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The phone buzzed on the nightstand, pulling Farrah from her lazy scrolling. She glanced at the screen, her lips curving into a small smile as she saw the caller ID. Work. She swiped to answer, her voice smooth and practiced.

“Hi, this is Farrah.”

The voice on the other end was confident, older. “Hello, Farrah. We’d like to book an appointment with you. My wife and I.”

A couple. Farrah stretched her legs out on the bed, her interest piqued. Couples were always interesting, and the money was usually better. “Of course. When were you thinking?”

“Tonight. If you’re available.”

She ran a hand through her hair, considering. It was short notice, but it wasn’t like she had other plans. “Tonight works. Text me the address, and I’ll be there.”

The house was nicer than she expected—a sprawling, elegant home in a quiet neighborhood. She parked her car and smoothed her dress before walking up the driveway. The door opened before she could knock, revealing a woman in her sixties with a warm smile.

“Farrah?” she asked, stepping aside to let her in. “I’m Nina. So glad you could make it.”

Farrah stepped inside, her heels sinking into plush carpet. The interior was just as impressive as the outside, tastefully decorated and immaculately clean.

A man—Jeffrey, she assumed—stepped into the hall, his salt-and-pepper hair neatly combed. He extended a hand, his grip firm. “Welcome. We’re looking forward to this.”

She smiled, her professional mask firmly in place. “Me too.”

Jeffrey led her to the bedroom, and Farrah took a moment to assess the room. It was large, dominated by a king-sized bed with soft, inviting linens. Jeffrey handed her a stack of cash without preamble, and she tucked it into her purse without counting. The way he carried himself told her he wasn’t the type to short her.

Nina kicked off her shoes and began unbuttoning her blouse, her movements unhurried. Farrah watched as the older woman slipped out of her clothes, revealing a toned, surprisingly youthful body. Her breasts were firm, her waist narrow, her skin smooth and unblemished. Farrah felt a flicker of admiration—and a flicker of something else, something warmer as Nina climbed onto the bed and spread her legs.

“Like what you see?” Nina asked, her voice low and teasing as she ran a hand over her own thigh, fingers brushing close to her pussy.

Farrah nodded, her mouth suddenly dry. “Very much.”

Jeffrey, meanwhile, had been busy. He unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock. It was thick, veined, and already half-hard. Farrah’s eyes widened slightly—she hadn’t expected that. He caught her gaze and smirked. “Go ahead. Take a taste.”

She didn’t need to be told twice. She dropped to her knees in front of him, her hands wrapping around the base of his cock. She licked a stripe up the underside, savoring the salty tang of his pre-cum, before taking him into her mouth. He groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she sucked him deeper, her tongue working along the shaft.

“That’s it,” Jeffrey muttered, his hips thrusting forward slightly. “Just like that.”

Farrah moaned around him, the vibrations making him grow even harder. She could feel him pulsing in her mouth, his cock heavy on her tongue. She pulled back slightly, swirling her tongue around the head before taking him deep again, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked.

On the bed, Nina was watching, her fingers busy between her legs. Farrah glanced up, catching the older woman’s gaze as she licked her lips. Nina smiled, teasing her own clit as she watched Farrah work.

“Come here,” Nina said finally, patting the bed beside her. “I want to feel that mouth on me too.”

Farrah stood, her legs a little shaky as she stripped off her dress and underwear. She climbed onto the bed, settling between Nina’s legs. The older woman’s pussy was already wet, her arousal obvious in the way her folds glistened. Farrah leaned in, her tongue flicking over Nina’s clit, drawing a sharp gasp.

“Oh, yes,” Nina murmured, her hands moving to Farrah’s hair, guiding her closer. “Just like that.”

Farrah licked and sucked, her fingers slipping inside Nina as she worked. The older woman’s hips bucked against her mouth, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. Farrah could feel Nina’s pussy clenching around her fingers, the older woman’s orgasm building. She doubled down, her tongue circling Nina’s clit as she pressed deeper with her fingers.

“Oh, fuck!” Nina cried, her body arching off the bed as she came, her pussy pulsing around Farrah’s fingers.

Farrah kept going, drawing out the orgasm until Nina was whimpering, her hands tugging at her hair.

“Enough,” Nina panted, pushing her away gently. “That was… incredible.”

Farrah smiled, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She sat back on the bed, spreading her legs, her own arousal obvious. Nina picked up a dildo from the nightstand, the size and shape impressive. She straddled Farrah, positioning the toy at her entrance.

“Ready?” Nina asked, her voice husky.

Farrah nodded, her breath catching as Nina pushed the dildo inside her. It slipped in easily, her pussy already wet and eager. Nina began to move, thrusting the dildo in and out, each stroke hitting just the right spot. Farrah moaned, her hips rocking to match Nina’s rhythm.

Jeffrey was watching from the side of the bed, his cock in his hand. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes fixed on the two women. “You look so good together,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Nina pulled the dildo out, setting it aside. “Your turn,” she said, gesturing to Jeffrey.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between Farrah’s legs. His cock pressed against her entrance, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. He pushed inside her, the stretch and fullness making her gasp.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her nails digging into his back as he began to thrust.

He was relentless, each stroke deep and hard, his cock filling her completely. Farrah could feel her orgasm building, the tension coiling in her belly as he fucked her. She rocked her hips against his, meeting each thrust, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the room.

“I’m close,” she whimpered, her back arching as the pleasure built to a breaking point.

“Come for me,” Jeffrey growled, his hips slamming into hers.

Her orgasm hit hard, her pussy clenching around his cock as she cried out, her body shuddering with pleasure. Jeffrey groaned, his thrusts growing erratic as he came, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum.

They collapsed together, both of them breathless as the aftershocks of their orgasms faded. Farrah lay there, her mind pleasantly blank, her body sated. She felt Nina’s hand on her arm, and she turned her head to see the older woman smiling at her.

“That was amazing,” Nina said, her voice soft.

Farrah smiled back, her eyes heavy. “It really was.”

Jeffrey pulled out of her and she felt the warm sensation of his cum leaking out. He lay beside her catching his breath, still stroking her thigh.“So, Farrah,” Jeffrey said, his voice low and satisfied. “Can we see you again?”

Farrah turned her head to look at him, a small, contented smile playing on her lips. “Yes,” she replied without hesitation—her body already buzzing at the thought of what might come next.

2 - HER UNCLE’S DIVORCE
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Marissa stood in front of Roberto’s house, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the driveway. Her hands trembled slightly as she reached for the doorbell, but she forced herself to press it. The sound echoed inside, and moments later, Roberto opened the door. He looked tired, his usual sharp features softened by sadness, but his eyes lit up when he saw her.

“Marissa,” he said, his voice a little hoarse. “I’m glad you came.”

She stepped inside, the familiar scent of his home wrapping around her like a blanket. The house felt different—emptier, quieter. Aunt Mabel’s absence was palpable. Marissa followed Roberto into the living room, where they sat on the couch, the weight of the situation heavy between them.

“I just… I wanted to check on you,” Marissa said, her voice soft. “Mom told me about the divorce. I’m so sorry, Uncle Roberto.”

He shook his head, a bitter smile tugging at his lips. “Don’t be. It’s been a long time coming. Mabel and I… we’ve been living separate lives for years now.”

Marissa reached out, placing her hand on his. “I’m here for you. Whatever you need.”

Roberto looked down at her hand, his fingers tightening around hers. For a moment, neither of them spoke. The air between them grew charged, thick with something unspoken. Marissa’s heart raced as she felt his thumb brush against her skin, a gentle, almost tentative touch.

“Marissa,” he murmured, his voice low. “I don’t deserve your kindness.”

She shook her head, her throat tight. “Yes, you do. You’ve always been there for me. Let me be here for you now.”

Roberto’s gaze met hers, and for a moment, she thought she saw something flicker in his eyes—something that made her breath catch. Before she could process it, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. The kiss was soft at first, hesitant, but then it deepened, his hand cupping her cheek as he pulled her closer.

Marissa’s mind screamed at her to stop, to pull away, but her body betrayed her. She kissed him back, her hands tangling in his hair as the heat between them grew. The weight of their shared grief, their loneliness, seemed to melt away, replaced by something raw and undeniable.

Roberto’s hands slid down her back, pulling her onto his lap. She could feel the hardness of him pressed against her, and her hips moved instinctively, grinding against him. A low groan escaped his lips, and he broke the kiss, his breathing ragged.

“Marissa,” he whispered, his voice strained. “We shouldn’t…”

But she didn’t want to stop. Her body was on fire, every nerve alight with need. She kissed him again, her tongue sliding against his as her hands fumbled with the buttons of his shirt. Roberto didn’t resist. He helped her undo the buttons, shrugging the shirt off his shoulders as she explored the hard planes of his chest with her hands.

Her fingers traced the lines of his muscles, her touch sending shivers through him. He reached for the hem of her top, pulling it over her head and tossing it aside. His hands cupped her breasts through the fabric of her bra, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, making her gasp.

Marissa’s hands moved to his belt, fumbling with the buckle as she slid off his lap and onto her knees in front of him. She undid his pants, pulling them down along with his boxers, freeing his cock. It was thick and hard, standing proudly against his stomach. She wrapped her fingers around the base, her touch tentative at first, then firmer as she began to stroke him.

Roberto’s head fell back against the couch, his hips bucking slightly as she leaned in, her lips brushing against the tip. She swirled her tongue around the sensitive head, tasting the salty pre-cum that had gathered there before taking him into her mouth.

He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, taking more of him with each movement. Her tongue worked against the underside of his shaft as she sucked, her fingers stroking what she couldn’t fit in her mouth. Roberto’s hips moved in time with her rhythm, his grip on her hair tightening as he fought to control himself.

“Marissa,” he groaned, his voice thick with arousal. “You’re so good at that.”

She looked up at him, her eyes meeting his as she continued to suck and stroke him. The way he looked at her—like she was the only thing that mattered—sent a thrill through her. She wanted to please him, to make him forget everything but the pleasure she was giving him.

But then he pulled her up, his hands shaking as he kissed her again, his tongue probing her mouth as he fumbled with the clasp of her bra. When it came undone, he pulled it off, his hands immediately cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples.

Marissa gasped, her back arching as he leaned down, taking one nipple into his mouth. His tongue swirled around the sensitive bud, making her moan. Her hands tangled in his hair, holding him to her as he moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention.

Her hips moved restlessly against his, the heat between her legs growing unbearable. Roberto’s hands moved down her body, slipping into her jeans, and she lifted her hips to help him slide them down. He pulled them off, along with her panties, leaving her bare before him.

“God, you’re beautiful,” he breathed, his eyes raking over her naked body.

Marissa’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. She wanted him to see her, to want her as much as she wanted him. Roberto reached for her hand, pulling her to her feet and leading her to the bedroom. She followed, her heart pounding in anticipation.

He laid her down on the bed, his hands running down her body, exploring every inch of her. His fingers teased her inner thighs, then moved higher, brushing against her wetness. Marissa gasped, her hips lifting off the bed as he slipped a finger inside her.

“Roberto,” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he added a second finger, his thumb circling her clit.

He watched her as he moved his fingers in and out of her, his touch driving her closer to the edge. Her moans grew louder, her hips moving in time with his hand, until she came with a cry, her body trembling with the force of it.

But Roberto wasn’t done. He reached for the nightstand, pulling out a dildo. He handed it to her, his eyes dark with desire.

“Show me how you like to be fucked,” he said, his voice rough.

Marissa’s breath caught, but she took the dildo, her fingers trembling slightly as she positioned it at her entrance. She pushed it inside, her eyes fluttering closed as she began to move it in and out of herself. She could feel Roberto’s eyes on her, watching her every move, and it only made her wetter.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his hands moving to her breasts, teasing her nipples as she fucked herself.

Marissa’s moans grew louder, her movements more frantic as she approached another orgasm. When it hit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed as the pleasure consumed her.

Roberto took the dildo from her, tossing it aside. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. He looked into her eyes, searching for any sign of hesitation, but she nodded, her body aching for him.

He pushed inside her, filling her completely. Marissa gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders as he began to move, his thrusts slow at first, then harder, deeper. Her moans filled the room, her body responding to every movement of his.

“Roberto,” she cried, her nails digging into his skin as he pounded into her.

He leaned down, capturing her lips in a fierce kiss as he fucked her, his thrusts growing more urgent. Marissa could feel the heat building inside her, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter until it burst, sending her over the edge. She screamed his name, her body convulsing around him as he came, his seed filling her.

They lay together, their breathing ragged, their bodies intertwined. Marissa rested her head on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart. She knew this was wrong, that their affair could destroy everything, but at that moment, she didn’t care. She wanted him, and he wanted her. That was all that mattered.

“We have to keep this a secret,” Roberto whispered, his arms tightening around her.

Marissa nodded, but deep down, she knew this was only the beginning.

3 - THE COACH’S PRIVATE TRAINING
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Nikita’s legs trembled as she held a handstand on the balance beam, her muscles straining under the pressure. Mitch stood just below her, his hands firmly gripping her waist to steady her. His touch sent a shiver down her spine, a familiar warmth pooling low in her stomach. She could feel the heat of his breath on her skin, the faint scent of his cologne mingling with the sterile smell of the gym.

“Hold it,” Mitch commanded, his voice low and steady. “Focus, Nikita. You’re wobbling.”

She tried to steady herself, but her mind was elsewhere. God, his hands… She could feel every callous on his palms, every rough edge of his fingers as they pressed into her flesh. She’d been training with him for years, but lately, his touch felt different. It wasn’t just professional anymore. There was something else, something electric that made her heart race and her breath catch.

Nikita’s concentration faltered, and in an instant, she lost her balance. Her body tipped, and she landed hard on the mat below, a sharp gasp escaping her lips. Mitch’s hands were on her instantly, pulling her upright, his grip almost too tight.

“What the hell was that?” he snapped, his dark eyes piercing through her. “You’re better than this, Nikita. You know you are.”

She flinched at his tone, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. “I’m sorry,” she mumbled, avoiding his gaze. “I just—I got distracted.”

Mitch sighed, running a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair. “Distracted? You can’t afford to be distracted. Not if you want to be the best.”

Nikita nodded, but her mind was still buzzing. It wasn’t just his words that stung—it was the way he was looking at her, like he could see right through her, like he knew exactly what she was thinking. Does he feel it too? She wondered, her heart pounding in her chest.

Mitch stepped closer, his presence overwhelming. “Listen,” he said, his voice softening just a fraction. “I’m not just your coach. I want to be more than that. I want to be your mentor, someone you can trust completely. But you have to do as I say. Do you understand?”

Nikita’s breath hitched. There was something in his tone, something that sent a thrill through her. “I understand,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Good,” Mitch said, his eyes never leaving hers. “Now, let’s try that again. And this time, focus.”

They resumed the training session, Mitch pushing her harder than ever before. Every touch, every correction, felt like fire against her skin. Nikita was hyper-aware of his presence, of the way his body moved around hers. She could feel his eyes on her, watching her every move, and it only fueled her determination. She wouldn’t let him down.

By the time the session ended, Nikita was exhausted but exhilarated. Mitch had pushed her to her limits, and she had risen to the challenge. He looked almost… impressed. It was a rare expression for him, and it sent a rush of pride through her.

“Not bad,” he said, a small smile tugging at the corner of his lips. “You’re stronger than you think, Nikita. But there’s still room for improvement.”

She nodded, catching her breath. “Thank you, Coach.”

Mitch hesitated for a moment, then said, “Come on. Let’s go back to my place. I want to show you something.”

Nikita’s heart skipped a beat. She wasn’t sure what he had in mind, but she wasn’t about to say no. She followed him out of the gym, her mind racing with possibilities.

When they arrived at his house, Mitch led her straight to the bathroom. He turned on the faucet, filling the tub with steaming hot water. “Get in,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Nikita hesitated only for a moment before she began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate. She could feel Mitch’s eyes on her, watching her every move. She stepped into the tub, the hot water enveloping her body, and let out a soft sigh.

Mitch lit a few candles, the flickering light casting a warm glow over the room. Then, he knelt beside the tub, a small box in his hands. He opened it, revealing a collection of sex toys. Nikita’s breath caught in her throat as he picked up a vibrator, turning it on with a soft hum.

“This will help you relax,” Mitch explained, his voice low and soothing.

He moved the vibrator closer, and Nikita’s eyes fluttered shut as he pressed it against her clit. A soft moan escaped her lips, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Good girl,” Mitch whispered, his free hand brushing against her stomach beneath the water. “Just let go.”

Nikita’s mind was a haze of sensation as Mitch worked the vibrator over her, his touch both gentle and commanding. She could feel herself getting closer, the tension building inside her. Then, he pulled the vibrator away, and she whimpered in protest.

Mitch chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that sent shivers down her spine. “Patience,” he said, his hand slipping beneath the surface of the water.

Nikita’s breath hitched as she felt something cold and smooth pressing against her entrance. It was a dildo, and Mitch was guiding it into her with practiced ease.

“Oh, God,” Nikita gasped, her back arching as the dildo filled her.

Mitch moved it slowly at first, then faster, his grip firm as he fucked her with it. Nikita’s moans grew louder, her hands gripping the edges of the tub as she surrendered to the pleasure.

“That’s it,” Mitch encouraged, his voice thick with desire. “Come for me, Nikita.”

Her body obeyed, her climax crashing over her in waves. She cried out, her voice echoing in the small bathroom. Mitch didn’t stop until she was spent, her body trembling with the aftershocks.

When he finally pulled the dildo out, Nikita was panting, her mind still reeling. Mitch stood, his gaze lingering on her for a moment before he said, “Let’s move to the bedroom.”

Nikita nodded, her legs still shaky as she stepped out of the tub. Mitch wrapped a towel around her, his touch surprisingly gentle. He led her to the bedroom, his hand resting on the small of her back.

“Lie down,” he instructed, his voice firm but not unkind. Nikita obeyed, stretching out on the bed, her heart pounding in anticipation.

Mitch grabbed another toy, this one smaller and more slender. He coated it with lubricant, his movements slow and deliberate. Nikita’s breath quickened as she realized what he was about to do.

“Relax,” Mitch murmured, his voice soothing. “You’re doing great.”

He pressed the vibrator against her asshole, and Nikita’s body tensed.

“Easy,” he said, his hand gently massaging her lower back. “Just breathe.”

Nikita did as she was told, forcing herself to relax as Mitch worked the vibrator into her ass. The sensation was strange at first, but as he turned it on, a low hum vibrating through her, it quickly turned into something much more pleasurable.

“Oh, fuck,” Nikita moaned, her fingers gripping the sheets as Mitch began to move the vibrator, fucking her ass with it.

She could hear the sound of his zipper, and then she felt his cock pressing against her, hot and heavy.

“You’re doing so well,” Mitch praised, his voice thick with need.

He pressed the head of his cock against her asshole, and Nikita’s breath hitched. “Just take it, Nikita. You can handle it,” he whispered.

The first push was slow, deliberate, and Nikita’s body stretched to accommodate him. She let out a low moan, the sensation overwhelming but not painful. Mitch groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed deeper, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” he growled, his voice strained.

He began to move, his thrusts slow at first, then faster, harder. Nikita’s moans filled the room, her body trembling with pleasure as Mitch fucked her ass with a raw intensity.

“Mitch,” she gasped, her voice breaking as she felt herself getting closer. “I’m so close.”

“Come for me,” he commanded, his voice harsh with need. “Let go, Nikita.”

Her body obeyed, her climax crashing over her with a force that left her breathless. She screamed his name, her body shuddering as he continued to thrust into her. Mitch groaned, his hips jerking as he spilled himself inside her, his cum leaking out as he finally pulled out.

Nikita lay there, panting, her mind a blur of pleasure and exhaustion.

Mitch leaned over her, his lips brushing against her ear. “You were incredible,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “I want to train you in more than just gymnastics. I want to teach you about sex, about submission. Are you ready for that?”

Nikita’s heart raced, but there was no hesitation in her voice. “Yes,” she whispered, her eyes meeting his with a newfound determination.

Mitch smiled, a satisfied glint in his eyes. “Good,” he said, his voice firm but not unkind. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

As Mitch drove her home later that evening, Nikita couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of anticipation. She had always admired Mitch, but now… now there was something more. Something deeper. And she couldn’t wait to see where it would lead.

The car pulled up to her apartment, and Mitch turned to her, his gaze intense. “We’ll start your new training tomorrow,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Be ready.”

Nikita nodded, her heart pounding as she stepped out of the car. She watched as Mitch drove away, a small smile playing on her lips. She was ready.

4 - THE PROFESSOR’S PARTY
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“Stay,” Dr. Blackwell said, his voice low, almost commanding.

Nia froze, her hand hovering over the doorknob. The other students had already left, their chatter fading into the night. She turned, her heart thudding in her chest. “Excuse me?”

The professor stepped closer, his eyes locked on hers. He was older, yes, but there was something magnetic about him. The way he carried himself, the weight of his gaze—it made her feel seen in a way she hadn’t before. “You’re different from the others, Nia. More… intriguing.”

She swallowed, her lips parting slightly. “Different how?”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he closed the distance between them, his fingers brushing her cheek. The touch was soft, almost reverent. Nia’s breath caught. This was wrong, wasn’t it? He was her professor. Too old. Too experienced. But when his lips met hers, she didn’t pull away.

—

It started a week ago, when Nia received a large envelope in the mail. What could this be? She wondered, tearing it open. It was an invitation to a party, hosted by her professor.

Dr. Blackwell’s annual gatherings were legendary. He only invited a few select students—the best and the brightest. Nia felt honored to be one of the chosen. She spent hours finding the perfect outfit, settling on a sleek black dress.

Dr. Blackwell’s house was impressive. The living room was full of modern furniture and fine art. A sweeping staircase led to the upstairs, and the backyard was beautifully landscaped, featuring a large swimming pool. Nia looked around, taking it all in.

When dinner was served, everything looked fantastic. Each course was more delicious than the next. But as Nia took another spoonful of the creamy lobster bisque, she noticed that Dr. Blackwell was staring at her. And the look in his eyes was making her stomach twist. For the rest of the dinner, Nia could barely focus on the lively conversation.

As the rest of the guests said goodbye, Dr. Blackwell took Nia’s hand. “Leaving so soon?” he asked, his voice sending a shiver down Nia’s spine.

—

Now, they stood in the foyer. Nia thought about walking out the door, but she knew she wanted this.

The kiss was slow at first, tentative. Testing the waters. But then his hand slid to the back of her neck, holding her in place as he deepened it. His tongue swept against hers, and Nia felt a jolt of heat straight to her core. She whimpered, her hands gripping his shoulders.

When he pulled back, his eyes were dark, hungry. “I’ve wanted to do that since the moment you walked into my classroom.”

Nia’s mind raced. Was this really happening? She should leave. She knew that. But the way he looked at her, the way he made her feel… she couldn’t. “Dr. Blackwell—”

“Tom,” he corrected, his voice rough. “Call me Tom.”

She hesitated, then nodded. “Tom.”

He smiled, a slow, knowing curve of his lips. “Come with me.” He took her hand, leading her through the house.

Nia followed, her pulse quickening with every step. The house was massive, filled with expensive art and antiques, but all she could focus on was the way his hand felt against hers.

They reached a bedroom—his bedroom. It was just as lavish as the rest of the house: a king-sized bed with silk sheets, a chandelier hanging from the ceiling, floor-to-ceiling windows offering a view of the city.

Tom turned to her, his gaze sweeping over her body. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Nia flushed, her cheeks burning. “Thank you.”

He stepped closer, his hands coming to rest on her hips. “I want to see you. All of you.”

She bit her lip, hesitating. But the look in his eyes—pure, unadulterated want—made her decision for her. Slowly, she reached for the hem of her dress, pulling it over her head. Her bra and panties followed, leaving her completely exposed.

Tom’s eyes darkened as he took her in, his gaze lingering on every curve. “God, you’re perfect,” he breathed. He leaned in, his lips capturing hers once more. This time, there was no hesitation. His hands roamed her body, exploring every inch of her.

Nia gasped as his fingers brushed her nipples, her back arching into his touch. “Tom…”

He chuckled, a low, rumbling sound. “Patience,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin. “I want to take my time with you.”

He guided her to the bed, and Nia sank into the plush mattress. Tom knelt between her legs, his eyes never leaving hers as he kissed his way down her body. His lips trailed over her collarbone, her chest, her stomach, until he reached the apex of her thighs. Nia’s breath quickened, her fingers tangling in the sheets as he leaned in, his tongue flicking against her clit.

She cried out, her hips lifting off the bed. Tom groaned, the sound vibrating against her sensitive flesh. He wrapped his arms around her thighs, holding her in place as he devoured her. His tongue worked in rhythmic strokes, each one sending waves of pleasure through her body. Nia’s moans filled the room, her hands gripping the sheets so tightly her knuckles turned white.

“Oh God, Tom,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Please…”

He looked up, his lips glistening. “Please what?”

She whimpered, her desperation clear. “I need you. Inside me.”

Tom smirked, a predatory glint in his eyes. “As you wish.”

He stood, his fingers working at his belt. Nia watched, her breath hitching as he undid his pants, pulling out his cock. It was thick, veiny, the very sight of it making her pulse quicken. He stroked himself once, twice, his gaze never leaving hers. Then he climbed onto the bed, hovering over her.

Nia wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer.

Tom groaned as the head of his cock pressed against her entrance, teasing her. “Ready?” he asked, his voice rough.

She nodded, her nails digging into his back. “Yes. Fuck me.”

With one thrust, he was inside her. Nia cried out, her back arching as he filled her completely. Tom growled, his hips moving against hers. He started slow, each thrust deliberate, measured. But it didn’t take long for the pace to quicken, his movements becoming more frantic. Nia clung to him, her moans mingling with his.

“You feel so good,” he growled, his breath hot against her ear. “So tight. So fucking perfect.”

Nia’s nails raked down his back, her hips meeting his with every thrust. The pleasure was overwhelming, building with each movement. She could feel herself getting closer, her body tightening around him. “Tom, I’m going to—”

He cut her off with a kiss, swallowing her moans as he pounded into her. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound lost in their cries of pleasure. And then, with one final thrust, they both came undone. Nia’s body shook as the wave of ecstasy crashed over her, her screams muffled by Tom’s mouth on hers. He groaned, collapsing onto her as he emptied himself inside her.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies tangled together, their breaths mingling. Then Tom rolled onto his side, pulling her with him. Nia rested her head on his chest, her heart still racing.

“Stay,” he murmured, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on her back. “Stay the night.”

Nia looked up at him, her eyes wide. “Are you sure?”

He smiled, his hand cupping her cheek. “I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.”

She hesitated, then nodded. “Okay.”

Tom’s smile widened, and he pulled her closer, his lips brushing her forehead. “Good.” His hand slid down her back, his fingers teasing the curve of her ass. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

5 - ART HISTORY AND FORBIDDEN PASSION
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Dharma lingered after class, her notebook clutched tightly to her chest as she approached Professor Quincy Carlsen’s desk. The lecture had been on Renaissance masters, and she was fascinated. His voice had carried a passion that made the subject come alive, and she couldn’t help but want to know more. He looked up from his papers, his sharp blue eyes locking onto hers with a warmth that made her stomach flutter.

“Professor Carlsen,” she began, her voice steady despite the nervousness bubbling inside her, “I had some questions about the lecture. About Caravaggio’s use of light.”

Quincy’s lips curved into a smile, and he leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers. “Ah, Caravaggio. A man who knew how to play with shadows. Sit, Dharma. Let’s talk.”

She sat, and they talked. His knowledge was intoxicating, and before she knew it, the classroom was empty, and the sun was setting. Quincy leaned forward, his voice dropping slightly. “You’re very sharp, Dharma. I’d love to continue this conversation over dinner. What do you say?”

Her heart skipped a beat. Dinner? With her professor? This was risky. But the way he looked at her—like she was the most intriguing person in the room—made it impossible to say no. She nodded. “I’d love to.”

—

They went to a small, intimate Italian restaurant downtown. The wine flowed, and so did the conversation. Quincy was charming, his laughter deep and inviting. He told her stories about his travels through Europe, about the art he’d seen in person, and the way he described it made her feel like she was there with him. Dharma found herself leaning in closer, her hand brushing against his on the table. The air between them was charged with something she couldn’t quite name.

“You’re different, Dharma,” Quincy said, his voice low. “Most students don’t see art the way you do. They don’t feel it.”

She felt her cheeks flush. “Thank you, Professor.”

“Quincy,” he corrected with a smile. “Call me Quincy.”

—

They left the restaurant, and he offered to walk her home, but instead, they ended up at his apartment. It was luxurious, filled with art and books, and Dharma felt a thrill of excitement as she stepped inside. Quincy poured them both a glass of whiskey, and they sat on the couch, the conversation shifting to something more personal.

“You’re very beautiful, Dharma,” he said, his eyes darkening as he looked at her.

She felt her breath catch, her heart pounding in her chest. “Thank you.”

He reached out, his fingers brushing against her cheek, and then he leaned in, his lips meeting hers in a kiss that was electric. Dharma hesitated for a moment, the thought of him being her professor flitting through her mind, but then she gave in, kissing him back with a hunger that surprised her.

Quincy’s hands were everywhere, pulling her closer, his kiss becoming more insistent. She could feel the heat of his body through his clothes, and she wanted more. He stood, pulling her to her feet, and led her to the bedroom. His hands were on her blouse, unbuttoning it slowly, his lips trailing down her neck as he exposed her skin.

“You’re perfect,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear.

Dharma shivered as he slid her blouse off her shoulders, his hands moving to her skirt. She stepped out of it, standing before him in just her bra and panties. Quincy’s eyes darkened with desire as he looked at her, and then he was on her, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss.

He laid her down on the bed, his hands exploring her body as he kissed her. His touch was expert, knowing exactly where to linger, how to make her gasp. He undid her bra, his lips moving to her breasts, his tongue teasing her nipples until she was arching against him.

“Quincy,” she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He kissed his way down her stomach, his hands sliding her panties down her legs. She was completely exposed now, and she could feel his eyes on her, taking her in. Then he was between her legs, his mouth on her, and she gasped, her back arching off the bed.

His tongue was relentless, licking and teasing her clit until she was trembling, her hands gripping the sheets. She could hear the sound of him stroking himself, and it only made the heat between her legs grow. She was close, so close, and then he slipped a finger inside her, curling it just right, and she came with a cry, her body shaking with pleasure.

Quincy didn’t stop. He kept licking her, his tongue lapping up her arousal until she was panting, her body still trembling from the aftershocks. Then he was on top of her, his cock pressing against her entrance. She could feel how big he was, and it made her shudder with anticipation.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

She nodded, her eyes locking with his as he pushed inside her. He was huge, filling her completely, and she moaned, her nails digging into his back. Quincy started to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate, and Dharma could feel every inch of him as he buried himself inside her.

“You’re so tight,” he groaned, his hips picking up speed.

Dharma wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper, and they moved together, their bodies in perfect sync. The pleasure was overwhelming, and she could feel herself getting close again. Quincy’s thrusts became more frantic, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars.

“I’m gonna cum,” she whispered, her voice shaking.

“Cum for me,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her.

She came with a cry, her body convulsing around him, and Quincy followed her, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his release. They lay there for a moment, their breathing heavy, before he rolled off her, pulling her into his arms.

“That was incredible,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to her forehead.

Dharma snuggled closer, her mind still reeling from what had just happened. “It was.”

Quincy hesitated for a moment before speaking. “Dharma, we need to keep this a secret. If anyone found out, it could ruin my career.”

She nodded, understanding the gravity of his words. “I won’t tell anyone.”

As they lay there, the reality of what they’d done sinking in, Dharma couldn’t wait to do it again.

6 - A RIDE HOME FROM HER BOSS
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The restaurant was dimly lit, the hum of chatter and clinking glasses fading into the background as Connie wiped down the last table of the night. Her shift had been long, but she didn’t mind. She’d been given the best tables—the ones with the big tips—and she had Mr. Robinson to thank for that. John, as he’d insisted she call him, had been watching her all evening. She could feel his gaze lingering on her every time she passed by the bar, those dark eyes of his tracing the curve of her waist, the sway of her hips in her tight black skirt. She’d noticed him noticing her before, of course. He wasn’t subtle. But tonight felt different. Tonight, there was a tension in the air, a simmering heat that made her pulse quicken every time their eyes met.

“Need a ride home?” His voice broke through her thoughts, deep and smooth, sending a shiver down her spine. She turned to see him leaning against the bar, a faint smirk playing on his lips. “It’s late, and I’d hate for you to take the bus this time of night.”

Connie hesitated, her fingers tightening around the cloth in her hand. She knew what this offer meant. They’d been dancing around this moment for weeks, ever since he’d started giving her the best shifts, ever since he’d started finding reasons to be near her, to touch her arm, to lean in close when he spoke. He was older, sure—old enough to be her father, some might say—but that only made him more alluring. There was something about the way he carried himself, the way he looked at her like he could see right through her, that made her stomach flutter.

“Okay,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “Thank you, John.”

His smirk deepened, and he grabbed his coat, gesturing for her to follow. They walked to his car in silence, the cool night air brushing against her skin. When he opened the passenger door for her, his hand lingered on the small of her back, the warmth of his touch sending a jolt of electricity through her. She slid into the seat, her heart pounding as he got in beside her and started the engine.

The drive to her apartment was quiet, but the air between them was thick with unspoken desire. Connie could feel her body growing warmer with every passing minute, her thighs pressing together as she tried to quell the ache building inside her. When they finally pulled up to her building, she turned to him, her lips parting as she searched for the right words.

“Do you want to come up?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly. “Just for a drink or… something?”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss that left her breathless. His hand cradled the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he deepened the kiss, his tongue exploring her mouth with a hunger that mirrored her own. Connie moaned softly, her hands gripping his shoulders as she kissed him back, her body melting into his.

When they finally broke apart, John’s eyes were dark with desire. “Lead the way,” he murmured, his voice rough.

They made their way to her apartment in a haze of need, their hands fumbling with keys and door handles until they finally stumbled inside. The moment the door closed behind them, John was on her again, his arms wrapping around her waist as he backed her against the wall. His lips trailed down her neck, his teeth grazing her skin as his hands slid under her shirt, his fingers brushing against the soft skin of her stomach.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered against her skin, his voice sending shivers down her spine. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

Connie let out a soft whimper as his hands moved higher, cupping her breasts through her bra. Her nipples hardened under his touch, and she arched into him, her body begging for more. “John,” she breathed, her hands fumbling with his belt. “Please…”

He let out a low groan as she unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants, her fingers brushing against the hard length of him. She dropped to her knees, her eyes locking with his as she pulled his cock free, her fingers wrapping around his thick shaft. He was bigger than she’d imagined, and she couldn’t help the small moan that escaped her lips as she leaned in, her tongue flicking out to taste the salty precum glistening at his tip.

“Fuck, Connie,” he groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth.

She swirled her tongue around his cock, her lips sliding down his length as she bobbed her head, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him. John’s hips bucked against her, his cock hitting the back of her throat, and she moaned around him, the vibrations making him growl with pleasure.

“You’re so fucking good,” he muttered, his fingers tightening in her hair as he fucked her mouth, his cock sliding in and out of her lips.

Connie could feel herself growing wetter with every thrust, her thighs squeezing together as she tried to relieve the throbbing between her legs.

“I want to see you, baby. Show me that sexy body of yours.”

She pulled back, her lips swollen and glistening as she looked up at him, her eyes dark with need. She stood up slowly, her fingers trembling as she unbuttoned her shirt and slid it off her shoulders. She unclipped her bra, letting it fall to the floor, her breasts spilling free. His eyes darkened as he reached out, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs flicking over her nipples, making her whimper.

“You’re perfect,” John murmured, his hands sliding down her body to unbutton her skirt and peel it off her hips.

She stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but her lace panties, her body trembling with anticipation. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside. He stepped back, his eyes raking over her naked form, taking in every curve, every inch of her.

“On the bed,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire.

Connie obeyed, her heart pounding as she climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs for him. Her pussy was glistening with arousal, and she reached down, her fingers brushing over her clit, teasing herself as she watched him strip out of his clothes. His body was lean and muscular, his cock standing proudly between his legs, thick and hard and ready for her.

“Fuck me, John,” she begged, her fingers slipping inside herself, her walls clenching around them. “Please, I need you.”

He growled, climbing onto the bed and positioning himself between her legs. He pushed her hand aside, his fingers replacing hers as he teased her entrance, sliding two fingers inside her and curling them against her G-spot, making her moan and arch her back.

“You’re so wet for me,” he murmured, his lips trailing up her inner thigh. “I’m going to make you feel so good, baby.”

