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Brenda stood outside Tom’s door, her heart pounding in her chest. She had been rehearsing what she wanted to say all day, but now that she was here, her mind felt blank.

Since Brenda had moved to the apartment complex, Tom had quickly become a good friend. After moving out of the college dormitory, she’d felt out of place. But Tom had shown her around the neighborhood, making her feel at home.

Brenda took a deep breath, raised her hand, and knocked softly. The sound echoed down the hallway, and for a moment, she thought he might not be home. But then she heard footsteps approaching, and the door swung open.

Tom stood there, his tall frame filling the doorway, a warm smile spreading across his face. “Brenda,” he said, his voice smooth and inviting. “Hey, come on in.”

She stepped inside, her nerves making her feel jittery. The apartment was neat and cozy, with a faint scent of sandalwood in the air. Tom gestured toward the couch. “Have a seat. You want something to drink?”

“No, I’m good,” she replied, sitting down and folding her hands in her lap. She could feel his eyes on her, and it made her pulse quicken.

Tom sat down beside her, his gaze curious. “So, what’s up? You seemed a little… off when you knocked.”

Brenda hesitated for a moment, her fingers fidgeting. “I’ve been thinking,” she began, her voice soft but steady. “About us. About how much I’ve enjoyed spending time with you since I moved here. And I… I think I have feelings for you, Tom.”

His expression softened, and he reached out, placing a hand on her knee. “Brenda,” he said, his tone gentle. “I’ve been feeling the same way. I just didn’t want to rush things and make you uncomfortable.”

Her heart skipped a beat at his words. “Really?”

“Really,” he confirmed, his thumb rubbing small circles on her knee. “You’re amazing, Brenda. I’ve been wanting to tell you how I feel, but I wasn’t sure if you’d feel the same.”

Brenda felt a wave of relief wash over her, followed by a surge of desire. Without thinking, she leaned in, her lips brushing against his. Tom responded immediately, his hand moving to the back of her neck as he deepened the kiss. His lips were soft but insistent, and Brenda could feel the heat building between them.

Her hands found their way to his chest, clutching at the fabric of his shirt as their tongues met. The kiss grew more passionate, their breaths mingling as they explored each other’s mouths. Tom’s hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer until she was practically sitting in his lap.

Their kisses became hungrier, more urgent, and Brenda could feel the growing hardness beneath her. She broke the kiss, her chest heaving as she looked into his eyes. “Tom,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

He didn’t need words to understand what she wanted. His hands moved to the hem of her shirt, lifting it over her head and tossing it aside. Her bra followed, and then his mouth was on her breasts, his tongue flicking over her nipples. Brenda gasped, her head falling back as pleasure shot through her.

His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he licked and sucked at her sensitive flesh. She could feel herself getting wet, her underwear damp with arousal. Tom’s lips traveled lower, leaving a trail of kisses down her stomach until he reached the waistband of her jeans.

He glanced up at her, his eyes dark with desire. “Can I?”

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps as he unbuttoned her jeans and slid them down her legs, taking her panties with them. Brenda was completely exposed now, and the way Tom was looking at her made her feel both vulnerable and incredibly turned on.

Her legs instinctively parted as he leaned in, his tongue flicking against her clit. She moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the couch as he began to eat her out with slow, deliberate strokes. His tongue circled her clit, then dipped inside her, tasting her. Brenda’s hips bucked against his mouth, her arousal building with every flick of his tongue.

“Oh my God, Tom,” she whimpered, her body trembling with pleasure.

His tongue worked magic, driving her closer and closer to the edge. She could feel it building, a tight coil of pleasure in her lower abdomen that was ready to snap.

Just as she was about to come, Tom pulled back, leaving her panting and desperate. He stood up, his hands moving to the waistband of his pants. Brenda watched, her heart racing as he unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them down, revealing his thick, hard cock.

She licked her lips, her eyes locked on his erection. Without a word, she slid off the couch and knelt in front of him, her hand wrapping around the base of his shaft. She guided the tip into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before she took him deeper.

Tom groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, sucking him with increasing intensity. She could feel him twitching in her mouth, the taste of him driving her wild. Her hand moved in sync with her mouth, stroking him as she took him as deep as she could.

