on my pussy, circling and flicking, then he slides two fingers inside. My back lifts, and a soft gasp escapes my lips, but he doesn’t stop; he only smiles against my skin, letting me squirm and writhe under his touch.

My pussy jerks against him, desperate for more friction.

“Luke, I need more,” I whine.

Without an answer, he rolls a condom onto himself. The thrill of anticipation makes my stomach tighten, my pulse hammering.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get it all,” he finally says as he lets himself sink deep. I wrap my legs around him. As if he knows me, he starts slow and builds up the rhythm.

The sun beats down, the boat rocks gently, but all I feel is him. His hands grip my hips, steady and strong, and I hiss into his shoulder. We move together in a rhythm that’s entirely ours—sometimes slow, teasing, then faster, rougher, greedy. Every gasp, every moan, every jolt between us drives him harder.

I tilt my head back as he nibbles on my neck. I can’t get enough. He knows exactly how to touch me, how to move inside me, how to make me shiver and cry out without even thinking.

“God, Emma,” he groans, voice low and rough, pressing me against him harder. “You feel so good.”

I cry out, legs tightening around him, nails raking over his shoulders as he drives me closer and closer to release. My pelvis presses against his with every move, grinding, clenching, chasing the edge that keeps slipping closer.

When I shatter, I scream, “Luke!”

Seconds later, he spills inside the condom with a low groan. The world tilts, the ocean around us blurs, and for a moment, it’s just our bodies tangled in ecstasy.

We collapse on the deck, sweat and salt still dripping, chests heaving. I rest my head on his shoulder, skin still sticky, breath uneven. He wraps an arm around me, fingers tracing lazy patterns on my back.

“I hope you enjoyed your VIP treatment,” he murmurs, pressing a kiss to my temple.

I grin, still trembling. “I will make sure to leave a 5-star review.”

Tracing the line of his jaw and the curve of his shoulders, I know I’ll remember this vacation, this private lesson, this… perfectly stolen moment forever.

For the first time in weeks, I feel completely, wildly alive.

~The End~


Chapter nineteen
Drenched With Desire
Aria


The sky just opens, no warning at all. One second I’m walking in the sun, the next I’m getting absolutely hammered by rain. It hits hard, like it’s got something against me. My hair is plastered to my cheeks, my jacket useless, everything cold and clinging as I rush down the street, trying to see through the downpour.

I spot a tiny café that I’ve never seen before, shove the door open, and storm inside. But of course, every damn table is taken.

A man looks up and, with steady eyes, he nods toward the empty chair across from him.

“You can sit here.”

Without hesitation, I drop into the seat, soaked to the skin.

His eyes sweep over me, worry tightening his features.

“You look cold,” he finally says.

“I am,” I nod, catching myself from shaking.

He offers a gentle smile.

“I’m Elijah,” he says, offering his big palm.

I tuck a damp strand of hair behind my ear before shaking it.

“Aria. Nice to meet you.”

Now he has my attention, and I check him out. I’m guessing he is about ten years older than me, in his early forties. He is tall, sitting down. The way his shirt stretches over his chest hints that he works out, but not in that overdone, gym-bro way where the head looks two sizes too small for the body. No, Elijah is perfectly proportional, everything balanced and easy on the eyes.

His hair catches me for a second; it’s dark, with a soft dusting of gray at the temples that somehow makes him even more attractive. A little distinguished, a little dangerous. And those eyes… sharp, like he’s already read three chapters of me without asking a single question.

Then he stands, pulls his leather jacket off the chair, and drapes it over my shoulders like it’s the most natural thing in the world. Immediately, warmth slides down my spine and settles low.

“Better?” he asks quietly, eyes locking with mine. That unwavering gaze makes my pulse kick.

“A little,” I murmur, grateful.

Elijah nudges the steaming cup of tea closer. “Here. Have some.”

We share his tea, passing the cup back and forth. A few times, our fingers brush as we reach for it at the same time.

Outside, the storm keeps pounding against the windows, with no sign of letting up.

Elijah pulls out his phone, swipes to the radar, and tilts the screen toward me. “Yeah… this isn’t stopping anytime soon.”

A cold shiver winds through me, rooting itself deep. My clothes are glued to my skin, every shift sending another chill through me.

“You need to get into something dry,” he says, voice low with concern. “I live only a block away. Let’s run for it and get you warm.”

I pause, pulse fluttering, the offer landing a little too easily in exactly the place I’m trying not to think about.

He gives me an encouraging half-smile. “Come on. You’re already soaked. Might as well escape this.”

Sheets of water keep streaming down the windows.

“Okay,” I breathe.

What do I have to lose?

He threads his fingers through mine and leads me outside. The wind bites instantly, sharp and cold, but his presence and his jacket take the edge off.

“Ready?” Elijah asks.

I nod, tightening my grip on his hand.

And then we run.

When we reach his apartment, warmth hits me the second the door clicks shut behind me. He steps close, brushing against me to gently remove his dripping jacket. His fingers linger just a second too long on my shoulders, tugging the leather off, and heat flares along my skin where he touches.

“Here,” he says softly, tossing me a thick towel.

I gather the towel close, rounding my back a little as I tuck myself into it. Elijah doesn’t move away. Instead, he moves closer, leaning in slightly, when his eyes lock on mine. I can feel the pulse in his chest through the thin cotton of his shirt, and my own heartbeat hammers in response.

Without thinking, I tilt my face up, and our lips meet. Just a brush at first, barely there, like we’re testing the spark between us. Then he comes back for more, deeper this time, tasting like rain and tension and something I shouldn’t want but already crave. His hand cups my cheek, and I press closer, giving into that slow, magnetic draw pulling us together.

“You’re freezing,” he whispers against my mouth, his breath on my skin. “Yeah,” I manage, my voice breaking.

“Let me take care of that.”

He eases the towel loose with a slow tug, letting it slide off my shoulders and drop to the floor. His hand lingers at my waist, steady and sure, guiding me backward.

“Bathroom. You need a hot shower,” he says quietly, almost a growl.

I let him lead me down the hall, my wet clothes plastered to my skin.

The bathroom door clicks shut behind us, and the small room fills with the sound of the shower knobs turning. Steam starts to build instantly, curling around us, fogging the mirror.

I peel my wet clothes off, dragging them away as fabric clings stubbornly to my skin. It’s messy, slow, anything but graceful, but his gaze never leaves my body. By the time I’m bare, my breath is already unsteady.

His voice drops, low and approving. “Better.”

Then Elijah steps back and pulls his own shirt over his head, water droplets darkening the fabric before it hits the floor. He kicks off his shoes, unfastens his belt, everything quick, effortless, like he can’t get under the hot water fast enough.

For a moment, I drink him in.

Half-hard already, thick and heavy, hanging low between sculpted thighs. Not fully there yet, but enough to make my imagination kick in. Enough to make it impossible to look away.

Under the spray, droplets sliding down my shoulders, he steps in right behind me, his closeness dizzying. Hands trail over wet skin, his lips find my shoulder, and just like that, the heat of the water matches the fire between us.

His fingers drift over my stomach in slow, teasing circles, deliberate and possessive.

His breath brushes the back of my neck. “Slowly warming up?”

I lean back against him, eyes closing. “I’m actually pretty hot,” I answer, seductively.

“Let me… wash you,” he murmurs, fingers slick with soap, sliding over tense muscles, over curves that shiver under his touch. My breath catches at the way he moves, confident, strong, but careful, a ghost of sensation lingering wherever he brushes.

I press into him, letting his closeness ground me. His hands glide over my shoulders and down my back, tracing every curve. My skin tingles under each deliberate stroke, but it’s his hard-on, pressing against the small of my back, that makes my breath hitch.

Everything in me draws toward him, pulled by a pressure that keeps building, hotter and stronger with every second. Finally, I turn, spinning into him, hungry. My lips find his, devouring him with a craving I’ve been holding back, tongue tracing, tasting, mapping. He gasps, and I feel his erection pressing against me, slick and throbbing, as my hands roam over him, taking him in, needing him more than the shower around us.

I pull back just enough to catch my breath, letting my gaze roam over him. Broad shoulders taper into a strong, sculpted chest, a faint dusting of hair glistening under the shower spray. My eyes drift lower, taking in the lean line of his abs, the swell of his hips, his cock straining slightly against the water that drips over him.