He leaned down, his tongue flicking out to taste her, and Connie cried out, her hands tangling in his hair as he licked and sucked at her clit, his fingers pumping in and out of her. She was close, so close, her body trembling with pleasure as he brought her to the edge, teasing her until she was begging for release.

“Please, John,” she whimpered, her thighs shaking around his head. “I need you inside me.”

He pulled back, his lips glistening with her arousal as he positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a searing kiss as he pushed inside her, his thick length stretching her walls, filling her completely. Connie moaned into his mouth, her legs wrapping around his waist as he began to move, his cock sliding in and out of her with slow, deep thrusts.

“You feel so good,” he growled, his hips snapping against hers as he picked up the pace, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. “So fucking tight.”

Connie’s nails dug into his back as he fucked her, his cock pounding into her with a force that had her crying out with pleasure. She could feel her orgasm building, her walls clenching around him as he drove her closer and closer to the edge. He reached down, his fingers brushing over her clit, and that was all it took. She came undone, her body convulsing with pleasure as her orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching around his cock as he continued to thrust into her.

“That’s it, baby,” he groaned, his hips slamming into her. “I’m gonna cum.”

John’s movements became erratic as he got closer to the edge. With one final thrust, John spilled his seed inside of Connie. Finally, John pulled out, leaving a sticky mess between Connie’s thighs. They both fell to the bed, exhausted from their passion. They stayed like that for a moment, catching their breath.

“That was incredible,” John whispered.

As he wrapped his arms around Connie, it felt so right. Even though he was her boss, and he was much older, Connie knew she wanted John. She couldn’t give this up.

“Spend the night with me?” John asked, his voice hopeful.

“Okay,” Connie agreed, her heart racing with excitement. She couldn’t wait to see what would come next.

7 - AN OLDER FLAME
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Shelly hesitated, her finger hovering over the “send” button on her dating app. Carl’s message had been sitting there for hours, unread and unanswered.

He’s sixty-two, she thought, biting her lip. The age difference gnawed at her. But his profile picture—gray hair neatly combed, sharp jawline, and a smile that exuded confidence—was impossible to ignore. He’s handsome. That much was undeniable.

She typed a quick reply, her heart racing as she hit “send.” Here goes nothing, she thought.

—

A week later, Shelly found herself sitting across from Carl at a dimly lit Italian restaurant. The candlelight flickered, casting a warm glow on his face. He was even more striking in person—his eyes a deep, inviting brown, his voice smooth and steady. She sipped her wine, trying to calm the flutter in her stomach. He’s so… mature, she realized, and not in the way she’d expected. There was a calm confidence about him, an ease that made her feel both safe and excited.

“You’re even more beautiful in person,” Carl said, his gaze lingering on her.

Shelly felt her cheeks flush. She wasn’t used to such direct compliments, but there was something about the way he said it—like it was a simple fact, not an attempt to flatter her.

They talked for hours. Shelly was surprised by how much they had in common—their love of classic films, their shared sense of humor, even their mutual disdain for pineapple on pizza. When Carl reached across the table to take her hand, she didn’t pull away. His touch was electric, sending a shiver up her spine.

The check came, and Shelly reached for her purse, but Carl stopped her. “Let me,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

She smiled, nodding. As they walked out of the restaurant, Carl paused, turning to face her. His hand cupped her cheek, and before she could process what was happening, his lips were on hers.

The kiss was slow, deliberate. Shelly’s breath hitched, her hands instinctively finding their way to his chest. His kiss was unlike anything she’d experienced before—gentle yet commanding, as if he knew exactly what she needed. When he pulled away, she was left breathless, her heart pounding in her chest.

“Come back to my place,” Carl murmured, his voice low and inviting. Shelly hesitated for only a moment before nodding. Why not? she thought. He’s different. I like him.

—

Carl’s house was sleek and modern, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of the city. He poured them each a glass of whiskey, his fingers brushing against hers as he handed her the glass. The air between them was thick with anticipation, and Shelly could feel her pulse quickening.

They sat on the couch, their conversation growing quieter, more intimate. Carl’s hand rested on her thigh, his touch sending waves of heat through her body. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt this… desired.

When Carl leaned in to kiss her again, Shelly didn’t resist. His hands roamed her body, exploring every curve, every inch of her. She melted into him, her own hands tangling in his hair as the kiss deepened. God, he’s good at this, she thought, her mind swimming with pleasure.

Carl stood, taking her hand and pulling her to her feet. He led her down the hallway, their clothes falling to the floor as they went. By the time they reached the bedroom, they were both completely bare, their bodies pressed together in a tangle of heat and desire.

Carl gently laid Shelly down on the bed, his eyes never leaving hers. He kissed his way down her body, his lips trailing over her neck, her breasts, her stomach. When he reached her thighs, she let out a soft gasp, her hands gripping the sheets.

He spread her legs, his breath warm against her sensitive skin. Shelly’s back arched as his tongue found her clit, teasing it with slow, deliberate strokes. Oh, God… Her fingers tangled in his hair, her hips bucking against his mouth as pleasure coursed through her. He was relentless, his tongue flicking and circling, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

“Carl…” she moaned, her voice barely above a whisper.

He didn’t stop, his hands gripping her thighs, holding her in place as he devoured her. Shelly felt herself unraveling, her body trembling as the tension built and built until it finally snapped, sending her into a mind-blowing orgasm.

When she came back to herself, Carl was hovering above her, his cock hard and ready. Shelly reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his length. He groaned, his eyes dark with desire.

“I need you,” he whispered, his voice rough with need.

Shelly nodded, her legs parting to welcome him. Carl positioned himself between her thighs, his tip brushing against her entrance. He pushed in slowly, inch by inch, giving her time to adjust. Shelly gasped, her nails digging into his back as he filled her completely.

Once he was fully inside, Carl began to move, his hips thrusting in a steady, rhythmic motion. Shelly’s breath came in short, ragged gasps, her body responding to every movement. He’s so… intense, she thought, her mind foggy with pleasure.

Carl’s pace quickened, his thrusts growing harder, deeper. Shelly’s moans filled the room, her hips meeting his with every stroke. He was relentless, driving her closer and closer to another orgasm. Shelly’s hands clutched at his shoulders, her nails leaving faint marks on his skin.

“You feel so good,” Carl growled, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

Shelly whimpered in response, her body trembling as pleasure coiled tight in her belly.

When she came, it was with a cry, her body convulsing around him. Carl groaned, his thrusts faltering as he followed her over the edge. He spilled inside her, his body shuddering with the force of his release.

They collapsed together, their bodies slick with sweat. Shelly’s heart was still racing, her mind struggling to process what had just happened. I’ve never felt like that before…

Carl pulled her close, his arms wrapping around her. Shelly rested her head on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart. She felt… content. Safe.

“Stay the night,” Carl murmured, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on her back. Shelly nodded, a soft smile playing on her lips. I can’t believe I’m saying this, but… I think I’m falling for him.

As they drifted off to sleep, Shelly couldn’t help but wonder what the future held. Age really is just a number, she thought.

8 - PIANO LESSON LUST
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The moment Elsie stepped into Jim’s house, the air felt different. Thicker. It was as if the world had slowed down, every breath deliberate, every movement charged with something she couldn’t quite name. The familiar scent of aged wood and polished ivory greeted her. Jim’s grand piano stood in the center of the room like a monument to his talent—and to everything she secretly craved.

Jim was an accomplished pianist, and Elsie was a student of music at a local university. Her father-in-law had been giving her piano lessons ever since she’d married his son. But now, their meetings were starting to feel like more than just sheet music and notes.

“Right on time,” Jim said, his voice smooth and warm as he gestured to the bench. “Let’s see how much progress you’ve made.”

Elsie’s heart raced as she sat down. She wasn’t sure if it was the anticipation of the lesson or the way his gaze lingered on her a second too long. She placed her fingers on the keys, but before she could begin, his hands were on hers, adjusting her posture.

“Your wrists are too tense,” he murmured, his breath brushing her ear. “Relax. Let the music flow through you.”

Her skin prickled where he touched her. God, his hands were so much larger than hers, so firm yet gentle. She could feel the heat radiating off him, and it was all she could do not to shiver. She tried to focus on the keys, but his presence was overwhelming. His cologne—musky and woodsy—filled her senses, making her head swim.

“Jim…” she started, her voice trembling. “I… I can’t seem to focus.”

He chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent a jolt straight to her core. “Maybe you’re thinking too hard. Music isn’t about perfection. It’s about feeling.”

She swallowed hard, her cheeks burning. Feeling. That’s exactly what she was doing—feeling things she shouldn’t. Things that made her pulse quicken and her stomach twist with guilt. But she couldn’t help it. Not when he was this close, not when his fingers brushed her skin like he was playing her instead of the piano.

“You’re a beautiful musician, Elsie,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper. “And not just because of your talent.”

Her breath hitched. “Jim, I’m married. To your son.”

“I know,” he said, his tone unapologetic. “But that doesn’t change what I feel for you.”

She turned to face him, her eyes wide. His gaze was intense, unwavering. There was no mistaking the desire in his eyes, and it mirrored the ache building inside her. Her lips parted, but no words came out. Instead, she leaned in, closing the distance between them.

The kiss was electric. His lips were firm and insistent, claiming hers with a hunger that left her dizzy. She moaned softly, her hands clutching at his shirt as his tongue slid against hers. It was wrong—so wrong—but it felt so damn right. She could feel the heat pooling between her legs, her body betraying her with every second that passed.

“Elsie,” he growled, pulling away just enough to look at her. “Are you sure about this?”

She nodded, her chest heaving. “Yes. Please.”

He stood, taking her hand and leading her down the hallway to his bedroom. The door clicked shut behind them, and suddenly the world outside ceased to exist. It was just the two of them, and the unspoken tension that had been building for weeks.

He reached for the hem of her shirt, lifting it over her head and tossing it aside. Her bra followed, and then his hands were on her breasts, his thumbs brushing her nipples until they hardened under his touch. She gasped, her head falling back as he leaned in to take one into his mouth.

“Oh, God,” she whimpered, her fingers tangling in his hair.

His tongue flicked over her sensitive flesh, sending waves of pleasure through her. She could feel her panties growing damp, her body throbbing with need.

He unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her hips along with her panties. She stepped out of them, standing before him in nothing but her skin. His eyes raked over her, dark and hungry, and she felt a thrill of power knowing she had this effect on him.

“You’re exquisite,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

He stripped off his own clothes, revealing a body that was every bit as impressive as she’d imagined. His chest was broad, his muscles defined, and between his legs… Oh, God. He was huge. Thick and hard, jutting out proudly.

He stepped closer, his hands roaming her body as he kissed her again. She could feel his erection pressing against her stomach, and it only made her want him more. Without thinking, she dropped to her knees, taking him into her mouth.

He groaned, his hands gripping her shoulders as she worked him with her lips and tongue. She could taste him, salty and musky, and it only spurred her on. She sucked him deep, her cheeks hollowing as she took as much of him as she could. His hips rolled forward, fucking her mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts.

“Elsie,” he rasped, pulling her to her feet. “Not like this. I want to feel you.”

He guided her to the bed, laying her down and spreading her legs. His eyes locked on hers as he knelt between her thighs. His breath was hot against her skin as he leaned in, his tongue flicking her clit.

She cried out, her back arching off the bed. He licked and sucked at her sensitive flesh, his fingers teasing her entrance before slipping inside. She was soaked, her walls clenching around his fingers as he worked her toward the edge.

“Jim, I’m so close,” she panted, her hips bucking against his mouth.

He didn’t slow, his tongue and fingers relentless as he drove her higher and higher. She came with a strangled cry, her body trembling as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

But he wasn’t done. He kissed his way up her body, his cock pressing against her entrance. “Are you ready for me?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

“Yes,” she breathed, wrapping her legs around his hips.

He slid inside her slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. She gasped at the stretch, her walls adjusting to his size as he began to move.

His thrusts were deep and steady, each one hitting a spot that made her toes curl. She clung to him, her nails digging into his back as he fucked her harder, faster. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound drowned out by their moans and the slap of skin on skin.

“Elsie,” he groaned, his forehead pressed to hers. “You feel so good.”

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking as another orgasm built inside her.

He didn’t. His hips pistoned against hers, his cock driving her wild. She came with a scream, her body convulsing around him as he followed her over the edge, spilling himself deep inside her.

They lay there, panting and tangled in each other, as the reality of what they’d done began to sink in. But Elsie didn’t care. She’d never felt anything like this before, and she knew she’d do it again in a heartbeat.

“We can’t tell anyone,” she whispered, her heart pounding.

“I know,” Jim replied, his voice equally hushed. “This stays between us.”

But as she looked into his eyes, she knew this wasn’t the end. It was only the beginning.

9 - AN OLDER GENTLEMAN AT THE STRIP CLUB

MF / Age Gap / Stripper / Lap Dance / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The dim, sultry light of the club cast a hazy glow over the stage as Maura moved, her body swaying to the rhythmic pulse of the bass. Her hips rolled in slow, deliberate circles, her hands trailing down her toned thighs as she caught the gaze of the older man sitting at the edge of the stage. His eyes were locked on her, dark and intent, and there was something in the way he looked at her that made her stomach tighten. He wasn’t like the usual crowd—younger guys who hooted and hollered, drunk on cheap beer and bravado. No, this man was different. Calm. Confident. And the way he watched her… it sent a shiver down her spine.

She leaned down, her breasts nearly spilling out of her red satin bra, and ran a finger along the edge of the stage as she locked eyes with him. “Wanna dance?” she purred, her voice smoky and low.

He didn’t hesitate. “Absolutely,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. He stood, his tailored suit fitting him perfectly, and followed her to one of the private rooms.

She glanced back at him once, catching the hint of a smile on his lips, and felt a strange flutter in her chest. Who was this guy?

The room was small, intimate, with a plush leather chair in the center. Maura gestured for him to sit, and he did, crossing one leg over the other with an ease that spoke of years of practiced elegance. She could smell his cologne—something expensive and woody—and it made her head spin just a little.

She stepped closer, her heels clicking softly on the floor, and placed her hands on his shoulders. “My name’s Maura,” she said, her voice a whisper.

“Paul,” he replied, his hands resting lightly on the arms of the chair. His eyes never left hers.

She started to move, her hips grinding in slow, deliberate circles as she pressed herself against him. Her hands trailed down his chest, feeling the firmness beneath his shirt, and she could feel the heat of his body through the fabric. When she leaned back slightly, her ass pressed against his crotch, and she felt it—the unmistakable hardness of his erection. Her breath hitched, and she glanced back at him, her lips parting in surprise. Paul just grinned, a slow, knowing smile that made her stomach flip.

Maura turned around, straddling his lap this time, her thighs framing his. She leaned in close, her lips brushing against his ear. “You like what you see?” she murmured, her voice dripping with tease.

Paul’s hands found her waist, large and warm, and he pulled her even closer until there was no space between them. “I like more than what I see,” he said, his voice low and rough. “You’re stunning.”

Her heart skipped a beat at his words, and she couldn’t help the way her body responded, a heat pooling between her legs. She rolled her hips against him again, feeling him grow even harder beneath her, and let out a soft moan. “What time do you get off work?” he asked, his fingers trailing up her back.

“Midnight,” she replied, her voice breathy.

“Let me take you home,” he said, his hands moving down to cup her ass. “I’ll show you a good time.”

Maura hesitated for only a moment before nodding, her body already betraying her thoughts. “Okay,” she whispered.

—

When the club finally closed, Maura walked out into the cool night air, her heart pounding with anticipation. Paul’s sleek black car pulled up to the curb, and she slid into the passenger seat, the leather soft against her skin.

He turned to her, his eyes dark with desire, and reached over to brush a strand of hair from her face. “You have no idea how much I’ve been looking forward to this,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

She didn’t reply, just leaned back in her seat as he drove, her body tingling with excitement. When they arrived at his house, she could hardly believe her eyes. It was massive, luxurious, with a sprawling driveway and a fountain in the front. Paul took her hand, leading her inside, and the moment the door closed behind them, he pulled her into his arms.

His kiss was hungry, his lips claiming hers with a ferocity that made her knees weak. She moaned into his mouth, her hands tangling in his hair as he backed her up against the wall.

When he finally pulled away, his breathing was ragged, and he looked at her with an intensity that made her shiver. “Dance for me,” he said, his voice husky.

Maura nodded, her heart racing as she stepped back. She started to move, her body swaying to an invisible rhythm as she slowly peeled off her clothes. First the dress, then the bra, until she was standing in nothing but her lace panties. Paul’s eyes darkened as he watched her, his gaze raking over her body with a hunger that made her stomach tighten. She turned around, her ass shaking as she looked back at him over her shoulder, and heard him let out a low groan.

“Take them off,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She obeyed, sliding her panties down her legs and stepping out of them, completely naked now. Paul reached for her, pulling her into his arms again, and his lips found her neck, trailing hot, wet kisses down to her collarbone. His hands roamed over her body, cupping her breasts, squeezing her ass, and she let out a soft whimper as he pinched her nipple between his fingers.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured against her skin, his hands moving down to her hips.

He lifted her effortlessly, carrying her to the bed and laying her down on the soft sheets. He kneeled between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs wide, and she felt a rush of heat as he leaned in, his tongue flicking against her clit.

Maura gasped, her back arching as he began to eat her out with a fervor that left her breathless. His tongue circled her clit, licking and sucking until she was writhing beneath him, her hands clutching at the sheets. “Oh my god,” she moaned, her voice trembling. “Yes, just like that.”

Paul didn’t stop, his tongue driving her closer and closer to the edge, until she couldn’t take it anymore. Her body tensed, her legs shaking as she came, her cries echoing through the room. He didn’t let up, licking her through her orgasm until she was spent, her body limp against the bed.

When he finally pulled away, she could see the hunger in his eyes, and her own desire flared anew. He stood, unzipping his pants and pulling out his cock, and Maura’s eyes widened at the sight of it. He was big, thick, and her mouth watered at the thought of feeling him inside her.

Paul climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs, and she spread them wide, inviting him in. He leaned down, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss as he lined himself up with her entrance. She moaned into his mouth as he pushed inside her, her body stretching to accommodate him, and the feeling was electric.

He started to move, his hips thrusting into her with a rhythm that left her dizzy with pleasure. Each stroke was deep, deliberate, and she could feel every inch of him as he filled her completely. Her hands clung to his back, her nails digging into his skin as he fucked her harder, faster, until she was crying out with each thrust.

“Yes, oh god, yes,” she moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist as she pulled him even deeper.

Paul’s breathing was ragged, his body slamming into hers with a force that made the bed shake, and she could feel her climax building again, closer and closer with every stroke. When he finally came, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum, Maura let out a cry of her own, her body convulsing with pleasure as she came with him. They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies pressed together, until Paul finally pulled out and collapsed beside her.

She turned to him, her body still trembling from the intensity of it all, and reached out to trace a finger along his chest. “That was… incredible,” she said, her voice soft.

Paul smiled, his hand reaching up to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. “You’re incredible,” he replied, his voice thick with satisfaction.

Maura’s heart fluttered at his words, and she knew, deep down, that this wasn’t going to be a one-time thing.

10 - AN UNEXPECTED CATCH

MF / Age Gap / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Nipple Play / PIV Sex

The sun was beginning to dip below the horizon, casting a warm orange glow over the calm lake. Angie sat on the edge of the dock, her feet dangling just above the water’s surface. Her grandfather’s old friend, Joe, stood beside her, his weathered hands guiding hers as she tried to cast the fishing line. She had never been fishing before, and the activity felt oddly intimate. His hands were rough but gentle, his voice low and patient as he instructed her.

“Just like this,” Joe murmured, his breath warm against her ear.

His chest brushed against her back as he moved her arm in a smooth arc. The line flew out across the water, and Angie felt a strange flutter in her chest—one she quickly pushed aside. He’s too old for you, she reminded herself. Old enough to be your grandfather.

But as the day went on, Angie found it harder and harder to ignore the way Joe looked at her, the way his gaze lingered just a little too long. He was handsome for his age, his silver hair catching the sunlight, his broad shoulders still strong despite the years. When her grandfather announced it was time to head home, Angie felt a pang of disappointment she couldn’t quite explain.

That night, as she lay in bed, her mind kept drifting back to Joe. She couldn’t shake the memory of his hands on hers, the way his voice had made her stomach twist in a way it hadn’t in years. Without thinking, she grabbed her phone and dialed her grandfather’s number.

“Hey, Grandpa,” she said casually when he answered. “I was just thinking about today. I have a few more questions about fishing. Do you think Joe would mind if I called him?”

Her grandfather chuckled. “Joe? Nah, he’d be happy to help. I’ll text you his number.”

Angie’s heart raced as she hung up. When her grandfather’s text came through, she hesitated for only a moment before dialing. Joe answered on the second ring.

“Angie?” he said, sounding surprised. “Everything alright?”

“Yeah, everything’s fine,” she replied, her voice softer than she intended. “I just… couldn’t stop thinking about today. I was wondering if you’d come over tomorrow? Maybe you could teach me a little more about fishing?”

There was a long pause on the other end of the line. “Well, I’m not busy,” Joe said cautiously. “I guess I can stop by.”

“Sounds great,” Angie agreed, her heart racing. She gave him her address before he could change his mind.

When Joe arrived at her apartment, Angie felt her breath catch. He looked even better than she remembered, his blue button-up shirt rolled up at the sleeves, his jeans fitting him just right. She invited him in, her heart pounding as she led him to the living room.

“So,” Joe said, his hands in his pockets as he looked around her apartment. “What did you want to know about fishing?”

Angie stepped closer to him, her eyes locking with his. “I don’t really care about fishing,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I just wanted to see you again.”

Joe’s eyes widened, and he took a step back. “Angie, I’m too old for you,” he said, his voice firm but tinged with something else—something that sounded like longing.

“Age is just a number,” Angie said, closing the distance between them.

Before he could protest, she leaned in and pressed her lips to his. For a moment, he froze, but then he kissed her back, his hands hesitating before settling on her waist.

The kiss deepened, their tongues tangling as Angie’s fingers fumbled with the buttons of his shirt. When she finally got it open, she ran her hands over his chest, feeling the firm muscle beneath his skin. Her fingers moved lower, unzipping his jeans, and his breath hitched as she reached inside.

“Damn,” Angie muttered as she felt the size of him.

He was thick and hard, already straining against his boxers. She dropped to her knees, tugging his jeans and boxers down in one smooth motion. His cock sprang free, and Angie couldn’t help but admire it—it was bigger than she’d expected, and her mouth watered as she leaned in to take him into her mouth.

Joe groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she licked and sucked, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock before taking him deeper. She loved the way he tasted, the way he responded to her every touch. His hips bucked slightly, and she could tell he was trying to hold back, but she didn’t want him to. She wanted him to let go.

When she finally pulled away, Joe’s chest was heaving, his eyes dark with desire. Angie stood, her fingers moving to the hem of her shirt. She pulled it over her head, revealing her tight, lace bra. She unbuttoned her jeans, letting them fall to the floor, and stepped out of them, standing before him in nothing but her bra and panties.

“You’re beautiful,” Joe breathed, his hands reaching for her.

He unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor, and cupped her breasts in his hands, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. Angie moaned, her hands moving to his shoulders as he leaned down to take one of her nipples into his mouth.

She gasped as he sucked and teased, her hands tangling in his hair. He moved to her other breast, giving it the same attention, and Angie could feel the wetness pooling between her legs. She needed him—now.

She led him to her bedroom, pushing him down onto the bed. She climbed on top of him, positioning herself over his cock. She reached down, guiding him to her entrance, and slowly lowered herself onto him, her breath catching as he filled her.

Joe groaned, his hands gripping her hips as she began to move, rocking back and forth. The sensation was incredible—every thrust sent waves of pleasure through her body. She leaned forward, her hands on his chest, as she increased her pace, riding him harder and faster.

“Joe,” she moaned, her voice trembling as the pleasure built inside her.

He reached up, his hands cupping her breasts as she rode him, his hips meeting hers with every thrust. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her body tightening around him.

When she finally came, it was with a cry of his name, her body shuddering as the orgasm ripped through her. Joe wasn’t far behind, his hips stilling as he spilled himself inside her, his own groan echoing through the room.

They collapsed onto the bed together, their bodies still connected as they caught their breath. Angie turned to look at Joe, a small smile playing on her lips. “Don’t tell my grandpa,” she said, her voice teasing.

As she lay there, her body still tingling from the intensity of their encounter, Angie couldn’t help but think that maybe, just maybe, Joe was exactly what she needed. Even if he was older, she felt a connection with him that she hadn’t felt with anyone else.

11 - THE PUBLISHER’S PLEASURE

MF / Age Gap / Boss Employee / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Daria’s heart raced as she stepped into Hugo Roberts’ office. The room was warm, filled with the scent of leather and expensive cologne. He was standing by the window, his back to her, and for a moment, she was struck by how commanding he looked. Tall, broad-shouldered, his tailored suit hugged his frame in a way that made her stomach flutter. When he turned, his gray eyes locked onto hers, and she felt a shiver run down her spine.

“Daria,” he said, his voice smooth and low, like velvet. “I’ve been looking forward to this.”

She smiled nervously, clutching her manuscript to her chest. “Thank you for meeting with me, Mr. Roberts.”

“Hugo, please,” he corrected, gesturing for her to sit in the plush chair across from his desk. As she sat, he leaned against the edge of the desk, his body angled toward her. His gaze was intense, and she could feel the heat of it on her skin. “I’ve read your work. It’s… captivating.”

Her cheeks flushed. “That means a lot, coming from someone like you.”

He chuckled softly, the sound deep and rich. “Flattery will get you everywhere, my dear.” His eyes lingered on her for a moment too long, and she felt a pang of something electric in the air between them. He stood then, moving behind his desk, and gestured to the manuscript she held. “May I?”

She handed it over, her fingers brushing against his, and she couldn’t help but notice the way his hand lingered for a brief second.

He flipped through the pages, his expression thoughtful, before setting it down. “I think we can make something incredible out of this. But…” He paused, his eyes narrowing slightly. “There’s something else I’d like to discuss.”

Daria tilted her head, curiosity piqued. “What is it?”

He rounded the desk again, this time closer, and her breath hitched. His nearness was overwhelming, and she could feel the warmth radiating off his body. “You,” he said simply. “There’s a fire in you, Daria. A passion that leaps off the page. I find it… irresistible.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “I… I don’t know what to say.”

“Say yes,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a whisper. He reached out, his fingers brushing a strand of hair from her face, and she felt her body tremble under his touch. “Say you feel it too.”

She did. God, she did. The way he looked at her, the way his voice wrapped around her like a caress—it was intoxicating. She nodded, barely a breath, and that was all the invitation he needed. His lips were on hers in an instant, firm and insistent, and she melted into the kiss, her hands finding their way to his chest. His tongue slipped into her mouth, and she moaned softly, the taste of him sending a jolt of desire straight to her core.

When he pulled back, she was breathless, her chest rising and falling rapidly. He smirked, his eyes dark with need. “Lock the door.”

She hesitated for only a moment before obeying, her fingers fumbling with the lock as her heart pounded in her ears. When she turned back, he was already at his desk, clearing a space with a single sweep of his arm. He caught her wrist, pulling her to him, and she stumbled, her body pressing against his. His hands were everywhere—in her hair, on her waist, sliding down the curve of her ass—and she couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t do anything but feel.

He lifted her onto the desk, her legs parting instinctively as he stepped between them. His fingers made quick work of the buttons on her blouse, and she gasped as his lips found the sensitive skin of her neck.

“Hugo,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He didn’t respond, too preoccupied with the task of undressing her. Her blouse fell away, followed by her bra, and then his mouth was on her breasts, his tongue circling her nipples until they were hard and aching. She arched into him, her hands tangling in his hair as he worked her body with a skill that left her mind reeling.

When he slid her skirt down her hips, tossing it aside, she was left in nothing but her panties, and she could feel the heat of his gaze as he took her in. He kissed his way down her stomach, his hands gripping her thighs, and she knew what was coming next, anticipation coiling tight in her belly.

He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties, pulling them down slowly, and she lifted her hips to help him. When he saw her fully exposed, he groaned, the sound guttural and raw. “Perfect,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin.

And then his mouth was on her, and she cried out, her hands flying to the edge of the desk as he licked and sucked at her, his tongue driving her to the brink of madness. He found her clit, circling it with practiced ease, and she bucked against him, her moans filling the room. He pressed two fingers inside her, curling them just right, and she shattered, her orgasm crashing over her in waves.

But he wasn’t done. He stood, his eyes locked on hers as he unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. Her breath caught at the sight of him—his cock was thick, his length impressive, and she could feel herself growing wetter at the thought of him inside her. He stepped closer, the tip of his cock brushing against her slick folds, and she whimpered, her body begging for him.

“Tell me you want it,” he growled, his voice rough with need.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Please, Hugo, fuck me.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He thrust into her in one smooth motion, and she cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders as he filled her completely. He set a relentless pace, his hips slamming into hers, and she could feel every inch of him as he drove her closer and closer to the edge. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, and he reached up, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her scream.

She came again, her body clamping down around him as pleasure ripped through her. He groaned, his pace faltering as he spilled himself inside her, his hot release flooding her core. He stayed there for a moment, his forehead pressed against hers, both of them breathing hard.

When he finally pulled out, she felt a pang of emptiness, but he kissed her softly, his hands gentle as he helped her off the desk. “You’re going to be a famous writer, Daria,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “And this… this is just the beginning.”

She dressed quickly, her body still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. As she left his office, her mind was a whirlwind of emotions, but one thought was clear: she couldn’t wait to see him again.

`12 - THE PROFESSOR’S PUNISHMENT

MF / BDSM / College / Spanking / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Betty’s heart pounded as she clicked her pen nervously against the edge of her desk. The history exam loomed in front of her like a trap, and she hadn’t studied nearly enough. She glanced around the classroom, her eyes darting to the clock, then to the paper, then to the professor, Mr. Ramone, who stood at the front of the room with his arms crossed, his sharp gaze scanning the students like a hawk. She swallowed hard. This was a bad idea, she thought. But it was too late to back out now.

Under the cover of her desk, she hiked up her short skirt just enough to glance at the words scribbled on her inner thigh. Napoleon’s downfall. Treaty of Versailles. Industrial Revolution. She’d written them in tiny, precise letters that morning, her hand trembling as she pressed the pen to her skin. Now, in the heat of the moment, the words seemed to blur together. She squinted, trying to make sense of them, but her heart was racing too fast to focus.

She flipped her skirt back down, her cheeks burning as if the entire class could see what she’d done. She scribbled down what she remembered, hoping it was enough to scrape by. When the timer went off, she handed in her exam with a shaky smile, convinced she’d pulled it off. Foolproof, she told herself. No one could’ve seen.

But as she was packing up her things, Mr. Ramone’s voice cut through the chatter of the room. “Miss Robinson, a word in my office, please.”

Her stomach dropped. She froze, her fingers tightening around the strap of her bag. “Of course, Professor,” she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

The walk to his office felt like an eternity. Her heels clicked against the tile floor, each step amplifying the dread building in her chest. When she stepped inside, he closed the door behind her with a soft click that made her jump.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the chair in front of his desk. His tone was calm, but there was a sharpness to it that sent a shiver down her spine.

She obeyed, sinking into the chair, her hands clasped tightly in her lap.

“Do you know why you’re here, Miss Robinson?” he asked, leaning back in his chair, his fingers steepled in front of him. His dark eyes bore into her, unyielding.

She shook her head, her throat too dry to speak.

He leaned forward, his voice low and measured. “Let’s not play games. Lift your skirt.”

Her breath hitched. “W-what?”

“You heard me." His voice was firm, leaving no room for argument. “Lift. Your. Skirt.”

Her hands trembled as she reached for the hem of her skirt, lifting it just enough to reveal the words scrawled on her thigh. She felt exposed, vulnerable, as if he’d stripped her bare with just a glance. His eyes darkened as he took in the evidence of her cheating, and she could feel the weight of his disapproval like a physical force.

“I thought so,” he said, his voice soft but laced with disapproval. “You’re a naughty girl, aren’t you, Miss Robinson?”

She couldn’t meet his gaze, her face burning with shame. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Quiet,” he interrupted, his voice sharp. “Stand up. Bend over the desk.”

Her heart raced as she stood on unsteady legs, her mind racing with a mix of fear and something she couldn’t quite name. She bent over the desk, her hands gripping the edge as he lifted her skirt, exposing her white lace panties.

The first smack of his hand against her ass made her gasp, the sting sharp and unexpected. She clenched her teeth, her cheeks flushing as he continued, each spank sending a jolt of pain—and something else—through her body. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, her body betraying her as heat pooled between her legs.

“Do you understand what you’ve done?” he asked, his voice steady, his hand pausing mid-air.

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “I’m sorry, I’ll never cheat again.”

He chuckled, a low, dangerous sound that sent shivers down her spine. “Good girl. But I’m not sure I believe you.”

She turned her head to look at him, her eyes wide. “I promise, Professor. I’ll be good.”

He hesitated for a moment, his gaze lingering on her before he sighed and unzipped his pants. Her breath caught as he pulled himself free, his cock already hard. “Prove it,” he said, his voice rough.

She dropped to her knees without hesitation, her hands trembling as she took him in her mouth. She gagged at first, the size of him overwhelming, but she forced herself to relax, her tongue swirling around him as she worked to take him deeper. His hand gripped the back of her head, guiding her rhythm, and she moaned around him, the vibrations making him groan.

“That’s it, good girl,” he murmured, his fingers tightening in her hair.

She gagged again, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t stop. She sucked him like her life depended on it, her own need growing with every moan that escaped his lips.

When he came, she swallowed every drop, her body trembling with a mix of relief and arousal. He pulled her to her feet, his hands gripping her hips as he turned her around and bent her over the desk again. She gasped as he slid into her, his cock filling her completely, and he set a brutal pace, fucking her hard enough to make the desk creak.

She moaned, her nails digging into the wood as he pounded into her, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. When he came inside her, she cried out, her own orgasm crashing over her with an intensity that left her breathless.

He pulled out with a groan, his hands still gripping her hips as he leaned down to whisper in her ear. “You’ll pass this test, Miss Robinson. But if I ever catch you cheating again, the punishment will be much worse. Do you understand?”

She nodded, her body still trembling as he helped her stand. “Yes, Professor.”

He zipped up his pants, his expression unreadable as he turned back to his desk. “You may go.”

She left his office on shaky legs, her mind spinning. As she walked down the hall, a small smile played on her lips. What can I do to make him punish me again?

13 - LATE NIGHT LOVE AT THE DINER

MF / Age Gap / Romantic / Kissing / Handjob / PIV Sex / Blowjob

The diner was quiet, the hum of the fluorescent lights the only sound breaking the stillness of the night. Jenny wiped down the counter for what felt like the hundredth time, her mind drifting as she thought about the monotonous routine of her late shifts. That’s when the bell above the door jingled, snapping her back to attention.

Tim walked in, his tall frame silhouetted against the dim street lights outside. He was older, his hair streaked with gray, but there was something about him that made Jenny’s heart skip a beat. Confidence, she thought. Or maybe it was the way his eyes lingered on her just a second too long, like he was seeing more than just a waitress.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “I’ll take a black coffee and a slice of pie.”

Jenny nodded, trying to keep her composure as she poured his coffee. Why does he make me so nervous? she wondered, her hands trembling slightly as she placed the cup and plate in front of him.

—

That night turned into many more. Tim became a regular, always sitting at the same spot at the counter, always ordering the same thing. He’d stay late, talking to Jenny about everything and nothing at all. She found herself looking forward to his visits, to the way his eyes crinkled when he smiled, to the way he made her feel like she was the only person in the room.

One night, after the usual small talk, Tim leaned in closer. “You ever get tired of this place, Jenny? Ever think about getting out, seeing the world?”

She laughed, but there was a nervous edge to it. “I don’t know. I guess I haven’t really thought about it.”

“Well,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper, “how about I take you out sometime? Show you there’s more to life than late nights and greasy spoons.”

Jenny’s heart raced. This is crazy, she thought. He’s so much older. But she couldn’t deny the pull she felt towards him. “Okay,” she said finally, her voice barely audible. “I’d like that.”

—

The date was everything Jenny had hoped for and more. Tim took her to a fancy restaurant, the kind of place she’d only seen in movies. He was charming, making her laugh with stories of his travels and his past adventures. After dinner, they went for a walk on the beach, the sound of the waves crashing against the shore filling the silence between them.

Jenny couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so alive, so wanted. He sees me, she thought, her heart swelling with a mix of excitement and fear. He really sees me.