He let out a deep growl, pulling her hair gently to lift her head. “Brenda,” he said, his voice rough with need. “I want to be inside you.”

She nodded, her body aching with desire. He helped her up, guiding her back onto the couch. She straddled him, her wetness coating his cock as she positioned herself over him. Slowly, she lowered herself onto him, feeling him stretch her as he filled her completely.

Her hands gripped his shoulders as she began to move, her hips grinding against his. Tom’s hands gripped her waist, helping her ride him with slow, deliberate strokes. Brenda’s moans filled the room, her pleasure building with every thrust.

“You feel incredible,” Tom murmured, his hands moving to her breasts, squeezing and kneading them as she rode him.

Brenda could feel herself getting close, her body tightening around him. She leaned in, their lips meeting in a heated kiss as she increased her pace. Their movements became frantic, their bodies slamming together in a desperate pursuit of release.

“Brenda,” Tom groaned, his hands tightening on her hips. “I’m close.”

“Me too,” she panted, her nails digging into his shoulders. “Oh God, I’m gonna—“

Her words were cut off by a sharp cry as she came, her body convulsing around him. Tom followed moments later, his hips jerking as he spilled inside her. They clung to each other, their breaths ragged as they rode out the waves of pleasure.

When their bodies finally stilled, Brenda rested her forehead against his, a soft smile playing on her lips. “That was amazing,” she murmured, still catching her breath.

Tom brushed a strand of hair from her face, his gaze tender. “Brenda,” he said softly. “Will you be my girlfriend?”

She nodded, her heart swelling with happiness. “Yes,” she whispered. “I’d love to.”

Tom kissed her again, his lips lingering on hers. Brenda couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.
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Carlita stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the hem of her red satin dress. It clung to her curves, the neckline dipping just low enough to tease. She added a swipe of crimson lipstick, smacking her lips together before running her fingers through her dark, tousled waves. Perfect, she thought. Or at least, it would be if Chris ever bothered to look up from the TV.

The sound of the game blared from the living room, a constant hum of commentary and cheers that had become the soundtrack of their evenings. Carlita lingered in the doorway, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor as she stepped into the room. Chris was sprawled on the couch, a beer in one hand, his eyes glued to the screen.

She cleared her throat, shifting her weight to one hip. “Chris?”

“Hmm?” He didn’t even glance her way.

“Do you like this dress?” she asked, her voice tinged with a hopeful lilt.

“Yeah, sure,” he muttered, his attention still firmly on the game.

Carlita’s shoulders slumped. She’d spent hours picking out this outfit, hoping to spark some interest, some flicker of desire in her husband. But Chris was oblivious, lost in his own world of sports and deadlines. She turned on her heel, her chest tightening as she grabbed her purse and headed for the door.

—

The grocery store was her escape, a place where she could wander the aisles and let her thoughts drift. She pushed her cart past the produce section, her fingers trailing over the smooth skin of an avocado. She wasn’t even sure what she needed; she just needed to be anywhere but home.

That’s when she felt it—a gaze, heavy and intentional, lingering on her. She glanced up, her eyes meeting those of a man standing a few feet away. He was tall, with tousled brown hair and a fitted shirt that hugged his broad shoulders. His lips curved into a slow, appreciative smile as his eyes traveled over her figure.

“That’s quite the dress,” he said, his voice low and smooth.

Carlita’s cheeks flushed, her heart skipping a beat. “Thank you,” she replied, her voice softer than she intended.

“I’m Mark,” he said, stepping closer. “And you are?”

“Carlita,” she answered, feeling a warmth spread through her chest at the way he said her name, as if it were something special.

“Carlita,” Mark repeated, his smile widening. “It suits you. So does that dress. You look… incredible.”

She felt a shiver run down her spine, her grip tightening on the handle of her cart. He notices, she thought. He sees me. It was a dangerous thought, one that sent a thrill through her that she hadn’t felt in years.

Mark reached into his pocket, pulling out a small piece of paper and a pen. He scribbled something down before holding it out to her. “If you ever want to talk, or… anything else,” he said, his eyes locking onto hers.