I lick my lips, pulse quickening. Every inch of him screams temptation, his rock-hard dick, the way his skin glistens, the subtle vein along his shaft catching my attention.

I can’t wait any longer. My hands slide over him, tracing the ridges of muscle, the curve of his hips. Fingers curl around his hardness, feeling it swell and pulse beneath my touch. He groans, low and rough, pressing into me.

Kneeling down, my tongue brushes his tip.

“Might be time for me to say thank you,” I whisper as I keep circling his cock. Feeling his hands tangling in my hair, I take him in slowly, savoring his responsiveness. His hips jerk slightly, urging me closer, and I oblige, taking him deeper, while my fingers knead and stroke the base, cupping his balls until he’s gasping.

“Aria, stop. I’m way too close,” he huffs, leaning back. Eyes full of need and want lock with mine.

I trail another set of kisses up his sensitive flesh.

“Up,” he murmurs impatiently. Letting him help me up, he presses me against the tile wall. Then his chest meets mine, and his body anchors me.

He reaches for the shower head, adjusting it so a narrow stream hits my breasts first. The water runs over my skin—hot, then suddenly cold—making me gasp as he drags it over my nipples, circling and pressing them just right with his other hand. My fingers clutch at him, while the stream follows every sensitive ridge of my skin.

Then he moves it lower, letting the spray travel down my stomach, over my hips, brushing sensitive skin between my thighs. Hot, cold, hot again—the rush of temperature makes me tremble, and I can’t help the sounds escaping me. His hand finds me there, too.

Exploringly, he presses a finger inside me, working me under the water’s pulse. A shocked gasp jumps out of me, sharp and uncontrollable, my body reacting faster than my mind. My hips twitch, instinctive, hungry, chasing the pressure he gives me.

“So wet for me…,” he says with a mischievous grin.

My pulse kicks harder, everything inside me tightening. Then he slides a second finger in, slow and deliberate, stretching me deeper and pulling another shaky, desperate sound out of me. I tilt my head back, eyes closing as his fingers settle into that slow, perfect rhythm, curling just right. The shifting water, his steady touch, the way his chest brushes my back… it all blurs together, dizzying.

He pushes deeper, adding just enough pressure to make my knees weaken. A soft cry slips out of me, then another, my body trembling as the pleasure builds quick and sharp. He knows exactly what he’s doing. His free hand steadies my stomach, holding me in place while he works me open.

“Let go,” he whispers against my neck.

The words hit hard. My whole body tightens, heat rushing through me, the kind that steals my breath. I grind helplessly into his hand, chasing the rhythm he sets, every movement dragging me closer and closer, until the tension snaps tight and spills over.

I cum hard, the orgasm tearing through me fast, messy, and uncontrollable. My hips jerk as waves hit one after another, the shower washing over me while his hand anchors me.

I sag against him, breath uneven, thighs still trembling as the last pulses fade. His hand pulls slowly out of me, a sensation that leaves me shivering all over again.

When my legs finally stop wobbling, he kisses me slow and deep, like he’s tasting the aftershocks right off my lips.

Reaching past me, he shuts off the water. The sudden quiet is intimate in a way. Next, he opens the glass door. One hand on my waist, steadying me, he helps me out of the shower.

Drying me, he drags a towel down my arms, over my stomach, along the curves of my hips, taking his time. Then another towel wraps around my hair, his fingers brushing the back of my neck in a way that makes my breath catch. His eyes stay on me the whole time, dark, focused, letting me feel exactly what he wants.

Then his mouth crashes into mine, hungrier this time, nothing gentle about it. His hands slide to my ass and squeeze hard.

Breaking the kiss, he asks, breathless. “Tell me you want more.”

“I want everything,” I whisper, tilting my hips into his.

“Good,” he says softly. “Because I’m not done with you.”

Only then does he reach for the drawer beside the sink.

The wrapper tears, and he slides a condom on.

Before I can even process it, his hands are on me again. He lifts me effortlessly, pressing me against the bathroom vanity. My legs wrap around him instinctively, arms clutching his neck, and he steadies me with one hand while the other guides himself inside me. The initial thrust hits perfectly, and I gasp, clinging to him, riding the wave of heat and friction as he sets a rhythm.

Hands dig into my hips, guiding, lifting, holding me close as every motion drives me higher. I curl into him, nails dragging lightly down his back, and he responds with a low, hungry sound that vibrates against my chest. The pull between us builds fast, a messy knot of heat and tension that makes it impossible to think straight.

Each thrust is measured, deliberate, yet wild enough to make my head spin. I feel the heat building, pressure coiling tight, and I know I’m teetering on the edge.

Without warning, he pulls out.

“Come,” he says, low and sure, tugging my hand.

Still not understanding, I let him guide me toward the far corner of the bathroom. That’s when I notice it — a solid wooden bench I swear wasn’t there before, draped with a thick white towel like he meant to hide it until now.

Lowering himself, he says, “Straddle me. I want you to ride me.”

He strokes himself passionately, but his eyes are on me. I climb over him, knees bracketing his hips, hovering just above him as he guides his thick length to my entrance.

Slitting a little lower, he gives me room to move. I shift, grinding slowly, letting friction build just right. I rock forward, feeling him slide in deep, then pull back, pressing against him in a new spot, eliciting a low rumble.

I roll backward slightly, leaning into him, then lean forward, pressing my chest against his, feeling the slick push of him inside me in every position.

I shift again, grinding harder, feeling him stretch me. Then I sit up straight, letting him in deeper, the friction pulling a low groan from his throat. After a few slow rocks, I lean forward, arching my tits at him, desperate for his mouth.

“God… you’re driving me insane,” he growls, hands gripping my waist, pulling me flush.

I can’t hold back anymore. My hips move on instinct, wild and relentless, rolling over him with need. I ride him harder, faster, hips slamming down, twisting, shifting—desperate to feel every inch, to match the fire coiling inside me. His hands dig into my waist, holding me in place, but I’m in control now, taking him with abandon.

“Yes, Aria… take what you need.”

And I do. Lifting my bottom up slightly, before pounding down on him, the friction unrelenting. My head drops back, hair damp, mouth open in ragged moans.

Each thrust, each roll of my hips sends sparks shooting through me, the tension winding tighter with every movement. My fingers clutch his shoulders as my body starts trembling, and finally… the coil snaps. Pleasure rips through me, sharp, consuming, my body shaking violently as I cum, hips jerking down over him again and again, slick cries filling the tiny bathroom.

He grunts low, pressing into me, letting me ride out every pulse, every spasm, hands never leaving my hips.

Even as I collapse, I can feel him there, hard and twitching under me, groaning my name.

He lifts me effortlessly, turning my body and positioning me against the vanity, hands braced on the cold countertop for balance.

“Hold on,” he growls, hips snapping into me from behind, fast and hard. The friction is intense, every thrust driving deeper, pounding into me with force. My hands clutch the edge of the vanity as he fucks me relentlessly.

The angle, the speed—it’s all too much, and I can’t hold back.

I cry out, hips moving with him, grinding, twisting, riding the waves of pleasure, and then it hits me again—another shuddering climax, hard and electric, muscles clenching around him as I scream. “Elijah!”

A primal sound escapes him, every thrust driving him closer, until with one last powerful snap, he spills his juice, shuddering violently as he empties himself. I feel his forehead lean against my back as his breathing slowly evens out.

His hands slide up my sides, slow, almost reverent. “You okay?”

“I’m… better than okay,” I exhale, sinking to the vanity. “My legs barely remember how to work.”

He chuckles, low and warm. “Does that mean you’re staying?”

I glance toward the tiny window, rain still hitting hard.

A slow smile curls my lips. “Looks like I don’t have much of a choice.”

~The End~


Chapter twenty
Slippery When Wet
Mason


With tires crunching over wet concrete, I pull my truck into the self-service car wash. Immediately, I spot the girl in the red Honda Civic. The way her ass sticks into the air as she wipes a soapy sponge across the hood makes my chest tighten.

She glances up, eyes flashing, daring me to say something. I grin, leaning on my door for a second, taking in the curve of her tits and the mischievous tilt of her lips. She’s trouble, I can feel it. And I like trouble.

“Need some competition?” I call out, amusement roughening my voice.

She drops the sponge and steps closer, water dripping down her forearm.