When Tim dropped her off at her apartment, the air between them was electric. Jenny hesitated at the door, her hand on the knob. “Do you… want to come in?” she asked, her voice trembling.

Tim didn’t answer with words. Instead, he stepped closer, his hands cupping her face as he kissed her deeply. It was a kiss that spoke of pent-up desire, of months of stolen glances and unspoken words. Jenny’s body melted into his, her arms wrapping around his neck as she kissed him back with equal fervor.

Inside, they barely made it to the bedroom. Clothes were shed in a frenzy, hands exploring every inch of each other’s bodies. Tim pushed Jenny gently onto the bed, his lips trailing down her neck, her chest, her stomach. She moaned softly, her fingers tangling in his hair as he kissed her thighs, his tongue teasing her until she was trembling with need.

“Tim,” she gasped, her voice a desperate plea.

He didn’t make her wait. He climbed up her body, his cock hard and throbbing as he positioned himself between her legs. Jenny reached down, her fingers wrapping around him, stroking him slowly. He groaned, his head falling back as he let her take control.

But Jenny wanted more. She pushed him onto his back, straddling him as she guided him inside her. She moaned as he filled her, her hips rocking against his as she took him deeper and deeper. Tim’s hands gripped her hips, his eyes locked on hers as she rode him, her body moving with a rhythm that was primal, instinctual.

When she could take no more, Jenny slid off him, her lips wrapping around his cock as she tasted herself on him. Tim’s moans filled the room, his fingers tightening in her hair as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deep into her throat.

“Jenny,” he groaned, his voice thick with need. “I can’t… I need you.”

She didn’t need to be told twice. She got on her hands and knees, her ass in the air as Tim positioned himself behind her. He entered her again, his thrusts hard and fast as he pounded into her. Jenny’s moans grew louder, her body shaking with pleasure as he hit that spot inside her that made her see stars.

Tim’s hands gripped her hips tightly, his thrusts becoming more erratic as he approached the edge. “Jenny,” he gasped, “I’m gonna… I’m gonna cum.”

That was all it took. Jenny’s body convulsed as she came, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. Tim followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he emptied himself deep within her.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies entwined, their breathing ragged. Jenny lay there, her head on Tim’s chest, her mind racing with thoughts of what had just happened. This is crazy, she thought again. But as she felt Tim’s arms tighten around her, she realized she didn’t care. Crazy or not, she didn’t want it to end.

“Stay,” she whispered, her voice soft but firm.

Tim kissed the top of her head. “I’m not going anywhere,” he murmured, his voice filled with a promise that made Jenny’s heart swell.

And as they lay there in the darkness, Jenny knew that what had started as late night meals at the diner had become something much more. Something she never expected, but something she knew she couldn’t live without.

14 - A SENIOR’S LAST WISH

MF / Age Gap / Romantic / Kissing / Fingering / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Marci knocked lightly on the door of Jay’s condo, balancing the meal tray in one hand. She worked for a company that delivered nutritious meals to senior citizens. Marci enjoyed getting to know the seniors, taking care to remember each one’s dietary preferences.

But Jay Purdy wasn’t like most of her other clients. She’d been delivering his food for weeks now, and what had started as a simple job had turned into something she looked forward to every day. At seventy-three, he still carried himself with a confidence and charm that made her heart skip a beat. His silver hair was always perfectly styled, and his piercing blue eyes seemed to see right through her.

“Come in, Marci,” Jay called from inside, his voice warm and inviting.

She pushed the door open and stepped inside, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor. Jay was sitting on the couch, a book resting on his lap. He looked up at her with that same easy smile that always made her feel like she was the only person in the room.

“You’re right on time,” he said, setting the book aside. “I was just thinking about you.”

Marci felt her cheeks flush as she placed the tray on the coffee table. “Oh yeah? What about?”

“How you always brighten my day,” he replied with a chuckle. “You’re like a breath of fresh air, Marci.”

She smiled, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Well, you’re not so bad yourself, Mr. Purdy.”

“Jay,” he corrected her gently. “I’ve told you, call me Jay.”

“Jay,” she repeated, the name rolling off her tongue like it belonged there.

She sat down on the couch beside him, their legs inches apart. They talked for a while—about his book, her classes, the weather—but there was an undercurrent of tension that neither of them acknowledged. Marci couldn’t ignore the way her body reacted to his presence, the way her heart raced when he leaned in just a little too close.

Finally, Jay sighed and looked down at his hands. “Marci, there’s something I need to tell you.”

Her stomach dropped. She could tell by the tone of his voice that this wasn’t going to be good news. “What is it?”

He looked up at her, his eyes filled with a mix of sadness and resignation. “I have cancer. It’s terminal.”

The words hit her like a punch to the gut. “Jay… I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be,” he said softly. “I’ve lived a good life. But there’s one thing I’ve been wanting to do before I go.”

Marci’s heart skipped a beat. “What’s that?”

He hesitated for a moment, then reached out and gently cupped her cheek. “I want to kiss you.”

Her breath caught in her throat. She’d been trying to deny her feelings for him, telling herself he was too old, that it was inappropriate, but in that moment, all her reservations melted away. “Jay…”

He leaned in slowly, giving her plenty of time to pull away, but she didn’t. Their lips met in a soft, tentative kiss that quickly deepened. His hand slid down to her neck, pulling her closer as his tongue flicked against hers. Marci moaned softly, her hands gripping the front of his shirt.

Jay’s other hand moved to her thigh, slipping under her skirt. His fingers brushed against the edge of her panties, and she shivered. “Jay…”

“Tell me to stop,” he murmured against her lips.

She shook her head, her breath coming in short gasps. “Don’t stop.”

His fingers slid inside her panties, finding her already wet. He stroked her gently, his thumb circling her clit as he continued to kiss her. Marci’s hips bucked against his hand, her moans growing louder.

“You’re so beautiful,” Jay whispered, his breath hot against her ear. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

Marci’s hands fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, eager to feel his skin against hers. She pushed the fabric aside, her fingers trailing over his chest. He groaned as she leaned in to lick one of his nipples, her tongue swirling around the sensitive bud.

“God, Marci,” he breathed, his fingers still working between her legs. “You’re driving me crazy.”

She smiled against his chest, her hands moving to the waistband of his pants. She unbuttoned them quickly, pulling the zipper down and freeing his cock. It was thick and hard, and she couldn’t resist the urge to take him into her mouth.

Jay groaned as her lips wrapped around him, his hips thrusting up into her mouth. She sucked him deeply, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock. His hands tangled in her hair, urging her on.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “Just like that.”

Marci moaned around him, the vibrations sending shivers down his spine. She could feel him getting harder, her own body responding to the sounds he was making. Her pussy was throbbing, begging for more.

Jay pulled her up, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned her over him. “I need to be inside you,” he said, his voice low and throaty.

Marci nodded, guiding his cock to her entrance. She sank down onto him slowly, her body stretching to accommodate his size. They both groaned as he filled her completely, their eyes locked on each other.

“You feel incredible,” Jay breathed, his hands moving to her breasts. He rolled her nipples between his fingers, making her gasp.

Marci began to move, her hips rocking against his. His cock hit all the right spots, sending waves of pleasure through her body. She moaned his name, her nails digging into his shoulders.

Jay thrust up into her, his hands gripping her hips tightly. “That’s it, baby,” he growled. “Ride me.”

She obeyed, her movements growing more frantic. Her orgasm was building, her body trembling with need. Jay could feel her tightening around him, and he knew she was close.

“Come for me, Marci,” he whispered, his voice sending shivers down her spine.

That was all it took. She cried out as her orgasm hit, her body convulsing around his cock. Jay groaned, his own release following close behind. They came together, their bodies moving in perfect sync.

As they caught their breath, Jay pulled her close, pressing a soft kiss to her lips. “I love you, Marci.”

Although Marci’s heart was breaking, she was glad she could enjoy this precious time with Jay. “I love you, too,” she murmured, her eyes filled with sorrow.

“Don’t be sad,” Jay insisted. “Let’s just enjoy the time we have left.”

Marci took Jay’s hand. “You’re right. I don’t want to waste another moment,” she said, pulling him into a passionate kiss.

15 - DEFENDED AT THE DEPARTMENT STORE

MF / Wealthy / Romantic / Boss Employee / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Handjob / Vibrator / Teasing / PIV Sex

Shanna felt the heat rise to her cheeks as her boss, Ms. Hollis, loomed over her, her voice sharp and cutting. “Do you even know how to dress a mannequin? This is a high-end store, not a bargain bin!”

Shanna’s hands trembled as she tried to adjust the scarf on the mannequin, but it slipped from her fingers and pooled on the floor. Ms. Hollis scoffed, her disapproval radiating like a storm cloud.

Just as Shanna was about to stammer an apology, a deep, commanding voice interrupted. “Is there a problem here?” The man who spoke was tall, his broad shoulders clad in a perfectly tailored suit. His dark hair was streaked with silver, and his piercing blue eyes locked onto Ms. Hollis with an intensity that made her falter.

“M-Mr. Blackwell,” Ms. Hollis stammered, her tone instantly shifting from venomous to sycophantic. “I was just ensuring our standards are upheld.”

“By berating an employee on the sales floor?” Brock Blackwell’s voice was calm but carried an edge that made Ms. Hollis shrink. “I’ll handle this from here.”

Without waiting for a response, Ms. Hollis scurried away, leaving Shanna standing awkwardly in front of the mannequin.

Brock turned to Shanna, his expression softening. “You’re too beautiful to be working here,” he said, his voice low and smooth. Shanna’s breath hitched as his gaze swept over her, lingering on her lips. “Why don’t you let me take you somewhere more… fitting for someone like you?”

Shanna’s heart raced. She had heard of Brock Blackwell, the billionaire owner of the department store chain, but she never imagined she’d meet him, let alone have him speak to her like this. “I… I wouldn’t know what to say,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Brock smiled, a slow, confident curve of his lips. “Say yes.”

—

That evening, Brock’s driver picked Shanna up from the store in a sleek black car that smelled of leather and luxury. The drive to Brock’s mansion was a blur of lights and anticipation. When they arrived, Shanna was awestruck by the grandeur of the place—a sprawling estate with towering gates and perfectly manicured gardens.

Brock greeted her at the door, his presence as commanding as ever. “Welcome,” he said, his voice warm. Shanna stepped inside, her heels clicking against the marble floor. The interior was a masterpiece of modern design, with floor-to-ceiling windows and art pieces that likely cost more than she’d ever earn in her lifetime.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” Brock said as he led her into the living room.

“Y-you were?” Shanna asked, caught off guard.

A bottle of champagne was already chilled and waiting. He poured her a glass, the bubbles fizzing as he handed it to her. “You’re a rare find, Shanna. I’d like to make you an offer. Be my girlfriend. Let me take care of you.”

Shanna’s mind spun. This was the kind of offer she’d only ever heard about in movies or gossip magazines. She sipped the champagne, the crispness of it grounding her. “And what would that entail?” she asked, her voice trembling with a mix of excitement and nerves.

“Everything,” Brock said simply, his hand brushing against hers. “All I ask is your loyalty… and your company.”

Shanna nodded, her decision made. “Yes.”

—

They finished their drinks, the tension between them building with each passing moment. Brock took her hand and led her upstairs to the master bedroom. The room was vast, with a king-sized bed and a view of the city skyline. He turned to her, his eyes dark with desire.

“Let me see you,” he murmured, his hands sliding to the buttons of her blouse.

Shanna’s breath quickened as he undressed her, his movements slow and deliberate. Her blouse fell to the floor, followed by her skirt and lingerie, until she stood before him, completely exposed.

Brock’s eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve. “Perfect,” he whispered, his voice thick with admiration.

He unzipped his slacks, his erection straining against the fabric of his boxers. Shanna’s eyes widened as he freed himself, his cock thick and heavy, the head glistening with precum.

“Touch me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Shanna obeyed, her hand wrapping around his shaft. It was warm and velvety in her grip, and she stroked him slowly, marveling at the way he shuddered under her touch.

Brock reached into a drawer and pulled out a set of silk scarves. He tied Shanna’s wrists to the bedposts, the material soft against her skin but unyielding. “Trust me,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear.

He retrieved a vibrator from the same drawer, the sleek device humming to life as he pressed it against her clit. Shanna gasped, her back arching as the vibrations sent jolts of pleasure through her. “Please,” she whimpered, her hips bucking against the sensation.

Brock chuckled, low and dark. “Not yet.” He continued to tease her, alternating between the vibrator and his fingers, each touch driving her closer to the edge.

Her moans filled the room, each one louder and more desperate than the last. When he finally replaced the vibrator with his tongue, Shanna thought she might explode. He licked and sucked at her clit, his fingers sliding inside her, curling and stroking her sensitive inner walls. She cried out his name, her thighs trembling as he brought her to the edge of orgasm and held her there, teetering on the brink.

“Fuck me,” she begged, her voice raw with need. “Please, Brock, I need you.”

He didn’t make her wait. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. With one slow, deliberate thrust, he sank into her, stretching her completely. Shanna’s nails dug into her palms as he filled her, the sensation overwhelming.

Brock set a relentless pace, his hips slamming into hers with a force that made the bed shake. Each thrust drove him deeper, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. Shanna’s moans turned into screams of pleasure as her orgasm crashed over her, her pussy clenching around him.

Brock groaned, his own release hitting him hard. He buried himself deep inside her, his cum flooding her as he rode out his climax. When he finally pulled out, his cum leaked from her, a stark reminder of what they’d just shared.

He untied the scarves, his hands gentle as he freed her wrists. Shanna lay there, her body humming with satisfaction, her mind still reeling from the intensity of it all. Brock kissed her softly, his lips lingering on hers.

“You’re mine now,” he whispered, his voice possessive yet tender.

Shanna nodded, a smile tugging at her lips. She had no doubts about her decision. Life with Brock Blackwell was going to be anything but ordinary.

16 - THE NURSE’S SECRET INDISCRETION

MF / Age Gap / Medical / Romantic / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex

"Anita," James murmured, his voice low and raspy as he pressed the call button for the third time that night.

She walked in, her scrubs rustling softly against her skin, her hair tied back in a loose ponytail.

"You called, Mr. Robertson?" she asked, her voice steady despite the late hour.

He smiled, his eyes lingering on her face before they drifted down to the curve of her neck. "I’m being released tomorrow," he said, his tone carrying a mix of relief and something else—something heavier, more intimate. "I’ll miss our little chats."

Anita hesitated, her fingers twitching at her sides. "I’ll miss them too," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Sit," James commanded gently, patting the edge of his bed.

She hesitated, glancing at the door before slowly easing herself onto the mattress. His hand found her thigh, the warmth of his palm seeping through the fabric of her scrubs. "You’ve been… wonderful," he said, his fingers lightly squeezing her flesh. "I’d like to see you outside these walls."

Her breath hitched. "Mr. Robertson, I—"

"James," he corrected, his thumb now tracing small circles on her leg. "Call me James."

Anita swallowed hard, her heart racing in her chest. "James," she whispered, her voice trembling.

Before she could protest further, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. She froze for a moment, her mind a whirlwind of thoughts, before her body betrayed her, and she kissed him back. His tongue slipped into her mouth, exploring her with a hunger that made her knees weak.

—

It had all started a few weeks ago.

James had gone to the emergency room with chest pains. He was shocked to discover that he was having a heart attack—after all, he’d been in good health for a man in his sixties. He’d ended up in the ICU, fighting for his life. The doctors were scared he wouldn’t pull through, but he’d made a miraculous recovery.

Anita had been there every step of the way—pushing him through the corridors of the hospital in his wheelchair, encouraging him to eat the bland hospital food, and keeping him company.

She’d spent many nights talking to James, getting to know him better. Despite the age difference, they had a lot in common. They both loved animals, cooking, and classic rock. James kept her entertained with fascinating stories about his time in the army, and his adventurous life as a pilot.

Anita found herself wishing she could meet a guy like James. The men her age were so… immature. James was so confident, so accomplished. He was a man who knew what he wanted in life, and he’d already gotten it.

Could she be attracted to James? Anita pushed the thought out of her mind. He was too old. What would he want with a woman her age?

She needed to focus on her job. She put James out of her mind, getting back to work.

—

Now, Anita was in Jame’s bed, her lips pressed against his in a passionate kiss.

Her hands moved of their own accord, tugging at the ties of his hospital gown. The fabric fell open, revealing his hard, throbbing cock. She wrapped her fingers around it, feeling the heat and the weight of him in her hand. He groaned, his hips lifting slightly off the bed as she began to stroke him.

Without a word, she slid off the bed and onto her knees, her lips wrapping around the head of his cock. She tasted the saltiness of him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper into her mouth. He groaned louder, his hands tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, taking him as far as she could.

Her own body was on fire, her pulse a frenzied rhythm in her ears. She stood up quickly, her hands trembling as she pulled off her scrubs, leaving her in nothing but a simple black bra and panties. James’ eyes roamed over her body, his chest rising and falling rapidly.

"Get on top of me," he urged, his voice rough with need.

Anita hesitated for only a moment before climbing onto the bed, straddling his hips. She guided him inside her, the sensation of him filling her sending a jolt of pleasure through her entire body. She began to move, her hips rising and falling in a steady rhythm as he thrust up to meet her.

His hands gripped her thighs, his fingers digging into her flesh as he guided her movements. She moaned, her head falling back as the pleasure built inside her, each thrust sending her closer to the edge. Her body tightened around him, a wave of ecstasy crashing over her as she came, her cries muffled against the crook of her neck.

James wasn’t far behind, his own climax hitting him hard. He groaned deeply, his hips bucking wildly as he spilled himself inside her. Anita collapsed onto his chest, her body shuddering with the aftershocks of her orgasm.

She stayed there for a moment, catching her breath, before quickly getting dressed, her mind still reeling from what had just happened. James watched her, a satisfied smile on his face.

"I’ll call you," he promised, his voice low and filled with promise.

Anita nodded, her heart still pounding as she hurried out of the room, her body still tingling from the encounter. She knew she should feel guilty, but all she could think about was when she would see him again. The thought sent a shiver down her spine, and she couldn’t help but smile as she walked down the quiet hallway, her body still humming with desire.

17 - A WIDOWER’S SECOND CHANCE AT LOVE

MF / Age Gap / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Masturbation / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering / PIV Sex

Mary’s hand trembled slightly as she flipped through the pages of the old photo album, the scent of aged paper and memories filling the air. Scott stood beside her, his presence warm and grounding as he pointed out the faded snapshots of his youth. She couldn’t help but notice how striking he looked in his younger days—tall, athletic, with a smile that could melt hearts. Even now, in his later years, he carried a rugged charm that made her pulse quicken.

“That’s me on my wedding day,” Scott said, his voice soft with nostalgia as they came across a picture of him in a sharp suit, standing beside a beautiful woman. “My wife, Helen. She’s been gone for ten years now.”

Mary’s chest tightened at the vulnerability in his tone. She glanced up at him, her heart aching for the man who had spent so much of his life alone. Without thinking, she leaned in and pressed her lips to his in a gentle, impulsive kiss. The moment her mouth touched his, she froze, pulling back with wide eyes.

“I’m so sorry,” she stammered, her cheeks burning. “I didn’t mean to—”

But Scott didn’t let her finish. He cupped her face in his weathered hands and kissed her back, his lips firm and insistent, silencing her apology. His tongue brushed against hers, and Mary’s breath hitched as a wave of heat surged through her body. She hadn’t expected this—hadn’t planned for it—but she couldn’t deny the desire that bloomed inside her, fierce and undeniable.

Scott’s hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer as their kiss deepened. Mary’s fingers tangled in his silver hair, her body pressing against his. She could feel the hard lines of his chest through his shirt, and the faint scent of his cologne mingled with something uniquely him, something that made her head spin.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathing heavily. Scott’s eyes, dark with need, locked onto hers. “I’ve been so lonely,” he admitted, his voice rough. “But you… you make me feel alive again.”

Mary’s heart raced as she searched his face, seeing the truth in his words. She nodded, her own desire mirroring his. Without another word, Scott took her hand and led her to the bedroom, their steps hurried but purposeful.

Once inside, Scott wasted no time. He unzipped his pants, freeing his cock, which was already hard and thick. Mary’s eyes widened as she took him in, her mouth watering at the sight. Without hesitation, she dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she reached for him.

Scott groaned as her fingers wrapped around his shaft, his hips thrusting slightly into her touch. Mary leaned in, her tongue flicking out to taste the bead of precum at his tip. The salty tang of him sent a jolt of pleasure through her, and she moaned softly before taking him into her mouth.

Her lips stretched around his girth as she began to suck, her tongue swirling around his head. Scott’s hands cradled her head, his fingers threading through her hair as he guided her rhythm. Mary’s eyes fluttered shut as she lost herself in the act, the sensation of him filling her mouth sending sparks of heat through her body.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Scott murmured, his voice strained with pleasure. “You’re doing so good.”

Encouraged by his words, Mary sucked harder, her head bobbing up and down his length. She could feel him growing thicker in her mouth, and the knowledge that she was driving him wild only fueled her own arousal. Her free hand slipped between her legs, her fingers brushing against her clit as she moaned around his cock.

Scott’s hips jerked, and he gently pulled her off him, his breathing heavy. “Not so fast, darling,” he said, his eyes dark with lust. “I want to see all of you.”

Mary stood, her legs shaky as she began to undress. She peeled off her blouse, revealing her perky breasts and the soft curve of her waist. She unbuttoned her skirt, letting it pool at her feet before stepping out of it. Finally, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of her panties and slid them down, exposing herself completely to Scott’s hungry gaze.

Scott’s eyes roamed over her body, lingering on her breasts, her flat stomach, and the soft thatch of hair between her legs. “You’re beautiful,” he breathed, his voice filled with awe.

Mary’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t shy away. Instead, she stepped closer to him, her chest pressed against his as she reached up to kiss him again. Scott’s hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, which hardened instantly under his touch.

He broke the kiss, lowering his head to take one of her nipples into his mouth. His tongue circled the puckered bud, and Mary gasped, her fingers gripping his shoulders as pleasure shot through her. He switched to her other breast, sucking and teasing until she was trembling with need.

Scott guided her to the bed, laying her down gently before spreading her legs. He knelt between them, his eyes locked on her glistening pussy. “I’ve wanted to taste you since the moment I saw you,” he admitted, his voice rough with desire.

He leaned in, his tongue darting out to lick along her folds. Mary moaned, her hips lifting off the bed as he explored her. Scott’s tongue circled her clit, flicking it rapidly, and she cried out, her hands gripping the sheets.

“Oh, God,” she whimpered, her thighs trembling as he devoured her.

He slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right, and she saw stars. Her orgasm crashed over her, waves of pleasure washing through her as she writhed beneath him.

Scott didn’t stop, licking and sucking until she was spent, her body limp and boneless. Only then did he pull away, his lips glistening with her arousal. He stood, shedding the rest of his clothes before joining her on the bed.

Mary’s eyes fluttered open as he positioned himself over her, his cock pressing against her entrance. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. “I need you,” she whispered, her voice shaking with desire.

Scott didn’t need to be told twice. He thrust into her, his thick cock filling her completely. Mary’s mouth fell open in a silent scream as he began to move, his hips rolling against hers in a steady rhythm. Each thrust sent jolts of pleasure through her, and she dug her nails into his back, urging him on.

Scott’s breathing grew ragged as he fucked her, his cock plunging deeper with every stroke. Mary’s body tightened around him, her second orgasm building rapidly. She could feel him hitting that sweet spot inside her, and her moans grew louder, more desperate.

“Scott!” she cried out, her body arching as she came, her pussy clenching around him.

Scott groaned, his hips stuttering as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing as he spilled himself inside her. They collapsed together, their bodies slick with sweat and their hearts racing.

Scott brushed a strand of hair from her face, his eyes filled with tenderness. “I never thought I’d find love again,” he admitted, his voice soft.

Mary smiled, her heart swelling with affection. She leaned in and kissed him gently, her lips lingering against his. “Neither did I,” she whispered, her voice filled with wonder. “But I’m so glad I found you.”

18 - SEX AT THE SENIOR LIVING COMMUNITY
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Brittany had been volunteering at the senior living community for weeks now, and it had become a part of her routine. She liked the residents, their stories, and the way their eyes lit up when she offered to help with small tasks.

But there was one resident who stood out to her—Clyde. He was in his early sixties, with a sharp mind and a kind smile that made her feel at ease. She found herself seeking him out more often than the others, offering to carry his groceries or sit with him during lunch.

That afternoon, she was in his apartment, helping him put away the groceries she’d carried up for him. They chatted idly, the conversation flowing naturally as it always did. She told him about her classes, her frustrations with college boys who seemed so immature, and her dreams for the future. Clyde listened intently, offering advice with a wisdom that only came from years of experience.

“You have a good head on your shoulders, Brittany,” he said, his voice warm. “Don’t let anyone make you feel like you’re less than you are.”

She smiled, feeling a flutter in her chest that she couldn’t quite explain. There was something about him—the way he looked at her, the way he spoke to her—that made her feel seen in a way no one else had before.

—

Later that evening, they sat on his couch, an old black-and-white movie playing on the TV. The room was dimly lit, the flickering screen casting soft shadows across their faces. Brittany felt a strange tension in the air, something she couldn’t quite name. She glanced at Clyde, and he met her gaze, his eyes holding hers for a long moment.

Then, he took her hand.

Her breath caught in her throat, but she didn’t pull away. His fingers were warm, his touch gentle but firm. She felt a shiver run down her spine as he leaned in closer, his face just inches from hers.

“Brittany,” he murmured, his voice low and thick with something she couldn’t quite place.

Before she could think, before she could second-guess herself, she closed the distance between them, pressing her lips to his. The kiss was soft at first, tentative, but it quickly deepened as Clyde responded, his free hand cupping her cheek as he kissed her back with a fervor that took her breath away.

Her heart raced as they broke apart, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She looked into his eyes, searching for hesitation, for regret, but all she found was desire—raw and unbridled.

“Clyde,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He didn’t say anything. Instead, he leaned in again, capturing her lips in another kiss, this one more urgent than the last. His hand slid down her back, pulling her closer, and she let out a small gasp as their bodies pressed together.

She could feel the heat radiating from him, could feel the hardness of his chest against her own. Her hands moved on their own accord, fumbling with the buttons of his shirt until she had it open, her fingers brushing against the warm skin beneath.

Clyde’s breath hitched as she pushed the fabric off his shoulders, his hands moving to the hem of her shirt. He lifted it over her head, his eyes darkening as he took in the sight of her in her bra.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, his voice rough with need.

She blushed, her body tingling under his gaze. She reached for the buckle of his belt, her fingers trembling slightly as she undid it and unzipped his pants. She hesitated for a moment, her eyes flicking up to meet his, and he gave her a small nod, encouraging her to continue.

She reached into his boxers, her hand closing around his cock. She was surprised by how hard he was, by how big he felt in her hand. She gave him a few tentative strokes, her heart pounding in her chest as he let out a low groan.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his hand tangling in her hair. “Just like that.”

Encouraged, she stroked him faster, her thumb brushing over the tip of his cock. She felt a thrill of excitement as he moaned her name, his hips jerking slightly as he thrust into her hand.

“Brittany,” he gasped, his voice strained. “You should stop, or—”

She didn’t let him finish. Instead, she dropped to her knees, her hands moving to push his pants and boxers down his legs. His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, and she felt a jolt of arousal as she took him into her mouth.

He let out a strangled groan, his hand tightening in her hair as she began to suck him, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, could taste the faint saltiness of his pre-cum as she worked him deeper, using her hand to stroke what she couldn’t take.

“Oh God,” he moaned, his hips bucking slightly. “You’re so good at that.”

She hummed in response, the vibrations making him twitch in her mouth. She was lost in the sensation, in the way he felt against her tongue, the way he tasted. She wanted to make him feel good, wanted to hear him moan her name as he came undone.

But Clyde had other ideas.

He gently tugged on her hair, pulling her off his cock. She looked up at him, her lips swollen and glistening with his precum, and he groaned again, his cock twitching in her hand.

“Get on the bed,” he ordered, his voice rough with need.

She obeyed, her body trembling with anticipation as she climbed onto the bed, lying back against the pillows. Clyde followed her, his hands moving to her jeans. He unbuttoned and unzipped them quickly, pulling them down her legs along with her panties.

Then his hands were on her thighs, spreading them apart as he leaned down, his mouth finding her pussy. She gasped as his tongue swiped over her clit, her back arching off the bed as pleasure shot through her.

“Clyde,” she moaned, her hands tangling in the sheets.

He didn’t respond, too focused on devouring her. His tongue worked her clit in slow, deliberate circles, his fingers sliding inside her as he fucked her with them. She could feel the tension building in her body, could feel the pressure in her core as he brought her closer and closer to the edge.

“I’m gonna—” she gasped, her body trembling.

He didn’t stop. Instead, he sucked her clit into his mouth, his fingers curling inside her as he pressed against her g-spot. She came with a cry, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

When she finally came down from her high, she was panting, her body limp against the sheets. Clyde kissed her inner thigh, his lips trailing up her body until he was hovering over her, his cock pressed against her entrance.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his voice husky.

She nodded, her heart racing as he pushed into her, stretching her as he filled her completely. She gasped, her nails digging into his back as he began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate.

“You feel so good,” he groaned, his hips rolling against hers.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper as he fucked her. The sound of their skin slapping together filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps. She could feel the pleasure building inside her again, could feel the tension in her body as he brought her closer to another orgasm.

“Clyde,” she moaned, her body trembling as he hit that spot inside her. “I’m so close.”

“Me too,” he panted, his thrusts becoming more erratic.

She felt him swell inside her, felt his cock twitch as he came, his release filling her as she cried out her own climax, her body convulsing around him.

They collapsed together, their bodies tangled in the sheets as they caught their breath. Clyde brushed a strand of hair from her face, his eyes soft as he looked at her.

“Brittany,” he said, his voice gentle. “Be my girlfriend.”

She hesitated, her mind racing with the implications of what he was asking. But as she looked into his eyes, she knew what her answer would be.

“Yes,” she whispered, her heart swelling with emotion.

He kissed her then, a soft, tender kiss that made her feel like she was exactly where she belonged.

“Good,” he murmured against her lips.

She smiled, her body still tingling from their lovemaking. She knew there would be challenges ahead. She knew that people might not understand their relationship. But at that moment, none of that mattered. All that mattered was the man lying beside her, the man who had shown her a kind of love she had never known before.

As they lay there, wrapped in each other’s arms, Brittany felt a sense of peace she hadn’t felt in a long time. She didn’t know what the future held, but she knew one thing for certain—she wanted Clyde in it.

The kiss grew deeper, harder, as Clyde rolled her onto her back, his hands roaming her body with a possessiveness that made her moan. She could feel his cock hardening against her thigh, and she reached down, wrapping her hand around him and stroking him slowly.

“You’re insatiable,” she teased, her voice breathless.

“Only for you,” he growled, his hips jerking into her hand.

He pushed her legs apart, settling between them as he guided his cock to her entrance. She gasped as he pushed into her, filling her completely as he began to move, his thrusts deep and deliberate.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, her nails digging into his back as he fucked her. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t respond, too lost in the sensation of her tight pussy around him. He could feel her walls clenching around his cock, could feel the way her body trembled with pleasure as he brought her closer to the edge.

“Come for me,” he growled, his hips slapping against hers.

She cried out as she came, her body convulsing around him as he continued to fuck her through her orgasm. He followed her over the edge, his release filling her as he groaned her name, his body trembling with pleasure.

They collapsed together, their bodies tangled in the sheets as they caught their breath. Clyde brushed a strand of hair from her face, his eyes soft as he looked at her.

“I love you,” he said, his voice filled with emotion.

“I love you too,” she whispered, her heart swelling with happiness.
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“Helen,” Miles murmured, his breath hot against her neck as his hand slid up her thigh, “you’ve been driving me crazy all day.”

Her heart raced, her body responding instantly to the rough texture of his fingers brushing against her sensitive skin. She hesitated for a moment, the rational part of her brain screaming that this was wrong. He was her mentor, her boss, and decades older than her. But the way he looked at her—the way he touched her—made it impossible to resist.

“Miles,” she whispered, her voice trembling, “I shouldn’t…”

“You should,” he interrupted, his lips grazing her ear as his hand inched higher. “You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you? Just as much as I have.”

Helen’s breath hitched. She had. God, she had.

—

It had started innocently enough. Helen, a bright-eyed college student with dreams of becoming a veterinarian, had landed an internship at Dr. Miles Langston’s animal clinic. From the moment she stepped into the clinic, Miles had taken a special interest in her. His knowledge of animals was unparalleled, and he seemed to relish teaching her everything he knew. Helen admired him—his expertise, his confidence, the way he carried himself.

But as the weeks went on, she began to notice the way his eyes lingered on her just a little too long. The way he’d stand closer than necessary when they were examining an animal. The way his compliments about her work started to feel… different. She told herself it was nothing. He was just being kind, fatherly even.

Except she didn’t feel like a daughter around him.

The first time he flirted with her, it was subtle. They’d been discussing a complicated procedure, and he’d said, “You’re going to make one hell of a vet, Helen. Smart, beautiful, and determined—you’re the complete package.”

She’d laughed it off, but the way he’d said “beautiful” had sent a shiver down her spine.

—

Now, sitting in her apartment with Miles’ hand on her thigh, Helen realized she’d been lying to herself. She wanted this. Wanted him.

“Miles,” she said again, this time with less hesitation.

He cupped her face in his hands, his eyes searching hers. “Tell me to stop, and I will. But if you want this as much as I do…”

She didn’t let him finish. Instead, she leaned in, pressing her lips to his in a kiss that was equal parts tentative and desperate.

Miles groaned, deepening the kiss as his hands slid down to her waist, pulling her closer. Helen’s fingers tangled in his hair as she kissed him back, her body alight with a need she hadn’t realized was there.

He broke the kiss to trail his lips down her neck, his hands moving to the hem of her shirt. “Let me see you, Helen,” he murmured against her skin.

She nodded, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps as he lifted her shirt over her head. Her bra followed, and then his mouth was on her breasts, his tongue flicking over her nipples as his hands explored the rest of her body.

“Miles,” she moaned, arching into his touch.

He pushed her back onto the couch, his hands working to undo her jeans. Helen lifted her hips, letting him slide them off along with her panties.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice husky as he took her in. “So fucking gorgeous.”

He knelt between her legs, spreading them wide as he leaned in to kiss her inner thigh. Helen’s breath caught as his lips moved higher, closer to the place she needed him most.

“Please,” she begged, her hands gripping the couch cushions.

Miles didn’t make her wait. His tongue swiped through her folds, and Helen cried out, her back arching off the couch. He circled her clit with his tongue, his hands gripping her thighs to hold her in place as he devoured her.

“Oh my God,” Helen moaned, her hips bucking against his mouth. “Miles, that feels so good.”

He growled against her, the vibration sending another wave of pleasure through her body. He slipped a finger inside her, then another, curling them just right as he continued to lick and suck her clit.

Helen’s orgasm hit her hard and fast, her body trembling as she came undone beneath him.

Miles stood, his eyes dark with desire as he unzipped his pants and freed his cock. He stroked himself slowly, his gaze locked on Helen as she watched him with wide, hungry eyes.

“Suck me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Helen didn’t hesitate. She dropped to her knees in front of him, taking him into her mouth with a moan. She worked him with her tongue, her lips stretching around his girth as she took him deeper.

“Fuck,” Miles groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. “You’re so good at this, Helen.”

She looked up at him through her lashes, her mouth filled with him, and that was all it took for Miles to pull her to her feet.

“I need to be inside you,” he said, his voice thick with need.

Helen nodded, her body still humming from her first orgasm as he led her to the bedroom.

Miles laid her down on the bed, his hands roaming her body as he kissed her deeply. Helen wrapped her legs around his waist, her core aching for him.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his cock resting against her entrance.

“Yes,” Helen breathed, her hips lifting to meet him.

Miles pushed into her slowly, his eyes never leaving hers as he filled her completely. Helen clawed at his back, her nails digging into his skin as he began to move.

“You’re so tight,” he groaned, his thrusts steady and deep. “So fucking perfect.”

Helen wrapped her legs tighter around him, meeting each of his thrusts with one of her own. The friction was divine, each stroke driving her closer to the edge.

“Miles,” she moaned, her hands sliding down to his ass as she urged him on. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His pace quickened, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. Helen’s second orgasm crashed over her, her body convulsing around him as she screamed his name.

Miles followed her over the edge, his body stiffening as he buried himself deep inside her, his release filling her completely.

As they lay tangled together in the aftermath, Helen’s mind was reeling. She’d never felt anything like that before.

“Miles,” she said softly, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest.

“Hmm?”

“What happens now?”