Carlita hesitated, her fingers twitching at her side. She knew she should refuse, should walk away and forget this ever happened. But the way he looked at her, the way he made her feel seen and desired… it was intoxicating. She took the paper, her fingers brushing against his for a fleeting moment.

“Thank you,” she murmured, tucking the paper into her purse.

Mark smiled, a knowing glint in his eyes. “I hope to hear from you.”

—

The rest of her shopping trip was a blur, her mind racing with thoughts of Mark and the number burning a hole in her purse. When she got home, Chris was still on the couch, the game now replaced by a replay of highlights. She set the groceries on the counter, her fingers trembling as she pulled out the piece of paper.

She should throw it away. She should forget about it. But the thought of Mark’s smile, his voice, his attention… it was too much to ignore. She grabbed her phone, her heart pounding as she dialed the number.

“Hello?” Mark’s voice came through the other end, smooth and confident.

“It’s Carlita,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

“I was hoping you’d call,” he replied, his tone sending a shiver down her spine. “Meet me.”

—

The motel was seedy, the kind of place where the neon sign flickered and the carpet smelled faintly of mildew. Carlita’s heels clicked against the pavement as she walked to the door, her heart racing with every step. She knocked, the door opening to reveal Mark, his shirt unbuttoned just enough to reveal a glimpse of his chest.

“Come in,” he said, stepping aside to let her pass.

The room was dimly lit, the bed dominating the space. Mark closed the door behind her, his eyes roaming over her body with an intensity that made her breath catch.

“You look even better than I remembered,” he said, his voice low and husky.

Carlita’s cheeks flushed, her pulse quickening as he stepped closer. She could feel the heat radiating off him, his presence overwhelming in the small room.

“I shouldn’t be here,” she whispered, though her body betrayed her, leaning into him as he cupped her face in his hands.

“But you are,” he murmured, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, teasing kiss.

It was all the encouragement Carlita needed. She melted into him, her hands tangling in his hair as their kiss deepened. Mark’s hands roamed over her body, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist before sliding the straps of her dress off her shoulders. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but her lingerie.

Mark’s breath hitched as he took her in, his eyes dark with desire. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he said, his voice rough with need.

Carlita’s heart pounded as he undressed her, his lips trailing down her neck to her shoulders, then lower, to the swell of her breasts. She gasped as he took one of her nipples into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin as pleasure coursed through her.

Mark’s hands moved to her hips, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties and sliding them down her legs. He kissed his way down her body, his tongue tracing a path along her inner thigh before finally reaching her core.

Carlita’s breath came in short, ragged gasps as Mark’s tongue found her clit, his movements slow and deliberate. She arched her back, her fingers tangling in his hair as he teased her, his tongue flicking against her sensitive bundle of nerves. The pleasure built, her body trembling as she teetered on the edge.

“Mark,” she moaned, her voice trembling with need.

He didn’t stop, his tongue working her clit as his fingers slid inside her, curling just right to hit that spot that made her see stars. Carlita’s legs shook, her orgasm crashing over her in waves of ecstasy. She cried out, her body convulsing with pleasure as Mark continued to lick and suck, drawing every last bit of sensation from her.

When her body finally stilled, Mark rose to his feet, his eyes burning with hunger. He undid his pants, his cock springing free, thick and hard. Carlita’s breath hitched as she took him in, her mouth watering at the sight.

She dropped to her knees, her hands wrapping around his length as she took him into her mouth. Mark groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deep. She could feel him trembling above her, his breaths coming in ragged gasps as she pleasured him.

“Carlita,” he growled, his voice thick with desire.

She looked up at him, her eyes meeting his as she took him deep, her throat contracting around him. Mark’s hips bucked, his control slipping as he thrust into her mouth, his cock hitting the back of her throat. Carlita moaned around him, the vibrations sending shivers down his spine.

He pulled her to her feet, his lips crashing against hers as he lifted her onto the bed. Carlita wrapped her legs around his waist, her body arching as he positioned himself at her entrance.

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

She nodded, her breath catching as he pushed inside her, filling her completely. Mark groaned, his hips grinding against hers as he began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, then faster, harder.

Carlita’s nails raked down his back, her hips rising to meet his as they moved together, the room filled with the sound of their moans and the slap of skin against skin. The pleasure built, her body trembling as she felt her orgasm approaching.