“Depends,” she says, lips quirking. “Who am I challenging?”

“Mason,” I answer, pushing off the door. “Expert in getting things wet and making them shine.”

“I’m Lexi,” she says, giving me a slow once-over. “Nice to meet you. I see your ego’s got the same lift kit as your truck.”

Smirking, I grab the hose. “What can I say? Watch and learn.”

The moment I crank the water, she snatches the hose and lets out a wicked little laugh before a cold stream blasts straight into my chest. My T-shirt is soaked instantly, clinging to my skin.

I let out a quick huff and step back to twist the faucet for the second hose. One quick turn of the nozzle, and I fire right back at her, splashing half across the side of her Civic, also catching her square in the stomach. Her gasp turns into a squeal, water dripping down her shorts as she tries to dodge, but it’s too late.

The battle is officially on, water and soap fly everywhere, our hands slipping as we try to scrub our cars faster than the other.

I spray a thick layer of soap suds across the hood of her Civic, and she jumps, swiping her hand across the wet windshield and flicking water back at me.

“Oh, you’re going to pay for that. My hood was already clean,” she warns, sprinting toward me with her sponge raised like a weapon.

I pivot out of the way, but our hands still brush against each other.

“Gotcha!” I crow, snatching the sponge from her fingers. She gasps in mock outrage, then chuckles, eyes narrowing with that dangerous little sparkle.

“Give it back,” Lexi barks, stalking closer.

Before I can even get a word out, she launches at me in a full, reckless leap, all attitude and determination.

That’s when it happens. Her foot hits a slick patch of soapy concrete and slides right out from under her. She lets out a soft, helpless yelp as she pitches forward.

I catch her before she hits the ground, my hands locking around her hips, her body slick and pressed tight against mine. Her breath stutters against my chest, sharp with surprise and adrenaline.

“Careful,” I murmur, my voice low as I dip closer to her ear. “Wouldn’t want you getting hurt.”

Her laugh is shaky. “Hardly my fault; you’re too distracting.”

My hands trail up, brushing the line of her ribs beneath her soaked shirt, and she shivers at the contact. When her hips press closer, I realize we’re both more than a little turned on. Her wet hair spills across my chest, dripping between us, and I can’t stop myself from leaning in, lips brushing her temple before I tease her earlobe with a slow kiss.

“This is… fun,” I murmur. “All this water, all this chaos… and you in my arms.”

She arches slightly, and that tiny movement pushes her flush against me. I feel every inch of her, warm and wet, sliding against my body. She tries to wriggle free, but I keep her close for a second longer… just enough to feel that tension coil tight between us.

She looks up at me, eyes bright and daring. Her lips are parted, and a single drop of water runs down the curve of her throat, catching the light.I don’t even think.

I lower my mouth to hers.

The kiss is messy and desperate. Her fingers grip my shirt, mine dig into her hips. She kisses me back like she’s been waiting for it, as if the fight and the chaos and the fall were all leading right here.

Her lips reluctantly leave mine, but she stays pressed against me. That look in her eyes, sharp, competitive, and dangerous, tells me she’s far from finished.

God. She’s perfect.

“I think we need a break,” I murmur, thumb brushing the corner of her mouth. “Before we ruin the cars… or each other.”

Her smirk deepens. “I might be ruined already.”

With one hand, I pop the back door open, while my other hand nudges her a step closer to the truck. Her eyes widen, that spark of mischief lighting up her expression.

“Seriously?” Lexi asks.

I nod, voice low. “Seriously.”

Before any protest can form, her back meets the edge of the seat, and I guide her down, my grip firm and certain. My hips settle in, sliding close, letting her feel the hard pressure I’ve been fighting since the moment she touched me. Her legs lift easily as I place them over my shoulders, like her body was just waiting for me to put her there.

A small breath slips from her, lips parting while her fingers bunch in my shirt and pull me in closer. She leans into me like she’s already decided how this is going to go, no hesitation, no second thoughts.

“You’ve been wanting this all along, haven’t you?” I ask seductively.

She bites her lip, shaking her head, hands pressing to my chest. “Maybe,” she admits, a grin tugging at her lips. “Maybe I just wanted to see if your ego could match your actions.”

I ease her legs off my shoulders and lean in, kissing her once, slow and deep, before stepping back just enough to see her clearly. My hands skim Lexi’s hips, feeling the wet denim clinging to her, and she lifts for me without a word. I unbutton her jeans, sliding them down her legs while she wiggles out of them, kicking them off to the floorboard.

Lexi reaches right back for me, fingers tugging at my waistband like she’s been waiting for this part. I brace one hand on the doorframe and push my jeans down, the two of us moving fast and messy, clothes hitting the ground in a pile between my boots.

By the time I step in again, my breath is uneven. Her thighs part for me, bare and hot, pulling me in without a single word needed. I tear open a condom, roll it on fast, my hands steady even though everything inside me is racing. The second I’m covered, I move closer, the heat between us snapping right back into place, stronger than before.

“You like watching me?” I murmur, voice thick with want. She bites her lip, a shiver running through her body, and I push inside her, just enough for her to feel the stretch, the slick warmth.

Her hands grip the seat as I start to move. I try to go low and controlled at first, so she can get used to me before I claim her fully. But the instant she lifts her hips to meet my thrusts, I lose control.

She gasps, rocking down, taking me deeper, and I groan, hands gripping her thighs, holding her steady as I dive in. Every tilt hits perfectly, hitting that spot that makes me shiver and groan.

“Fuck… you feel incredible,” I growl, voice rough and low.

Lost in her, I fuck her faster.

I can feel the pressure building inside me, tension winding through my core, every nerve alive.

She’s so damn tight around me, gripping me like she doesn’t want to let go.

“Just like that,” she breathes out, voice thin and trembling with need.

Her words light me up. I brace one hand beside her head and angle my hips, driving in deeper. She arches, head tipping back, mouth open on a broken moan that shoots straight through me.

“Lexi…,” I mutter, barely getting her name out as her legs lock around my waist. “You’re driving me insane.”

She pulls me closer with her thighs, dragging me to the base, forcing my rhythm rougher.

I adjust my stance, planting my foot on the rock slider for a firmer hold, and slam in harder. The truck rocks under us, the seat shifting, her body meeting every movement like she’s starving for me.

Her breath catches again as I hit that perfect spot, over and over. She’s trembling, thighs drawing in around me, her body clenching so hard around me I nearly lose it.

“Cum with me,” she whispers. “I want to feel you.”

The coil inside me snaps violently, almost painful. My thrusts turn sharp, controlled only by sheer will. The way she squeezes me, the way she stares up at me with those hungry eyes, it pushes me right to the edge.

“I’m close,” I growl, my hips slamming into hers, pace losing precision. “Fuck… Lexi… I’m right there.”

Her body pulses around me, a sudden tightening that drags a curse out of my mouth. She cries out, legs trembling, back lifting off the seat as she cums hard, clenching and pulling me deeper.

And I break.My hips jerk forward, heat exploding through me as I spill into the condom, every nerve firing. I groan into her neck, holding her tight, riding out every last surge until I’m shaking from it.

Breath heavy, skin burning, I stay inside her for a moment, her legs still locked around my waist, her body warm and pulsing under mine. I drag in air slowly, trying to pull myself back from the edge.

She strokes her fingers along my jaw, her smile soft but wicked. “I admit it,” she whispers, voice still trembling. “You really are the master of getting things wet and making them shine.”

~The End~


Chapter twenty-one
One Night, One Song, One Fuck
Juno


The bass hits me right in the chest, hard enough that I feel it in my ribs, and my whole body is buzzing. Lights strobe over the crowd, everyone packed in tight, moving like we’re all sharing the same pulse. I’m already sweaty, already riding that high where everything feels just a little too good.

Then the band I’ve been waiting all damn night for comes on, and the energy shifts. The lead singer hits that first note, rough and emotional, and the whole place erupts. I swear I feel it in my spine.

About halfway through, I notice the guy next to me. Tall, his dark hair a little messy, like he ran his hands through it a dozen times. He’s rocking out just as hard as I am, completely lost in the song that’s got me spiraling. The way he moves, the way he mouths the lyrics.

We lock eyes, and it’s like the rest of the festival disappears. Just him with his cocky grin and me. There’s something stupidly intimate about this moment.