He turned to look at her, his eyes soft. “Whatever you want, Helen. You’re in control here.”

She hesitated for a moment before speaking. “I… I want to be with you. For real.”

A slow smile spread across his face. “Then you’ve got me.”

Helen smiled back, her heart swelling with a mix of emotions she couldn’t quite name. But there was one thing she knew for sure—age was just a number, and she wanted Miles more than she’d ever wanted anything.
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Katie’s heart pounded as she stepped into Dr. Stanley Carver’s office, the door clicking shut behind her. The room smelled faintly of old books and his cologne, a scent that had become oddly comforting over the semester. She’d been here countless times before, staying late to help him with experiments, but this time felt different. The air was charged, heavy with something unspoken.

Stanley stood by his desk, his tie slightly loosened, his sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms. He looked at her with an intensity that made her stomach flutter. “Katie,” he began, his voice low, almost hesitant. “We need to talk.”

She swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. “Is everything okay, Dr. Carver?”

He ran a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair, his expression conflicted. “No, it’s not. I’ve been… struggling with something. Something I shouldn’t be feeling.” He paused, his eyes locking onto hers. “I’ve developed feelings for you, Katie. And it’s unprofessional. Inappropriate. I think it’s best if you switch to another class.”

Her breath caught. She’d been drawn to him from the start—his intelligence, his confidence, the way he looked at her when he thought she wasn’t paying attention. But she hadn’t dared to hope he felt the same. “I don’t want to switch classes,” she said, her voice trembling. “I… I feel the same way.”

For a moment, he just stared at her, his chest rising and falling with shallow breaths. Then, without warning, he closed the distance between them, his hands cupping her face as his lips crashed into hers. The kiss was hungry, desperate, and Katie melted into it, her hands gripping the front of his shirt. His tongue slid against hers, and she moaned softly, her body pressing against his.

Stanley broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “Are you sure about this?” he asked, his voice rough.

“Yes,” she whispered, her heart racing. “I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

He didn’t need any more encouragement. His hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer as he kissed her again, deeper this time. Katie’s fingers fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, desperate to feel his skin against hers. He shrugged it off, revealing a toned chest that made her mouth water. She ran her hands over him, marveling at the way his muscles tensed under her touch.

Stanley’s hands slid under her blouse, his fingers brushing against the soft skin of her stomach. She shivered, her breath hitching as he pushed the fabric up and over her head. His lips trailed down her neck, nipping and sucking at her sensitive skin, and she tilted her head back, giving him better access. His hands found her bra, and he unhooked it with practiced ease, letting it fall to the floor.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his eyes drinking in the sight of her bare chest.

He cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she gasped, her back arching into his touch. He leaned down, taking one nipple into his mouth, and she cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair. He sucked and teased, his tongue flicking over the sensitive bud, and she felt a jolt of pleasure shoot straight to her core.

Stanley’s hands moved to her skirt, unzipping it and letting it pool at her feet. He knelt in front of her, his hands sliding up her thighs, and she trembled, her legs threatening to give out. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties, pulling them down slowly, and she stepped out of them, her heart pounding in her chest.

He looked up at her, his eyes dark with lust. “You’re perfect,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

He leaned in, his tongue flicking against her clit, and she gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the desk for support. He licked and sucked, his fingers sliding inside her, and she moaned, her hips rocking against his face. The pleasure was overwhelming, and she could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge.

“Stanley,” she whimpered, her voice trembling. “Please…”

He stood, his hands gripping her hips as he lifted her onto the desk. Papers and books tumbled to the floor, but neither of them cared. He unzipped his pants, freeing his cock, and Katie’s eyes widened at the sight of it. He was big, thick, and she felt a thrill of anticipation as he positioned himself between her legs.

He slid into her slowly, inch by inch, and she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. He filled her completely, stretching her in the most delicious way, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. He began to move, his thrusts deep and steady, and she moaned, her head falling back.

“You feel so good,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her.

The desk creaked under their weight, but neither of them noticed. All Katie could focus on was the way he felt inside her, the way he made her body come alive. She could feel the tension building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter, until it finally snapped, and she cried out, her body shuddering with pleasure.

Stanley’s thrusts became more erratic, and she could tell he was close. He buried himself deep inside her, his body tensing as he came, and she held him close, her heart racing. For a moment, they just stayed like that, their bodies pressed together, their breathing ragged.

Finally, he pulled away, his hands trembling as he helped her off the desk. “Katie,” he said, his voice soft. “This has to stay between us. No one can know.”

She nodded, her heart still pounding. “I understand.”

She got dressed quickly, her hands shaking as she buttoned her blouse. Stanley watched her, his expression unreadable. When she was ready, she turned to him, her eyes meeting his. “I’ll see you in class,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

He nodded, and she turned to leave, her legs still unsteady. As she walked down the hallway, her mind was racing. She knew this was dangerous, reckless even, but she couldn’t help the thrill of excitement that coursed through her. She wanted more. She needed more. And she couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.
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“You’re so beautiful,” Blake murmured, his voice trembling with a mix of awe and desire as his hand cupped Janet’s cheek.

She leaned into his touch, her breath hitching as her lips parted, inviting him closer. Their kiss deepened, a fiery collision of lips and tongues that defied their age difference. Janet’s heart raced as she felt Blake’s strong arms wrap around her, pulling her onto his lap. The heat between them was undeniable, and she could feel the hardness of his arousal pressing against her thigh, igniting a hunger she hadn’t expected.

—

It started a few weeks ago.

Janet had come to the senior living community to visit her grandfather. When she arrived, he was out running an errand. As Janet waited in the lobby for him to return, she met Blake, another resident in the building.

Although he was in his sixties, Blake was muscular and fit with chiseled features. And his eyes sparkled in a way that made Janet’s stomach twist. They chatted as she waited for her grandpa. When Blake revealed that he was a lonely widower, Janet’s heart broke for him.

“Maybe I can come by and visit you, sometime?” she offered, putting her hand on his shoulder.

“I’d like that,” he replied, a smile spreading across his face.

Just then, Janet’s grandpa walked through the door. “Hi, honey! Sorry I was late,” he said, carrying several large shopping bags.

Janet rushed to help her grandpa. But as they got on the elevator, she couldn’t stop thinking about Blake.

Before she left her grandpa’s apartment, she knocked on Blake’s door. He invited her in, a smile spreading across his face.

—

Now, Janet in Blake’s apartment, her lips pressed against his in a passionate kiss.

The feeling of Blake’s lips on hers sent sparks through her body, and her hands roamed over his chest, feeling the firmness beneath his shirt. She tugged at the fabric, desperate to feel his skin against hers. As their kiss grew more urgent, Janet’s fingers fumbled with the buttons of Blake’s shirt, revealing his toned chest, a testament to the vigor of a man who had aged like fine wine. Their lips broke apart only for a moment as Blake pulled his shirt off, his eyes locking with hers, filled with a raw longing that mirrored her own.

Janet’s fingers traced the contours of his chest, her touch sending shivers through his body. Blake’s hands slid down her back, his fingers deftly unzipping her dress. As the fabric pooled at her feet, Janet stood before him in nothing but her lace lingerie, her body a vision of curvaceous perfection. Blake’s breath caught in his throat as he took in the sight of her, his hands trembling with anticipation. He leaned forward, pressing his lips to the soft skin of her stomach, his kisses trailing upwards until he reached the swell of her breasts.

Her hands tangled in his hair, urging him closer as his mouth closed over one hardened peak through the delicate lace of her bra. Janet gasped, her head falling back as pleasure surged through her.

“Oh, Blake,” she moaned, her voice a breathy whisper.

He unclasped her bra with practiced ease, revealing her full breasts to his hungry gaze. His tongue flicked over one taut nipple, then the other, each touch sending jolts of electricity through her body. Janet’s hands roamed over his shoulders, feeling the strength and vitality in his touch.

“I want you,” she whispered, her voice husky with need.

Blake’s eyes darkened with desire as he stood, his hands sliding down to grip her hips. He kissed her deeply, his tongue exploring her mouth with a passion that left her breathless. His hands moved to her panties, sliding them down her legs as she stepped out of them, leaving her completely bare before him. Janet’s body was on fire, every nerve alive with the anticipation of what was to come.

Blake’s hands cupped her ass, lifting her effortlessly as he carried her to the bed. He laid her down gently, his eyes devouring every inch of her. He knelt between her legs, his hands stroking her thighs as he leaned forward to kiss the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. Janet’s breath hitched as his lips moved closer to her core, her body trembling with anticipation. When his tongue finally flicked over her clit, she cried out, her hips bucking against his mouth. Blake’s tongue worked her with skill, each stroke sending waves of pleasure through her body.

Janet’s hands fisted the sheets, her moans growing louder as Blake’s mouth brought her closer to the edge. His fingers joined his tongue, slipping inside her and curling just right to hit that spot that made her see stars.

“Oh god, Blake,” she gasped, her body tensing as the first waves of orgasm crashed over her. She came hard, her body shuddering as pleasure consumed her.

As her body relaxed, Blake kissed his way up her body, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss. She could taste herself on his tongue, and it only fueled her desire. Her hands moved to his pants, fumbling with the zipper until she freed his hard cock. Janet’s eyes widened as she took in the size of him, her hand wrapping around his shaft and giving him a few slow strokes. Blake groaned, his hips thrusting into her hand as she leaned down to take him into her mouth.

Her lips closed over the head of his cock, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip. Blake’s hands tangled in her hair, guiding her movements as she took him deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate him. She bobbed her head, her mouth working his cock with a skill that had him moaning her name.

“Janet,” he groaned, his hips thrusting gently into her mouth.

The feel of him in her mouth, the taste of him, drove her wild, and she sucked him harder, her hand stroking what she couldn’t take. Blake’s breathing grew ragged as she brought him closer to the edge, but he pulled her away, his eyes burning with need.

“I want to be inside you,” he growled, his voice thick with desire.

Janet nodded, her body aching for him. He positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He pushed into her slowly, her tight heat enveloping him inch by inch. Janet’s nails dug into his back as she felt him fill her completely, their bodies joining in a perfect union.

Blake began to move, his thrusts slow and deep, each one hitting that spot inside her that made her cry out in pleasure. Their bodies moved together, their rhythm building as the heat between them grew.

Janet’s legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper with each thrust. “Fuck, Blake,” she moaned, her nails raking down his back.

His pace quickened, his hips slamming into hers with a force that drove her wild. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the room, their moans mingling as they climbed higher and higher. Janet could feel the tension building in her body, her orgasm drawing closer with each thrust. Blake’s cock filled her completely, his size and stamina driving her to the edge.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her body trembling with the intensity of her pleasure.

Blake’s thrusts became frantic, his cock pounding into her with a ferocity that sent her over the edge. Her body convulsed as her orgasm ripped through her, her nails digging into his skin as she cried out his name. Blake followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her, their bodies shuddering together in the throes of passion. They clung to each other, their breathing ragged as the waves of pleasure slowly subsided.

As they lay together, their bodies still entwined, Janet couldn’t believe what had just happened. “Blake,” she whispered, her voice filled with wonder. “That was… incredible.”

“I know,” he murmured, pulling her closer. “I’d like to do it again.”

“Absolutely,” Janet agreed, her body still ringing with pleasure.
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Carrie sighed as she adjusted the grocery bags in her hands, the paper handles digging into her palms. She was only a few blocks from her apartment, but the weight of the bags made the distance feel endless.

Just as she crossed the street, the bottom of one bag gave way, sending cans of soup and a carton of eggs tumbling to the ground. She muttered under her breath, crouching down to scoop up her scattered groceries.

“Need a hand?” a deep, warm voice asked from behind her.

She looked up to see an older man, maybe in his sixties, with silver hair and a kind smile. He was dressed sharply in a button-up shirt and slacks, his eyes twinkling with genuine concern.

“Yeah, thanks,” Carrie said, offering a small smile. “This day keeps getting better.”

He knelt beside her, his movements smooth and deliberate. “Name’s Jermaine,” he said as he handed her the soup cans.

“Carrie,” she replied, stacking the cans back into the bag. “Thanks for stopping. Most people would’ve just walked by.”

“Well, I’m not most people,” Jermaine said with a chuckle. He stood, offering her a hand to help her up. His grip was firm, his skin warm against hers. “Where you headed? I’ll walk with you, make sure these bags make it in one piece.”

“You don’t have to—”

“I insist,” he said, cutting her off gently. “Besides, it’s not every day I get to help a beautiful woman.”

Carrie felt her cheeks heat up. She wasn’t used to compliments, especially from someone like Jermaine. She nodded, and they started walking toward her apartment.

As they walked, Jermaine made conversation, asking about her day and making her laugh with a few well-timed jokes. He carried the heavier bags without complaint, his presence surprisingly comforting. When they reached her building, he set the bags down by the door and turned to her.

“You live here?” he asked, glancing up at the modest apartment complex.

“Yeah,” Carrie said, fidgeting with the strap of her purse. “Thanks again for your help. Seriously, you didn’t have to do all that.”

“It was my pleasure,” Jermaine said, his voice low and smooth. He hesitated for a moment, then added, “You know, I’d love to take you out sometime. If you’re interested.”

Carrie blinked, caught off guard. She’d been so focused on how kind he was that she hadn’t considered the possibility that he might be interested in her romantically. “Oh, um… I don’t know…”

“No pressure,” Jermaine said quickly. “I just enjoyed your company, and I’d like to get to know you better. How about dinner? My treat.”

Carrie bit her lip, weighing her options. She hadn’t been on a date in months, not since her ex had dumped her, calling her fat and worthless. But Jermaine seemed different. Kind. Genuine. And there was something about the way he looked at her that made her feel seen in a way she hadn’t in a long time.

“Okay,” she said finally. “Dinner sounds nice.”

Jermaine’s smile widened. “Great. How about tomorrow? I’ll pick you up at seven.”

“I’ll be ready,” Carrie said, feeling a flutter of excitement in her chest.

—

The next evening, Jermaine arrived right on time, looking even more handsome than she remembered. He took her to a cozy Italian restaurant, where the dim lighting and soft music created an intimate atmosphere. Over plates of pasta and glasses of wine, they talked for hours, sharing stories and laughing like old friends.

Jermaine’s compliments were sincere and frequent, and Carrie found herself relaxing, letting her guard down. He made her feel beautiful, desirable in a way that her ex never had. By the end of the night, she was thoroughly charmed.

When he drove her back to her apartment, Carrie hesitated at the door. “Do you want to come up for a drink?” she asked, her voice tinged with nervousness.

Jermaine’s eyes softened. “I’d like that,” he said.

Inside her apartment, the air was charged with tension. Carrie poured them both a glass of wine, but neither of them took a sip. Instead, they stood close, their eyes locking. Jermaine reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

“You’re stunning,” he murmured.

Carrie’s breath caught, and before she could overthink it, she leaned in, pressing her lips to his. The kiss started slow, tentative, but quickly deepened as Jermaine’s hands slid around her waist, pulling her closer. His touch was electric, sending shivers down her spine.

She broke the kiss, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “Let’s go to the bedroom,” she whispered.

Jermaine followed her without a word, his eyes dark with desire. In the dimly lit room, Carrie turned to face him, her fingers trembling as she reached for the buttons of his shirt. She undressed him slowly, savoring the feel of his warm skin beneath her hands. When she unzipped his pants, her breath hitched at the sight of his erection, thick and ready.

She sank to her knees, her eyes locking with his as she wrapped her lips around him. Jermaine groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip. She loved the way he responded to her touch, the way his body tensed with pleasure.

When she stood, Jermaine’s hands quickly found the hem of her dress, pulling it over her head. His eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve. Carrie felt a surge of confidence under his gaze, and she stepped closer, letting him trail his fingers over her skin.

“That ass. Those thighs. Damn, you’re so sexy,” Jermaine confidently declared.

He cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they hardened. Lowering his head, he took one into his mouth, swirling his tongue and drawing a moan from her lips. Carrie’s hands gripped his shoulders, her knees weakening from the sensation.

She led him to the bed, laying back and spreading her legs. Jermaine knelt between them, his hands sliding up her thick thighs. He leaned in, his breath warm against her core, and then his tongue was on her, teasing and tasting her until she was writhing beneath him.

Carrie’s fingers tangled in the sheets, her moans filling the room. The pleasure built, coiling tightly in her belly until it finally snapped, sending her over the edge. Jermaine didn’t stop, drawing out her climax until she was gasping for air.

When he finally pulled back, Carrie reached for him, pulling him up to kiss her. She could taste herself on his lips, and the thought only heightened her arousal. Positioning himself between her legs, Jermaine guided himself inside her, the stretch making her moan.

He started slow, his thrusts deep and deliberate. Carrie’s nails dug into his back, urging him to go faster, harder. Jermaine obliged, his pace increasing as they moved together, their bodies in perfect sync.

The room was filled with the sound of their moans, the slap of skin against skin. Carrie’s legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper. She could feel the tension building again, her climax approaching with every thrust.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her voice shaky.

“Me too,” Jermaine groaned, his hips stuttering.

They reached their peak together, their cries mingling as they came undone. Jermaine collapsed beside her, pulling her into his arms. They lay there, tangled together, their breathing slowly returning to normal.

Carrie rested her head on his chest, a smile playing on her lips. For the first time in a long time, she felt truly happy. Jermaine stroked her hair, pressing a kiss to the top of her head.

“Carrie,” he said softly, “will you be my girlfriend?”

She looked up at him, her heart swelling. “Yes,” she said without hesitation.

Jermaine’s smile was radiant, and he kissed her again, slow and sweet. Carrie sighed contentedly, wondering if she was dreaming. But the warmth of his body against hers was real, and so was the love she felt brewing in her heart.

“Stay the night,” she murmured.

“Always,” Jermaine replied, his voice filled with promise.

—

The next morning, Jermaine woke her with soft kisses, his hands roaming her body as he whispered sweet words in her ear. Carrie’s eyes fluttered open, a smile spreading across her face as she turned to face him.

“Morning,” she murmured, her voice still thick with sleep.

“Good morning, beautiful,” Jermaine replied, his hands sliding down her sides.

He kissed her deeply, his tongue exploring her mouth as he pressed his body against hers. Carrie moaned into the kiss, her hands tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer.

Jermaine’s lips trailed down her neck, sucking lightly on the sensitive skin. Soon, his mouth was on her nipples, sucking and teasing.

Carrie’s hands gripped his shoulders, her hips bucking against his as the pleasure built. She could feel his erection pressing against her thigh, and she reached down, wrapping her hand around him. Jermaine groaned, his hips thrusting into her hand as she stroked him.

She positioned herself above him, guiding him inside her. The stretch was intoxicating, and she moaned as she sank down onto him, taking him fully. Jermaine’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements as she rode him.

The pace started slow, but quickly increased as their pleasure built. Carrie’s eyes rolled back in her head, her moans growing louder with each thrust. She could feel her orgasm approaching with every movement.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned, her voice strained.

Jermaine climaxed first, shooting his seed deep into Carrie. Soon, Carrie was screaming with delight, her pussy pulsing around Jermaine’s cock. Carrie collapsed onto his chest, her breathing rapid and uneven. Jermaine wrapped his arms around her, holding her close as they caught their breath.

“I love you,” Carrie whispered, her voice barely audible.

Jermaine’s eyes softened, and he kissed her gently. “I love you too,” he replied, his voice filled with emotion.

Carrie snuggled closer, her mind drifting as she listened to the steady beat of his heart. She couldn’t believe how lucky she was to have found him. And as she fell asleep in his arms, she knew that this was just the beginning of something beautiful.

23 - THE PROFESSOR’S MESSAGE
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Antoinette’s heart raced as she stood outside Dr. Cole Bradley’s office, her fingers nervously smoothing down the fabric of her dress. The black, form-fitting number hugged her curves in all the right places, and she knew exactly why she’d chosen it. The message he’d sent her after seeing her photos still burned in her mind. Hot didn’t even begin to cover it. She’d never expected her professor to be so bold, but she wasn’t complaining. Flattery had a way of making her feel powerful, and tonight, she intended to wield that power.

She knocked lightly on the door, and his deep voice called out, “Come in.”

When she stepped inside, the air felt charged, heavy with something unspoken. Cole sat behind his desk, his eyes immediately locking onto her. He didn’t bother hiding the way his gaze traveled down her body, lingering on the curve of her hips and the swells of her breasts. Antoinette felt a thrill shoot through her. He wanted her. She could see it in the way his jaw tightened, the way his hands gripped the edge of the desk just slightly too tight.

“Antoinette,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “You look… stunning.”

She smiled, letting her lips curve just enough to be teasing. “Thank you, Professor. I wasn’t sure if you’d notice.”

“Notice?” He chuckled, a sound that sent a shiver down her spine. “How could I not? You’ve been the center of my attention all day.”

She stepped closer, her heels clicking softly against the floor. The room felt smaller now, the space between them shrinking with every step she took. She stopped just in front of his desk, leaning slightly forward so that her cleavage was impossible to ignore. “Is that so?”

Cole didn’t answer with words. Instead, he stood, his movements slow and deliberate. He rounded the desk until he was standing right in front of her, so close she could feel the heat radiating from his body. His hand reached up, brushing a strand of hair away from her face. “You’re exquisite,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Antoinette’s breath caught. She hadn’t expected him to be so direct, but she wasn’t about to back down. She tilted her head, looking up at him through her lashes. “What are you going to do about it, Professor?”

The question hung in the air between them, and for a moment, neither of them moved. Then, without warning, Cole’s hands were on her, pulling her into a kiss that was anything but gentle. His lips claimed hers with a hunger that made her knees weak, his tongue sliding into her mouth with a possessive ease. Antoinette moaned into the kiss, her hands gripping his shoulders for support.

When he finally pulled away, both of them were breathless. Cole’s eyes were dark, filled with a desire that made her pulse quicken. Without a word, he reached down, unzipping his pants and freeing his cock. Antoinette’s eyes widened at the sight. He was big—much bigger than she’d expected for a man his age.

“Touch me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She didn’t hesitate. Her hand wrapped around his length, stroking him slowly at first, then faster as she felt him grow even harder in her grasp. Cole groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as he pulled her into another kiss. This one was even more intense, his teeth nipping at her bottom lip as his hips moved in time with her strokes.

“You’re driving me crazy,” he growled against her lips.

Antoinette smiled, her hand still moving on his cock. “Good.”

Cole’s hands moved to her dress, quickly unzipping it and letting it fall to the floor. She stood before him in nothing but a lace bra and panties, and the look in his eyes told her he liked what he saw. His hands roamed over her body, tracing the curves of her waist, the swell of her hips, the softness of her breasts. He kissed her again, this time moving down her neck, leaving a trail of hot, wet kisses that made her shiver.

“Lie down,” he commanded, his voice thick with need.

Antoinette obeyed, lying back on his desk as he pulled her panties off. His fingers traced the edge of her pussy, teasing her before sliding inside. She gasped, her hips lifting off the desk as he pushed deeper, his fingers moving in a rhythm that had her moaning his name.

“Cole, please,” she begged, her body trembling with need.

He didn’t make her wait. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. When he pushed inside, Antoinette let out a loud moan, her back arching off the desk. He filled her completely, stretching her in ways she hadn’t thought possible.

“Fuck,” Cole groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move.

Antoinette’s nails dug into the edge of the desk as he fucked her, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body. She could feel every inch of him, the way he filled her, the way his hips moved against hers. It was overwhelming, and yet she wanted more.

“Harder,” she gasped, her voice trembling.

Cole didn’t need to be told twice. He increased his pace, his cock slamming into her with a force that had her screaming his name. Antoinette could feel her orgasm building, the pressure in her core growing with every thrust. When she finally came, it was with a force that left her breathless, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Cole wasn’t far behind. With a final, deep thrust, he came inside her, his seed spilling into her as he let out a low groan. For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies pressed together as they caught their breath.

When he finally pulled away, Antoinette could barely move. Her legs felt like jelly, her entire body humming with satisfaction. Cole leaned down, pressing a kiss to her forehead.

“Don’t tell anyone,” he murmured, his voice soft but firm.

She nodded, her voice barely above a whisper. “I won’t.”

As she gathered her clothes and got dressed, Antoinette couldn’t stop the smile that spread across her face. She knew this was just the beginning.

24 - CURVES ON THE VOLLEYBALL COURT
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“You’re perfect just the way you are,” Brett murmured, his voice low and steady as his hands drifted down Chante’s sides, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist. She shivered under his touch, her breath catching in her throat.

She hadn’t expected this when she walked into the gym for her private coaching session. She’d been nervous, sure, but not about this. The way he looked at her, the way his hands lingered on her body—it wasn’t just casual coaching. It felt… different.

“Coach,” she started, her voice trembling slightly, “I don’t know if—“

He cut her off gently, his lips brushing against her ear. “Shh. Trust me, Chante. You’re incredible.”

Her heart raced as his hands moved lower, his fingers curling around the hem of her shorts. She should’ve stopped him. She knew that. But the way he touched her, the way he made her feel—she didn’t want it to end.

—

It started last week.

Although she struggled with her weight, Chante had always been a gifted athlete. She’d heard about tryouts for the college volleyball team, and she was confident that she’d dominate the competition.

When Chante arrived at the gym, the other girls vastly underestimated her abilities. “You sure you’re in the right place?” a petite girl asked, her thin arms crossed over her chest. “The cafeteria is that way.”

Chante just glared at her, her heart racing with anger. She ignored the taunt. She’d get her revenge on the court. Chante took her rage out on the volleyball, spiking it over the net with an unmatched ferocity. She easily made the team, leaving the other players stunned.

It seemed like Chante had made quite an impression on the volleyball coach, too. “Congratulations on making the team,” Brett said, putting his hand on her shoulder. “Don’t worry about those other girls. They’re jealous.”

“T-thank you,” Chante stammered, suddenly aware that her hair was a mess, and she was dripping sweat. “You really think so?”

“Yes. You’re beautiful and talented. Why wouldn’t they be jealous?” he replied, his eyes sparkling with something mysterious. “Why don’t you meet me tomorrow for a private coaching session? I can show you a few things to really improve your game.”

—

Now, they were in the gym. They’d finished practicing, and it was time to stretch. But as Brett positioned Chante’s body on the exercise mat, his fingers started to wander over her body in a way that didn’t feel professional.

“Coach?” she whispered, her eyes searching his.

Brett didn’t answer with words. Instead, he kissed her, his lips firm and demanding against hers. Chante melted into it, her hands gripping the front of his shirt as he deepened the kiss.

When he finally pulled away, his eyes darkened with desire. “Let me show you how perfect you are,” he said, his voice rough.

Chante’s mind was spinning, but she nodded anyway. She wanted this. She wanted him.

Brett’s hands moved to the waistband of her shorts, and she lifted her hips slightly to help him slide them off. He took his time, his fingers brushing against her thighs as he tugged the fabric down her legs. When she was finally bare, he paused, his gaze raking over her body.

“Beautiful,” he muttered, his voice thick with need.

She blushed, her cheeks burning under his scrutiny. But before she could say anything, he was on her again, his lips pressing against hers as his hands roamed over her curves.

His touch was electric, sending waves of pleasure through her body. She moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair as he kissed her neck, his teeth grazing her skin.

“Brett,” she gasped, her back arching as he moved lower, his lips trailing down her chest.

He didn’t stop until he reached the apex of her thighs, his breath hot against her sensitive skin. She squirmed under him, her hands clutching at the exercise mat as he pressed a kiss to her inner thigh.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice soothing. “I’ve got you.”

Chante bit her lip, her eyes fluttering shut as his tongue darted out, licking a slow, deliberate stripe up her center. She gasped, her hips jerking off the mat as pleasure shot through her.

Brett didn’t let up, his tongue circling her clit before sucking it into his mouth. Chante’s fingers dug into the mat, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as he worked her.

“Oh, God,” she moaned, her head falling back as the pleasure built inside her.

He slid a finger inside her, then another, curling them just right as he continued to lick and suck at her clit. She was close—so close—and when he added a third finger, she lost it.

Her body tensed, her back arching off the mat as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She cried out, her hands gripping the mat as she rode out her orgasm, her body trembling with the force of it.

When she finally came down, Brett was already moving, climbing up her body to kiss her again. She could taste herself on his lips, and it only made her want him more.

“Your turn,” she whispered, her hands moving to the waistband of his gym shorts.

He didn’t argue, lifting his hips so she could slide them off. His cock sprang free, hard and thick, and Chante’s mouth watered at the sight of it.

She wrapped her hand around him, giving him a few slow strokes before leaning down to take him into her mouth. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip.

“Fuck, Chante,” he muttered, his hips bucking up into her mouth.

She took him deeper, her lips stretched tight around him as she bobbed her head, her hand working the base of his shaft. He was big—bigger than she’d expected—but she didn’t stop, her mouth moving up and down his length as she sucked him.

When he was close, he pulled her off, his hands shaking as he flipped her onto her back. She spread her legs for him, her body still tingling from her orgasm as he positioned himself between her thighs.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice strained.

Chante nodded, her hands gripping his shoulders as he pushed into her. He was big—so big—and she gasped as he filled her, her nails digging into his skin as he bottomed out.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his forehead resting against hers as he adjusted to the feel of her.

She was tight—so tight—and it took every ounce of his control to keep from losing it right then and there. But when she moved her hips, grinding against him, he couldn’t hold back anymore.

He pulled out almost all the way before thrusting back in, drawing a sharp gasp from her. He did it again, then again, setting a steady rhythm as he fucked her.

Chante’s hands roamed over his back, her nails leaving red marks in their wake as she clung to him. He felt incredible—so good—and she didn’t want it to end.

“Brett,” she moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist as he pounded into her.

He kissed her, his lips hot and demanding against hers as he fucked her harder, his hips slamming against hers with each thrust. She could feel his cock hitting her in all the right places, the pleasure building inside her once again.

“I’m close,” he muttered, his voice rough with need.

Chante nodded, her nails digging into his back as she felt her own orgasm building. “Me too,” she gasped, her body tightening around him.

Brett fucked her through it, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his own release. When he finally came, he buried himself deep inside her, his cock pulsing as he spilled his seed.

Chante’s orgasm hit a second later, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure washed over her. She cried out, her hands clutching at his back as she rode out the waves, her body trembling with the force of it.

When he slumped on top of her, his cock still inside her as her breathing slowly returned to normal, Chante couldn’t believe what had just happened. But as she lay there, feeling him breathe against her neck, she knew she wanted more.

“Chante,” Brett started, his voice soft as he pulled back to look at her.

“Yes?” she asked, her heart pounding in her chest.

“This stays between us,” he said, his expression serious.

She nodded, her eyes locked with his. “Of course.”

He kissed her again, his lips soft and gentle against hers before he pulled away and stood up, leaving her lying on the mat as he grabbed his gym shorts.

Chante watched him dress, her mind still reeling from what had just happened. She knew this was risky—dangerous, even—but she couldn’t bring herself to care.

“Same time tomorrow?” Brett asked, his eyes meeting hers as he pulled his shirt back on.

Chante smiled, her legs still tingling as she sat up. “I’ll be there.”

As she watched him walk away, her body still humming, she couldn’t help but wonder what their next encounter would be like.

25 - PLEASING THE BOSS
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Monica adjusted her pencil skirt in the elevator, smoothing the fabric over her hips. She’d chosen it specifically for today—high-waisted, accentuating her curves, but professional enough that no one would suspect her secret. The black lace bra and matching thong she wore underneath were not professional, though. Those were for Preston.

Her heart quickened as the elevator doors opened to the executive floor. She stepped out, her heels clicking against the polished marble, and made her way to the conference room. It was Monday morning, and that meant the weekly strategy meeting. Boring, Monica thought, but she couldn’t help the small thrill that ran through her. Preston would be there.

She entered the room, her eyes immediately finding him at the head of the table. Preston Hastings, CEO of Hastings Enterprises, was the kind of man who commanded attention without even trying. Tall, broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair that only added to his air of authority. His sharp blue eyes flicked up as she walked in, and the corner of his mouth twitched in a barely-there smile. Monica felt her cheeks flush as she took her seat at the far end of the table, her notepad and pen ready.

The meeting dragged on as usual. Finance droned about quarterly projections, marketing pitched some new campaign, and Monica dutifully took notes. But her attention was elsewhere. Every so often, she’d glance up, and Preston’s gaze would meet hers, holding it just a moment too long. Her pulse quickened each time. She crossed her legs under the table, trying to distract herself from the ache building between her thighs.

Then it happened. Preston shifted in his chair, his hand disappearing beneath the table. Monica’s breath caught as she saw the slightest movement of his arm. He was unzipping his pants. Her heart slammed against her ribs. She kept her eyes on her notepad, her hand trembling slightly as she pretended to write. A moment later, she felt his foot nudge hers under the table. She glanced up, and he gave her a look—come here.

Monica’s mouth went dry. She hesitated for a split second before sliding her chair closer, her knee brushing against his. His hand found hers in the shadows beneath the table, guiding it toward him. Her fingers brushed against the hard length of his cock, and she swallowed hard.

She wrapped her hand around him, her thumb sliding over the head, already slick with pre-cum. Preston’s expression didn’t change as he leaned back in his chair, his face the picture of calm authority as he continued to listen to whoever was speaking.

Monica’s heart raced as she began to stroke him, her hand moving up and down in slow, deliberate motions. She could feel him swelling in her grip, growing harder with each stroke. God, he’s so big, she thought, trying to keep her breathing steady. She glanced around the table, but no one seemed to notice. Everyone was focused on the meeting, completely oblivious to what was happening just inches away.

Preston’s hand tightened around hers, guiding her to quicken her pace. Monica bit her lip to stifle a gasp as she felt his cock pulse in her hand. He was close. She could feel it in the way his thighs tensed, in the way his breathing hitched ever so slightly. His other hand was still on the table, his fingers drumming lightly as if he were deep in thought.

Monica’s hand moved faster, her palm slick with his pre-cum. And then, with a barely perceptible shudder, he came. His cum spilled into her hand, warm and thick, and she quickly wiped it with a tissue discreetly before slipping it into her pocket.

The meeting wrapped up shortly after, and everyone began filing out of the room. Monica stood up, her legs feeling like jelly, and glanced at Preston. He gave her a subtle nod toward his office, his expression unreadable but his eyes dark with promise. She followed him without a word, her heart pounding in her chest.

The moment the door to his office clicked shut, Preston turned to her, his eyes blazing. “Lock it,” he commanded, his voice low and gruff.

Monica fumbled with the lock, her hands trembling.

When she turned back around, he was already unbuttoning his suit jacket, tossing it onto the couch. “Get naked,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Monica swallowed hard, her hands moving to the hem of her blouse. She pulled it over her head, revealing the black lace bra that barely contained her breasts.

Preston’s gaze raked over her, his lips curling into a predatory smile. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice sending a shiver down her spine.

She unzipped her skirt, letting it pool at her feet, and stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but her bra and thong. His eyes lingered on her body, his approval evident as he stepped closer, his fingers trailing along the curve of her hip.

“I like the lingerie,” he praised. “Now, take it off.”

Monica unhooked her bra and stepped out of her panties, dropping them on the floor.

“Get on your knees,” Preston said, his voice rough with desire.

Monica obeyed without hesitation, sinking to the floor in front of him.

He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and freed his cock, still slick from earlier. “Suck it,” he commanded, and she leaned forward, taking him into her mouth.

Her lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling around the head as she began to bob her head up and down. She could feel him growing harder in her mouth, his hand tangling in her hair as he guided her pace.

“That’s it,” he growled, his hips thrusting slightly as he pushed himself deeper into her throat.

Monica gagged slightly, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t stop. She loved the way he took control, the way he made her feel like she was his. When he finally pulled away, she looked up at him, her lips swollen and glistening with saliva.

“On the desk,” he ordered, and she scrambled to obey, clearing a space as he kicked off his shoes and removed the rest of his clothes.

She bent over the desk, her ass presented to him, and he stepped closer, his hand coming down on her cheek with a sharp smack. Monica gasped, the sting sending a rush of heat to her core.

He spanked her again, harder this time, and she moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the desk. “So fucking perfect,” he muttered, his hands spreading her cheeks as he leaned down, his tongue darting out to taste her.

Monica’s breath hitched as he began to eat her out from behind, his tongue lapping at her folds before thrusting inside her. She bit her lip to stifle her moans, but Preston didn’t seem to care about keeping quiet. He growled against her, his hands gripping her hips as he devoured her.

When she was writhing and begging for more, he finally stood, his cock pressing against her entrance. “You’re mine,” he growled, thrusting into her with one smooth motion.