“Mark,” she cried out, her voice trembling with need.

He didn’t slow down, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he chased his own release. Carlita’s body convulsed, her orgasm crashing over her as Mark’s hips jerked, his cock pulsing inside her as he came.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies tangled together as they caught their breath. Mark ran his fingers through Carlita’s hair, his lips brushing against her forehead.

“That was incredible,” he murmured, his voice soft and sated.

Carlita nodded, her body still tingling from the intensity of their encounter. But as the haze of pleasure began to fade, a pang of guilt twisted in her chest. She thought of Chris, of the life they’d built together, and the line she’d just crossed.

Mark sensed her hesitation, his fingers tracing the curve of her cheek. “Will I see you again?” he asked, his eyes searching hers.

Carlita hesitated, her heart pounding as she looked into his eyes. She knew she should say no, should end this before it went any further. But the way Mark made her feel, the way he looked at her… it was too much to resist.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and desire.

Mark smiled, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, lingering kiss. “I’ll be waiting.”
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The garden was Opal’s sanctuary, a place where she could lose herself in the rhythm of nature. Her hands moved deftly through the soil, planting seeds and pruning leaves with a practiced ease. The scent of blooming flowers surrounded her, a fragrant reminder of the life she nurtured. But as much as she loved her garden, it couldn’t fill the void that had been growing inside her for months.

Paul, her husband, was a good man—hardworking, loyal, and kind. But his devotion to his job had become all-consuming. He left early in the morning, often before the sun had risen, and returned late at night, his face drawn with exhaustion. Dinner was usually a silent affair, their conversation limited to polite exchanges about work and the occasional comment about the weather. Opal had tried to bridge the gap between them, but Paul’s mind always seemed elsewhere, preoccupied with meetings, deadlines, and promotions.

It wasn’t always like this, she thought wistfully as she clipped a stray branch from her rose bush. They used to laugh together, share dreams and secrets, and find joy in the simplest moments. But those days felt like a distant memory, buried under the weight of Paul’s ambition and Opal’s growing loneliness.

—

One evening, after another quiet dinner, Opal retreated to her study. She opened her laptop and navigated to her favorite gardening forum. It had become her escape, a place where she could connect with people who shared her passion. She scrolled through the posts, lingering on a thread about growing roses in different climates. That’s when she noticed a comment from Gary, a user who always had thoughtful advice and a deep love for roses.

His words caught her attention, and before she knew it, she was typing a response. They traded tips and stories, their messages growing longer and more personal with each exchange. It started with innocent discussions about soil pH and pruning techniques, but soon, they were sharing more—about their lives, their struggles, their dreams.

Gary was single, a landscaper who had turned his hobby into a career. He spoke with an honesty that Opal found refreshing, his words tinged with a warmth that made her feel seen in a way she hadn’t in years. One night, after a particularly draining day spent mostly ignored by Paul, Opal found herself opening up to Gary in a way she hadn’t expected.

I feel like I’m invisible sometimes, she typed, her fingers trembling slightly. Paul is so wrapped up in his work that he doesn’t even notice me anymore. I don’t know what to do.

Gary’s response came quickly. That must be really hard. You deserve to feel appreciated, Opal. You’re an amazing woman, and anyone would be lucky to have you in their life.

The words were simple, but they struck a chord deep within her. For the first time in months, she felt a spark of something—validation, connection, maybe even longing. Their messages grew more frequent, their conversations shifting from gardening to life, love, and the complexities of relationships.

It wasn’t long before Gary suggested they meet in person. I’d love to see you face to face, he wrote. I feel like we have something special, and I don’t want to let that slip away.

Opal hesitated. She knew what meeting him would mean, the line she would be crossing. But the loneliness had become unbearable, and the thought of being with someone who truly saw her was intoxicating. After days of agonizing over the decision, she finally replied. Okay. I’ll meet you.

—

Gary flew into town the following week, booking a room at a boutique hotel on the outskirts of the city. Opal told Paul she was spending the day with a friend, her heart pounding as she lied to him for the first time. She dressed carefully, choosing a floral dress that hugged her curves subtly, and drove to the hotel, her hands gripping the steering wheel tightly.