Then the band hits my song—the one that ruins me every time. The heat surges, bodies pressing forward, everyone losing themselves. I move with it without thinking, letting the rhythm drag me under, and he’s right there, matching me beat for beat. So close that I can feel the warmth of him even before he touches me.

Suddenly, everyone is pushing forward, wild with the crescendo. Before I can lose my balance or get smashed, he steps in behind me, solid and steady. His chest presses into my back as his arms slide around me, bracing against the crush of bodies. He cages me in, shielding me, and I let him. I even melt back into him as the music shakes through both of us.

His forearm rests low across my stomach, holding me against him, and every beat pushes me tighter into his body. He feels strong and ridiculously sexy in that effortless way some men have, like he’s not even trying.

I tip my head back just enough to look at him over my shoulder, breathless. “This is everything,” I yell, even though my voice barely comes out.

His mouth brushes my ear, his breath hot against my skin. “This is unreal,” he growls, and it sends a shiver all the way down my spine.

The way he’s looking at me when he says it hits me right in the stomach. His hands are still on my hips, steady, warm. I grab the front of his shirt and pull him closer without even thinking, and he meets me halfway. Our mouths crash together in a messy, hungry kiss that feels like it’s been building all night. His lips are firm, his hand sliding up my back, pulling me tighter against him.

Then the band suddenly shouts their goodbye and launches into their last song, loud and explosive. The crowd erupts, screaming and jumping, and the burst of noise jolts us apart for a split second. Bodies push in from every side, the whole place vibrating as the final chorus hits.

He looks at me once, sharp and sure, and laces his fingers through mine. “Come.”

With that, he pulls me out of the crush, guiding me through the wild last roar of the crowd. We weave between tents and lights, the festival noise fading behind us, leaving just the pulse of the music in the distance and the heat of his hand wrapped around mine.

A few steps from a tent, he finally stops. His hand slides into mine, thumb brushing lightly over my skin, testing boundaries I’m more than willing to cross. Dark, hungry eyes drop to my mouth, and the look alone sends a jolt through me. His touch is electric, sending a thrill straight to my core. No words needed; the chemistry is loud enough.

“I don’t usually do this,” he says, his voice low and husky, though his movements show no hesitation. His eyes roam over my face, then down to my lips, and I know exactly what he’s thinking.

“Neither do I,” I whisper back, stepping closer until there’s no space between us. My breath hitches as his hand slides to my waist, pulling me tighter against him. The weight of his body presses against mine, his heartbeat thumping in time with my own.

That’s all it takes.

His mouth crashes into mine, hot and hungry, wiping out every coherent thought. I melt into him instantly, hands sliding up his chest as his tongue meets mine, slow at first, then deeper, matching the rush in my veins. His grip tightens, dragging me flush against the hard lines of his body, and the want that hits me is sharp and desperate, the kind you feel low and deep.

Greedy hands skate up my sides, claiming every inch, his touch a mix of hunger and restraint.

Clothes get in my way, so I yank at the buttons of his shirt, needing skin. The moment my fingertips graze his chest, a deep groan escapes him, his breathing ragged as I explore. The music pounds faintly in the distance, but here, it feels like it’s only us.

He pulls back to rest his forehead against mine, eyes dark and hungry.

We stumble into the tent, letting the flap fall closed behind us. He’s on me immediately, unzipping my jeans in one swift move. I grab at his clothes, not caring what I pull or how, just needing him out of them.

He backs me deeper into the tent until my spine meets one of the support poles. His mouth drops to my throat, then lower, lips and tongue exploring me in a way that makes my whole body jerk. I’m still standing, but my knees nearly give out when he sucks at the soft spot beneath my collarbone.

His hands drag down my sides, gripping my hips, pulling me tight against his solid body. I feel every inch of him, thick and urgent against me, and heat pulses low and sharp.

He dips his head again, kissing along the edge of my bra, then lower, tasting me through every scrap of clothing still in his way. The sensation shoots straight through me, fierce and electric.

I brace myself against his shoulders, breath catching as he teases up my ribs and over my stomach, like he’s mapping every place he wants to take his time with later.

My back arches off the pole, the need in me coiling fast, too fast.

“Fuck—don’t stop,” I breathe, fingers curling in his hair, already shaking with how bad I want him.

His hand drops to his jeans, fumbling for a second before he curses and reaches for the pocket of his jacket tossed on the side. A condom packet glints between his fingers when he turns back. The rip of foil is quick and practiced. He rolls it on in one smooth stroke, the sight alone making heat rush through me.

Then he’s there again, crowding me against the pole, the head of his cock sliding between my thighs in a slow, deliberate drag that makes my stomach flip.

“Lift,” he orders, and his hands grip under my thighs, hoisting me up like I weigh nothing.

I hook my legs around his waist, arms around his shoulders, breath shaking with anticipation. His hips roll once—just enough to make me cry out—and then he thrusts in. Deep. Hard. Perfect.

My hand flies to my mouth to muffle the sound, but he pulls it away, pinning it against the canvas wall beside my head.

“Let them hear,” he growls.

He fucks me standing, every thrust driving me up the pole a little, the tent fabric straining behind my back. His grip on my hips is firm, guiding me down on every stroke, our bodies slamming together in a rhythm that’s pure need.

I reach up blindly, fingers finding the metal pole behind me. The cold steel bites into my palms as I grip it overhead, my body stretching, chest lifting toward him. The shift in angle makes my hips tilt up even more,

“God—don’t stop,” I gasp, barely able to breathe, the music outside matching the pulse between my legs.

His mouth finds my neck, biting just enough to make me tremble. “I’m not stopping. Not until you cum all over me.”

His hands roam, gripping my ass, pulling me into every relentless stroke like he can’t get close enough.

I cling to the pole, fingers slipping, holding on like it’s the only thing keeping me from falling apart completely.

Then he drives into me again, deep and sharp and impossible to take quietly, and that’s all it takes.

I cum hard, my whole body tightening around him, legs shaking, a cry ripping out of me as the pleasure hits fast and brutal.

He groans against my skin, hips driving through my release until his own hits, his body tightening, breath shuddering against my throat.

For a moment, we just breathe, pressed together, shaking, bodies desperate and satisfied.

“That was unexpected,” I say, my voice shaky.

“Unexpectedly amazing.”

I laugh softly, shaking my head. “Guess I can cross one-night stand at a festival off my unwritten bucket list.”

His grin widens, dark and mischievous. “Glad I could help you check off a point.”

~The End~


Chapter twenty-two
Moving In
Tessa


“Ihate moving,” I groan, dragging a box that’s way too heavy for one person. My arms already feel like noodles, and I’ve still got a whole flight of stairs to go. “Why did I think I could do this alone?” I mutter, half tripping on the next step.

By the time I reach the landing, sweat’s trickling down my back, and my grip’s slipping. I stop, huffing out a breath, and wipe my forehead with the back of my hand. The sun’s blasting straight through the stairwell; it feels like standing in a damn oven.

“Need a hand?”

I glance up, startled. There is a guy I don’t recognize leaning on the railing above me, looking far too relaxed for this kind of heat. Broad shoulders, dark shirt sticking to his chest, biceps that look like they could carry my entire apartment in one trip.

Of course. The one time I look like a sweaty disaster, a walking fantasy shows up.

“Uh… maybe,” I say, trying to sound casual but probably failing.

He moves down the steps with easy confidence in every stride.

“Let’s make this less painful,” he says, voice low and rough in a way that hits me somewhere deep. His eyes flick from the box to my face, a little amused, like he knows I’m seconds from collapsing.

Before I can even answer, he grabs the other side. His arm brushes against mine as we lift, and I catch a clean, musky scent that makes me forget how heavy the box is.

“Wow,” I mutter as the box shifts slightly. “Thanks… I thought I was going to die.”

He grins, muscles flexing as he carries most of the weight. “You’d survive. But it’d be messy.”

We set it down inside my apartment, and I glance around at the chaos. Bare walls, scattered cardboard, my mattress leaning against a door. The place looks like a war zone.

“You want a cold drink?” I ask, aware of how hot I am, how sticky my skin feels.

He arches an eyebrow, the corner of his mouth lifting even higher. “I won’t say no.”

I grab two beers from the small cooler I’d stuffed into the corner and pop them open, the fizzy hiss loud in the quiet apartment.