Monica cried out, her nails digging into the desk as he began to fuck her, hard and fast. Her body clenched around him, her orgasm building with each thrust. When she finally came, her vision blurred, and she could barely hear Preston’s growls over the roar of her own heartbeat.

But he wasn’t done. He pulled out, grabbing a bottle of lube from a drawer and slicking himself up. Monica’s eyes widened as he pressed against her ass, but she didn’t protest. She wanted this. She wanted him.

Preston pushed into her slowly, giving her time to adjust, but then he began to pound her, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her ass. Monica’s moans were loud and unrestrained now, her body trembling as she came again, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave.

Preston followed shortly after, his cum filling her as he groaned her name. He stayed inside her for a moment, his breath ragged, before pulling out and stepping back. Monica collapsed onto the desk, her body spent, but she couldn’t stop the smile that spread across her face.

“Get dressed,” Preston said, his voice calm now, as if nothing had happened.

Monica obeyed, her legs still shaky as she pulled her clothes back on.

Preston was already buttoning his shirt, his expression back to its usual composed state. “Now,” he said, glancing at her, “back to work.”
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"Coach, I can't keep this a secret," Kira whispered, her voice trembling as she lay beside him, her body still humming from the intensity of what they’d just done.

Roger turned his head to face her, his expression unreadable in the dim light of her bedroom. "We have to, Kira. You know that." His voice was firm, but there was something underneath it—a flicker of guilt, maybe, or desperation.

Kira bit her lip, her mind racing. She could still feel him inside her, the way he’d filled her completely, the way their bodies had moved together like they were made for each other. "But what if people find out? What if—"

"Stop," Roger interrupted, his tone sharp but not unkind. He reached out, his hand brushing her cheek. "Let’s not talk about that right now. Just… let’s enjoy this. Us."

Kira hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew he was right, but the weight of what they’d done was starting to settle in. Still, as she looked at him—his strong jaw, the way his body seemed to radiate power—she couldn’t help but feel a thrill run through her.

She leaned in, her lips brushing his in a soft, tentative kiss. "Okay," she murmured against his mouth. "For now."

—

Hours earlier, Kira had been on the field, her cleats digging into the dirt as she swung her bat with practiced precision. The sun was beating down on her, and she could feel the sweat trickling down her back as she ran the bases. She was fast, always had been, but today something felt off. Her timing was wrong, and her throws were sloppy.

"Kira!" Coach Roger’s voice cut through the air, sharp and commanding.

She froze, her heart sinking as she turned to face him.

His arms were crossed over his chest, his expression stern. "What the hell was that?"

"I—I don’t know," she stammered, wiping her forehead with the back of her hand. "I just… I’m sorry, Coach."

He sighed, his shoulders relaxing slightly as he walked over to her. "You’re distracted. I can see it. What’s going on?"

Kira looked down at her feet, guilt gnawing at her. "It’s school. I’m… I’m failing math, Coach. I’ve been trying to keep up, but it’s just too much."

Roger’s expression softened, and he placed a hand on her shoulder. "You’re one of the best players I’ve ever coached, Kira. But if you don’t get your grades up, you’re not going to be able to play. Understand?"

She nodded, her throat tight. "I know. I’ll do better. I promise."

"Good." He gave her shoulder a squeeze before letting go. "Come on. Let’s get you home. You look like you could use some rest."

—

The ride to her apartment was quiet, the hum of the car’s engine filling the space between them. Kira stared out the window, her mind racing as she tried to figure out how she was going to turn things around. She felt like she was drowning, and she didn’t know how much longer she could keep her head above water.

When they pulled up to her building, Kira turned to Roger, her voice barely above a whisper. "Do you want to come in? I mean, if you’re not busy or anything."

He hesitated, his grip tightening on the steering wheel. "Kira, I don’t think that’s a good idea."

"Please," she said, her eyes pleading. "I just… I don’t want to be alone right now."

Roger looked at her for a long moment, his jaw clenched as if he was fighting some internal battle. Finally, he nodded. "Alright. But just for a little while."

Inside her apartment, Kira dropped her bag by the door and turned to face him. She could feel the tension in the air, thick and heavy, and it made her heart race. "Coach, I…" She trailed off, unsure of what to say.

"Kira," he said, his voice low and strained. "This isn’t right. I shouldn’t be here."

She took a step closer to him, her breath catching in her throat. "I know. But I don’t care."

Before he could respond, she closed the distance between them, her lips pressing against his in a desperate, hungry kiss. He froze for a moment, his body stiff, but then he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he kissed her back.

It was like a dam had burst, and all the tension, all the unspoken desire that had been building between them came rushing out. Kira’s hands fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, her fingers trembling as she pushed it off his shoulders. He returned the favor, pulling her jersey over her head and tossing it aside.

Their clothes landed in a trail on the floor as they stumbled toward the bedroom, their lips never parting. When they reached the bed, Roger pushed her down onto the mattress, his hands roaming her body as he kissed her neck, her collarbone, her chest.

Kira’s back arched as his fingers slipped between her legs, teasing her until she was gasping for air. "Roger," she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets. "Please."

He didn’t make her wait. He replaced his fingers with his tongue, devouring her as she writhed beneath him. Her hips bucked against his mouth, and she cried out as the pleasure washed over her, her body trembling with the force of it.

When she finally came down from the high, Roger pulled away, his eyes dark with desire. "You’re so beautiful," he murmured, his voice rough with need.

Kira reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly at first, then faster, watching as his eyes fluttered shut and a low groan escaped his lips. "I want to taste you," she whispered.

Without waiting for a response, she slid down the bed, her lips wrapping around him. She took him deep, her tongue teasing the sensitive underside as he moaned her name. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, and it only made her want him more.

When she couldn’t take it anymore, she pulled away, moving to straddle him. "I need you," she breathed, guiding him inside her.

They moved together, their bodies perfectly in sync. Kira moaned, her head falling back as she rode him, her hips rolling in a slow, steady rhythm. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her as he thrust up into her, each movement pushing her closer to the edge.

It didn’t take long for her to fall apart, her body shattering as she came around him. He followed soon after, his grip on her hips tightening as he spilled himself inside her.

Now, as they lay in bed together, Kira couldn’t help but feel a sense of wonder. She’d never imagined that this would happen, but now that it had, she couldn’t imagine her life without it.

"Roger," she murmured, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. "What happens next?"

He didn’t answer right away, his hand stilling on her back. "We take it one day at a time," he finally said. "But we have to be careful, Kira. This… this can’t get out."

"I know," she whispered, her heart aching at the thought. But as she looked at him, she knew it was worth it. Whatever happened, she wouldn’t regret this.
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Mimi stood outside Dr. Reginald Carter’s door, her heart pounding in her chest. The weight of the failing grade on her midterm paper pressed heavily on her mind, but it wasn’t the only thing making her nervous.

She’d noticed the way he looked at her during lectures—those lingering glances, the subtle smiles that felt more personal than professional. Sure, she’d been flattered, but he was her professor.

When Dr. Carter had invited her to his house for a study session, she’d hesitated, telling him she already had plans that evening. But then she’d gotten back her midterm paper. She knew she had to fix her grade.

Now, standing here, she felt a strange mix of anticipation and anxiety. She raised her hand and knocked.

The door opened almost immediately, as if he’d been waiting for her. Dr. Carter—Reginald—stood there, his tall frame filling the doorway. He was dressed casually, a stark contrast to his usual buttoned-up professor attire. A crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled up to his elbows, and dark slacks that hugged his legs just right. His salt-and-pepper hair was slightly disheveled, and his piercing blue eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flip.

“Mimi,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “I’m glad you came.”

She swallowed hard, forcing a small smile. “I didn’t have much of a choice, did I?”

He chuckled softly, stepping aside to let her in. “Come in. Let’s talk.”

She stepped into his home, her eyes immediately drawn to the luxurious surroundings. The living room was spacious, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of the city skyline. The furniture was sleek and modern, and the air smelled faintly of sandalwood. It was the kind of place that screamed success, and it only added to the allure of the man who lived here.

“Can I get you a drink?” he asked, already moving toward the bar.

“Sure,” she replied, her voice a little shaky. “Whatever you’re having.”

He poured two glasses of red wine, handing one to her. Their fingers brushed as she took the glass, and she felt a jolt of electricity shoot through her. She took a sip, the rich flavor doing little to calm her nerves.

“So,” he began, leaning casually against the bar. “You’re here because of your grade.”

She nodded, her cheeks flushing. “I worked really hard on that paper. I don’t understand why I got such a low score.”

He studied her for a moment, his gaze thoughtful. “You’re a bright student, Mimi. But sometimes, effort isn’t enough. You need… guidance.”

She frowned, unsure of what he was getting at. “What kind of guidance?”

He set his glass down and took a step closer to her. “The kind that goes beyond the classroom. The kind that requires a more… personal touch.”

Her breath caught as he reached out, his fingers brushing a strand of hair from her face. His touch was warm, and she felt her body respond almost instinctively. She knew what he was suggesting, and part of her wanted to pull away, to tell him this was wrong. But another part—a much louder part—was curious. Excited, even.

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

He smiled, a slow, knowing smile. “I’m saying that I can help you, Mimi. But it’s up to you to decide if you’re willing to accept my terms.”

She hesitated, her mind racing. This was crazy. Dangerous, even. But the way he was looking at her, the way his presence seemed to fill the room, made it hard to think straight. She took another sip of wine, trying to steady herself.

“What exactly are your terms?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

He stepped even closer, his hand resting lightly on her waist. “Spend the night with me,” he said, his voice low and husky. “And I’ll make sure you pass the class.”

Her heart was pounding so hard she was sure he could hear it. She knew she should say no, should walk away and never look back. But the thought of failing, of having to retake the class, was unbearable. And then there was the undeniable attraction she felt for him. He was older, yes, but there was something undeniably sexy about his confidence, his authority.

“Okay,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

His smile widened, and he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, teasing kiss. She felt a shiver run down her spine as his hand slid up her back, pulling her closer. The kiss deepened, his tongue slipping into her mouth, and she moaned softly, her body melting against his.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

She nodded, her heart racing as he took her hand and led her down the hallway. The bedroom was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a large, king-sized bed dominating the space. He turned to her, his hands moving to the buttons of her blouse. She stood still, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as he slowly undressed her.

Her blouse fell to the floor, followed by her bra, and she felt a rush of heat as his eyes roamed over her bare skin. His hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she gasped, her body arching into his touch. He leaned down, his mouth closing over one nipple, and she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He moved to the other breast, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak, and she felt a throbbing ache between her legs. His hands slid down her body, unbuttoning her jeans and sliding them down her legs. She stepped out of them, standing before him in nothing but her panties.

He straightened, his eyes dark with lust as he looked at her. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

She felt a flush of heat spread through her body as he reached for the waistband of his slacks, unbuttoning them and pushing them down. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, and she felt a jolt of excitement. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around him, and he groaned, his hips thrusting forward.

She dropped to her knees, her mouth closing over the head of his cock, and he let out a low, guttural moan. She swirled her tongue around him, tasting the salty pre-cum that had gathered at the tip, and he tangled his fingers in her hair, guiding her as she took him deeper.

She sucked him eagerly, her mouth moving up and down his length, and he groaned, his hips thrusting into her mouth. She could feel him growing harder, thicker, and she moaned around him, the vibrations making him curse under his breath.

“Enough,” he growled, pulling her to her feet. He turned her around, pushing her toward the bed. “On your hands and knees.”

She obeyed, her body trembling with anticipation as she climbed onto the bed. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips, and she felt the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He pushed into her slowly, inch by inch, and she gasped, her body stretching to accommodate him.

He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but quickly growing more urgent. She moaned, her body rocking back to meet his, and he gripped her hips tighter, driving into her with increasing force. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps.

She could feel the tension building inside her, her body tightening with each thrust. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, and she cried out, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave. He groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he came.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies slick with sweat, and she lay there, her mind reeling. She couldn’t believe what had just happened, but as she looked at him, a slow smile spread across her face. She knew she wanted more.

He turned to her, his hand brushing her cheek. “You’ll get your grade,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “And if you’re interested, we can do this again.”

She nodded, her heart racing with excitement. “I’m interested.”
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“I can’t concentrate,” Jani admitted, her voice trembling as she looked up from the playbook. Her fingers fidgeted with the edge of the page, the tension in the room thick enough to choke on.

Ned paused, his eyes narrowing slightly as he studied her. “What’s going on, Jani?” he asked, his voice low and steady, though there was a flicker of something else beneath it.

She hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. This is wrong, she thought. I have a boyfriend. Ned is my coach. But the words spilled out before she could stop them. “I’m attracted to you,” she confessed, her cheeks burning. “I’ve been trying to ignore it, but… I can’t.”

The silence that followed was deafening. Ned’s expression shifted, his usual composed demeanor cracking ever so slightly. He leaned back in his chair, his gaze never leaving hers. “Jani, you’re a fantastic player. You’ve got a bright future ahead of you. This… this isn’t a good idea.”

“I know,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “But I can’t stop thinking about you.”

Ned’s eyes darkened, and for a moment, he looked like he was struggling with himself. Then, without warning, he stood up and closed the distance between them in one swift motion. His hands cupped her face, and before she could protest, his lips were on hers.

The kiss was hungry, desperate, and it sent a jolt of electricity straight through her. Jani gasped into his mouth, her hands instinctively gripping his shirt. This is happening, her mind screamed. This is really happening.

Ned’s tongue slipped past her lips, exploring her mouth with a heat that made her knees weak. She could feel the strength in his hands as they moved from her face to her waist, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed together. His hard chest against her soft curves only fueled the fire burning inside her.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathing heavily. Jani’s lips felt swollen, and her heart was racing. She looked up at Ned, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and desire.

“This can’t happen,” Ned said, though his voice was anything but convincing. “You’re with Kyle.”

“I know,” Jani said again, her voice trembling. “But I want you. Please.”

That one word seemed to shatter whatever restraint Ned had left. Without another word, he took her hand and led her out of the kitchen, down the hallway, and into his bedroom. The moment the door closed behind them, Jani felt a surge of adrenaline rush through her veins.

Ned wasted no time. His hands were on her clothes, yanking her shirt over her head and tossing it aside. Jani reached for his belt, her fingers fumbling as she tried to undo it. The sound of his zipper being pulled down sent a shiver down her spine.

He stepped out of his pants, and Jani’s breath caught in her throat as she saw him. He was hard, his cock standing at attention, and the sight of it made her mouth water. Without thinking, she dropped to her knees, her hands gripping his hips as she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

Ned groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she began to move. She started slow, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. The taste of him was intoxicating, and she couldn’t stop herself from moaning as she sucked him off.

Jani’s guilt threatened to surface—Kyle’s face flashed in her mind—but she pushed it away. This is what I want, she told herself. This is what I need. She bobbed her head, taking him as deep as she could, her throat relaxing to accommodate him. Ned’s grip on her hair tightened, guiding her movements as he thrust gently into her mouth.

“Fuck, Jani,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “You’re so good at this.”

The praise sent a thrill through her, and she redoubled her efforts, sucking him harder, faster. She could feel him trembling beneath her hands, and she knew he was close. But before he could reach the edge, he pulled her up, his lips crashing onto hers once more.

Ned’s hands were everywhere now, undressing her with an urgency that left her no time to think. Her bra was unhooked and discarded; her jeans and panties were yanked down her legs. She stepped out of them, standing bare before him, her chest heaving as she waited for what would come next.

Ned pushed her back onto the bed, his hands spreading her legs open. He knelt between them, his eyes locked on her as he leaned in and buried his face between her thighs. Jani cried out, her back arching as his tongue found her clit. He licked her hungrily, his tongue flicking over her sensitive nub before plunging into her.

Jani’s hands fisted the sheets as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She could feel herself getting wetter, her body responding to every touch, every lick. Ned’s hands gripped her thighs, holding her open as he devoured her. She was spiraling out of control, her hips bucking against his mouth as she neared the edge.

But just as she was about to tip over, Ned pulled away, leaving her gasping and desperate. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. Jani could feel the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she looked up at him, her eyes pleading.

“Are you sure?” Ned asked, his voice strained.

“Yes,” Jani gasped. “Please, I need you.”

That was all the confirmation he needed. Ned thrust into her, filling her completely in one smooth motion. Jani cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. He started slow, but it wasn’t long before he was pounding into her, his hips slamming against hers with a force that left her breathless.

Jani wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him on. She could feel every inch of him inside of her, stretching her, filling her in ways she hadn’t thought possible. The guilt she’d felt earlier was gone, replaced by an all-consuming need to feel Ned deeper, harder.

“Harder,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “Please, Ned, harder.”

He obeyed, his thrusts becoming more frantic, more desperate. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with their ragged breaths and moans. Jani could feel the coil of pleasure tightening in her stomach, threatening to snap.

And then it did. Her body convulsed, her muscles tightening around Ned as she came. Her cries were muffled by his lips on hers, his tongue invading her mouth as he continued to thrust. He wasn’t far behind her, and with a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside her and let out a guttural groan.

They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies pressed together, their breaths mingling. Then Ned pulled out, collapsing onto the bed beside her. Jani lay there, her chest rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath. Reality began to creep back in, and with it, the guilt she’d been able to ignore.

But before she could say anything, Ned spoke. “This stays between us,” he said, his voice firm. “No one can know.”

Jani nodded, though her heart ached at the thought of keeping this a secret. She knew it was wrong, but she also knew she wanted more.
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“Dr. Morton, I…” Marion’s voice trembled as she felt his lips press against hers, warm and demanding.

Her back was against the classroom door, the handle digging into her spine, but she didn’t care. His hands were already sliding down her waist, pulling her closer. She gasped into the kiss, her mind racing, but her body didn’t hesitate. She kissed him back, her fingers tangling in his neatly combed hair.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her ear. “No one’s coming in here,” he whispered, his voice low and reassuring. “The room’s locked.”

Marion’s heart pounded, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She glanced over his shoulder at the empty classroom, the desks neatly arranged, the chalkboard still scrawled with diagrams from the lecture. This was wrong. She knew it. But the heat pooling between her legs told her otherwise.

—

Earlier that day, Marion had stayed behind after class, as usual. Dr. Morton’s biology lectures were fascinating, but today’s topic had been… different. Human reproduction. The diagrams, the terminology, the way his voice had faltered when he talked about certain anatomical details—it had all left her feeling oddly restless. She needed clarification, or so she told herself.

“Dr. Morton,” she began as the last of her classmates filed out of the room, “can I ask a few more questions about today’s material?”

He looked up from his desk, his glasses slipping down his nose just enough to make him seem more approachable than usual. “Of course, Marion. Take a seat.”

She pulled a chair up to his desk, her notebook open, her pen poised to take notes. But as he started explaining, his usual confidence wavered. He stumbled over words, his cheeks flushing as he described the mechanics of human anatomy.

Marion found herself staring at him, her grip on her pen tightening. There was something about the way he hesitated, the way his Adam’s apple bobbed when he swallowed, that made her stomach flutter.

“Do you… understand?” he asked finally, his voice quieter than before.

She nodded, her throat dry. “Y-yes. Thank you.”

Neither of them moved. The air in the room felt heavier, charged with something unspoken. Marion’s heart raced as she watched his gaze linger on her lips, then drop to her chest. She should have left then. She should have stood up, gathered her things, and walked out. But she didn’t.

And then he kissed her.

—

Now, pressed against the door, Marion’s body was on fire. Dr. Morton’s hands moved to the hem of her blouse, slipping underneath to feel the warmth of her skin. She shivered as his fingers trailed up her sides, her breath catching when they brushed against her lace bra. He pulled her blouse over her head, leaving her in just her skirt and bra. His lips found her neck, his tongue tracing a line down to her collarbone.

“Dr. Morton…” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Call me Ron,” he murmured against her skin, his hands already working on the clasp of her bra.

It fell away, and his eyes darkened as he took her in, her breasts bare, her nipples hard from the cool air and the heat of his touch. He cupped one in his hand, his thumb brushing over the peak, and Marion let out a soft moan.

She didn’t protest as he guided her toward the nearest desk, clearing it with a sweep of his arm. He lifted her onto the surface, her skirt hiking up as she spread her legs instinctively. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing the fabric higher, revealing the thin lace of her panties. He traced the edge with his finger, his eyes locked on hers, and she couldn’t help but squirm.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, his voice rough with desire.

He hooked his fingers into her panties, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside. She was completely exposed now, her wetness glistening under the fluorescent lights. He dropped to his knees in front of her, his hands spreading her thighs wider.

She gasped as his tongue found her, slow and deliberate, exploring every inch of her with a skill that made her head spin. Her hands gripped the edge of the desk, her back arching as he circled her clit, his tongue flicking against it until she was trembling.

“Ron…” she moaned, her voice shaky.

Her hips moved against his mouth, chasing the pleasure he was giving her. He slipped a finger inside her, curling it just right, and she cried out, her orgasm building fast.

“That’s it,” he said, his voice muffled against her. “Let me hear you.”

She came with a gasp, her body tightening around his finger, her legs trembling as he worked her through it. When she finally slumped back against the desk, her chest heaving, he stood, his hands already working on his belt.

She watched, her mouth dry, as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. It was thick, the tip already glistening, and she bit her lip as he stroked himself, his eyes never leaving hers.

“Turn around,” he ordered, his voice firm.

She obeyed without hesitation, bending over the desk, her hands gripping the edge for support. She felt him press against her, the head of his cock nudging her entrance, and she held her breath as he pushed inside. He was big, and it took a moment for her body to adjust, but once he was fully sheathed inside her, it was all she could do to stifle a moan.

He started slow, his hands gripping her hips, his thrusts shallow at first. But soon he was moving faster, his cock stretching her with every stroke. She bit her lip to keep quiet, the sound of skin against skin filling the room. Each thrust sent sparks through her, her body responding to his rhythm.

“You feel so good,” he groaned, his grip tightening on her hips. He bent over her, his chest pressing against her back, his breath hot against her ear. “So good, Marion.”

She couldn’t hold back any longer. Her second orgasm hit her hard, her body clenching around him as she came, her head dropping onto the desk. He growled, his thrusts becoming erratic, and then he was spilling inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his warmth.

He stayed like that for a moment, his forehead resting against her back, his breathing heavy. Then he pulled out, tucking himself back into his pants as she straightened, her legs unsteady.

“That was… amazing,” she said, her voice still shaky as she turned to face him.

He placed a finger over his lips, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “Not a word.”

“I won’t tell anyone,” she promised, her heart racing.
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The moment Dottie walked through the front door, she felt the tension in the air. Her mother’s voice was sharp, echoing down the hallway, and Frank’s low, frustrated growl followed. She hesitated in the foyer, her bags still slung over her shoulder, unsure if she should announce her presence or slip away. But curiosity got the better of her, and she crept closer, her heart pounding in her chest.

“You think I don’t know what’s going on?” Frank’s voice was tight, edged with anger. “I’m not blind, Linda.”

“Oh, please, Frank,” her mother snapped back. “You’re being paranoid. It’s just work.”

Dottie’s stomach churned. Frank had recently married her mother, and their relationship had been stormy—filled with cheating and accusations. Dottie had gotten close to Frank since coming home from college for spring break. They’d gone on a few hikes together, and he’d even helped her pick out her classes for the next semester. He’d been kind, charming even, with a smile that made her cheeks warm.

But now, hearing the strain in his voice, she felt a pang of sympathy. She moved closer, peering around the corner into the master bedroom. Frank stood by the window, his broad shoulders tense, his hands clenched into fists. Her mother was pacing, her arms crossed, her face flushed with irritation.

Dottie didn’t mean to eavesdrop, but she couldn’t help it. She’d never seen her mother like this—so cold, so defensive. And Frank… he looked hurt, wounded in a way that made her chest ache. Without thinking, she stepped into the room.

“Everything okay?” she asked, her voice soft, tentative.

Her mother whirled around, her eyes narrowing. “Dottie! You’re home. Great timing. Your stepfather seems to think I’m having an affair.”

Frank turned to look at her, and for a moment, their eyes locked. There was something in his gaze—something raw, vulnerable—that made her breath catch. He was so different from the man she’d met before. Strong, yes, but also… fragile.

“I’m sorry,” Dottie said, though she wasn’t sure what she was apologizing for. “Maybe I should give you two some space.”

“No,” Frank said quickly, his voice firm. “Stay. Please.”

Her mother rolled her eyes. “Fine. I’ll leave you two to bond. Maybe you can talk some sense into him, Dottie.”

With that, she stormed out of the room, leaving Dottie and Frank alone. The silence stretched between them, heavy and charged. Dottie fidgeted with the strap of her bag, unsure of what to say. But then Frank sighed, running a hand through his hair, and she felt the urge to comfort him, to ease the pain she saw in his eyes.

“She’s lying,” he said quietly, his voice breaking. “I know she is.”

Dottie’s heart skipped a beat. She didn’t know what to believe, but the look on Frank’s face—so lost, so hurting—made her want to reach out, to offer him some solace. Slowly, she set her bag down and moved closer, her chest tight with a strange mix of sympathy and something else… something she didn’t want to name.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, placing a hand on his arm. “I don’t know what to say.”

Frank looked down at her, his eyes searching hers, and for a moment, she thought he might pull away. But then he stepped closer, his breath warm against her cheek, and her heart began to race.

“Dottie,” he murmured, his voice low, rough with emotion. “I… I can’t stop thinking about you.”

Her breath caught. She should have been shocked, should have pushed him away, but instead, she felt a jolt of heat race through her body. His words were wrong, so wrong, but they stirred something deep inside her, something she’d been trying to ignore.

“Frank,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “We can’t…”

But before she could finish, his lips were on hers, soft and insistent, and she felt herself melting into him. His hands cupped her face, his touch gentle yet demanding, and she kissed him back, her mind spinning with a mix of guilt and desire. It was wrong, so wrong, but it felt so right.

His tongue teased her lips, and she parted them willingly, a soft moan escaping her throat. His hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer, and she could feel the heat of his body through their clothes. She’d never been kissed like this—never been wanted like this—and it was intoxicating.

“Dottie,” he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with need. “I’ve wanted you since the moment I saw you.”

Her heart pounded in her chest, her body trembling with anticipation. She knew she should stop this, should pull away, but she couldn’t. She wanted him, wanted this, and the guilt only made it hotter.

Frank’s hands slid under her shirt, his fingers brushing against her skin, and she gasped, arching into his touch. He pulled her shirt over her head, tossing it aside, and his eyes darkened as they raked over her lace-covered breasts. Her nipples hardened under his gaze, and she felt a flush of heat between her legs.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

He reached behind her, unhooking her bra with practiced ease, and it fell away, leaving her bare to his hungry gaze. He cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she moaned, her head falling back.

“Frank,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Please…”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His lips captured hers again, his hands exploring her body, and she felt herself losing control. His fingers trailed down her stomach, slipping under the waistband of her shorts, and she gasped as he found her wet, throbbing core.

“You’re so ready for me,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire.

He unzipped her shorts, sliding them and her panties down her legs, and she stepped out of them, her heart racing. His eyes devoured her, and she felt a shiver of anticipation run through her body.

Frank unzipped his pants, freeing his hard, throbbing cock, and her eyes widened at the sight. He was huge, thick and long, and her mouth watered at the thought of tasting him. She dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she wrapped them around his shaft, and he groaned, his head falling back.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “Take it.”

She opened her mouth, taking him in, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair, and she moaned around him, the vibrations sending shivers of pleasure through his body. She sucked him deeper, her lips stretched tight around his girth, and he thrust gently into her mouth, his moans filling the room.

“God, Dottie,” he groaned, his hips rocking against her. “You’re so good…”

She took him as deep as she could, her throat relaxing to accommodate him, and he groaned, his hands tightening in her hair. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, his cock hot and heavy on her tongue, and she sucked harder, her own desire building with every moan that escaped his lips.

Frank pulled her off him, his eyes dark with lust, and she whimpered at the loss. But then he grabbed her, lifting her onto the bed, and she spread her legs, her pussy glistening with need. He reached into the nightstand, pulling out a thick, veined dildo, and handed it to her, his eyes burning into hers.

“Use this on yourself,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire. “Let me watch you.”

Her hands trembled as she took the dildo, her heart racing. She spread her legs wider, positioning the tip at her entrance, and slowly pushed it in, moaning as it stretched her. Frank groaned, his cock throbbing in his hand, and she began to fuck herself with the dildo, her hips rocking against it.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his eyes locked on her pussy. “Fuck yourself for me.”

She moaned, her hand moving faster, the dildo filling her completely. She could feel herself tightening around it, her orgasm building with every thrust, and she cried out as it hit her, her body trembling with pleasure.

Frank tossed the dildo aside, his cock pressing against her entrance, and she gasped as he slid into her, stretching her even more. He groaned, his hips rocking against hers, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

“You feel so good,” he murmured, his voice rough with need.

He thrust harder, his cock filling her completely, and she moaned, her nails digging into his back. He fucked her with a fierce intensity, his hips slamming against hers, and she felt another orgasm building, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Frank,” she cried out, her voice trembling. “I’m gonna cum…”

“Cum for me, baby,” he growled, his thrusts becoming more erratic. “Cum all over my cock.”

She screamed as she came, her pussy clenching around him, and he groaned, his own release following. He thrust deep, filling her with his hot cum, and she moaned, her body still trembling with pleasure.

He collapsed onto her, his breathing heavy, and she wrapped her arms around him, her heart racing. She knew this was wrong, knew they shouldn’t have done this, but she couldn’t bring herself to regret it.

“We have to keep this a secret,” Frank murmured, his voice rough. “At least for now.”

She nodded, her chest tight with guilt, but also with a strange sense of excitement. She was falling for him, and she didn’t know how to stop.

31 - FROM MENTOR TO LOVER
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“Dominique,” Edgar murmured, his voice low and rough as his fingers traced the curve of her jaw. “You’ve always been extraordinary. Tonight, I want to show you just how much I’ve come to admire you.”

Her breath caught, her heart pounding as his lips brushed hers. The warmth of his tongue slipped into her mouth, and she melted into the kiss, her hands gripping the front of his crisp white shirt. His hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed together. She could feel the heat radiating from him, the hard outline of his desire pressed against her stomach.

“Edgar,” she whispered against his lips, her voice trembling. “I never thought… I never imagined this would happen.”

“Neither did I,” he admitted, his eyes dark with longing. “But here we are.”

—

The evening had started innocently enough. Dominique had graduated that afternoon, and Edgar had been there, front and center, clapping louder than anyone else. He’d taken her out to celebrate at a high-end restaurant, the kind of place she could never afford on a student’s budget. The food was exquisite, the wine even better, but it was the company that had left her feeling lightheaded.

Over dinner, Edgar had opened up in ways she hadn’t expected. He’d spoken about his past, his regrets, and his hopes for the future. And then, just as dessert was served, he’d looked at her with those piercing blue eyes and said, “Dominique, I’ve been captivated by you from the moment we met.”

She’d been stunned, her fork clattering against the plate. “Edgar, I… I don’t know what to say.”

“Say you feel the same,” he’d urged, his voice soft but insistent.

And she had. Because she did. The attraction had been there for years, simmering beneath the surface, but she’d never allowed herself to acknowledge it. He was her mentor, her guide, and she’d convinced herself that her feelings were nothing more than admiration. But now, with his confession hanging in the air between them, she couldn’t deny it any longer.

—

Back at his home, the tension had reached a boiling point. Dominique’s hands trembled as she reached for the hem of her dress, pulling it over her head. Edgar’s eyes raked over her body, lingering on the lace of her bra and panties. His fingers brushed against her skin as he unclasped her bra, letting it fall to the floor. His breath was warm against her neck as he kissed her, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs teasing her nipples until they hardened.

“Edgar,” she gasped, her hands fumbling with the buttons of his shirt. She needed to feel his skin against hers, needed to feel the weight of him on top of her.

He helped her, shrugging out of his shirt and pants, revealing a body that was far more muscular than she’d imagined. His chest was broad, his abs tight, and his cock… Her eyes widened as she took him in, her mouth watering at the sight. He was already hard, his length thick and heavy, the tip glistening with precum.

Dominique dropped to her knees, her fingers wrapping around his shaft. She stroked him slowly, her eyes locked on his as she leaned forward, her tongue flicking against the head of his cock. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking him deep, her tongue sliding along the underside of his shaft.

“God, Dominique,” he growled, his hips bucking as she took him deeper, her throat constricting around him. “You’re incredible.”

She pulled back, her lips slick with his cum, and looked up at him with wide, innocent eyes. “I want to make you feel good, Edgar.”

“You already are,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “But I need to taste you now.”

He lifted her to her feet, his hands sliding down her body until they reached her panties. He hooked his fingers into the lace and pulled them down, his eyes darkening as he saw how wet she was. He knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs apart as he buried his face between her legs.

Dominique cried out as his tongue found her clit, circling it slowly before flicking it with rapid strokes. Her hands gripped the edge of the bed, her hips bucking against his mouth as he devoured her. He slid a finger inside her, curling it just right, and she nearly came undone right then and there.

“Edgar, please,” she begged, her voice a desperate whimper. “I need you.”

He stood, his hands gripping her hips as he lifted her onto the bed. She spread her legs, her body trembling with anticipation as he positioned himself between her thighs. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and she held her breath as he pushed inside, inch by glorious inch.

“Oh, God,” she moaned, her nails digging into his back as he filled her completely.

He was so big, so hard, and she could feel every ridge, every vein as he moved inside her. He started slow, his hips rocking against hers, but soon he was thrusting harder, faster, his cock slamming into her with a force that left her breathless.

“Dominique,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her. “You feel so good.”

She could feel the tension building inside her, her body tightening around him as he drove her closer to the edge. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper, and she cried out as she came, her body convulsing around him. He followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he spilled his cum deep within her.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies slick with sweat, their hearts pounding in unison.

Dominique turned to face him, her fingers tracing the lines of his face. “Edgar,” she whispered, her voice filled with wonder. “What happens now?”

“I love you, Dominique,” Edgar declared, his voice ringing with passion. “I wanna be with you.”

Even though Edgar was much older, it felt so right. “I love you, too,” Dominique said with no hesitation.

Edgar gave Dominique a tender kiss. And she knew she was in exactly the right place.
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The tropical sun burned high overhead, casting golden rays over the pristine white sand and turquoise waters of the resort. Shauna adjusted the straps of her new bikini, the delicate fabric hugging her curves in all the right places. She could feel the heat of the sun on her skin, the way it made her body hum with a quiet, restless energy. She glanced over at Jeff, who was strapping on his scuba gear, his face a mix of concentration and excitement. He’d been looking forward to this lesson all week.

“Be careful, okay?” she called out, though her words were half-hearted. Jeff waved her off with a grin, already distracted by the instructor’s instructions.

“I’ll be fine, Shauna. You just relax,” he said before turning his attention back to the gear.

She nodded, though her mind was already elsewhere. She couldn’t shake the feeling that had been growing in her since they’d arrived at the resort—a tingling awareness of Jeremy, her father-in-law, who had been watching her more and more intently as the days went by. It wasn’t anything obvious, just lingering glances, a casual brush of his hand against hers when he passed her a drink, the way his laughter seemed to deepen whenever she was near.

Jeremy was an older man, but he carried himself with a confidence that was impossible to ignore. His silver hair caught the sunlight, and his broad shoulders filled out his linen shirt in a way that made her stomach tighten. She told herself it was nothing, that she was just enjoying the attention, but deep down, she knew it was more than that.

As Jeff disappeared into the waves with the instructor, Shauna turned back toward the resort, her feet sinking into the warm sand. She had barely made it to the shaded pathway when she felt a presence behind her.

“Enjoying the view?” Jeremy’s voice was low, smooth, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

She turned to face him, forcing a smile. “It’s beautiful here. I can’t believe we’re really staying.”

“It’s even better when you share it with the right company,” he said, his eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her breath catch.

She laughed nervously, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “What about Jeff? Isn’t he good company?”

Jeremy stepped closer, his gaze never wavering. “Jeff’s a good kid. But he’s not who I’m talking about.”

Her heart pounded in her chest, her mind racing with conflicting thoughts. This is wrong. He’s Jeff’s father. But oh God, the way he’s looking at me…

She opened her mouth to say something, to deflect, but before she could, Jeremy closed the distance between them, his lips crashing onto hers. The kiss was firm, demanding, and she melted into it, her body betraying her better judgment. His hands came up to cradle her face, his fingers tangling in her hair as he deepened the kiss.

When he pulled back, she was breathless, her lips tingling. “Jeremy…” she started, but he silenced her with another kiss, this one slower, more deliberate.

“You’ve been driving me crazy since we got here,” he murmured against her lips. “Every time you walk by, I can’t stop thinking about what’s under that bikini.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she felt a rush of heat between her legs, a longing she couldn’t ignore. “We shouldn’t… Jeff…,” she whispered, but her voice lacked conviction.