When she arrived, Gary was waiting for her in the lobby. He looked even better in person—tall and rugged, with a smile that made her stomach flutter. They exchanged polite greetings, but the tension between them was palpable. They didn’t linger in the lobby for long. Gary guided her to his room, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back.

The moment the door clicked shut behind them, the air seemed to shift. Gary turned to her, his eyes searching hers. “I’ve been dreaming about this moment,” he said, his voice low and husky.

Opal’s breath caught in her throat. “Me too,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

He cupped her face in his hands, his touch sending a shiver down her spine. Then, slowly, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a kiss that was tender yet electric. Opal melted into him, her arms wrapping around his neck as the kiss deepened. It was everything she had been missing—passion, connection, desire.

Gary’s hands moved to the straps of her dress, sliding them down her shoulders as he trailed kisses along her collarbone. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but her lace underwear.

He stepped back for a moment, his gaze drinking her in. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he murmured.

Opal felt a flush of heat spread through her body as Gary pulled off his shirt, revealing a toned chest that made her mouth water. He unbuttoned his jeans, and when they dropped to the floor, Opal’s eyes widened at the sight of his erection, thick and straining against his boxers. He stripped them off, and she let out a soft gasp.

Without hesitation, she dropped to her knees, her hands resting on his thighs as she took him into her mouth. He groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she moved her lips and tongue with a skill she hadn’t realized she possessed. The taste of him, the feel of him, was intoxicating, and she lost herself in the act, her guilt momentarily forgotten.

“Opal,” Gary moaned, his voice rough with need. “You’re incredible.”

She looked up at him, her lips still wrapped around him, and felt a thrill of power at the way he was looking at her—like she was the most intoxicating thing he had ever experienced. He pulled her to her feet, kissing her deeply as he guided her to the bed.

She lay back, her legs parting instinctively as he positioned himself between them. His mouth found her core, and Opal let out a cry of pleasure as he began to worship her with his tongue. The sensations were overwhelming, her body arching against him as he brought her closer and closer to the edge.

When she couldn’t take it anymore, she grabbed his shoulders, pulling him up to kiss her again. “I need you,” she whispered, her voice trembling with desire.

Gary didn’t need to be told twice. He lined himself up with her entrance, his eyes locking with hers as he pushed inside. Opal gasped, her nails digging into his back as he filled her completely. They moved together in a rhythm that felt almost primal, their bodies fitting together as if they were made for each other.

The bed creaked beneath them, their moans and gasps filling the room. Gary’s hands roamed over her body, exploring every curve as he thrust into her harder and faster. Opal wrapped her legs around him, urging him on as the pleasure built to a crescendo.

“Turn over,” Gary growled, his voice thick with lust.

Opal obeyed, getting onto her hands and knees. He entered her from behind, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her with abandon. The impact of his body against hers sent shockwaves of pleasure through her, and when he slapped her ass, she let out a cry that was equal parts surprise and ecstasy.

“Gary, I’m—” she started, but her words were cut off as her climax hit her like a tidal wave. She screamed his name, her body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Gary wasn’t far behind. With a few final thrusts, he came inside her, his groan of release mingling with her cries. They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies tangled together as they caught their breath.

Opal lay there, her head resting on Gary’s chest, her mind reeling. She knew she should feel guilty, but all she felt was an overwhelming sense of rightness. This was where she was meant to be—with someone who saw her, who desired her, who made her feel alive.

“Opal,” Gary said after a long silence, his voice soft. “I don’t want this to be just one night.”

She looked up at him, her heart pounding. “Neither do I. I… I think I want to leave Paul.”

Gary’s eyes lit up, a slow smile spreading across his face. “Then let’s make it happen. I’ll move here, and we’ll be together.”

Opal couldn’t believe what she was talking about doing, but it felt so right. A life with Gary was what she wanted—a life of excitement, passion, and above all, true love.

4 - WILD NIGHTS AND CITY LIGHTS

MF / Romantic / Public / Exhibitionism / Kissing / Fingering / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Miriam stepped into the dimly lit bar, the hum of conversation and clinking glasses wrapping around her like a second skin. She didn’t come here often, but tonight, she craved something different. Excitement. Danger. A break from the monotony of her routine.