“Sorry,” I say, glancing around at the chaos of boxes and half-unpacked stuff. “Can’t offer a chair yet.”

He chuckles. “Floor works.”

We sit down on the bare floor, backs against a stack of boxes.

I take a long sip, letting the chill slide down my throat.

“So,” he says after a moment, resting his beer on his knee. “New place?”

“Yeah.” I nod, trying to focus on my drink instead of the way his knee keeps bumping mine. “Cheers to new beginnings, I guess.”

He lifts his bottle, the corner of his mouth curving. “Cheers.”

The soft clink of glass echoes in the quiet, and for a second, his eyes catch mine. Then they drop to my mouth, quick, but enough to make my stomach flip.

“I’m Derek, your neighbor upstairs,” he adds, shifting his bottle to his other hand so he can offer me his free one.

“Tessa.” I slide my palm into his, a little too aware of the way his fingers wrap around mine. “Nice to meet you.”

“Yeah,” he says, his smile deepening. “Same.”

We talk, easy, casual, laughing as we share a few stories about moving disasters and bad landlords. But the energy between us is tangible. His voice has that low, rough edge that feels like it’s meant just for me. The fabric of his T-shirt clings to his chest and shoulders, outlining every line of muscle, and I can’t help stealing glances when he moves.

At one point, I reach out to brush a smudge of dust off his arm, and my fingers linger just a second too long. He doesn’t pull away. Instead, he leans a little closer, and I can feel his warmth against me. My heart starts hammering in my chest.

Derek’s voice drops low. “You’re always this friendly with strangers?”

I smile, a little nervous, but bold. “Only the helpful ones.”

He chuckles, eyes on mine now, and the space between us shrinks. I can see the faint stubble along his jaw, the way his lashes dip when he glances at my mouth.

I don’t move, and neither does he, until he does. Leaning forward, he tests the waters. Our lips meet, soft at first, careful, like both of us are checking if it’s really happening. Then he presses a little closer, and it’s impossible to ignore the spark that catches between us.

When he finally pulls back, there’s that grin again—lazy, confident, dangerous in all the right ways. “So… you planning to baptize the new apartment?”

I arch a brow, lips still tingling. “Depends,” I say. “You volunteering?”

His laugh rumbles low. “Wouldn’t want to leave the job half-done.”

I stand, tugging him with me, and he smirks. “Let me do that.”

I roll my eyes, but he’s already stepping toward the upright standing mattress. With a quick tug, he pulls it free and tilts it slightly to lay it flat on the floor.

Before I can say a word, his hands slide to my waist. He lifts me effortlessly, and sets me down on the mattress. The second my back hits the soft surface, he follows, bracing himself with his arms on either side of me, his body hovering close enough to make my stomach flip.

He shifts his weight to one side, his arm propped beside my shoulder. His free hand settles on my hip first, warm and steady, then slides up in an easy, unhurried stroke that sends a little shiver through me. He pets his way along my ribs, fingertips light, almost testing how much he can touch before I melt under him.

His legs tighten around mine as he straightens a bit, sitting up above me. The movement pulls me closer beneath him, his thighs framing my hips. His hand slips back down to the hem of my tank top, tugging it lightly in a silent question.

I lift my arms for him. He pulls the top over my head, slow enough that I feel the brush of his knuckles against my stomach and chest. He tosses it aside and leans in again, unclasping my bra with a quick slide of his fingers before easing it off my shoulders.

The moment the fabric is gone, air grazes my skin, and every nerve fires awake. He looks down at me, close, the heat of his body everywhere at once.

He leans down, lips brushing my collarbone, making me arch instinctively. My hands are tangled in his hair, pulling him closer as his mouth traces a path over my chest, each touch sending sparks through me.

“God, you’re warm,” he groans, voice low and rough. I feel it in my core, a hot, insistent ache building.

I’m lost in the feeling of him—muscles flexing, sweat gleaming on his skin, the fire between us climbing with every touch. My hands roam, memorizing, mapping. He groans again, this time into my ear, and it sends shivers down my spine.

He pauses, hovering over me, eyes dark and burning.

“Let’s give this apartment its first memory,” he murmurs, eyes dragging over me. I nod, barely trusting my voice, heart hammering against my ribs.

His hands cup my breasts, teasing my nipples until they’re hard and aching. I push into his touch, breath catching in my throat. My fingers tug at his T-shirt, and he lifts it over his head without hesitation. My hands push against muscles that tighten like they’re ready to take me.

“God, you’re perfect,” I murmur, brushing my fingers over his abs, down his sides.

He growls low in his throat, tugging my shorts down my legs in one smooth motion, leaving me bare beneath him. His hands skim my thighs, tracing every curve, and I feel the heat of him pressing closer.

I want him.All of him.

I push gently at his chest. “Lie back,” I whisper.

He hesitates only a second before shifting off me and dropping onto his back, propped on his elbows, watching me like he already knows what I’m about to do. His jeans strain against him, the outline thick and unmistakable.

I climb over his hips, straddling him for a moment, letting him feel the pressure of my body against his. His breath stutters. His hands grip my thighs. I lean down, my mouth close to his ear.

“Let me taste you.”

I slide lower, dragging my hands down his chest, over his stomach, to the waistband of his jeans. He lifts his hips without me asking. My fingers hook into the button, pop it open, then tug the zipper down at a pace that makes him curse under his breath.

He’s hard and ready, pressing against the fabric. I ease the jeans down just enough to free him, my mouth already hovering close.

Then I let myself sink forward. My lips trail kisses across the edge of his waistband, teasing, tracing, taking my time. He fists the sheets, muscles tight.

I lower my mouth to him, deliberate and slow, and take him in. The slick heat of him fills me instantly, thick and heavy on my tongue. His groan breaks loose, raw and unfiltered, his hand sliding into my hair as I suck and swirl, feeling him pulse against my lips, every movement sparking through my body.

“Fuck, yes… Just like that,” he groans, his hips bucking slightly, and I take him deeper, hands gripping his thighs, savoring the taste, the tension building.

Finally, I pull back, sitting up, my lips glistening with desire. He’s panting, eyes dark and almost feral, muscles twitching as he recovers from the intensity of it.

He reaches down, pulling a condom from his wallet, tearing it open with a snap of his teeth.

Watching him, as he rolls it on slowly, I lick my lips in anticipation.

“Ride me, Tessa,” he manages to say between gritted teeth.

Straddling him, I slowly guide his hardness inside me. I gasp as he fills me, slick and hot, and I lean forward, hands gripping his chest, feeling his muscles flex beneath my touch.

The rhythm is frantic, desperate, and I’m lost in the heat, every nerve ending on fire.

“Tessa…,” My name slips from his lips, his groans echoing in my ears.

I ride him harder, shifting my weight forward until I’m more upright. The new angle makes him slide right against that perfect spot, deep and deliberate, and a sharp sound slips out of me before I can stop it.

His hands clamp around my hips, fingers digging in, pulling me down on every stroke. He forces himself in to the base, guiding my movement so every drop of my body hits that same spot again and again.

“Fuck… right there,” I huff, rolling my hips and feeling him drag along every sensitive inch inside me. He groans, pushing up into me, the thrust hitting me so precisely that my legs shake.

He locks one hand on my lower back, the other gripping my hip, keeping me pressed down on him as he drives upward, each push hitting that same point that makes my whole body twitch.

“Don’t stop,” I whisper, voice breaking as the pleasure spikes. “You’re hitting it… Keep going.”

His jaw clenches, eyes dark and focused on my face, and he slams up into me again, harder, the angle devastating in the best way. The sound he makes is deep and rough, like he’s fighting every second not to lose control.

I grind down, desperate for that perfect drag of him, for the burn, the need, the pressure winding tighter inside me. Heat flashes through my thighs as they start to shake around him. My breath catches in short bursts as my nails sink into his shoulders.

“God… I’m close,” I warn, my voice barely there.

His grip tightens. His thrusts turn sharp, each one landing right where I need it, sending heat ripping up my spine. My body clamps around him, pulsing hard, pulling him deeper as the orgasm hits me fast and vicious.

I cry out, back arching, hips jerking down as the pleasure tears through me. My vision blurs. My body keeps gripping him in quick, desperate squeezes, each one dragging a ragged groan out of his chest.