Jeremy stepped back, his eyes dark with desire. “Jeff’s busy. And he’ll never know. Come on, Shauna. Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about this.”

She hesitated for a moment, her mind warring with her body, but then she nodded, her heart pounding in her ears. Jeremy took her hand, leading her back to her hotel room. The air was thick with tension, every step heightening the anticipation.

As soon as they were inside, Jeremy pushed her against the door, his body pressing into hers as he kissed her hungrily. His hands roamed over her body, exploring every curve, every inch of her. She gasped as he reached behind her, untying her bikini top and letting it fall to the floor.

His lips trailed down her neck, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they were hard and aching. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire.

She moaned, her hands clutching at his shirt, pulling it off him with desperate urgency. His chest was firm, his skin warm against hers as he kissed her again, his tongue exploring her mouth. She could feel his hardness pressing against her, and it only made her want him more.

Jeremy’s hands moved to her bikini bottoms, sliding them down her legs and leaving her completely exposed. He stepped back, his eyes raking over her naked form, and she trembled under his gaze. Then, slowly, he began to undress, revealing his muscular frame and, finally, his cock—thick and erect, standing proudly between his legs.

Her breath hitched as she dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she reached for him. She looked up at him, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth, savoring the taste of him. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she began to move, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper.

“God, Shauna,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You’re so fucking good at this.”

She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, his hands tightening in her hair as he started to move, guiding her head up and down his length. She gagged as he hit the back of her throat, but she didn’t pull away, her desire driving her to take more, to please him.

“That’s it, baby,” he growled, his thrusts becoming more forceful. “Take it all.”

Her eyes watered as she struggled to breathe, but she didn’t stop, her lips wrapped tightly around him as she sucked him with a desperation she couldn’t control. She could feel her own arousal building, her pussy throbbing with need.

Finally, Jeremy pulled her up, his hands gripping her hips as he guided her to the bed. He positioned her on her hands and knees, her ass in the air, and she felt his hands spread her cheeks, his breath hot against her skin.

“So fucking beautiful,” he murmured before grabbing his cock and aligning it with her entrance.

She gasped as he pushed into her, his thick length stretching her in ways she hadn’t felt before. He paused, letting her adjust to him, before beginning to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, then harder, faster.

Shauna moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he filled her completely, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. “Jeremy…,” she whimpered, her voice barely audible over the sound of their bodies slapping together.

He reached around, his fingers finding her clit and teasing it in time with his thrusts. She cried out, her body tightening as pleasure consumed her.

“Come for me, Shauna,” he growled, his voice rough with need.

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, her body convulsing as she screamed his name. Jeremy kept fucking her, driving her higher and higher, until he couldn’t hold back any longer. With a deep groan, he buried himself inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies pressed together, their breathing ragged. Then Jeremy pulled out, collapsing beside her on the bed. Shauna turned to face him, her heart still racing, but already, the guilt was creeping in.

“What if Jeff finds out?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Jeremy pulled her closer, his hand stroking her hair. “He won’t, baby. This is our little secret.”

She nodded, though the weight of what they’d done was already settling on her chest. They hurried to get dressed, the tension between them still crackling in the air. As they fumbled with their clothes, Shauna’s mind raced with thoughts of what they had done, but she couldn’t deny the thrill that still coursed through her veins.

“We should get back before Jeff returns,” Jeremy said, his voice calm, though his eyes burned with the same desire that still pulsed in her body.

Shauna nodded, her heart pounding as they slipped out of the room, the heat of the tropical sun hitting her skin again. She glanced over at Jeremy, his expression unreadable, but the tension between them was undeniable.

“What happens now?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jeremy’s lips curled into a smirk, his eyes dark with promise. “We’ll see…”
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The phone buzzed on the dresser, its screen lighting up with an unknown number. Gemma, lounging on her bed in a silk robe, reached for it. Her nails, painted a glossy red, tapped against the screen as she answered. A deep, gravelly voice greeted her on the other end.

“Good evening, is this Gemma?” the man asked.

“Yes, speaking. Who’s this?” Her tone was smooth, practiced. She sat up a little straighter, already sensing this could be a lucrative call.

“This is Gabe. I was given your number by a mutual acquaintance. I’d like to book a session with you tonight, if you’re available.”

Gemma’s lips curved into a smirk. Mutual acquaintance. She’d heard that line before, but it didn’t matter. What mattered was the money. “I’m available. What did you have in mind?”

“I’d like to spend a couple of hours with you. I’ll pay double your usual rate.”

Her eyebrows lifted. Double her rate was nothing to scoff at. “Sounds good. Send me the address, and I’ll be there in an hour.”

The address he sent was in the ritzy part of town, a neighborhood where the houses were sprawling estates tucked behind gated driveways. Gemma dressed carefully—a tight, black dress that hugged her curves, heels that clicked softly against the pavement as she walked to her car. She felt a flicker of curiosity about Gabe. His voice had sounded older, but rich men often did. Age wasn’t a deterrent for her, as long as the guy had money.

When she arrived, she was impressed. The house was a modern mansion, all glass and steel, with a fountain in the front courtyard. She rang the bell, and moments later, the door swung open.

“Gemma,” the man said, his voice warm with a hint of amusement. “Come in.”

She blinked. He was old. Not just older, but old. Seventy, maybe seventy-five. His hair was silver, his face lined with age, but his eyes were sharp, crinkling at the corners as he smiled. He wore a tailored suit, the kind that screamed wealth, and he carried himself with an air of quiet confidence.

“Gabe,” she said, recovering quickly. “Nice to meet you.”

He stepped aside to let her in. The interior of the house was just as impressive as the outside—high ceilings, sleek furniture, art that looked like it belonged in a museum. Gemma felt a little thrill. This was the kind of client she liked. Rich, tasteful, and clearly willing to spend.

“You’re even more beautiful in person,” Gabe said, leading her into the living room. “Can I get you a drink? Whiskey? Wine?”

“Wine, please,” she said, slipping into a chair. She crossed her legs, letting her dress ride up just enough to show a hint of thigh.

He poured her a glass of red, then sat across from her. For a moment, they made small talk—the weather, the city, how she’d gotten into escorting. Gemma kept her answers light, her smile steady. She was good at this, at making men feel at ease. But she could feel Gabe’s eyes on her, studying her in a way that made her skin tingle. There was something about him—a quiet intensity that set her on edge in the best possible way.

After a while, he set his glass down. “Why don’t we move to the bedroom?”

She followed him upstairs, her heels sinking into the plush carpet. The bedroom was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a king-sized bed draped in silk sheets. Gabe walked over to a dresser, opened a drawer, and pulled out a thick envelope. He handed it to her.

“For your trouble,” he said, his voice low.

Gemma opened the envelope, her eyes widening at the stack of bills inside. She tucked it into her purse, her heart racing. This was more than double her usual rate. Way more.

“Now,” Gabe said, his eyes darkening, “why don’t you take off your clothes?”

She nodded, her fingers going to the zipper at the side of her dress. She pulled it down slowly, letting the fabric slide off her shoulders and pool at her feet. She stood there in nothing but a lace bra and panties, her body on full display. Gabe’s gaze raked over her, and she felt a flush of heat under his scrutiny.

“All of it,” he said, his voice rougher now.

She unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Her nipples hardened under his gaze, and she felt a pulse of arousal between her legs. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slid them down, stepping out of them with a little sway of her hips.

Gabe’s eyes lingered on her for a moment longer, then he began to undress. His movements were slow, deliberate. He shrugged off his jacket, unbuttoned his shirt, and stepped out of his pants. When he pulled down his boxers, Gemma’s breath caught in her throat.

He was big. Thick and long, already hardening as he stepped closer to her. She hadn’t expected that from a man his age. Her mouth went dry, her pulse quickening.

“Touch me,” he said, his voice a rumble.

She reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his shaft. His skin was warm, almost hot, and she could feel the blood rushing beneath her touch. She began to stroke him, her hand moving up and down in slow, steady motions. He groaned, his hips bucking slightly into her hand as he grew harder.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his hand tangling in her hair. “Just like that.”

His praise sent a shiver down her spine, her arousal building as she worked him. When he was fully hard, he guided her to the bed, lying back against the pillows. Gemma climbed on top of him, straddling his hips. She could feel the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she lowered herself onto him slowly, inch by inch.

He filled her completely, stretching her in the most delicious way. She moaned, her head falling back as she began to move, rocking her hips against his. His hands gripped her waist, guiding her, urging her to go faster. She obeyed, her body moving in rhythm with his, the friction building with every thrust.

“Yes,” Gabe growled, his hips bucking up to meet her. “Just like that, Gemma. Fucking perfect.”

She could feel herself getting closer, the heat coiling tighter and tighter in her core. She reached between them, her fingers finding her clit and rubbing in quick, desperate circles. The combination of his cock inside her and her fingers on her clit pushed her over the edge, and she came with a cry, her body trembling with pleasure.

Gabe wasn’t far behind. With a groan, he spilled inside her, his grip on her hips tightening as he rode out his own climax. They stayed like that for a moment, her body still straddling his, their breaths mingling in the warm air.

Finally, Gemma rolled off him, lying on the bed beside him. She could feel his cum leaking out of her, a reminder of what they’d just done. She turned her head to look at him, a lazy smile spreading across her face.

“That was… incredible,” she said, her voice soft.

Gabe chuckled, reaching over to brush a strand of hair from her face. “You’re incredible,” he said. “I’d like to see you again, Gemma. Soon.”

She felt a little thrill at his words. For an old man, Gabe certainly knew how to fuck. “I’d like that,” she said, her smile widening.

Gabe’s hand traced a line down her arm, sending a shiver through her. “Good,” he said, his voice low. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”
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Janetta’s heart pounded as she stood in the middle of the gym, her bright red cheerleading uniform clinging to her toned frame. The judges’ eyes were on her, their pens poised, ready to mark her every move. She had practiced this routine a hundred times, maybe more. But now, under the glaring lights, her legs felt like jelly, her hands shaky. She took a deep breath, forcing a smile, and began.

High school cheerleading had been easy, but Janetta was in college now, and the competition was tougher. She’d have to nail this routine if she wanted to make the squad.

Her first few moves were flawless—high kicks, sharp turns, arms slicing through the air with precision. But then, as she launched into her final tumbling pass, her foot caught the edge of the mat. She stumbled, her body twisting awkwardly before she hit the ground with a muffled thud. The gym fell silent. Janetta’s face burned with humiliation as she scrambled to her feet, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She tried to finish the routine, but the damage was done.

The judges’ faces were unreadable as she walked off the floor, her dreams of becoming a Dallas Cowboys cheerleader slipping through her fingers. She couldn’t let this be the end. She wouldn’t.

Janetta found herself standing outside the office of Coach George a short while later. She knocked softly, her hand trembling.

“Come in,” his deep voice called from inside.

She pushed the door open, her heart racing. George sat behind his desk, a ruggedly handsome man in his fifties, his sharp eyes studying her as she stepped inside.

“Coach,” she began, her voice wavering. “I know I messed up out there, but I’d do anything to be on this team. Anything.”

George leaned back in his chair, a slow smile spreading across his face. “Anything?”

Janetta didn’t miss the way his gaze lingered on her body, his eyes darkening with interest. She swallowed hard, her pulse quickening. She had to do this.

“Yes,” she said, her voice steady now. “Anything.”

George stood, his tall frame towering over her as he walked around the desk. He reached out, his fingers brushing against her cheek, sending a shiver down her spine.

“Then let’s see how far you’re willing to go,” he murmured, his hand sliding down to her waist.

Janetta’s breath caught as he leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “Lock the door,” he commanded, his voice low and husky.

She obeyed, her fingers fumbling with the lock before turning back to face him. George’s eyes were on her, hungry, as he stepped closer, his hands reaching for the hem of her uniform. He lifted it slowly, revealing her toned stomach, then higher, until the fabric was over her head and discarded on the floor.

Janetta stood before him in nothing but her red lace bra and panties, her body on full display. George’s eyes raked over her, his approval evident as he reached for her bra.

He unhooked it with practiced ease, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts spilled free, her nipples hardening under his gaze. He cupped them in his hands, his thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks, sending a jolt of pleasure through her.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, before lowering his head to take one nipple into his mouth.

Janetta gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders as his mouth worked on her, his tongue swirling around her nipple, teasing and sucking until she was trembling. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention, his hands roaming over her body, exploring every curve.

When he finally pulled away, Janetta was breathless, her skin flushed with desire. George cleared a space on his desk with a sweep of his arm, papers scattering to the floor.

“Up you go,” he said, his voice thick with lust.

Janetta climbed onto the desk, her legs spreading instinctively as he stepped between them. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside.

George knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs wider, his breath hot against her skin. He leaned in, his tongue darting out to tease her folds, tasting her.

Janetta moaned, her back arching as his tongue flicked over her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. He lapped at her greedily, his fingers sliding inside her, curling to find that sweet spot that made her cry out.

“George,” she whimpered, her hands clutching the edge of the desk as he devoured her, his tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony.

He didn’t stop until she was shaking, her orgasm building, ready to explode. But just before she could tip over the edge, he pulled away, leaving her desperate and aching.

“Turn around,” he ordered, his voice rough with need.

Janetta obeyed, bending over the desk, her ass in the air. She heard the sound of his zipper, then the feel of his hands on her hips as he positioned himself behind her.

He entered her in one smooth thrust, his cock filling her completely. Janetta gasped, her nails digging into the desk as he began to move, each thrust deeper, harder than the last.

“God, you feel amazing,” George growled, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her, his pace relentless.

Janetta could feel every inch of him, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. She moaned, her body tightening around him as her orgasm approached, fast and overwhelming.

George’s thrusts became erratic, his own release close. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in quick circles.

Janetta came with a cry, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure ripped through her. George followed, his cock pulsing inside her as he spilled himself, groaning her name.

They stayed like that for a moment, both catching their breath, before George pulled out and stepped back.

“You’re on the team,” he said simply, as if nothing had just happened.

Janetta turned to face him, her body still trembling, her heart racing. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice filled with gratitude.

George nodded, a satisfied smile on his face as she gathered her clothes and dressed quickly. She left his office, her legs still unsteady, but a smile on her face.

As she walked down the hallway, her mind was already racing, wondering when her next encounter with George would be. And she couldn’t wait.
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Lelani’s heart raced as she stepped into the grand foyer of Mr. Rockford’s mansion. The marble floors gleamed under the chandelier’s soft light, and the air smelled faintly of cedar and wealth. She smoothed her skirt nervously, her heels clicking against the floor as she approached the man standing at the base of the staircase. He was older, his silver hair perfectly styled, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders. His piercing blue eyes locked onto hers, and a slow, knowing smile spread across his face.

“Lelani,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. “Welcome.”

“Thank you, Mr. Rockford,” she replied, her voice trembling slightly. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

He stepped closer, his presence commanding yet oddly comforting. “Call me Gregory,” he said, his tone warm but laced with something else—something that made her stomach tighten. He extended a hand, and she took it, her breath catching as his fingers wrapped around hers. His grip was firm, his skin warm against hers.

“Let’s talk in the study,” he suggested, leading her down a hallway lined with artwork.

The room he brought her to was rich with mahogany and leather, the scent of aged books and fine whiskey lingering in the air. He gestured for her to sit in one of the plush chairs, and she did, crossing her legs nervously as he took the seat across from her.

“So, Lelani,” he began, leaning back slightly, his gaze never leaving hers. “Tell me about yourself. Why do you want this position?”

She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. “I’ve always been detail-oriented, and I take pride in making spaces beautiful. I think I’d be a great fit for your home.”

He nodded, his eyes roaming over her face, lingering on her lips. “You’re very beautiful,” he said, his voice low. “Has anyone ever told you that?”

Her cheeks flushed, and she looked down for a moment before meeting his gaze again. “Thank you,” she murmured, her heart pounding.

Gregory leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “Lelani, I’m not just looking for a housekeeper. I’m looking for someone who can… satisfy my needs. Someone who understands that this job could be more than just cleaning and organizing.”

Her breath hitched, her mind racing. She should have been shocked, maybe even offended, but instead, a strange warmth spread through her body. There was something about his confidence, his authority, that made her feel both vulnerable and excited.

“I… I think I understand,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper.

He smiled, a slow, predatory grin that sent shivers down her spine. “Good,” he said, standing and extending his hand again. “Let me show you the rest of the house.”

She took his hand, her pulse quickening as he led her up the grand staircase. They passed several doors before he stopped in front of one, opening it to reveal a lavish bedroom. The bed was massive, the sheets a deep, luxurious red. He stepped inside, pulling her with him, and closed the door behind them.

Her breath caught as he turned to face her, his eyes dark with desire. “Lelani,” he murmured, cupping her face in his hands. “Do you want this?”

She hesitated for only a moment before nodding, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yes,” she whispered.

He leaned down, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, teasing kiss. She responded instinctively, her hands gripping his shoulders as she kissed him back. His lips were firm yet gentle, his tongue slipping into her mouth, tasting her, claiming her. She moaned softly, her body melting against his.

Gregory’s hands moved down her body, sliding over her curves, exploring every inch of her. He gently pushed her blazer off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. His fingers made quick work of the buttons on her blouse, and soon, she was standing before him in just her bra and skirt. He stepped back, his eyes raking over her, and she felt a thrill of heat at the way he looked at her—like she was a feast, and he was starving.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, reaching out to unhook her bra. It fell away, and his hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples.

She gasped, her back arching as pleasure shot through her. He leaned down, capturing one nipple in his mouth, teasing it with his tongue. Her hands tangled in his hair as she moaned, her body trembling with desire.

His hands moved to her skirt, sliding it down her hips until it pooled at her feet. He stepped back again, his eyes dark as he took in the sight of her in just her lace panties. “Take them off,” he commanded, his voice rough with need.

She hesitated for only a moment before hooking her fingers in the waistband and sliding them down her legs. She stepped out of them, feeling exposed, vulnerable, yet strangely powerful under his gaze.

“Turn around,” he said, and she did, her heart pounding as she felt him step closer.

His hands slid over her back, down to her ass, squeezing gently. “Perfect,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear.

She felt his hands move to his belt, the sound of it unbuckling sending a fresh wave of heat through her. He stepped back, and she turned to see him sliding his pants down, revealing his thick, hard cock. Her eyes widened, her mouth watering at the sight of him.

“Touch me,” he ordered, his voice low and commanding.

She reached out, her fingers wrapping around his length, feeling the heat and hardness of him. She stroked him slowly, her thumb brushing over the head, spreading the bead of precum that had gathered there. He groaned, his hands gripping her hips as she continued to stroke him.

“On your knees,” he said, and she dropped to the floor, her knees sinking into the plush carpet.

She looked up at him, her lips parting as he guided his cock to her mouth. She took him in, her tongue swirling around the head before she took him deeper, inch by inch, until he was hitting the back of her throat. She moaned around him, the vibrations making him groan as he gripped her hair, gently guiding her movements.

He pulled out of her mouth, his cock glistening with her saliva. “Get on the bed,” he said, his voice rough with desire.

She obeyed, crawling onto the bed and lying on her back. He opened a drawer, pulling out a sleek, black dildo. “Use this,” he said, handing it to her.

She took it, her hands trembling slightly as she positioned it at her entrance. She looked up at him, his eyes dark with desire as he watched her. She slowly pushed it inside, her breath hitching as it filled her. She began to move it in and out, her moans filling the room as pleasure built within her.

Gregory watched her for a moment before climbing onto the bed behind her. He pulled the dildo out of her, tossing it aside. “On your hands and knees,” he said, and she quickly complied, her body trembling with anticipation.

She felt his hands on her hips, guiding her back onto his cock. He slid into her slowly, his thickness stretching her, filling her completely. She moaned, her head dropping as he began to move, thrusting into her with a steady rhythm. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back onto him with each thrust, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the room.

Her moans grew louder, her body trembling as pleasure built within her. She could feel him hitting that spot inside her, sending waves of ecstasy through her. His pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper, until she was crying out, her body convulsing with pleasure as she came.

He groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he thrust into her one last time, his own release crashing over him. He collapsed onto the bed beside her, pulling her into his arms as they both caught their breath.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” he asked, his voice soft but still laced with dominance.

She nodded, her body still tingling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

He smiled, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Good,” he said, his eyes dark with promise. “Because this is just the beginning.”

36 - THE MAID AND THE MILLIONAIRE
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Jolene’s hands trembled as she wiped down the polished marble countertop in Mr. Blackwater’s kitchen. The faint scent of lemon cleaner clung to the air, mingling with the expensive cologne he always wore. She could feel his presence behind her before he even spoke—his energy was like a current, electric and suffocating in the best way.

“You missed a spot,” Thomas said, his voice low and teasing.

Jolene froze, her breath catching in her throat. She turned slowly, her cheeks burning as she met his piercing blue eyes. He was leaning casually against the doorway, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders perfectly. His smirk was dangerous, and she knew it.

“I’ll get it,” she murmured, turning back to the counter. But Thomas was already moving, his hand gently grasping her wrist.

“Relax, Jolene,” he said, his voice smooth as silk. “You’ve been cleaning all morning. Take a break.”

She swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. His touch was warm, his grip firm but not forceful. It sent a shiver down her spine, and she hated how much she liked it.

“I—I can’t,” she stammered, pulling her hand away. “I have work to do.”

Thomas tilted his head, his lips curling into a knowing smile. “You’re always so serious,” he said, stepping closer. “Don’t you ever let yourself have a little fun?”

Jolene’s breath hitched as he closed the distance between them. She could smell the faint hint of whiskey on his breath, mixed with his cologne. It was intoxicating. She tried to step back, but the counter was behind her, trapping her in place.

“Mr. Blackwater—”

“Thomas,” he interrupted, his voice soft but insistent. “Call me Thomas.”

She looked up at him, her resolve crumbling under his gaze. His eyes were dark with desire, and she felt a heat pooling low in her belly. This was wrong. She was married. But Charles hadn’t looked at her like that in years.

“I… I shouldn’t,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Thomas reached up, his fingers brushing a loose strand of hair from her face. “Why not?” he asked, his voice a gentle caress. “You deserve more than this, Jolene. More than cleaning my house. More than… him.”

The mention of Charles was like a slap to the face, but it didn’t sting as much as it should have. Instead, it felt like a weight lifting off her shoulders. She knew Thomas was right. She did deserve more.

Before she could stop herself, she leaned into his touch, her lips parting slightly. Thomas didn’t hesitate. He cupped her face in his hands, his lips crashing down onto hers in a kiss that was both fierce and tender. Jolene’s knees went weak as she kissed him back, her hands gripping his suit jacket for support.

It was wrong. So wrong. But it felt so good.

Thomas deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers in a way that made her head spin. She could feel his hard body pressing against hers, his arousal evident even through the layers of their clothes. Her own desire was burning hot, threatening to consume her.

When he finally pulled away, they were both breathless. Thomas’s eyes were dark with need as he looked down at her. “Come with me,” he said, his voice rough.

Jolene hesitated, her mind screaming at her to stop. But her body was already moving, following him as he led her out of the kitchen and up the grand staircase to the master bedroom. Her heart was pounding in her chest, her mind a whirlwind of guilt and desire.

The room was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a large bed in the center and soft rugs underfoot. Thomas closed the door behind them, his eyes never leaving hers.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his voice soft but filled with an intensity that made her shiver.

Jolene swallowed hard, her body betraying her as she nodded. “Yes,” she whispered.

Thomas stepped closer, his hands moving to the buttons of her uniform dress. He undid them slowly, his fingers brushing against her skin in a way that made her breath catch. When the dress fell to the floor, she stood before him in just her bra and panties, her body trembling with anticipation.

“You’re beautiful,” Thomas murmured, his eyes roaming over her.

He reached out, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist before moving to unhook her bra. Jolene’s breath hitched as the fabric fell away, her breasts exposed to the cool air. Thomas’s hands were warm as he cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples in a way that made her gasp. She could feel her body responding to him, her desire spiraling out of control.

“Thomas,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Shh,” he murmured, his lips descending to her neck.

He kissed her there, his teeth grazing her skin in a way that made her moan. His hands moved lower, slipping into her panties and cupping her pussy. Jolene’s legs nearly gave out as his fingers teased her, sliding through her wetness.

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

He pulled her panties down, letting them fall to the floor. Jolene stood before him completely naked, her body burning with need.

Thomas stepped back, his eyes dark as he unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it off. His chest was muscular, his skin tanned and smooth. Jolene’s mouth went dry as he unbuckled his belt and slid his pants down, his erection springing free. She couldn’t look away. He was perfect, his body a testament to the life he led. A life she could only dream of.

“Come here,” Thomas said, his voice commanding.

Jolene obeyed, stepping closer until she was standing in front of him. He took her hand, guiding it to his cock. She wrapped her fingers around him, her breath catching at the feel of him. He was thick and hard, his skin silky smooth.

“Suck me,” he ordered, his voice low and husky.

Jolene hesitated for only a moment before sinking to her knees. She looked up at him, her eyes wide as she took him into her mouth. Thomas groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, her tongue swirling around his cock.

The taste of him was intoxicating, and she found herself wanting more. She took him deeper, her throat relaxing as he filled her. Thomas growled, his hips bucking slightly as he thrust into her mouth.

“That’s it,” he moaned, his hand tightening in her hair. “Just like that, Jolene.”

She could feel her own arousal building as she sucked him, her pussy throbbing with need. When Thomas finally pulled away, she looked up at him, her lips swollen and her eyes glazed with desire.

“Get on the bed,” he said, his voice rough.

Jolene obeyed, climbing onto the large bed and lying back. Thomas followed her, his body covering hers as he kissed her deeply. His hands roamed over her body, his touch igniting her skin.

When he positioned himself between her legs, Jolene’s breath hitched. She could feel the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she arched her hips, wanting him inside her.

Thomas didn’t make her wait. He thrust into her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. Jolene cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. His pace was steady, each thrust driving her closer to the edge.

“You feel so good,” Thomas groaned, his voice strained.

He reached down, his fingers finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles. Jolene’s body tensed, her orgasm building quickly. When it hit, it was like a tidal wave. Her body convulsed, her pussy clamping down on his cock as she came. Thomas didn’t stop, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he chased his own release.

He pulled out at the last moment, flipping her onto her stomach and pulling her up onto her hands and knees. Jolene’s heart was racing as she felt him position himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice soothing as he pressed the tip of his cock against her ass.

Jolene’s eyes widened, but she didn’t protest. Instead, she took a deep breath, her body relaxing as he pushed inside her. The stretch was intense, but the pleasure was overwhelming.

Thomas groaned as he buried himself inside her, his hands gripping her hips tightly. He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but quickly picking up speed. Jolene’s moans filled the room as he fucked her, her body responding to him in ways she didn’t think were possible.

When she came again, it was even more intense than the first time. Her body shook with pleasure, her ass clenching around his cock. Thomas followed soon after, his groan loud as he spilled himself inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed together, both of them breathless and spent. Jolene’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, but one thought was clear.

She wanted more.

“Stay with me,” Thomas murmured, his voice soft as he pulled her close. “Be more than just my maid.”

Jolene hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew she should say no. But the desire in Thomas’s eyes was too much to resist.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Thomas smiled, his hand stroking her cheek. “Good,” he said. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Jolene’s breath caught as his lips descended to hers again, his hands already moving over her body. She knew this was wrong. But as Thomas’s touch ignited her skin once more, she realized she didn’t care.

She wanted this. She wanted him. And as their bodies joined together again, Jolene lost herself in the pleasure, knowing she could never go back.
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"You’re married, Hailey. I shouldn’t be doing this," Tim murmured, his breath hot against her ear as his hands slid up her thighs, the fabric of her pencil skirt bunching at her waist.

Hailey’s heart pounded, her body betraying her as she leaned into his touch. "I know," she whispered, her voice trembling. "But I don’t care anymore."

—

It had started innocently enough. Hailey had joined Brickwell Enterprises three months ago, fresh out of a career slump and eager to prove herself. Tim Brickwell, the CEO, was everything she’d expected—arrogant, commanding, and impossibly confident. He had a way of walking into a room that made everyone stop and take notice. His broad shoulders filled out his tailored suits perfectly, and his piercing blue eyes seemed to see right through her.

At first, she’d found him insufferable. He was the kind of man who expected the world to bend to his will, and he made no effort to hide it. But as the weeks went by, she began to notice the little things—the way he’d smile when she cracked a joke in meetings, the way he’d linger by her desk just a little too long, the way his gaze would flicker over her when he thought she wasn’t looking.

It was subtle, but it was there. And it made her stomach twist in a way she hadn’t felt in years.

She’d tried to ignore it. She was married, after all. George was her husband, her partner, the man she’d vowed to spend her life with.

—

But then she’d found the texts.

It had been an accident, really. She’d been looking for a recipe on his phone when the notifications popped up—flirty messages from a woman named Jessica, followed by ones from someone named Lauren, and then another, and another. Her heart had shattered as she scrolled through the evidence of his infidelity.

She’d confronted him that night, her voice shaking with anger and betrayal. He’d tried to deny it at first, but the truth was written all over his face. "It didn’t mean anything," he’d said, his tone dismissive. "It was just… fun."

Fun. The word had echoed in her mind as she’d packed her bags and moved into a hotel. Fun. As if her heartbreak was nothing more than a minor inconvenience.

—

And then there was Tim.

He’d noticed her change in demeanor almost immediately. "You’ve been quiet lately," he’d said one afternoon, leaning against her desk with that infuriating smirk of his. "Everything okay?"

She’d forced a smile. "Just… personal stuff."

He’d studied her for a moment, his gaze intense. "You know, if you ever need to talk…"

She’d brushed him off, but the seed had been planted. And as the days went by, it grew, fed by her anger and her loneliness and the way he looked at her when he thought she wasn’t paying attention.

Today, she’d decided to take control. She’d dressed in a tight black dress that hugged her curves, paired with heels that made her legs look endless. She’d seen the way his eyes had darkened when she walked into the office, the way he’d struggled to keep his composure.

—

And now, here they were, in a seedy motel room on the outskirts of town.

Tim’s hands were everywhere, his touch electric as he kissed her with a hunger that made her head spin. She could feel the hard planes of his chest through his shirt, the way his muscles flexed as he pulled her closer.

"God, you’re beautiful," he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with desire.

She didn’t respond, too lost in the sensation of his hands on her body, the way he made her feel alive in a way she hadn’t in years.

He pulled back slightly, his eyes dark as he looked at her. "Are you sure about this?"

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. "I’m sure."

That was all the encouragement he needed. He kissed her again, his hands moving to the zipper of her dress. She felt the fabric slide down her body, pooling at her feet as he stepped back to admire her.

"Fuck," he breathed, his gaze raking over her. "You’re even more stunning than I imagined."

She felt a flush of heat spread through her as he reached for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head to reveal the sculpted muscles of his chest and abs. Her eyes dropped lower, to the bulge in his pants, and she felt a thrill of anticipation.

He stepped closer, his hands sliding around her waist as he kissed her again, his tongue sliding against hers. She could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against her, and she moaned softly, her hands moving to his belt.

He let her undo it, his breath hitching as she pushed his pants down, freeing his cock. She dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she wrapped them around him.

"Hailey," he groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth.

She could feel the weight of him on her tongue, the way he filled her mouth as she sucked him, her lips sliding up and down his length. He was big, bigger than she’d expected, and she had to fight the urge to gag as she took him deeper.

"Fuck, that’s good," he muttered, his hips thrusting slightly as she worked him.

She could feel the tension building in him, the way his muscles tightened as he got closer. But then he pulled back, his hands on her shoulders as he lifted her to her feet.

"Turn around," he said, his voice low and commanding.

She obeyed, her heart racing as she bent over, her hands on the edge of the bed. She felt his hands on her hips, his cock pressing against her entrance.

"Are you ready?" he asked, his voice rough with need.

She nodded, her breath catching as he pushed into her, filling her completely. She moaned, the sensation overwhelming as he began to move, his hips slamming against hers.

"God, you feel amazing," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her.

She could feel the pleasure building, the way her body responded to him as he thrust into her. And then he reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, slicking his fingers before pressing one against her ass.

She tensed for a moment, but then she relaxed, the sensation sending a jolt of pleasure through her. He pushed his finger inside, stretching her as he continued to fuck her.

"Tim," she moaned, her voice trembling as he added a second finger.

"Shh, I’ve got you," he murmured, his voice soothing as he prepared her.

And then he was pressing his cock against her ass, pushing in slowly. She gasped, the sensation overwhelming as he filled her completely.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move.

He pushed her closer to the edge with each thrust. And then she was coming, her body trembling as the orgasm washed over her. He followed soon after, his cock pulsing inside her as he came, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

They stayed like that for a moment, both of them breathing heavily as they came down from the high. And then he pulled out, turning her around to kiss her deeply.

"I’m glad you were finally ready to cheat on George," he murmured against her lips. "I’ve wanted this for a long time."

She looked up at him, her heart racing. "It’s over with George," she said, her voice steady. "I want to be with you."

He smiled, his eyes dark with promise. "Good. Because I’m not letting you go."
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The sun was high, the air thick with humidity, and Raina could feel the sweat trickling down her back as she gripped the tennis racket tightly. Her curvy figure was on full display, the white tank top clinging to her skin, her shorts hugging her thick thighs. Focus, she told herself, but her eyes kept drifting to Steve, her father-in-law, who stood across the court, his toned body moving with the grace of a man who’d once been a pro.

When Raina had wanted to get more active, Steve had suggested tennis. He’d even offered to give her lessons on his backyard tennis court. Eager to get in shape, Raina had accepted with her husband, Keith’s encouragement.

“You’ve got a great swing, Raina,” Steve said, his voice smooth, and his eyes lingered on her for a moment too long. “You’re a natural.”

She flushed, brushing a strand of dark hair from her face. “Thanks,” she mumbled, trying to ignore the way her heart sped up when he smiled at her. It wasn’t just his compliments—it was the way he looked at her, like he could see right through her. Like he wanted her.

The thought sent a shiver down her spine. No, she scolded herself. You’re married to Keith. This is his father. You can’t—

“Ready for another round?” Steve asked, his tone playful, and Raina nodded, trying to push away the thoughts that were making her body heat in ways that had nothing to do with the sun.

—

After the lesson, Steve wiped the sweat from his brow and gestured toward his sprawling house. “Come on in. I’ll get us something cold to drink. You’ve earned it.”

Raina hesitated, but the thought of cool air and icy water was too tempting. She followed him inside, her eyes widening at the luxury of the place. The marble floors, the high ceilings, the art on the walls—it was nothing like the modest house she shared with Keith.

Steve handed her a glass of sparkling water, and their fingers brushed as she took it. “You know,” he said, his voice low, “you’re stunning, Raina. I’ve always thought so.”

Her breath caught. “Steve, we can’t—”

“Why not?” he interrupted, stepping closer. “You’ve been looking at me the same way I’ve been looking at you.”

Her cheeks burned, and she shook her head. “It’s wrong. I’m married to your son.”

“And yet,” he murmured, his hand cupping her cheek, “you’re here with me.”

Raina’s heart pounded in her chest. She knew she should pull away, should leave, but the heat in his eyes was undeniable. She wanted him. She needed him.

Their lips crashed together, the kiss frantic and hungry. Steve’s hands slid down her body, gripping her hips as he pulled her closer. Raina moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“Bedroom,” Steve gasped, breaking the kiss only long enough to grab her hand and lead her down the hall.

—

They didn’t make it far before they started shedding clothes. Steve’s shirt hit the floor, revealing his toned chest, and Raina’s tank top followed, her full breasts spilling out of her sports bra. Steve’s hands were everywhere, his fingers grazing her skin, sending sparks of pleasure through her.

By the time they reached the bed, they were both naked, their bodies pressed together, skin slick with sweat. Steve laid her down, his mouth claiming hers again as his hand slid between her legs. Raina gasped, her back arching as his fingers found her clit, rubbing tight circles that had her moaning his name.

“You’re so wet,” Steve growled, his voice thick with desire. “I want to taste you.”

He moved down her body, his tongue replacing his fingers, and Raina cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as he devoured her. His tongue was relentless, flicking and sucking until she was trembling on the edge.

“Steve, please,” she begged, and he chuckled, the sound sending a thrill through her.

“Let’s sixty-nine,” he said, pulling her up so she was straddling his face.

Raina hesitated for only a moment before lowering herself onto him, her pussy hovering over his mouth as she took his hard cock into her own. She moaned as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. Steve’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her down onto his face as he lapped at her folds.

The sensation was overwhelming, her body shaking as Steve’s tongue worked its magic. She couldn’t focus on anything but the pleasure, the way her body was tightening, the way his cock felt in her mouth. She sucked him harder, her hands gripping his thighs as she rode his face.