She slid onto a stool at the bar, the leather cool against her thighs as she crossed her legs. Her dress, a deep red that clung to her curves, drew more than a few glances, but she ignored them. She wasn’t here for just anyone.

A man approached, his crisp white shirt rolled up at the sleeves, revealing forearms that hinted at strength. His smile was easy, confident, and his eyes lingered on her just a beat too long. “Mind if I join you?” he asked, his voice smooth, like whiskey over ice.

“Depends,” Miriam said, a smirk playing on her lips. “Are you just here for the drinks?”

“Calvin,” he introduced himself, extending a hand. “In town for work. Thought I’d explore the city's nightlife. Maybe find someone who knows the best spots.”

Miriam took his hand, her grip firm. “Miriam. And you’re in luck. I know all the best spots.”

They talked for hours, the conversation flowing as easily as the drinks Calvin kept ordering. He was charming, witty, and there was something about the way he looked at her—like she was the only person in the room—that set her pulse racing. When he suggested she show him around, she didn’t hesitate.

The waterfront was quiet at this hour, the city lights reflecting off the water like stars. Miriam led Calvin to a secluded beach, the sand cool beneath their feet. The moonlight shone over the gentle waves, and for a moment, they just stood there, watching.

“Beautiful,” Calvin murmured, his gaze on the horizon. Then he turned to her, his eyes darkening. “But not as beautiful as you.”

Miriam felt a thrill run through her. She stepped closer, her hand resting on his chest. “Smooth talker.”

“Just honest,” he said, his voice low.

Their lips met in a kiss that started soft but quickly deepened. Calvin’s hands slid down her back, pulling her closer, and Miriam melted into him. The sand crunched beneath their feet, the kiss turning hungry, desperate. Calvin’s fingers crept under her dress, brushing against her inner thigh, and Miriam gasped into his mouth.

“You’re so wet,” he whispered, his breath hot against her skin.

She didn’t answer, her need too overwhelming for words. Calvin’s fingers found her clit, teasing her with slow, deliberate strokes. Miriam’s head fell back, a moan escaping her lips as he worked her body with an expertise that left her trembling. When his fingers slid inside her, she cried out, her hips bucking against his hand.

“Calvin,” she gasped, her fingernails digging into his shoulders. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His fingers moved faster, deeper, until Miriam’s world shattered. She came with a cry, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her. When she finally opened her eyes, Calvin was watching her, a satisfied smirk on his lips.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice husky.

She reached for his belt, her fingers trembling as she unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, hard and throbbing, and Miriam wasted no time. She dropped down to her knees, taking him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she swallowed his length.

Calvin groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she worked him. “Fuck, Miriam,” he muttered, his hips thrusting gently. “You’re incredible.”

She didn’t stop, her mouth moving up and down his length as she sucked him with a hunger that surprised even herself. When he came, his release spilling into her mouth, she swallowed every drop, her lips lingering on him until he shuddered.

“That was amazing,” Calvin said, his voice ragged. “But I want more. Come back to my hotel.”

Miriam hesitated, but only for a moment. She wanted this—wanted him. They left the beach hand in hand, the city lights guiding their way.

Calvin’s hotel room was as luxurious as she’d expected, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a breathtaking view of the city below. Miriam stood by the window, her dress slipping off her shoulders as Calvin’s lips trailed down her neck.

“You’re stunning,” he murmured, his hands sliding the dress down her body until she stood naked before him.

Calvin reached to close the curtains, giving them some privacy.

But Miriam shook her head. “Leave them open.”

Calvin hesitated, then nodded. “Alright.”

He stripped off his clothes, revealing a body that made Miriam’s mouth water. His muscles were lean and defined, his cock already hard again. She reached for him, her hand wrapping around his length as they kissed, the taste of him still on her lips.

“On the couch,” he whispered, his voice rough with need.

Miriam obeyed, getting on her hands and knees with her ass facing the window. Calvin knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he entered her in one smooth thrust. Miriam cried out, her nails digging into the couch as he began to fuck her, each stroke deeper, harder.