“Shit… Lexi…” His voice cracks, hips driving up into me one last time.

He cums hard, body tensing beneath me, his release hitting in thick pulses that push me into another wave, smaller but just as sharp. His hands hold me in place, fingers digging into my skin like he’s scared I’ll pull away mid-rush.

I collapse forward, exhaling against his neck, trying to steady my heartbeat.

Rolling onto my side, I catch his gaze, his dark eyes soft with a smile tugging at his lips, and I realize I’m grinning too, still riding the aftershocks.

“Wow,” I murmur, and he laughs low, a deep, satisfied sound that sends another shiver through me.

“Welcome to the neighborhood,” he says, brushing a damp strand of hair from my face. “I hope… it was worth the move.”

I laugh, shaking my head. “I’m not sure yet. I might need some more convincing,” I say, though the truth is, I will never forget this day.

He pulls me closer again, arms wrapped around me as we settle back onto the mattress.

“I’m sure I can convince you.”

And with that, I feel like I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be.

~The End~


Chapter twenty-three
Office Heat
Elaine


Ishut my laptop with a sharp click, the sound echoing through the office. Golden light spills through the blinds, striping the floor in warm lines. Another long day in the office, and this time the boss had the ridiculous idea to force us into a joint presentation. I’m sure he wants to see who cracks first, but it won’t be me. Grant and I are the top contenders, and every interaction feels like a battle.

“Finally,” he drawls from across the table, leaning back, arms crossed, that infuriating smirk glued to his face. “I was starting to think you’d go all night.”

I shoot him a look. “Please. You’re only annoyed because you are afraid my part will be better than yours.”

He chuckles, a low, teasing sound that makes my chest tighten. “Relax. We’ll get it done together. That being said, I need a quick reference for my part of the presentation tomorrow. Something from your files.”

I sigh, digging my phone out of my bag. “Fine,” I mutter, handing it over. “Here. All my screenshots are organized. You’ll find what you need.”

He takes it, scrolling through, focused and annoyingly competent.

“I’ll be in the restroom for a minute,” I say, standing.

By the time I wash my hands and step back out, he’s leaning casually in his chair, eyes glinting, a wicked smile on his lips.

“Who’s Mr. Sexy?” he asks mischievously.

I flush, fumbling. “Uh… Linda. Fuck, she… texted while I was gone?”

His grin widens, and he leans slightly forward, fingers brushing mine as he hands the phone back. “Well… She asked how late hours with Mr. Sexy are going,” he murmurs.

I blink at him, pulse spiking. “What do you want to hear?”

“I think you’re beautiful,” he says straightforwardly. No teasing now, no games. Just heat and honesty that makes my stomach flip. The tension we’ve built over months—the sniping in meetings, the rivalry, the constant fight for the same promotion—it all collapses into this moment, raw and electric.

I inhale sharply. “I… uh…”

He tilts his head, reaching out and brushing a strand of hair from my face. “You don’t have to say anything,” he whispers. “Even though I would love to hear it.”

I move toward him without even thinking, drawn in by the way he fills the space around me. His hands slip onto my waist, easy and sure, tugging me into him just enough to make my pulse trip. My body reacts on its own, leaning into the solid weight of him, fitting against him like it’s the most obvious thing in the world.

Something in me melts; the walls I’ve built to protect myself from him are crumbling. His warmth settles around me like a challenge I’m dying to accept. My heart feels ready to launch out of my chest, pounding hard as his lips graze mine. Not rushing, more testing and exploring, as if he is checking what he can get away with.

I inhale sharply, palms sliding over his chest, tracing the solid muscle under his dress shirt. He groans into my mouth, deepening the kiss in a way that sends a shiver racing through me.

“Elaine…,” he murmurs, lips trailing along my jaw. “You drive me crazy.”

I laugh softly, breathless. “I could say the same about you.”

Grant’s hands slide under my blouse, fingertips grazing skin, tentative at first, then firmer as he senses my eagerness. I close my eyes, tilting my head back, letting him explore, letting the tension we’ve carried for months finally explode.

My hands slide down to the waistband of his jeans, fingers brushing the belt loop. He rumbles against my lips, pelvis pressing just a little harder into mine.

“God…,” he mutters, pulling back just enough to look at me, eyes dark and hungry. “You’re insane.”

“Maybe,” I whisper, tugging at his belt, letting him feel my impatience. “Or maybe I want this as much as you do.”

He smirks, stepping closer until the table presses against my thighs. “Sit,” he commands, nodding toward the edge of the desk. I obey, sliding onto the polished wood, heels dangling just above the floor. He stands between my legs, his bulge straining against his pants.

His hands return to my hips, thumbs tracing circles as he leans down, capturing my lips again. I press into him, legs parting slightly, the desk beneath me cold against my bare thighs, heightening the ache building low in my belly.

I slide my hands under his shirt, feeling the taut muscles of his stomach, and my thumbs trace from his belly button lower. He groans, hips pressing into mine, and I can’t help the shiver that runs up my body.

“Fuck,” I whisper, as his hands dip lower, and his fingertips brush the curve of my thighs beneath the skirt. “Don’t stop.”

He chuckles, low and rough, lips brushing my ear as he whispers, “I never will.” His fingers inch at the edge of my panties, stroking, driving me insane.

I tug at his waistband again, popping the button open, teeth on my lower lip as I shimmy his jeans down. The moment they slide low enough, I feel his cock, thick and tense, pressing for me. Only the thin fabric of his boxers is keeping him from rubbing right up against me, and the sound that slips out of my mouth is sharp and needy before I can stop it.

My hand moves without thinking, sliding down until my fingertips glide over the firm outline under his boxers. He reacts instantly, a low sound rising from his throat, deep and rough, like he didn’t mean to let it slip. His hips nudge toward my touch, small but unmistakable.

I want more. I want all of him. I want to feel him inside me.

Not able to resist the itch, I get underneath and feel his cock in my palm. He watches me, eyes darker than before, chest rising with slow, controlled breaths. When he finally speaks, his voice is almost a growl.

“If you keep looking at me like that, I’m going to lose it.”

Fueled by how turned on he is, I push his boxers down, freeing him completely. For a moment, I can’t even move. I just stare.

Rugged and solid, he’s right there for me, and the view steals the air from my lungs. It’s a reckless kind of invitation, begging me to wrap my hand around him, to claim what he’s offering.

And I do.

His hands slide down my sides, gripping me and pushing me up the desk a little more. He gathers my skirt in both fists, pushing it up my thighs until the fabric bunches at my waist. The cool air hits my skin, and then his hand is between my legs, hooking my panties to the side like he’s done it a hundred times.

I’m already shaking.

He grabs a condom from his back pocket, tears it open with a practiced flick, and rolls it on with one hand while the other keeps me exactly where he wants me.

Then his hips press forward. There’s nothing tentative about him now. He is driving in with a depth that makes my fingers clamp down on the edge of the table.

His breath breaks against my neck as he sinks into the moment, into me, with a power that feels like he’s making a point.

Go deep or go home.

And he’s definitely not going home.

My legs part wider for him as he claims me.

And then he fucks me hard on the office table. My body meets every thrust like I’ve been waiting for this all day.

I grind against him, breathless and shaking, feeling the friction and moaning softly, “I’ve wanted this… wanted you.”

He groans at my confession, as he pushes even deeper.

“You… have… no… idea,” he stutters as he is driving me higher and higher. Then he stops. His cock deep inside me as he circles his pelvis. “I’ve wanted you from the day I met you.”

My fingers claw at the desk as his words hit me, raw, hungry, and impossibly honest. His hips circle again, slow but powerful, dragging a helpless sound out of me.

“Fuck…,” I cry out, everything inside me tightening, coiling.

Gripping my thighs, he snaps forward, burying himself balls deep. Then he sets a relentless rhythm. The desk thuds in time with every thrust, papers sliding, pens rolling, but neither of us cares.

I meet him stroke for stroke, messy, desperate, the tension pooling low and fast.

“Don’t stop,” I choke out. “You’ll make me cum like this.”

He growls, like he’s been waiting to hear that. His hand slips between us, thumb finding that aching spot, rubbing tight circles that send sparks ripping through me.

“Cum for me,” he purrs with his hips driving in harder. “I want to feel you lose it.”

And only moments later, I do.