“Fuck, Raina,” Steve groaned, his voice muffled by her pussy. “You’re incredible.”

She could feel her orgasm building, her moans growing louder as she got closer. “Steve,” she whimpered, and he responded by thrusting his tongue deeper, pushing her over the edge.

When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her. Steve didn’t stop, his tongue still working her until she was spent, collapsing onto the bed beside him.

But he wasn’t done. He flipped her onto her hands and knees, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself behind her. Raina gasped as she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and then he was inside her, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” Steve growled, his thrusts deep and deliberate. “You feel so good, Raina.”

She moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he pounded into her, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts. He pinched her nipples, and the added sensation had her crying out, her body responding to every touch.

Then Steve’s hand came down on her ass, the sharp slap making her gasp. He did it again, and again, the sound of skin on skin filling the room as her ass jiggled with each impact.

“You like that?” he asked, his voice dark with desire.

“Yes,” Raina whimpered, her voice shaking.

Steve grabbed the lube from the nightstand, slicking his fingers before pressing one against her asshole. She tensed at first, but he was gentle, working her open until she was ready.

“Relax,” he murmured, and she did, her body going limp as he pushed his cock into her ass.

The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt, a mix of pain and pleasure that had her moaning loudly. Steve’s thrusts were slow at first, giving her time to adjust, but then he picked up speed, his cock sliding in and out of her ass as his hands gripped her hips.

Raina was lost in the sensation, her body moving with his as they both chased their release. She could feel her orgasm building again, her pussy clenching around nothing as Steve fucked her ass.

“Cum for me, Raina,” Steve growled, and she did, her body shaking as she came hard, her cries filling the room.

Steve wasn’t far behind, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his own release. He came with a groan, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her ass.

They collapsed onto the bed, both breathing heavily, their bodies still connected. Steve pulled her close, his lips pressing against her neck as they caught their breath.

“That was—” Raina started, but Steve cut her off with a kiss.

“Perfect,” he murmured, and she knew he was right. But as she lay there with him, guilt crept in, and she knew this was only the beginning.

39 - MEETING HER NEW FATHER-IN-LAW
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The sleek black car pulled up to the curb, and Clara’s heart skipped a beat as the door opened. Don Fairweather stepped out, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders, his silver hair catching the sunlight. He was tall, commanding, and radiated a presence that made the airport terminal suddenly feel smaller. Clara swallowed hard, clutching her husband Fred’s hand tighter, though her eyes were already straying toward his father.

“Dad,” Fred said, his voice cheerful but tinged with a nervous edge. He tugged Clara forward. “This is Clara, my wife.”

Don’s gaze swept over her, and Clara felt a flush crawl up her neck. His eyes were sharp, calculating, and yet there was something—a flicker of something darker, more intimate—that made her stomach tighten. God, he’s handsome.

“Clara,” Don said, his voice low and smooth, like velvet over steel. He extended a hand, and when she took it, his grip was firm, warm. “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”

“The pleasure’s mine, Mr. Fairweather,” she stammered, her voice betraying the flutter of nerves in her chest.

“Call me Don,” he said, his lips curving into a knowing smile. “You’re family now.”

—

The drive to Fairweather Manor was filled with casual conversation, but Clara couldn’t shake the way Don’s eyes lingered on her in the rearview mirror. She caught his gaze more than once, and each time, her breath hitched. Fred was busy talking about work, oblivious to the undercurrents in the car, but Clara felt it—a tension so thick it was almost suffocating.

When they arrived at the manor, Clara’s jaw dropped. The estate was sprawling, luxurious, and dripping with old-world charm. A grand fountain stood in the center of the circular driveway, and the house itself was a masterpiece of architecture, with tall columns and intricate stonework.

“Welcome home,” Don said, opening the car door for her. His hand brushed against her lower back as she stepped out, and the touch sent a shiver down her spine.

The first evening passed in a blur. Dinner was extravagant, the conversation light, but Clara couldn’t stop stealing glances at Don. He was magnetic, his every word and gesture drawing her in. She felt guilty, of course—she was married to his son, for God’s sake—but the attraction was undeniable.

—

The next night, Fred announced he was going out with some old friends. “You don’t mind, do you, love?” he asked, kissing her cheek.

“Of course not,” Clara said, though her stomach twisted with a mix of anticipation and guilt. She watched him leave, her heart pounding.

Don found her in the study, sitting by the fireplace with a glass of wine. “Mind if I join you?” he asked, his voice soft but commanding.

“Not at all,” she said, her voice trembling slightly.

He sat down beside her, close enough that their knees brushed. The firelight cast shadows across his face, highlighting the sharp angles of his jaw. For a moment, they sat in silence, the crackling of the fire the only sound.

“You’re stunning,” Don said finally, his voice low. “I couldn’t help but notice.”

Clara’s breath caught. “Don—”

But before she could protest, he leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that was both tender and demanding. Her mind screamed that this was wrong, but her body betrayed her, melting into the kiss. His hand cupped her face, his thumb brushing her cheek as he deepened the kiss.

When they pulled apart, Clara’s heart was racing, her lips tingling. “This is… we shouldn’t—”

“But you want to,” Don murmured, his voice like a caress. His hand slid to her thigh, squeezing gently. “I can see it in your eyes.”

Clara hesitated for only a moment before nodding, her resolve crumbling. Don stood, pulling her to her feet, and led her up the grand staircase to his bedroom. The room was opulent, with a massive bed draped in silk sheets, but Clara barely registered the details. Her focus was entirely on Don.

He stood in front of her, his hands trailing up her arms, making her shiver. Slowly, he unbuttoned her blouse, his eyes never leaving hers. When the fabric fell away, he let out a soft breath, his fingertips brushing against her bare skin.

“You’re exquisite,” he whispered, his lips finding hers again.

His hands moved to the clasp of her bra, and when it fell away, he took a moment to admire her. His fingers traced the curve of her breast, sending electric sparks through her body. She gasped as his lips found her nipple, teasing and sucking until she was trembling with need.

He knelt before her, his hands gliding down her hips to the waistband of her skirt. He unzipped it slowly, letting it fall to the floor. His fingers hooked into the edge of her panties, pulling them down, and Clara stepped out of them, feeling exposed and yet entirely consumed by desire.

Don stood, his eyes dark with hunger. “Lie down,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She obeyed, sinking into the softness of the bed. Don unzipped his pants, his erection springing free, and Clara’s eyes widened at the size of him. He was thick, veined, and impossibly hard. He stepped closer, his hand wrapping around himself as he guided the tip to her lips.

“Open your mouth,” he murmured, and Clara did, her heart pounding.

She took him in slowly, savoring the weight of him on her tongue. He groaned as she swallowed him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth. Her hand tightened on his hip as she moved up and down, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head. He tangled his fingers in her hair, guiding her pace, his breath coming in ragged gasps. When he pulled away, her lips were swollen, her body trembling with need.

He climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide, his breath hot against her core. “You’re so wet,” he murmured, his tongue flicking against her clit.

Clara’s back arched as he devoured her, his tongue exploring every inch of her. He teased her folds, driving her to the edge until she was begging for release. When it finally came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room.

He didn’t give her time to recover. He positioned himself above her, his cock pressing against her entrance. “Tell me you want this,” he growled.

“I want it,” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist.

He thrust into her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. Clara cried out, the pleasure overwhelming. He set a relentless pace, his hips driving into her with a force that made her see stars. Her nails raked down his back as she clung to him, her body meeting his thrust for thrust.

He flipped her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up so he could plunge deeper. Clara moaned into the sheets, the sensation of him inside her almost too much to bear. He gripped her waist, his fingers digging into her skin as he fucked her harder, faster.

When she came again, it was with a scream that she barely managed to stifle. Don followed soon after, his release filling her as he groaned her name. They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies slick with sweat, their breaths ragged.

Don pulled her into his arms, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her skin. “You’re mine now,” he whispered, his voice possessive.

Clara’s heart raced, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. She knew it was wrong, but the way he made her feel—it was intoxicating. She nestled closer to him, her body still humming with pleasure.

The sound of the front door opening downstairs snapped them both out of their haze. “Fred’s home,” Clara whispered, panic lacing her voice.

They scrambled to get dressed, their movements frantic. Clara smoothed her hair, her hands trembling as she buttoned her blouse. Don grabbed her arm just as they reached the bedroom door. “This stays between us,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Clara nodded, her heart pounding. “Of course.”

She slipped out of the room, her legs still unsteady, and made her way downstairs. Fred was in the foyer, looking up at her with a smile. “Hey, love,” he said. “You okay? You look… flushed.”

“I’m fine,” Clara said, forcing a smile. “Just tired.”

Fred wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close. “Let’s get you to bed.”

As she followed him upstairs, Clara’s mind was racing. She knew what she’d done was wrong, but the memory of Don’s touch—his kiss, his hands, his cock—lingered, leaving her craving more. She glanced back toward Don’s bedroom, her heart pounding. This isn’t over, she thought, a dangerous thrill coursing through her. Not by a long shot.

40 - TABOO DESIRES ON THE CRUISE SHIP
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“We can’t do this,” Jeff whispered, his voice low and strained, his breath hot against Paulina’s ear. His hands, though, told a different story—they were already sliding up her waist, pulling her closer, his fingers digging into the soft fabric of her sundress.

Paulina’s heart pounded in her chest, her body trembling with a mix of fear and desire. “I know,” she breathed, her voice barely audible. “But I can’t stop thinking about you.” Her hands found his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath his shirt, and she leaned into him, her lips brushing against his neck. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

Jeff’s eyes darkened, his resolve crumbling as he cupped her face in his hands. “This is wrong,” he murmured, but the way he looked at her—hungry, desperate—said otherwise.

And then, before either of them could think better of it, his lips were on hers, kissing her deeply, passionately, as if he’d been waiting for this moment just as long as she had.

—

It had started months ago, when Jeff first walked into their lives. Paulina’s mother, radiant and confident, had introduced him as her new fiancé, and Paulina had felt an immediate, inexplicable pull toward him. He was handsome—tall, with broad shoulders, a chiseled jaw, and a smile that could melt ice. But it wasn’t just his looks. There was something about the way he carried himself, the way he looked at her when he thought no one was watching, that made her heart race.

At first, she told herself it was just a crush, something harmless that would fade with time. But it didn’t. If anything, it only grew stronger. Jeff was always around, always smiling at her, always finding excuses to touch her—a hand on her shoulder, a brush of his fingers against hers. And then there were the comments, the little jokes that felt like more than just jokes. “You’re going to break hearts, Paulina,” he’d say, his eyes lingering on her just a little too long. “If I were twenty years younger…”

She’d laugh it off, but inside, she was burning. Was he flirting with her? Or was she just imagining it? She couldn’t tell, and that uncertainty only made her want him more.

When her mother announced they were all going on a cruise together—her, Jeff, Paulina, and her brother—Paulina felt a mix of excitement and dread. A week on a ship, trapped in close quarters with Jeff? It was going to be torture. But it was also an opportunity, one she wasn’t sure she could resist.

—

The first day of the cruise was a blur of activity. They explored the ship, ate too much food, and laughed at her brother’s endless jokes. Paulina’s mother was in her element, basking in the attention of her new husband, oblivious to the tension simmering between him and her daughter. Paulina tried to act normal, but every time Jeff looked at her, she felt like she was on fire.

That afternoon, her mother and brother decided to head to the deck to soak up the sun. “You two coming?” her mother asked, slathering sunscreen on her arms.

“In a bit,” Jeff said, his eyes flicking to Paulina. “We’ll finish unpacking first.”

Paulina’s heart skipped a beat. Unpacking. Alone. With Jeff. She nodded, trying to look casual, but her hands were trembling as she followed him back to their cabin.

The moment the door closed behind them, the air seemed to thicken. Jeff turned to her, his expression unreadable. “Paulina,” he said softly, his voice sending shivers down her spine. “We need to talk.”

She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. “About what?”

He stepped closer, his eyes searching hers. “About this… thing between us. I can’t keep pretending it’s not there.”

Her breath caught in her throat. “Jeff, I—”

“I know it’s wrong,” he interrupted, his voice low and urgent. “You’re my stepdaughter. I’m married to your mother. But every time I look at you, I can’t help myself. You’re so beautiful, Paulina. So young, so full of life. I’ve tried to stay away, but I can’t.”

Her heart was pounding so loudly she was sure he could hear it. “I feel the same way,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’ve wanted you for so long.”

For a moment, they just stared at each other, the tension between them almost unbearable. And then, without another word, Jeff closed the distance between them, his lips crashing down on hers in a kiss that was anything but innocent.

Paulina melted into him, her hands tangling in his hair as he deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers. It was everything she’d imagined and more—hot, desperate, and utterly intoxicating. She could feel the hard press of his body against hers, the way his hands roamed over her back, pulling her closer, as if he couldn’t get enough of her.

“Jeff,” she gasped, breaking the kiss to look up at him, her eyes wide with desire. “We shouldn’t—”

“I know,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “But I can’t stop. Not now.”

And then his hands were on her dress, pulling it up, over her head, leaving her in nothing but her bra and panties. She shivered as his eyes raked over her, his gaze hot and hungry. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

She reached for his shirt, fumbling with the buttons until it was off, her hands sliding over his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath her fingertips. “Jeff,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I want you.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. In one swift motion, he picked her up and carried her to the bed, laying her down gently before stripping off the rest of his clothes. Paulina’s breath caught in her throat as she saw him—fully erect, his cock thick and hard, just waiting for her.

She reached for him, her hand wrapping around his length, feeling the heat of him in her palm. “Let me,” she whispered, her eyes locking with his as she leaned down, taking him into her mouth.

Jeff groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, could hear the way his breath hitched with every movement of her lips. It was intoxicating, knowing she had this power over him, knowing she was the one making him lose control.

“Paulina,” he gasped, his voice rough with need. “I can’t—I need to be inside you.”

She pulled back, her lips swollen and wet, and nodded, her eyes dark with desire. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, Jeff.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. In one swift motion, he flipped her onto her back, his hands sliding her panties down her legs before positioning himself between her thighs. Paulina’s breath caught in her throat as she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and then, with a low groan, he pushed inside her, filling her completely.

She gasped, her nails digging into his back as he began to move, his thrusts slow and deep, each one sending waves of pleasure through her body. “Jeff,” she moaned, her voice trembling. “It feels so good.”

He didn’t respond, his eyes locked on hers as he fucked her, his movements growing faster, harder, until she was crying out with every thrust. She could feel the tension building inside her, her body tightening around him as she neared the edge.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her voice barely audible. “Jeff, I’m—”

And then she was coming, her body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Jeff groaned, his thrusts growing erratic as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he came.

For a moment, they just lay there, their bodies still joined, their breaths coming in ragged gasps. And then, slowly, Jeff pulled out, collapsing beside her on the bed.

“We can’t do this again,” he murmured, his voice heavy with regret. “It’s too dangerous.”

Paulina nodded, her heart aching at the thought. “I know,” she whispered. “But it was worth it.”

They lay there in silence for a moment, the weight of what they’d done hanging heavy in the air. And then, just as they were starting to get dressed, the door burst open, and Paulina’s mother and brother walked in, laughing and chatting about their day on the deck.

“There you two are!” her mother said, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “We were wondering where you’d disappeared to.”

Paulina forced a smile, her heart pounding in her chest. “Just… unpacking,” she said, her eyes flicking to Jeff, who was doing his best to look casual.

Her mother didn’t seem to notice anything amiss, but Paulina could feel Jeff’s eyes on her, could see the way his gaze lingered on her lips. And as she looked back at him, she couldn’t help but wonder if this was really the end… or just the beginning.
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The air in the funeral home was heavy with the scent of flowers and grief. Kate stood by her uncle, Wilson, her hand resting lightly on his arm as distant relatives offered their condolences. She could feel the tension in his muscles, the way his body seemed coiled tight with suppressed emotion. She had always been close to him—closer, in some ways, than she had been to her aunt. He had been a constant presence in her life since she was a child, a steady figure she could always rely on. But today, something felt different.

As the last of the mourners drifted away, Wilson turned to her, his blue eyes bloodshot and haunted. “Thank you for being here, Kate,” he said, his voice rough with unshed tears. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

She squeezed his arm gently, her heart aching for him. “Of course, Uncle Wilson. I’ll always be here for you.”

The way he looked at her then—intense, almost searching—made her breath catch. For the first time, she noticed how handsome he was. The lines on his face only added to his rugged charm, and the way his suit clung to his broad shoulders made her pulse quicken. She quickly pushed the thought aside, chiding herself for such an inappropriate observation. This wasn’t the time or the place.

Days later, Kate found herself at Wilson’s sprawling, luxurious home, helping him sort through her aunt’s possessions. The air was thick with memories as they sifted through jewelry, photographs, and clothing. Each item seemed to carry a weight of its own, a tangible reminder of the woman they had both loved and lost.

As the afternoon wore on, the tension between them grew. Kate was hyper-aware of Wilson’s presence, the way his eyes lingered on her a moment too long, the way his fingers brushed against hers when they reached for the same photograph. She tried to ignore it, to focus on the task at hand, but it was becoming harder and harder to pretend she didn’t feel the electricity crackling between them.

—

Finally, as the sun began to set, Kate stood to leave. “I should go,” she said, her voice unsteady. “It’s getting late.”

Wilson’s hand shot out, catching hers before she could step away. “Wait,” he said, his voice low and urgent. “Don’t go.”

She turned to face him, her heart pounding in her chest. “What is it?”

He hesitated for a moment, his gaze searching hers. Then, in a voice barely above a whisper, he said, “I can’t stop thinking about you, Kate. I know it’s wrong, but I don’t care.”

Her breath caught, her mind spinning. “Uncle Wilson, we can’t,” she protested, though even as she said the words, she felt the heat pooling between her thighs. “It’s too soon. Aunt Margaret—“

“Is gone,” he interrupted, his voice firm. “And I need you, Kate. I need you more than I’ve ever needed anyone.”

Before she could respond, he pulled her into his arms, his lips crashing down on hers in a hungry, desperate kiss. Her initial resistance melted away as he deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers in a way that sent shivers down her spine. She moaned softly into his mouth, her hands gripping the front of his shirt as he pressed her body against his.

When they finally broke apart, Kate’s head was spinning. “This is wrong,” she whispered, though her body was already betraying her, her nipples hardening against the fabric of her bra, her core aching with need.

“Then let’s make it right,” Wilson murmured, his hands sliding down her back to cup her ass. He lifted her effortlessly, carrying her down the hall to the master bedroom.

He set her down on the edge of the bed, his hands moving to the buttons of her blouse. She watched, breathless, as he slowly undressed her, his fingers brushing against her skin with a tenderness that made her heart ache. When she was finally naked before him, he knelt between her legs, his hands gripping her thighs as he leaned in to kiss her.

His lips were soft and warm against her skin, trailing hot, wet kisses down her stomach. When he reached her core, she gasped, her hands tangling in his hair as he licked and sucked at her folds, his tongue flicking against her clit with expert precision.

She moaned, her back arching as pleasure jolted through her. “Wilson,” she whimpered, her voice shaking.

He didn’t stop, his tongue driving her closer and closer to the edge. When she finally came, her body trembling with the force of her orgasm, he pulled back, a satisfied smile on his lips. He stood, quickly shedding his own clothes, and Kate’s breath caught at the sight of him. His cock was thick and hard, the tip already glistening with pre-cum. She reached for him, her hand wrapping around his length, and he groaned, his hips jerking forward into her touch.

“I need you inside me,” she whispered, her voice husky with need.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. She looked up at him, her heart pounding as he guided his cock to her entrance. The first thrust was slow, deliberate, giving her time to adjust to his size. When he was fully sheathed inside her, he paused, his eyes locking with hers. “You feel so good, Kate,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire.

She moaned, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through her, her body tightening around him as he fucked her with a slow, steady rhythm. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a heated kiss, his tongue sliding against hers as his hips pistoned between her legs.

“Harder,” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist.

He complied, his thrusts becoming faster, more urgent. The slap of their skin echoed through the room, mingling with their moans and the creak of the bed. Kate’s orgasm built rapidly, her body trembling as Wilson’s cock hit that sweet spot deep inside her.

When she came, it was with a cry of his name, her nails raking down his back as pleasure exploded through her. Wilson groaned, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum.

They lay together in the aftermath, their breathing ragged, their bodies slick with sweat. Kate’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions—guilt, desire, fear. She knew what they had done was wrong, but she also knew she wanted more. “We can’t tell anyone,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Wilson kissed her forehead, his arms tightening around her. “I won’t,” he promised. “This is just between us.”

But even as they lay there, wrapped in each other’s arms, Kate couldn’t shake the feeling that this was only the beginning.

42 - AN UNCLE’S VACATION DESIRES
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The tropical sun dipped low over the Bahamas, casting a golden glow over the beachfront hotel. Maya leaned against the balcony railing, the salty breeze catching her long, dark hair. Her heart pounded as she heard the knock at her door. She knew who it was. Her uncle Kenny had been on her mind all day, his deep laugh, the way his eyes lingered on her when he thought no one was watching. She took a deep breath, smoothed her hands over the curve of her hips, and walked to the door.

When she opened it, Kenny stood there, his white shirt casually unbuttoned, revealing a hint of his tan chest. He flashed her that easy smile, the one that always made her stomach flutter. “Hey, Maya. Everyone’s at the pool. Thought you might want to hit the buffet with me.”

Her mouth went dry. She could feel the heat rising in her cheeks. “Actually,” she said, her voice trembling slightly, “I think we need to talk.”

Kenny’s smile faltered, and he stepped inside, closing the door behind him. “What’s up?”

Maya hesitated, her hands fidgeting at her sides. She knew this was wrong, forbidden. But the way he looked at her, the way his presence filled the room… She couldn’t hold back anymore. “Kenny, I… I’m attracted to you. I’ve been trying to ignore it, but I can’t. I know it’s wrong, but I can’t help it.”

For a moment, Kenny just stared at her, his expression unreadable. Then, slowly, a grin spread across his face. “Maya,” he said, his voice low and husky, “you have no idea how long I’ve waited to hear you say that. I’ve been drawn to you since the moment I saw you. I love your curves, your confidence. You’re everything I’ve ever wanted.”

Her breath hitched as he stepped closer, his hand reaching out to cup her cheek. His touch was electric, sending shivers down her spine. Before she could think, before she could stop herself, she leaned in, her lips brushing against his. The kiss started softly, tentative, but quickly deepened, their tongues tangling in a heated dance. Maya moaned into his mouth, her hands clutching at his shirt.

Kenny’s hands slid down her body, gripping her hips, pulling her closer. She could feel the hardness of him pressed against her stomach, and it made her heart race.

“Maya,” he murmured against her lips, “you have no idea how badly I want you.”

She didn’t have to think twice. Her hands went to his belt, fumbling with the buckle as he kissed her neck, nibbling at her sensitive skin. Her fingers trembled as she unzipped his pants, freeing his erection. She dropped to her knees, her hands wrapping around the base of his cock, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth.

Kenny groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she began to bob her head, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. He was thicker than she’d imagined, and the taste of him was intoxicating. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking him harder, her own arousal building with every moan that escaped his lips.

“You’re so fucking good at that,” he growled, his hips thrusting gently against her mouth.

Maya pulled back, licking her lips as she looked up at him, her eyes dark with desire.“I want more,” she whispered, standing up and pulling her dress over her head.

Kenny’s eyes widened as he took in her body, her full breasts spilling out of her lace bra, her curves on full display. He reached out, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples through the fabric.

“You’re perfect,” he said, his voice rough with need.

He unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor, and bent his head to take one of her nipples into his mouth. Maya gasped, her hands clutching at his shoulders as he sucked and teased, his other hand sliding down to palm her ass.

He led her to the bed, pushing her down onto the soft mattress and kneeling between her legs. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing her panties to the side as he leaned in, his tongue flicking over her clit.

Maya moaned, her back arching as he licked and sucked, his fingers sliding inside her, curling and stroking her most sensitive spot. “Kenny,” she whimpered, her hands gripping the sheets as pleasure coiled tight in her belly.

He didn’t stop, his mouth working her relentlessly until she came with a cry, her body shaking with the force of it. But he wasn’t done. He crawled up her body, his lips finding hers as he positioned himself at her entrance.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his breath hot against her ear.

“Yes,” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist.

Slowly, he pushed inside her, the stretch making her moan. He was big, filling her completely, and she could feel every inch of him as he began to move.

Kenny kissed her, his hips thrusting in a steady rhythm, each stroke driving her closer to the edge. His hands roamed her body, squeezing her breasts, gripping her hips, pulling her closer. “You feel so fucking good,” he groaned, his pace quickening.

Maya could feel the tension building again, her nails digging into his back as he pounded into her. “I’m close,” she gasped, her legs tightening around him.

“Me too,” he growled, his thrusts becoming more erratic.

Their eyes locked as they both came, waves of pleasure crashing over them. Kenny collapsed on top of her, their bodies still joined as they caught their breath.

For a moment, they just lay there, their hearts pounding in sync. Then reality set in. Maya’s eyes widened as she realized what they’d done. “What if someone finds out?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Kenny kissed her softly, his hand brushing her hair back. “We’ll be careful,” he promised. “No one has to know.”

They hurried to get dressed, the room still heavy with the scent of their passion. As they finished, Kenny grabbed her hand, pulling her close for one last kiss. “This isn’t over,” he said, his eyes dark with promise.

Before she could respond, the sound of voices drifted down the hallway. Her heart leapt into her throat as she realized the rest of the family was back from the pool. “You should go,” she whispered, pushing him toward the door.

Kenny hesitated, his gaze lingering on her for a moment before he nodded and slipped out the door. Maya stood there, her body still thrumming with the memory of what they’d done. It was wrong, she knew that. But as she touched her lips, still tingling from his kiss, she couldn’t bring herself to regret it. And as the door clicked shut behind him, she couldn’t help but wonder… what would happen next?

43 - A SPOILED BRAT SUBMITS

MF / BDSM / Blowjob / Spanking / Handcuffs / PIV Sex

Felicia stormed down the hallway, her designer heels clicking sharply against the polished floor. She clutched her test paper in her hand, the large red F glaring up at her as if mocking her every step. Her chest tightened with fury. How dare Professor Jenkins give her such a grade? Didn’t he know who she was? Who her father was? She was Felicia fucking Carmichael, and she didn’t get failing grades. Not from anyone. Not ever.

She rounded the corner, her vision blurred with frustration, and that’s when it happened. She didn’t see the statue until it was too late. Her arm swung out in a sharp, angry gesture, and her elbow connected with the base of the ancient marble figure. It teetered for a moment, as if suspended in time, and then crashed to the ground, shattering into pieces that scattered across the tile.

Felicia froze. Her breath caught in her throat as she stared at the wreckage. It wasn’t just any statue—this was one of the university’s prized artifacts, a priceless relic from the 18th century. And she’d just destroyed it.

Before she could even think of bolting, a deep, stern voice cut through the silence. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

She turned to see Richard, the security guard, striding toward her. He was in his late thirties, with broad shoulders, a square jaw, and a no-nonsense expression that made her stomach drop. His eyes flicked from her face to the broken statue, his lips tightening into a thin line.

“Oh, shit,” Felicia muttered under her breath. She forced a smile, trying to mask her panic. “It was an accident, I swear! I didn’t mean to—my dad can pay for it, okay? He’ll cover the cost, no problem.”

Richard crossed his arms over his chest, his gaze unwavering. “You think that’s all this is about? Money? That statue is irreplaceable. And you just destroyed it because you were throwing a tantrum. I’m calling the police.”

Her heart raced. The police? No, no, no. This couldn’t happen. Her father would kill her. Worse, he might actually cut her off. She took a step closer, her voice softening as she tried to turn on the charm. “Please, Richard. There’s no need for that. I’m really sorry. Let’s just… talk about this in your office or something?”

Richard raised an eyebrow, clearly unimpressed. “Talk? You think a little apology is going to fix this?”

She tilted her head, letting her long, dark hair fall over her shoulder as she bit her lip. “I don’t know. Maybe I can… make it up to you?”

He stared at her for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then, he gestured toward the security office. “Move. Now.”

Felicia hesitated, but the look in his eyes told her he wasn’t bluffing. She followed him into the small, dimly lit office, her pulse quickening as he closed the door behind them. The room smelled faintly of coffee and aftershave, and the desk was cluttered with paperwork and a pair of handcuffs that she couldn’t stop staring at.

Richard leaned against the desk, his arms folded once more. “You think you’re so clever, don’t you? Flirting your way out of trouble like some spoiled brat who’s never had to face consequences.”

Her cheeks burned, but she held his gaze. “I’m not a brat. And I know how to make things right.”

He scoffed, shaking his head. “You? Please. You don’t have what it takes to please me.”

Her eyes narrowed. Challenge accepted. She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a seductive purr. “You don’t know what I’m capable of, Richard. Let me show you.”

For a moment, he said nothing. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he reached down and unbuckled his belt. Felicia’s breath hitched as he freed his cock, already half-hard and impressive in size. He gestured toward the floor. “Get on your knees.”

She hesitated for only a second before sinking to her knees, her heart pounding in her chest. She’d never done anything like this before, but there was no backing out now. She wrapped her hand around his shaft, her fingers trembling slightly, and leaned forward to take him into her mouth.

Richard let out a low groan as she began to move, her tongue swirling around the tip before she took him deeper. He gripped the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he started to thrust, setting a rhythm that made her eyes water. She gagged, but he didn’t stop, pushing her limits until she was taking him all the way, her nose pressed against his abdomen.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with approval. “Now, let’s see if you can handle the rest of your punishment.”

Felicia’s knees trembled as she stood, her lips swollen and her face flushed. Richard turned her around, his hands firm on her hips as he bent her over the desk. She felt the cool air hit her bare skin as he lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties, leaving her exposed and vulnerable.

The first slap came without warning, the sharp sting of his hand against her ass making her gasp. “You’ve been a very bad girl, Felicia,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “And bad girls need to be taught a lesson.”

Each spank sent a jolt of pain and pleasure through her, her body growing hotter with every strike. She could feel herself growing wet, her arousal undeniable as his hand came down again and again. Then, she heard the metallic click of the handcuffs, and her wrists were pinned to the desk, leaving her completely at his mercy.

Richard stepped back, and she heard the rustle of his clothes as he undressed.

Her heart raced as he positioned himself behind her, his cock teasing her entrance. “Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, Richard.”

He chuckled, the sound dark and thrilling. “You’re going to have to beg harder than that.”

Felicia clenched her fists, her body aching for him. “Please, fuck me. I need it.”

“That’s more like it,” he said, and with a slow, deliberate thrust, he slid inside her.

She gasped, her body stretching to accommodate him as he filled her completely. He started slow, his movements controlled and teasing, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. Then, without warning, he picked up the pace, fucking her hard and fast, his hips slamming against hers as she moaned his name.

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, crashing over her as she cried out, her body trembling with release. Richard groaned, his rhythm faltering as he spilled himself inside her, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he rode out his own climax. When it was over, he released the handcuffs, letting her slump forward on the desk, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

He pulled up his pants, his expression calm and composed as if nothing had happened. “You’re free to go,” he said, his voice firm. “But don’t let me catch you causing trouble again.”

Felicia straightened slowly, her legs still unsteady as she pulled up her panties and smoothed down her skirt. She turned to look at him, her cheeks flushed and her lips curving into a small, satisfied smile. “So… can we do this again sometime?”

Richard raised an eyebrow, his lips twitching with the hint of a smirk. “Maybe. But you’ve got a lot to learn, princess.”

44 - TURNING MY FIRST TRICK

MF / First Person / College / Strip Club / Dildo / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started by Brandi Moore:

The first time I saw him at the club, my stomach dropped. Professor Mitchell. Of all people, him. He was sitting in the back corner of Velvet Dreams, a glass of bourbon in his hand, his eyes scanning the room like he owned it. I was on stage, halfway through my set, when our eyes met. His froze—narrowed, then widened in recognition. My heart hammered in my chest, and for a split second, I wanted to bolt off that stage and never look back. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. This job paid my tuition, and I wasn’t about to let embarrassment ruin that.

I kept dancing, my hips swaying to the beat of the music, but I could feel his gaze burning into me. When my set ended, I grabbed my robe from the edge of the stage and wrapped it tightly around myself. Before I could slip away, though, he was there, standing in front of me with a smirk tugging at the corners of his lips.

“Brandi Moore,” he said, his voice smooth, almost teasing. “I didn’t expect to see you here.”

I forced a smile, my cheeks burning. Keep it together, I told myself. “Professor Mitchell,” I replied, trying to sound casual. “What brings you here?”

He chuckled, low and deep, and took a sip of his drink. “Just unwinding after a long day. And what about you? Is this where you spend your evenings?”

There was no judgment in his tone, just curiosity, but it still made me squirm. “It pays the bills,” I said, shrugging like it was no big deal. Inside, though, I was spiraling. What if he told someone? What if word got back to the school?

But then he leaned in, his breath warm against my ear. “You’re incredible up there, Brandi. Truly mesmerizing.”

Was he flirting with me? I glanced up at him, searching his face for some kind of clue. His eyes were dark, intense, and they held mine for a moment too long. A shiver ran down my spine, part nerves, part something else entirely. Before I could respond, he pulled out a wad of cash and handed it to me.

“How about a private dance?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

I hesitated, my mind racing. This is wrong, I thought. He’s my professor. But another part of me was intrigued—aroused, even. There was something dangerously thrilling about the idea, something that made my skin tingle and my breath hitch. And then there was the money. I needed it. Badly.

“Okay,” I said, nodding. “Follow me.”

Professor Mitchell grinned, and I led him to one of the private rooms at the back of the club. It was dimly lit, with plush couches and a small stage. I turned to him, my heart pounding, and began to peel off my robe. His eyes followed every movement, hungry, devouring. I stepped closer, my body swaying to the music that played softly in the background.

He sat down, and I climbed onto his lap, straddling him. Our faces were inches apart, and I could smell the bourbon on his breath, mixed with something faintly musky. His hands rested on my hips, firm but not demanding. Slowly, I started to move, grinding against him as the rhythm of the music pulsed through me. His breath hitched, and I felt his cock hardening beneath me.

“Fuck, Brandi,” Professor Mitchell muttered, his grip tightening ever so slightly. “You’re incredible.”

I smiled, leaning in so my lips brushed his ear. “You like that, Professor?”

His groan was answer enough. I continued to move, my ass pressing against his crotch, my breasts brushing against his chest. The air between us was thick, charged, and I could feel the heat radiating off his body. When I finally slid off his lap, he was practically panting.

“Come home with me,” he said, his voice rough.

I hesitated again, knowing this was crossing a line I hadn’t crossed before. But the way he looked at me—like I was the only thing he wanted in the world—made it impossible to say no. “Okay,” I whispered.

His condo was everything I expected: sleek, modern, and expensive. The moment we stepped inside, he was on me, his hands roaming, his mouth claiming mine. We stumbled into the bedroom, and he pushed me down onto the bed. I lay there, staring up at him as he undressed, my breath catching at the sight of his cock, hard and ready.

Then he reached into the nightstand and pulled out a dildo, handing it to me with a wicked grin. “Show me how much you want this.”

My cheeks flushed, but I didn’t hesitate. I spread my legs and positioned the dildo at my entrance, sliding it in slowly. The sensation was electric, and I moaned, arching my back. Professor Mitchell watched, transfixed, his hand stroking his own length in time with my movements.

When I was dripping wet, he knelt between my legs and buried his face in my pussy. His tongue worked magic, licking, sucking, driving me wild. I came hard, screaming his name as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Then he climbed on top of me, his cock pressing against my soaked folds.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice thick with desire.

I nodded, wrapping my legs around him. He thrust into me, filling me completely. The feeling was overwhelming, and I cried out, clawing at his back as he moved inside me. His pace quickened, his breaths coming in ragged gasps. When he finally came, spilling himself deep inside me, I came again, my body trembling with ecstasy.

Afterward, the professor handed me five hundred dollars. I stared at the cash, shocked, confused, but also…relieved. I needed the money, and he clearly had more than enough to spare. As I left his condo that night, I knew this wouldn’t be the last time. It was the beginning of something dangerous, something addictive. And I didn’t care. I wanted more.

“Same time next week?” he asked, his voice smooth as silk.

I smiled, folding the money into my purse. “Absolutely.”

45 - MY PROFESSOR’S WIFE

MFF / First Person / College / Threesome / Kissing / PIV Sex / Cunnilingus

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started by Brandi Moore:

I was sprawled on my bed, textbooks strewn around me, highlighting a particularly dense chapter on attorney-client privilege when my phone buzzed. The screen lit up with Professor Mitchell’s name. My heart skipped a beat. I hesitated for a moment before answering, my voice deliberately casual.