The city below was alive with movement—cars passing, people walking—but Miriam didn’t care. She loved the thrill of being watched, of knowing anyone could see them. Calvin’s hands moved to her breasts, his fingers pinching her nipples as he fucked her, and Miriam moaned louder, her body quivering with pleasure.

“I’m close,” Calvin growled, his pace quickening.

“Me too,” Miriam gasped, her climax building with every thrust. When it hit, she screamed, her body shaking as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

Calvin came moments later, spilling inside her with a groan. They collapsed on the couch, their bodies entwined as they caught their breath.

Calvin brushed a strand of hair from her face, his eyes soft. “I’m in town for another week. Let’s do this again.”

Miriam smiled, her heart racing. “I’d like that.”

5 - RUNNING TOWARDS ROMANCE

MF / College / BBW / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Diane stood at the edge of the campus quad, her fingers nervously adjusting the strap of her sports bra beneath her oversized T-shirt. The weight loss group meeting was about to start, and she couldn’t help but feel a little out of place. She wasn’t used to putting herself out there like this, but the thought of making a change—of feeling good in her own skin—was enough to push her forward.

She spotted a few familiar faces in the small crowd that had gathered, but her eyes lingered on someone she hadn’t seen before. He was tall, with a friendly smile and a confident presence that made her feel at ease almost immediately. When he caught her looking, he gave her a little wave, and Diane felt her cheeks flush. She waved back, shy but intrigued.

The group leader called everyone to order, and Diane found herself standing next to the guy she’d noticed earlier. “I’m Dale,” he said, extending a hand. His grip was warm and firm, and Diane couldn’t help but notice the way his eyes crinkled at the corners when he smiled. “First time?” he asked, and Diane nodded. “Me too,” he admitted with a chuckle. “Guess we’re in this together.”

They started jogging together the very next day. Diane was surprised by how easy it was to talk to Dale. He had a way of making her laugh, even as they huffed and puffed their way around the campus track. By the end of the week, their morning runs had become something she looked forward to—not just for the exercise, but for the time spent with him.

One morning, as they slowed to a walk to catch their breath, Dale turned to her, his expression serious. “Do you ever feel… I don’t know, self-conscious?” he asked, his voice softer than usual. “About your weight, I mean.”

Diane hesitated for a moment before nodding. “All the time,” she admitted. “I guess that’s why I joined this group. I want to feel better about myself, you know?”

Dale’s gaze met hers, and there was something in his eyes that made her stomach flip. “I get it,” he said. “I feel the same way. But you know what? I think you’re beautiful just the way you are.”

The words caught her off guard, and Diane felt her heart skip a beat. She hadn’t expected him to say something like that, and the sincerity in his voice made her feel something she hadn’t in a long time—desired.

Later that afternoon, after their run, Diane found herself inviting Dale back to her dorm room. She wasn’t sure what had come over her, but the way he’d looked at her, the way he’d spoken to her—it had stirred something inside her. She wanted to be close to him, to feel his skin against hers.

While Dale waited in her room, Diane stepped into the bathroom to take a quick shower. The water was hot, soothing the ache in her muscles, but her mind was racing. She could hear him moving around in the other room, and the thought of him being so close made her pulse quicken.

When she stepped out of the bathroom, she was wearing nothing but a towel. Her hair was still damp, clinging to her skin, and she could feel Dale’s eyes on her as she walked toward him. “Thanks for waiting,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Dale didn’t say a word. Instead, he closed the distance between them in a few quick strides, his hands reaching for her face. His kiss was sudden but soft, his lips pressing against hers with a tenderness that took her breath away. Diane felt the towel slip from her body, pooling at her feet, but she didn’t care. All she could think about was the feel of his hands on her skin, the heat of his body against hers.

Dale’s lips moved down her neck, trailing kisses along her collarbone before finding her breasts. His mouth was hot and wet, his tongue teasing her nipples until they were hard and aching. Diane let out a moan, her fingers tangling in his hair as she arched her back, offering herself to him.

He didn’t stop there. His hands moved to her hips, guiding her toward the bed, and Diane went willingly, her heart pounding in her chest. As she lay back on the mattress, Dale knelt between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs apart. His breath was warm against her skin, and when his tongue touched her, she gasped, her hips jerking upward.