My orgasm hits sharp and violent, a rush that steals the sound from my throat for a second before it crashes out of me. My whole body locks around him, pulsing, shaking, gripping him so tight he curses.

He thrusts once, twice—then he breaks. A guttural, torn-open sound leaves him as he slams deep, his whole body trembling against mine while he spills into the condom. His fingers bite into my hips, holding me right where he wants me as he rides out every last wave.

When he finally pulls back, I stare at him, cheeks flushed, my heart racing, a mix of disbelief and satisfaction. Grant’s eyes soften slightly, though the teasing glint never leaves.

“So… this just happened,” I whisper.

“Don’t think this changes anything at work,” he says, voice low but smirking. “Tomorrow, we’re still enemies.”

I roll my eyes, smiling despite myself. “Enemies… with benefits,” I say playfully, fingers circling over his chest.

He laughs, a low, satisfied sound. “Perfect.”

~The End~


Bonus Story


Content Warning: 
This story steps well beyond the standard taboo line. 
Consider this your trigger/trauma warning.
It is a stepdad fantasy, so please only continue if you’re comfortable with that theme.

Just Between Us

Caroline

I’m home for semester break, crashing with my stepdad, Ryan. It’s been three years since Mom died—three years of both of us trying to stitch ourselves back together in our own ways.

Those early months were brutal. The silence, the broken routines, the empty space she left behind. But Ryan… he understood. Not because we talked about it much, but because he felt the same loss. He knew when to sit nearby without saying a word, when to let me cry, when to lighten the heaviness just enough to help me breathe again.

We didn’t grow closer on purpose, it just happened. Shared grief did it.

He became the one person I trust without questioning.

Now I’m twenty-one, finals are behind me, and his place is quiet in that familiar way that always makes my thoughts louder. I’ve been restless all day, pacing, overthinking. The memory of my birthday a few weeks ago keeps poking at me… the laughter, the drinks, the teasing comments from friends about me still being a virgin. All those little jabs keep looping in my head, sharper than they should be.

I retreat to my room, shutting the door behind me. Alone, I sit on the edge of my bed, tugging at the hem of my shirt, feeling the ache I’ve been holding in for weeks. I chew my lip and take my shirt and bra off, before letting my fingers wander. I close my eyes, shivering, letting myself get lost in the sensations, the warmth, the ache that blooms low in my belly.

The sudden click of the door makes me freeze.

Ryan.

“I—I didn’t mean to—“ He stutters, walking back out.

I feel exposed, but not embarrassed.

“Come in, please,” I beg him, and he does. Still half-naked, he settles next to me on the bed.

I swallow hard, letting the lump in my throat loosen.

“My friends are making fun of me,” I start, voice breaking.

Immediately, he stiffens, shifting into a protective stance. He pulls me into his chest, hugging me tight, strong, grounding.

“Ssshhh… Tell me exactly,” he murmurs, lips brushing my hair.

“They’re saying I haven’t… you know…” My fingers tremble as I admit it, and the tension between us thickens.

“Sex, you mean?” he asks, low, cautious, needing confirmation.

“Yes,” I whimper, biting my lip. “I’m a twenty-one-year-old virgin.”

His eyes darken, and I can feel the instant change, the tight coil of restraint, of wanting to protect me. My hand, slightly shaky, reaches for his. Slowly, I guide it down my body, brushing over my stomach, my hips, until his fingers rest lightly on the curve of my thighs.

“Caroline… we can’t,” he murmurs, hesitation sharp in his tone, but I press forward. I slide his hand higher, over the swell of my breasts, letting my skin meet his fingers.

“Why not, Ryan? I’m old enough,” I whisper, voice low, steady, daring him.

He bites his lip, eyes dark, conflicted. Hunger and caution fight in his brown eyes. “I… I might hurt you.”

“I trust you,” I murmur against his chest. “I know you would never hurt me.”

His chest rises and falls as he contemplates. Then, measured and unhurried, he leans closer, letting his hands explore me. Fingers brushing gently over the peaks of my breasts. My breath hitches, a soft moan escaping as his thumb circles a nipple, flicking lightly.

I arch into him, pressing my body closer, feeling the butterflies in my belly spreading upward. My fingers trace his chest, memorizing every line.

“God… You’re so beautiful,” he murmurs, voice rough with need.

I move closer, letting him slide a hand down to my waist, fingers brushing my hips, exploring, holding me just so. My body hums, desperate for every touch, every inch of him against me.

He leans down, lips grazing my shoulder, teeth brushing softly, and I twitch, letting him take the lead, showing me exactly how he wants me.

Without much warning, his fingers glide over my wetness, finding the spots that make me gasp and beg. Patiently, he rubs my pussy. I writhe beneath him, grinding my hips against his palm.

“Tell me when it feels good, and if it doesn’t,” he whispers against my neck, voice low, warm. I moan softly.

“Okay…”

“Tell me if it hurts, or if you change your mind,” he murmurs, as his finger slides inside me, letting me adjust, letting me feel it.

I close my eyes, tilting my head back, surrendering. His mouth finds mine, a mixture of rough and soft that makes me quiver from head to toe. Every brush of his tongue, every precise push of his finger sends a fluttering rush through me, leaving me craving for more.

“Can you handle a little more friction, Hun?” he asks, thumb circling gently, pressing in all the right places.

“YES!” I scream silently, voice shaking with excitement, while my pelvis lifts on its own. My body feels electric, every nerve ending on fire, every inch of me needing him.

He slides in another finger, slow and deliberate, letting me stretch and adjust; his touch is patient, teasing, and building me up.

“Uh… you’re so tight,” he groans low, and my eyes look down, catching the outline of his bulge straining against his jeans. The sight of him, so ready, so raw, makes me moan and wiggle under him, wanting him even more.

“How does that feel, Hun?” he asks, voice rough, breath hot against my shoulder.

“Incredible,” I gasp. “Better than anything I ever felt.”

His thumb brushes over my clit, and I whimper, tilting my hips, desperate for more. Fingers sliding in and out, circling, curling inside me, making me clench around him. I grip his arm to anchor myself as waves of heat roll through me.

He groans low, voice vibrating against my chest. “God… you feel so perfect, Caroline,” he murmurs, pressing closer, letting me feel his hardness against my body.

“Yes… like that… don’t stop… right there,” I gasp, voice cracking, my pussy trembling with every stroke of his fingers.

Every push, every circle, every flick of his thumb is like fire inside me. My body is begging, as my breaths come in short, ragged gasps. And through it all, his eyes hold me, brown and dark with hunger.

His thumb presses harder against me, and a jolt of fire races through my body, making me lean into him without thinking.

“Oh… fuck…” I moan, voice breaking, hips bucking involuntarily. “Yes… just like that…”

He groans low, lips brushing my shoulder, teeth grazing softly, and I feel the tension coil tighter and tighter inside me, building, begging for release. I tremble under his touch, my lady parts needily rocking into his hand. Every brush of his fingers sparks fire along my spine, leaving me raw and pulsing. I bite my lip, trying to steady my pulse, but the sensation refuses to let me.

“Tell me if it’s too much,” he murmurs, voice husky, but I shake my head, unable to speak.

The pressure, the friction, the precision, everything he does is perfect, sending me spiraling over the edge. My toes curl, my chest rises and falls in ragged gasps, and I can feel it building, burning, until—

I shudder violently, a shiver rolling through me as my first orgasm hits, sharp and hot, my body trembling around his fingers. Moans spill out, and I dig my nails deeper into his arms, letting him feel every wave of it.

I collapse slightly into him, as my body relaxes. My lips part as I let the aftershocks ripple through me.

“Shh… that’s it, Hun,” he murmurs, voice low, warm, grounding. His hands are steady, patient, still exploring me, letting me catch my breath, savoring the release. The tension in my belly softens, replaced by a warm, fluttering ache that makes me feel alive.

I tilt my head back, letting him brush a stray hair from my face.

“Ryan… that felt… incredible,” I whisper, still trembling from the waves of pleasure.

He smiles softly, leaning closer, lips brushing my temple.

“This might have been your first little orgasm, and we’re just getting started, Hun,” he murmurs, promising.

He pulls up a brow, “Have you ever seen a man naked? I mean… all the way?”

“No. Not in real life anyway,” I manage to respond.