“Hello?”

“Brandi,” his smooth baritone came through the receiver. “I have a special surprise for you tonight. Can you come over?”

A shiver ran down my spine. My mind raced. Special surprise? I wasn’t sure what to expect, but the promise of more money, more excitement, was enough to make me agree without hesitation.

“I’ll be there.”

I hung up and immediately started getting ready. I wanted to look irresistible. I slipped into a tight black dress that hugged every curve, paired with my sexiest lingerie—black lace that barely covered anything. I styled my long, dark hair in soft waves and accentuated my hazel eyes with smoky makeup. By the time I was done, I looked every bit the part of the seductive vixen I was becoming.

When I arrived at his luxurious condo, he greeted me at the door with a smirk. He looked me up and down, his eyes lingering on my cleavage. “You look stunning, Brandi.”

“Thank you,” I purred, stepping inside.

That’s when I saw her. A woman, maybe in her late thirties, with blonde hair and piercing blue eyes, sitting casually on the couch. She was elegant, refined, and strikingly beautiful. My stomach twisted. What is this?

Professor Mitchell took my hand and led me closer. “Brandi, this is Katie. My wife.”

I froze, my heart pounding. His wife? I shot him a questioning glance, but he only smiled reassuringly. Katie stood, extending her hand. Her grip was firm, her smile warm.

“Nice to meet you, Brandi. Mitchell has told me so much about you.”

I forced a smile, though I felt completely out of my depth. “Nice to meet you too.”

Mitchell wrapped an arm around my waist, pulling me close. “We thought we could all have some fun together tonight. If you’re comfortable with it, of course.”

My mind raced. I’d never been with a woman before, but the idea excited me more than I cared to admit. And then there was the thought of the money. The last time I’d visited, the professor had paid me well. I hoped I’d make even more money this time.

I nodded slowly. “I’m in.”

Katie’s grin widened, and she exchanged a knowing look with Mitchell. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

The three of us made our way upstairs, the anticipation building with every step. My heart pounded in my chest, my body already tingling with desire. When we entered the bedroom, Mitchell closed the door behind us, locking it. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with tension.

Katie turned to me, her eyes dark with lust. “Let’s get started, shall we?”

She reached for the zipper on my dress, sliding it down slowly. The fabric fell away, revealing the black lace lingerie underneath. Katie’s breath hitched as she took me in, her gaze raking over my body.

“God, you’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” she whispered.

Professor Mitchell stepped forward, his hands roaming over my skin as he kissed me deeply. I moaned into his mouth, my body responding instantly. Katie began undressing herself, peeling off her clothes until she stood before me completely naked. Her body was perfect—curvy, toned, and utterly mesmerizing.

We moved to the bed, the sheets cool against my heated skin. Katie leaned in, capturing my lips in a searing kiss. Her mouth was soft, her tongue exploring mine with a slow, deliberate rhythm. I melted into her touch, my hands roaming over her body, tracing every curve.

As we kissed, Mitchell stripped off his clothes, his erection straining against his boxers. He pulled down his boxers, revealing his thick cock. The professor climbed onto the bed, positioning himself behind Katie. He grabbed her hips thrusting into her from behind. She gasped, breaking the kiss, her head falling back against his shoulder.

He pulled out and motioned for me to scoot to the edge of the bed. I did as he asked, lying down with my legs spread. He knelt between them, his big dick poised at my entrance. With one swift motion, he thrust into me, filling me completely. I cried out, my nails digging into the sheets as he began to move.

Katie straddled my face; settling her wet pussy against my mouth. I licked and sucked eagerly, reveling in the unfamiliar taste of a woman. Her moans filled the room, mingling with mine as Mitchell continued to pound me relentlessly.

I lost myself in the sensations – the stretch of his cock inside me, the tangy sweetness of Katie on my tongue, the electric pleasure coursing through my body. It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced in my life, and I loved every second of it.

Katie came first, her body trembling as she gushed into my mouth. I swallowed greedily lapping up every drop. Her orgasm triggered my own, and I screamed as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me, my body convulsing beneath them both. Mitchell groaned, his thrusts growing erratic before he climaxed deep inside me, filling me with his hot cum.

We collapsed in a heap on the bed, sweaty and sated. The room was silent except for our labored breaths. After a few moments, Mitchell got up and retrieved an envelope from the nightstand. He handed it to me wordlessly. Inside was a stack of crisp hundred-dollar bills – a thousand dollars in total.

I stared at the money, my mind reeling. It was more than I could ever make with my college degree, and it had taken less than an hour to earn. As I drove home later that night, I couldn’t help but think of all the things I could buy with my newfound wealth, all the opportunities it would give me. But even more than that, I couldn’t wait for next time.

Towards the end of the trip, while still about 10 minutes from home, my phone rang. It was professor Mitchell again.

"Hey baby," he said, "on Friday, I want you to bring your friend, Laura, with you."

I spoke faster than I expected, "Yes sir."

46 - THE BIGGEST DICK I’VE EVER SEEN

MF / First Person / Sex Work / Big Penis / Blow Job / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control by Brandi Moore:

The neon lights of Las Vegas buzzed like a siren call, pulling us into their electric embrace. Laura, Danielle, Cheyenne, Kayla, and I stepped off the plane with a mix of nerves and excitement crackling between us.

The air smelled faintly of recycled airplane oxygen and the promise of something new. We’d left Sam behind—our former pimp, our former problem—but his threats still lingered in the back of my mind like a shadow. Vegas was supposed to be our escape, our fresh start. And money? Money would make it all better.

We’d booked a lavish suite at one of the fanciest hotels on the strip, and as we walked through the lobby, I could feel eyes on us. Five women dressed to kill—literally—with heels that clicked against the marble floor like a metronome counting down to chaos. Laura and I exchanged a knowing glance. This was our chance to play the game on our terms.

Once we dropped our luggage in the suite—a sprawling space with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the glittering city—we wasted no time getting ready. The air was thick with hairspray, perfume, and the occasional burst of laughter as we slipped into our sexiest outfits. I chose a sleek black dress that hugged every curve, paired with thigh-high stockings and stilettos that made me feel invincible. My hazel eyes caught the light as I glanced in the mirror, my dark hair cascading over my shoulders like a curtain of silk. I was ready.

The strip was alive with energy, a kaleidoscope of flashing lights and pulsing music. We split up almost immediately, each of us scanning the crowd for potential clients. I lingered near the entrance of one of the bigger casinos, letting the glow of the neon signs bathe me in an otherworldly light. It didn’t take long for someone to approach.

“Hey there,” a deep voice called out, smooth as velvet. I turned to see a man in his early 40s, impeccably dressed in a tailored suit that screamed wealth. His dark hair was peppered with silver, and his sharp jawline was softened by a smile that felt both confident and cautious. “You look like you belong in a place like this.”

I had him already. “Funny,” I said, tilting my head just enough to let my hair fall over one shoulder. “I was just thinking the same about you. What brings you to Vegas?”

“Vacation,” he replied, stepping closer. “Businessman by day, gambler by night. Name’s Larry.” He extended a hand, and I took it, letting my fingers linger just a second longer than necessary.

“Brandi,” I said, matching his smile. “And what kind of gamble are you looking for tonight?”

His eyes sparkled with mischief. “The best kind. Why don’t we discuss it upstairs?”

I followed him to his penthouse suite, the elevator ride filled with small talk and charged glances. When the doors slid open, I was greeted by a room that looked more like a palace than a hotel. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a panoramic view of the strip, but Larry’s attention was squarely on me.

He poured two glasses of champagne, handing one to me before clinking our glasses together. “To new friends,” he said, his voice low and inviting.

“New friends,” I echoed, taking a sip. The bubbles danced on my tongue, sharp and sweet.

As we drank, Larry pulled out a stack of cash—thick, crisp bills—and set it on the dresser. A thousand dollars, easy. But I wasn’t about to settle.

I raised an eyebrow, setting my glass down with deliberate slowness. “That’s cute,” I said, letting my voice drip with playful condescension. “But if you want the full Brandi experience, you’ll have to do better than that.”

He chuckled, a sound that rumbled deep in his chest, and reached for another stack. The sight of the money sent a thrill through me, but it was nothing compared to what came next. When he unzipped his pants and pulled himself free, I nearly choked on my champagne.

Good God. I’d seen my fair share of dicks—some impressive, some laughable—but Larry’s was in a league of its own. Thick, veiny, and so long I couldn’t help but wonder how anyone could handle it. My stomach fluttered with a mix of excitement and trepidation.

“Wow,” I breathed, unable to hide my reaction. “That’s… quite the package.”

Larry looked embarrassed. Most guys are proud of their big dicks, but he seemed a little shy. He laughed nervously, running a hand through his hair. “Yeah, I get that a lot. Most women can’t take it. I was hoping a professional like you might… well, rise to the occasion.”

The challenge in his voice lit a fire in me. “Oh, I’m willing to try,” I said, dropping to my knees without hesitation.

As I wrapped my lips around him, I realized just how much of a challenge this would be. My mouth stretched painfully wide, struggling to accommodate him. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as I worked him deeper, feeling the weight of him pressing against the back of my throat. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. Not when he groaned my name, his hands tangling in my hair as he thrust gently—carefully—into my mouth.

When he finally came, it was with a guttural moan that sent shivers down my spine. His huge cock produced a giant load of cum. I swallowed eagerly, savoring the taste of him as I pulled away, wiping my lips with the back of my hand. But Larry wasn’t done yet.

He stripped off his clothes, revealing a body that matched his face—toned, powerful, and impossibly sexy. Then he turned his attention to me, peeling off my dress with the precision of someone who knew exactly what he was doing. His hands were warm against my skin, leaving trails of fire wherever they touched. When his mouth closed around my nipple, I gasped, arching into him as pleasure shot through me.

By the time he moved lower, kissing and licking his way down my body, I was already trembling with anticipation. He spread my legs wide, his breath hot against my core before he buried his face between my thighs. His tongue worked magic, flicking and probing until I was writhing beneath him, desperate for more.

When he finally slid inside me, it was slow—agonizingly so. My body stretched to welcome him, every inch of him filling me in ways I hadn’t thought possible. I bit my lip to stifle a cry, my nails digging into his back as he began to move.

With each thrust, I felt myself unraveling, the pleasure building to a crescendo that left me breathless. “Larry,” I whispered, my voice trembling with need. “Don’t stop.”

He kept going, driving me closer to ecstasy with every thrust. He slid into me harder, faster, our bodies crashing together in a rhythm that felt primal, inevitable. When I came, it was with a force that left me shaking, my walls pulsing around him as waves of ecstasy washed over me. He followed moments later, groaning my name as he spilled himself inside me.

We lay there for a while, my head resting on his chest as we caught our breath. Eventually, I got up, slipping back into my dress. Larry watched me with a lazy smile, his eyes half-lidded with satisfaction. “You’re incredible,” he said, his voice rough.

I smirked, leaning down to kiss him one last time. “You weren’t so bad yourself.”

As I stepped out into the hallway, my body still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure, I couldn’t wait to find the girls. Larry and his monster cock were going to make for one hell of a story. Our trip to Vegas was off to a great start.

47 - A TABOO THREESOME
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control by Brandi Moore:

The call came in late afternoon, just as the sun was dipping low enough to cast long shadows across my penthouse. I didn’t recognize the number, but that wasn’t unusual these days. Ever since Sam had started breathing down my neck, every ring of my phone felt like a potential trap. Is this it? Is this the moment they haul me away? I thought, staring at the screen. But Laura and I needed the money—badly. So, I picked up.

“Hello?” My voice was calm, practiced. Years of this work had taught me how to sound like I wasn’t perpetually on edge.

The man on the other end introduced himself as Jasper. His voice was smooth, rich, and older—the kind of voice that made me think of fine whiskey and expensive suits. He wanted an evening appointment and offered a sum that made my breath hitch. It was more than I usually charged, way more. I hesitated for a moment, my mind racing. What if it’s Sam setting me up? What if this is the end? But I couldn’t afford to say no. Not now.

“I’ll be there,” I said, forcing a smile even though he couldn’t see it.

—

Jasper lived in one of those sprawling estates on the outskirts of the city, the kind of place where the gates were always closed and security cameras watched your every move. The house itself was all sharp angles and glass, modern yet imposing. I parked my car, smoothed my dress, and walked up the cobblestone path. My heels clicked against the stones, each step echoing louder than the last.

He answered the door almost immediately, as if he’d been waiting. And oh, he was handsome. Silver hair, perfectly styled, with a jawline that could cut glass. His eyes were a piercing blue, the kind that made you feel like he could see right through you. He smiled, warm but with a hint of something else beneath the surface. Something dangerous.

“Brandi,” he said, extending a hand. “You’re even more stunning in person.”

Flattery. I forced myself to smile back, shaking his hand. His grip was firm, confident. The kind of touch that made you feel small, but not necessarily in a bad way.

He led me inside, and I tried not to gawk at the opulence around me. Everything was sleek and polished, from the marble floors to the abstract art lining the walls. We made small talk as we walked—his work, the weather, nothing too personal. By the time we reached the bedroom, I was already feeling the tension in the air. The kind of tension that made my skin prickle and my stomach twist in anticipation.

He handed me an envelope thick with cash. I slipped it into my purse without counting it—trust went both ways, and I could tell this man wasn’t going to shortchange me.

Then, without another word, he began to undress. His movements were deliberate, almost theatrical, as if he knew I was watching. And I was. God, he was fit. For a man his age, he was in incredible shape. When he finally stood before me, completely naked, I felt a rush of heat between my legs.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

I obliged, peeling off my dress slowly, letting it pool at my feet. His eyes raked over my body, lingering on the curve of my hips, the swell of my breasts. He stepped closer, reaching out to trace a finger along my collarbone. His touch sent shivers down my spine.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his breath hot against my skin.

He kissed me then, his lips soft but insistent. His hands explored my body, cupping my breasts, sliding down to grip my waist. I moaned softly, arching into him. This wasn’t just a transaction anymore. There was something electric between us, something primal.

He pushed me back onto the bed, his mouth trailing lower, kissing and nibbling as he went. By the time he reached between my legs, I was already trembling. His tongue flicked over my clit, and I let out a gasp, my fingers tangling in his hair. He ate me like a man starved, his hands gripping my thighs to keep me still.

“Fuck yourself for me,” he said suddenly, pulling away just long enough to reach into the bedside drawer. He handed me a dildo, its silicone surface cool against my skin.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I spread my legs wider, positioning the toy at my entrance and sliding it in slowly, relishing the stretch. Jasper groaned, his cock twitching as he stroked himself, watching me with hungry eyes.

That’s when we heard it—the creak of the door opening.

My heart stopped. This is it, I thought wildly. The cops. It’s all over.

But it wasn’t the cops.

It was Max.

He stood frozen in the doorway, his wide eyes taking in the scene before him. Jasper cursed under his breath, scrambling to cover himself with a pillow.

“Max,” he said, his voice strained. “I didn’t know you were coming home this weekend.”

For a moment, no one spoke. Then Max grinned, and it was the kind of smile that sent a fresh wave of heat straight to my core.

“Please don’t tell your mom,” Jasper begged, his face flushed with embarrassment.

Max laughed, stepping further into the room. “I won’t tell,” he said, his eyes locking on mine, “if you don’t.”

And just like that, everything changed.

Max was younger, maybe mid-twenties, but he had his father’s looks—sharp jaw, piercing blue eyes, and a body that looked like it spent hours in the gym. He stripped off his clothes with practiced ease, revealing a cock so big I almost gasped aloud.

Jasper’s wasn’t small by any means, but Max… Jesus.

Before I could process what was happening, Max was on the bed beside me, his hands roaming my body as Jasper positioned himself behind me. I took Max’s cock into my mouth, savoring the weight of it on my tongue, while Jasper slid into me from behind.

They worked in tandem, their movements perfectly synchronized. Max thrust into my mouth, his fingers tangled in my hair, while Jasper pounded into me, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave bruises. I was lost in the sensation, the pleasure building until it consumed me entirely.

When Max came, spilling hot and thick down my throat, I barely had time to swallow before Jasper followed, filling me with his own release.

But Max wasn’t done.

He grabbed a bottle of lube from the nightstand, coating his massive cock with slick strokes. Then he rolled me onto my side, pressing into my ass with slow, deliberate motions. The stretch was almost unbearable, but so, so good.

“Fuck,” I moaned, my nails digging into the sheets.

Max fucked me harder, his rhythm unrelenting. I came again, screaming his name, and he followed soon after, his cum mixing with his father’s as it leaked out of my ass.

When it was over, I lay there, spent and trembling, while the two men exchanged a look I couldn’t quite decipher.

“That was…” Jasper began, trailing off.

“Something,” Max finished, grinning.

I dressed quickly, avoiding their eyes. As I left, Jasper pressed another wad of cash into my hand, but I barely registered it. My mind was already spinning, replaying every second of what had just happened.

Driving home, I kept glancing in the rearview mirror, half-expecting to see Sam lurking in the shadows or flashing police lights pulling me over. But the road was empty, the night quiet.

I couldn’t keep living in fear. My knuckles were white as I clutched the steering wheel. Sam had to go. I had to get him out of my life for good.

But for now, I had enough money to keep Laura and me afloat. And maybe, just maybe, Jasper would call again.

48 - A CONFESSION AT WORK

MF / BDSM / Boss Employee / Public / Masturbation / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Michelle stood nervously outside Max’s office, her heart pounding in her chest. She had been called in after submitting her latest project, and the look on his face during the team meeting had been anything but encouraging. She took a deep breath, smoothed her skirt, and knocked lightly on the door.

“Come in,” Max’s deep voice commanded from the other side.

She opened the door and stepped inside, closing it softly behind her. Max sat behind his desk, his broad shoulders accentuated by his tailored suit. His piercing blue eyes scanned the papers in front of him, not even glancing up as she approached.

“You wanted to see me, sir?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Max finally looked up, his gaze sharp and unyielding. “Michelle, sit.”

She obeyed immediately, taking the chair across from him. His presence was overwhelming, and she couldn’t help but feel small under his scrutiny.

“This,” he said, sliding the project report toward her, “is not acceptable. I expected better from you.”

Michelle’s stomach dropped as she glanced at the red ink scrawled across the pages. “I—I thought I did everything you asked,” she stammered, her cheeks flushing with humiliation.

Max leaned back in his chair, his expression unreadable. “You missed key details, Michelle. Your work is sloppy. It’s like you’re not even trying.”

Tears welled in her eyes, but she blinked them away, refusing to let him see her cry. “I’m sorry, sir. I’ll do better next time.”

“Will you?” he asked, his voice low and challenging. “Because I need someone who can keep up with me. Someone who can handle the pressure. Is that you, Michelle?”

She nodded, her throat tight. “It is. I promise.”

Max studied her for a moment, his eyes narrowing slightly. “You’re different from the others, you know that? I’m hard on you because I see potential. I see something special.”

Michelle’s breath hitched at his words. She had always admired Max, not just for his commanding presence, but for his intelligence and ambition. And now, hearing him say he saw something in her—it ignited something deep within her.

“I—I think about you all the time,” she blurted out before she could stop herself. Her face burned with embarrassment, but she couldn’t take it back now.

Max’s expression didn’t change, but there was a flicker of something in his eyes—curiosity, perhaps? “That’s a dangerous admission, Michelle,” he said slowly. “I’m your boss. This is inappropriate.”

She swallowed hard, her courage faltering. “I know, but I can’t help it. I’m attracted to you. I want to be close to you.”

Max leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk. “You don’t know what you’re asking for,” he said, his voice low and tinged with warning. “I’m not the kind of man who can give you what you want.”

Michelle’s heart raced. “What does that mean?”

He hesitated for a moment, as if weighing his words carefully. “I’m into BDSM, Michelle. I need a submissive woman. Someone who can surrender completely to me. And I don’t think that’s you.”

Her breath quickened at his words, and a shiver ran down her spine. She had never considered herself submissive, but the way he said it—the way he looked at her—made her want to prove him wrong.

“I can be,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I want to be. I want to submit to you.”

Max’s eyes darkened, and for a moment, she thought he might reject her. But then he stood, his towering frame making her feel even smaller. “Alright, Michelle,” he said, his voice firm. “Let’s see if you mean it.”

Before she could react, he walked around the desk and lifted her effortlessly, setting her down on the edge of it. His hands were warm and strong as he pushed her skirt up and pulled her panties off in one swift motion. She gasped at the sudden exposure, her body trembling with a mix of fear and excitement.

“Show me,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. “Show me how you like to be touched.”

Michelle hesitated, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. But then she looked into his eyes, saw the challenge there, and knew she couldn’t back down. Slowly, she spread her legs and began to rub her clit, her fingers trembling at first but quickly gaining confidence.

Max watched her intently, his gaze never leaving her. He unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock. It was thick and hard, and Michelle’s mouth watered at the sight of it. He started stroking himself, his eyes locked on her.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice desperate. “Please fuck me.”

Max chuckled darkly. “Not yet. If you’re good, I might let you suck it.”

Michelle’s hips bucked at his words, and she increased the pressure on her clit, her fingers moving faster as pleasure built within her. She could feel herself getting close, her breathing becoming ragged.

“That’s it,” Max murmured, his voice deep and approving. “Let me see you cum.”

With a cry, Michelle climaxed, her body shuddering with the force of it. Max watched her with satisfaction, a small smile playing on his lips.

“Good girl,” he said, stroking his cock slowly. “Now, suck it.”

Michelle didn’t need to be told twice. She slid off the desk and knelt before him, taking his cock into her mouth. It was thicker than she had anticipated, and she struggled to take all of it at first. But she was determined to please him, and she soon found a rhythm, slurping eagerly as she bobbed her head.

“That’s it,” Max groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. “Take it all, Michelle. I want to feel your throat.”

She gagged as he pushed her head down, forcing his cock deeper into her mouth. Tears streamed down her cheeks, but she didn’t stop, her determination overriding her discomfort. Finally, she managed to take him all the way to the base, her nose pressed against his pelvis.

“Impressive,” Max said, pulling her head back. “Maybe you’re more submissive than I thought.”

He yanked her to her feet and bent her over the desk, her face pressed against the cool surface. She felt his hands on her hips, positioning her just right. And then, with a sharp thrust, he was inside her, his cock stretching her in the most delicious way.

Michelle cried out, her nails digging into the desk as he began to fuck her hard and fast. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back as he pounded into her. The slap of his hips against her ass echoed through the room, and she loved every second of it.

“You’re mine now, Michelle,” he growled, his voice filled with dominance. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped, her body trembling with pleasure. “I’m yours!”

He slapped her ass hard, making her cry out again. The pain mixed with the pleasure, driving her closer to the edge. She could feel herself about to cum, her body tightening around him.

“Quiet,” Max commanded, clamping a hand over her mouth as she began to moan. “You don’t want the whole office to hear, do you?”

Michelle shook her head, her muffled moans only heightening her arousal. With a final thrust, Max came inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his seed.

When he pulled out, Michelle’s legs gave out, and she collapsed onto the desk, her body spent. Max straightened his clothes, then reached into his desk drawer and pulled out a simple black collar.

“I was wrong about you, Michelle,” he said, fastening the collar around her neck. “You’re a good submissive. And now, you’re mine.”

Michelle touched the collar, a sense of pride swelling within her. She had done it. She had proven herself to him. And as she looked up at Max, she knew she would do anything to keep him satisfied.

49 - THE MAID AND THE MILLIONAIRE

MF / Cheating / Age Gap / Wealthy / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

Jolene’s hands trembled as she wiped down the polished marble countertop in Mr. Blackwater’s kitchen. The faint scent of lemon cleaner clung to the air, mingling with the expensive cologne he always wore. She could feel his presence behind her before he even spoke—his energy was like a current, electric and suffocating in the best way.

“You missed a spot,” Thomas said, his voice low and teasing.

Jolene froze, her breath catching in her throat. She turned slowly, her cheeks burning as she met his piercing blue eyes. He was leaning casually against the doorway, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders perfectly. His smirk was dangerous, and she knew it.

“I’ll get it,” she murmured, turning back to the counter. But Thomas was already moving, his hand gently grasping her wrist.

“Relax, Jolene,” he said, his voice smooth as silk. “You’ve been cleaning all morning. Take a break.”

She swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. His touch was warm, his grip firm but not forceful. It sent a shiver down her spine, and she hated how much she liked it.

“I—I can’t,” she stammered, pulling her hand away. “I have work to do.”

Thomas tilted his head, his lips curling into a knowing smile. “You’re always so serious,” he said, stepping closer. “Don’t you ever let yourself have a little fun?”

Jolene’s breath hitched as he closed the distance between them. She could smell the faint hint of whiskey on his breath, mixed with his cologne. It was intoxicating. She tried to step back, but the counter was behind her, trapping her in place.

“Mr. Blackwater—”

“Thomas,” he interrupted, his voice soft but insistent. “Call me Thomas.”

She looked up at him, her resolve crumbling under his gaze. His eyes were dark with desire, and she felt a heat pooling low in her belly. This was wrong. She was married. But Charles hadn’t looked at her like that in years.

“I… I shouldn’t,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Thomas reached up, his fingers brushing a loose strand of hair from her face. “Why not?” he asked, his voice a gentle caress. “You deserve more than this, Jolene. More than cleaning my house. More than… him.”

The mention of Charles was like a slap to the face, but it didn’t sting as much as it should have. Instead, it felt like a weight lifting off her shoulders. She knew Thomas was right. She did deserve more.

Before she could stop herself, she leaned into his touch, her lips parting slightly. Thomas didn’t hesitate. He cupped her face in his hands, his lips crashing down onto hers in a kiss that was both fierce and tender. Jolene’s knees went weak as she kissed him back, her hands gripping his suit jacket for support.

It was wrong. So wrong. But it felt so good.

Thomas deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers in a way that made her head spin. She could feel his hard body pressing against hers, his arousal evident even through the layers of their clothes. Her own desire was burning hot, threatening to consume her.

When he finally pulled away, they were both breathless. Thomas’s eyes were dark with need as he looked down at her. “Come with me,” he said, his voice rough.

Jolene hesitated, her mind screaming at her to stop. But her body was already moving, following him as he led her out of the kitchen and up the grand staircase to the master bedroom. Her heart was pounding in her chest, her mind a whirlwind of guilt and desire.

The room was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a large bed in the center and soft rugs underfoot. Thomas closed the door behind them, his eyes never leaving hers.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his voice soft but filled with an intensity that made her shiver.

Jolene swallowed hard, her body betraying her as she nodded. “Yes,” she whispered.

Thomas stepped closer, his hands moving to the buttons of her uniform dress. He undid them slowly, his fingers brushing against her skin in a way that made her breath catch. When the dress fell to the floor, she stood before him in just her bra and panties, her body trembling with anticipation.

“You’re beautiful,” Thomas murmured, his eyes roaming over her.

He reached out, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist before moving to unhook her bra. Jolene’s breath hitched as the fabric fell away, her breasts exposed to the cool air. Thomas’s hands were warm as he cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples in a way that made her gasp. She could feel her body responding to him, her desire spiraling out of control.

“Thomas,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Shh,” he murmured, his lips descending to her neck.

He kissed her there, his teeth grazing her skin in a way that made her moan. His hands moved lower, slipping into her panties and cupping her pussy. Jolene’s legs nearly gave out as his fingers teased her, sliding through her wetness.

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

He pulled her panties down, letting them fall to the floor. Jolene stood before him completely naked, her body burning with need.

Thomas stepped back, his eyes dark as he unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it off. His chest was muscular, his skin tanned and smooth. Jolene’s mouth went dry as he unbuckled his belt and slid his pants down, his erection springing free. She couldn’t look away. He was perfect, his body a testament to the life he led. A life she could only dream of.

“Come here,” Thomas said, his voice commanding.

Jolene obeyed, stepping closer until she was standing in front of him. He took her hand, guiding it to his cock. She wrapped her fingers around him, her breath catching at the feel of him. He was thick and hard, his skin silky smooth.

“Suck me,” he ordered, his voice low and husky.

Jolene hesitated for only a moment before sinking to her knees. She looked up at him, her eyes wide as she took him into her mouth. Thomas groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, her tongue swirling around his cock.

The taste of him was intoxicating, and she found herself wanting more. She took him deeper, her throat relaxing as he filled her. Thomas growled, his hips bucking slightly as he thrust into her mouth.

“That’s it,” he moaned, his hand tightening in her hair. “Just like that, Jolene.”

She could feel her own arousal building as she sucked him, her pussy throbbing with need. When Thomas finally pulled away, she looked up at him, her lips swollen and her eyes glazed with desire.

“Get on the bed,” he said, his voice rough.

Jolene obeyed, climbing onto the large bed and lying back. Thomas followed her, his body covering hers as he kissed her deeply. His hands roamed over her body, his touch igniting her skin.

When he positioned himself between her legs, Jolene’s breath hitched. She could feel the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she arched her hips, wanting him inside her.

Thomas didn’t make her wait. He thrust into her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. Jolene cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. His pace was steady, each thrust driving her closer to the edge.

“You feel so good,” Thomas groaned, his voice strained.

He reached down, his fingers finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles. Jolene’s body tensed, her orgasm building quickly. When it hit, it was like a tidal wave. Her body convulsed, her pussy clamping down on his cock as she came. Thomas didn’t stop, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he chased his own release.

He pulled out at the last moment, flipping her onto her stomach and pulling her up onto her hands and knees. Jolene’s heart was racing as she felt him position himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice soothing as he pressed the tip of his cock against her ass.

Jolene’s eyes widened, but she didn’t protest. Instead, she took a deep breath, her body relaxing as he pushed inside her. The stretch was intense, but the pleasure was overwhelming.

Thomas groaned as he buried himself inside her, his hands gripping her hips tightly. He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but quickly picking up speed. Jolene’s moans filled the room as he fucked her, her body responding to him in ways she didn’t think were possible.

When she came again, it was even more intense than the first time. Her body shook with pleasure, her ass clenching around his cock. Thomas followed soon after, his groan loud as he spilled himself inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed together, both of them breathless and spent. Jolene’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, but one thought was clear.

She wanted more.

“Stay with me,” Thomas murmured, his voice soft as he pulled her close. “Be more than just my maid.”

Jolene hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew she should say no. But the desire in Thomas’s eyes was too much to resist.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Thomas smiled, his hand stroking her cheek. “Good,” he said. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Jolene’s breath caught as his lips descended to hers again, his hands already moving over her body. She knew this was wrong. But as Thomas’s touch ignited her skin once more, she realized she didn’t care.

She wanted this. She wanted him. And as their bodies joined together again, Jolene lost herself in the pleasure, knowing she could never go back.

50 - BECOMING A STAR

MMF / Celebrity / Group Sex / Threesome / Blowjob / Handjob / PIV Sex

Ronette’s heart pounded as she stood in the middle of the dimly lit studio, her chest rising and falling with each nervous breath. Jasper “Jazz” Redding leaned casually against the soundboard, his fingers tapping rhythmically on the edge. Big D, the towering rapper with a gold chain glinting against his chest, stood beside him, arms crossed, his expression unreadable.

“You’ve got talent, kid,” Jazz said, his voice smooth but edged with something darker. “But talent alone doesn’t sell records. You want this? Really want it?”

Ronette swallowed hard, her hands trembling at her sides. “Yes,” she whispered, barely audible. “I want it.”

Big D chuckled low, a deep rumble that sent a shiver down her spine. “Then you know what’s gotta happen, right? You wanna play with the big boys, you gotta pay the price.”

Her stomach twisted, but she nodded. She’d come too far to back out now.

—

It had started with a phone call.

Ronette had been pacing her tiny apartment, the walls closing in around her as she scrolled through yet another rejection email from a label. Her demo tapes weren’t getting her anywhere. She was on the verge of giving up when her phone buzzed. The number was unfamiliar, but the voice on the other end was unmistakable.

“Ronette?” The man’s voice was rich, confident, like honey poured over gravel. “This is Jasper Redding. I heard your demo. You’ve got something. I want you in my studio tomorrow.”

Her breath hitched. Jazz Redding was a legend—a producer who’d launched the careers of some of the biggest names in the industry. This was it. Her shot.

She spent the night rehearsing, her mind racing with possibilities. When she arrived at the studio the next day, she was greeted by Jazz himself. He was tall, with sharp features and a smirk that made her stomach flip. But he wasn’t alone. Leaning against the wall was Big D, his presence imposing, his eyes piercing through her like he could see every secret she’d ever tried to hide.

“Ronette, meet Big D,” Jazz said, clapping a hand on the rapper’s shoulder. “You’re gonna cut a track with him today. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

They spent hours in the booth, her voice blending with Big D’s deep, rhythmic flow. The chemistry was undeniable, the track pulsating with energy. When they finally emerged, Jazz was grinning.

“That,” he said, “was fire. This could be your big break, Ronette. But…” He trailed off, his smile fading into something more calculating. “There’s a catch.”

—

Now, standing in the studio, her dreams dangling just out of reach, Ronette felt the weight of that catch pressing down on her. Jazz stepped closer, his eyes locking onto hers.

“Take it off,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

Her hands shook as she reached for the hem of her shirt, her mind screaming at her to stop. But the thought of walking away, of going back to her empty apartment and her endless rejections, was worse. She pulled the shirt over her head, letting it fall to the floor.

Big D whistled low, his eyes raking over her. “Damn, girl. Jazz wasn’t kidding.”

She unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her legs, leaving her in nothing but her lace bra and panties. Jazz’s smirk widened as he stepped closer, his fingers brushing against her cheek.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin. “But we’re not done yet.”

Her fingers trembled as she unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped out of her panties, standing naked in front of them, her face burning with shame and something else she couldn’t quite name.

Jazz and Big D exchanged a glance before unzipping their pants, their cocks springing free. Ronette’s stomach churned, but she forced herself to step closer. She reached out, taking Jazz in one hand and Big D in the other, her fingers wrapping around their lengths.

Jazz groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she dropped to her knees. His cock was thick, heavy in her hand, and she hesitated for just a moment before leaning forward, her lips parting. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip as he hissed in pleasure.

Big D stroked himself, his eyes fixed on her as she worked Jazz’s cock, her head bobbing up and down. Jazz’s grip on her hair tightened, pulling her closer as he thrust into her mouth.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “Take it all.”

She gagged as he pushed deeper, her throat tightening around him. Big D stepped closer, his cock brushing against her cheek.

“My turn,” he growled, pulling her away from Jazz.

He guided her to the couch, pushing her down onto her hands and knees. She felt his hands on her hips, his cock pressing against her entrance. She braced herself as he thrust into her, his thick length stretching her painfully.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his fingers digging into her hips as he pounded into her.

Jazz stepped in front of her, his cock brushing against her lips. She opened her mouth, taking him in as Big D continued to fuck her from behind. The rhythmic slapping of skin filled the room, punctuated by their groans and the wet sounds of her mouth working Jazz’s cock.

Big D’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more erratic. “I’m close,” he growled, his fingers tightening on her hips.

She felt him surge inside her, his cock pulsing as he came, his cum filling her. He pulled out, leaving her panting and trembling as Jazz moved behind her.

“My turn,” Jazz said, his voice rough with need.

He pushed into her, his cock stretching her already sensitive walls. She cried out, her body trembling as he fucked her hard, his pace relentless.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her.

She could feel the tension building in her own body, her orgasm crashing over her as he pounded into her. He let out a strangled moan as he came, his cum spilling inside her.

Later, as she dressed in silence, Jazz handed her a card. “You’ve got what it takes to be a star,” he said, his voice casual, like the last hour hadn’t happened. “I’ll be in touch.”

She left the studio, her body still aching, her mind a whirlwind of emotions. But as she walked down the street, a small smile tugged at her lips. She’d finally gotten her big break.

—

A few months later, Ronette leaned back in the driver’s seat of her new car, the radio playing softly in the background. The song she’d recorded with Big D filled the air, her voice blending seamlessly with his. She couldn’t help but smile as she turned up the volume, her heart swelling with pride.

She was a star. And she’d do whatever it took to stay that way.

As the chorus swelled, she thought back to that day in the studio, the choices she’d made. The price of fame. It had been worth it. Hadn’t it?

Her fingers tightened on the steering wheel as the song faded out, the DJ’s voice cutting in with the next track. She took a deep breath, the weight of her decision settling over her once again. But before she could dwell on it, her phone buzzed.

A text from Jazz flashed on the screen. “Got another project for you. You in?”

Ronette hesitated, her thumb hovering over the screen. Then, with a determined smile, she typed back. “When and where?”
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