His chuckle is low. “Then let me show you. Let me teach you…”

I shift and start tugging at his shirt, letting my fingers explore the planes of his chest, tracing the ridges of his muscles, the warmth under my touch. He groans softly, leaning back just enough to let me.

“Slow, Hun… gentle,” he murmurs. “Feel the way I respond. I want you to explore me. All of me.”

With that, he looks at his bulge.

My hands trail lower, brushing against the waistband of his jeans, teasing the hard outline beneath. He shudders, fingers tangling in my hair, and guides my hand lightly.

“There… right there… like that. Keep going.”

I gasp, tracing my thumbs over the massive bulge, marveling at the heat, the hardness, the way his body reacts to my touch.

“Good… Honey… that’s it,” he murmurs. “Now help me undress.”

My hands shake, nerves firing like electricity through my fingertips as I reach for his belt. The buckle feels heavier than it should. The button pops open, and his breath catches.

“Good girl.”

The words melt through me.

I drag the zipper down, guided by the heat pulsing against my palm, and his jeans loosen. Ryan rests a steady hand over mine, not taking control—just grounding me, letting me feel every inch of what I’m unveiling.

Together, not forced, not rushed, we ease the denim down his thighs.

My eyes drop to the way he strains against his underwear, the fabric pulled tight around the thick, heavy outline of him. I swallow hard, blood rushing up my neck.

He notices. Of course he does.

Tilting my chin so I look up at him, he asks. “Are you ready to take him out?”

I nod, my thumb grazes the swollen head pressing against the fabric, and his breath shudders, hips twitching forward.

I hook my fingers under the band, hesitating.“Just pull it down. Let me out,” he whimpers desperately.

I inhale deeply, then tug.

The fabric slides over his dick, and then he springs free, hot, heavy, and startlingly thick as he falls into my hands. The sudden weight makes my fingers dip, and I gasp, almost forgetting to breathe.

He’s… bigger than I imagined. Not frightening, but definitely more than anything I’ve pictured. Smooth skin, flushed dark at the tip, a vein standing out along the side. It’s almost… beautiful in a way I wasn’t prepared for—intimate, bold, impossibly real.

My eyes go wide, heat blooming up my throat as I stare. “Oh…” escapes me without meaning to.

“Use both hands, feel the length… gently at first, and then you can explore more. Don’t be afraid. I’ll show you what I like.”

I nod, lips parting, breath hitching. Slowly, I slide my hand along him, feeling every curve, every ridge, marveling at the hardness under my fingers. He groans, leaning down, pressing me closer, guiding me.

“Yes… just like that, Hun,” he murmurs. “Keep your hand on the base… circle the tip with your thumb… that’s perfect.”

I shiver, watching his expression, seeing the hunger in his eyes, letting my curiosity take over. My other hand cups his balls, like I’ve seen women in porn do.

“Is that good?” I ask for reassurance.

“Yes. Take your time. I’ll show you when I need more,” he murmurs, his voice full of want. “You’re doing so good, Hun. Keep exploring me… I want you to learn my body, every part of me.”

His instruction and murmurs make me braver, more daring. I press my lips to the tip of his cock, while stroking him. He groans, tilting his head, encouraging me, guiding me.

“Good girl… that feels amazing. Keep doing that. Use your tongue, your lips… explore me,” he exhales, voice rough, urgent, yet patient. “That is exactly how I like it. You’re doing so well… just like that.”

I arch into him, trembling, exhilarated, my fingers and lips tracing him, pressing, exploring, learning. Every little sound he makes me bolder, hungrier, and more eager to please him and to feel him respond to me.

“You’ve got me so close, Honey,” he groans, voice low and rough. “I need you. I… I can’t wait any longer.”

My pulse races, heart hammering, and I nod. My hand moves to a drawer, pulling out a condom, rolling it on carefully, like I learn in 7th grade.

He positions himself at my entrance, as I brace myself.

“Relax, Hun,” he murmurs, lips brushing my temple. “Just let me guide you.”

The tip presses against me gently, but I gasp. He pushes in just a tiny little bit. The sensation is intense, tight, unfamiliar, and a little painful, but he waits patiently, letting me adjust.

“Ready for a little more?” he asks, nudging me.

“Yes… Yes, please,” I quiver. Pressing into him, urging him deeper.

He slowly slides in further, little by little, letting me feel every stretch, every new sensation. Not gonna lie, it hurts, a sharp pinch, but it’s mixed with this incredible, consuming pleasure.

“You’re… so tight, Honey,” he groans.

I shiver violently, body trembling around him, moaning, wriggling, not knowing what I want or need.

I tilt my hips. “It… hurts a little,” I whisper, breathless. “But it’s a good hurt.”

He stops his movement, giving me a chance to adjust. Then he pulls out and back in again. He doesn’t seem to be able to push all the way in. I’m too tight. The friction, the fullness, the ache, it’s all too much, too good.

“Oh… I’m… I can’t…” I moan, trembling. My pelvis jerks involuntarily, every nerve alive, and suddenly I feel the tension snap, a wave of heat and pleasure crashing over me. I’m shaking, gasping, clenching around him, letting go.

He groans low, chest pressing against mine, but he doesn’t move further. His hips are stiff, restrained. He pulls back slightly, breath rough, heart pounding, watching me tremble with satisfaction.

“Just like that, Caroline,” he murmurs, voice husky.

“Did you come?” I ask in distress.

“Not yet, Hun. But you got me so close,” he groans.

Pulling out entirely, he leaves me panting, slick, and trembling, my pussy still sensitive from the stretch and the waves of pleasure that still ripple through me. I watch him as he discards the condom.

He positions himself, hand wrapping around his length. My eyes stay locked on him, fascinated, needy, as he strokes slowly. My fingers twitch, aching to touch him again, but I stay still, letting him take care of himself, listening to the low groans escaping his throat.

“God, Hun… you’ve got me undone,” he murmurs. His hand moves faster, slick from both our arousal, and I feel my body shiver at the sight, my nipples tightening, my pussy still clenching.

Then, with one long, guttural groan, he stiffens, and the tension snaps. He spills over me, hot, sticky, painting his release across my chest.

He collapses next to me, heavily breathing in satisfaction.

My hand finds his fingers, intertwining as we lie next to each other. Completely exhausted but utterly content. My first orgasm and his release on me.

Then my eyes flick down, and my heart skips a beat. I see a small smear of blood on the sheets, glistening in the dim light. Panic spikes in me.

“Oh… Ryan…” I squeak. “I… I think I’m bleeding.”

He immediately shifts, concern replacing desire, brushing a hand over my arm, chest pressing lightly against mine.

“Hey… Hun, look at me,” he murmurs, softly. “Do you hurt anywhere? Is it bad?”

“Just… a little,” I admit, voice shaky. My fingers brush at the slick warmth, a mix of fear and residual pleasure making me tremble.

He lowers himself over me, lips brushing my temple, his breath warm against my skin.

“Hey… It’s okay,” he murmurs, voice soft and steady. “It’s your first time. Your body’s just adjusting. A little blood, a little soreness, it’s completely normal,” he adds, nudging his forehead against mine. “Nothing to worry about.”

Relief washes over me.

“The next time,” he says quietly, brushing my hair back, “your body will know what to expect. It won’t hurt like this again.” His thumb grazes my cheek. “It’ll feel better… so much better. You’ll actually be able to enjoy it.”

His words settle over me like warmth, easing the tight knot in my chest.

~The End~

Still aching for more?

My bestseller 22 Shades of Taboo will finish the job.

Read 22 Shades of Taboo NOW!
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A 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 22 sizzling fantasies in one book.

Endless possibilities are waiting inside.
Get in the mood in less than 5 minutes.

From Escort to Firefighter here are just a few of the stories you’ll find inside:

	He gifts his brother to his girlfriend for one night.

	Two millionaires place a bet on the same woman.

	At a secret sex club, two couples become entangled in a night of ecstasy.

	Sexting with her one-night stand.

	The world’s best massage therapist offers more than relaxation.

	Dripping wet from the lifeguard, not the water.

	A morning quickie in the parking garage.




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.

My BESTSELLER is waiting HERE!


Did you like those stories?

Then you’ll LOVE 10 Erotica Short Stories.

A collection of my ten most recent erotic short 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.

Continue reading HERE!


For more information

Scan HERE
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To sign up for my Newsletter

Scan HERE
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