Dale didn’t hold back. His tongue moved in slow, deliberate circles, exploring every inch of her, and Diane couldn’t help but cry out, her hands clutching at the sheets. The sensation was overwhelming, each stroke of his tongue sending shocks of pleasure through her body. She could feel herself getting wetter, her arousal building with every passing second.

When he finally slid a finger inside her, Diane thought she might lose her mind. His movements were slow but steady, his fingers curling just enough to hit that spot inside her that made her see stars. She could feel her orgasm building, the tension in her body coiling tighter and tighter until she thought she might burst.

“Dale,” she moaned, her voice trembling. “Please… don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His tongue continued to work its magic, his finger moving in and out of her with a rhythm that drove her wild. When her orgasm finally hit, it was like a tidal wave, washing over her and leaving her breathless and shaking.

Before she could recover, Dale was on top of her his lips kissing hers again. She could feel his cock pressing against her, hard and ready, and she spread her legs wider, inviting him in. As he entered her, Diane let out a gasp, her body stretching to accommodate him. He felt so good inside her, his thick cock filling her in a way that made her head spin.

Dale’s movements were slow at first, giving her time to adjust to him, but it wasn’t long before he was fucking her harder, his hips slamming into hers with a rhythm that made her moan. She could feel his weight pressing down on her, his belly resting against hers, and it only made her want him more.

“You feel amazing,” Dale growled, his voice husky with desire.

Diane could only nod, her words lost in the pleasure coursing through her. His cock felt so good inside her, every thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body.

When she came again, it was with a cry of his name, her body trembling as the pleasure overwhelmed her. Dale followed soon after, his cock pulsing inside her as he spilled his release deep within her.

They lay together afterward, their bodies still entwined, their breathing slowly returning to normal. Diane felt a sense of contentment she hadn’t felt in a long time. She turned her head to look at Dale, a smile playing on her lips.

“Will you be my girlfriend?” Dale asked, his voice soft but sure.

Diane’s heart swelled with emotion, and she nodded, her eyes meeting his. “Yes,” she said, her voice steady. “I’d like that.”

Dale’s grin widened, and he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a tender kiss. “I’m glad I met you,” he whispered against her lips.

“Me too,” Diane replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

As they lay there, wrapped in each other’s arms, Diane felt a sense of peace she hadn’t felt in a long time.

6 - SWINGER’S NIGHT

MMFF / Group Sex / Romantic / Polyamory / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Andrea had always considered herself a loyal wife, devoted to Jim in every way. Their marriage was strong—filled with laughter, shared dreams, and a deep affection. But as the years passed, their sex life had grown predictable, almost routine. It wasn’t that they didn’t care for each other, but something was missing. Andrea couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but she felt it in the quiet moments, in the unspoken gaps between them.

One evening, after a particularly uneventful dinner, Jim leaned back in his chair and looked at her with a curious expression. “Andrea,” he began, his voice tentative, “what would you think about… trying something new? Something a little outside the box?”

Her heart skipped a beat. “Outside the box?” she repeated, her mind racing. What could he mean?

Jim cleared his throat. “There’s this swingers’ night at a local club. I was thinking… maybe we could check it out. Together.”

Andrea’s eyes widened. Swingers’ night? The idea was both thrilling and terrifying. She had always considered herself open-minded, but this was a leap she hadn’t anticipated. Still, she could see the earnestness in Jim’s eyes, the hope that she would say yes. She wanted to please him, to reignite the spark they had lost. “Okay,” she said softly. “Let’s try it.”

The next night, Andrea stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the hem of her dress. It was tighter than anything she usually wore, the fabric clinging to her curves in a way that made her feel both exposed and empowered. She smoothed her hair and applied a fresh coat of lipstick, her hands trembling slightly.

Jim’s reflection appeared behind her, his hands resting on her shoulders. “You look amazing,” he murmured, his voice warm and reassuring.

Andrea smiled, but her stomach was a knot of nerves. As they drove to the club, she couldn’t stop fidgeting with the strap of her purse. What if we hate it? What if everyone there is… strange? But when they arrived, the club was surprisingly normal. It was dimly lit, with soft music playing in the background. People chatted at the bar, laughing and flirting like it was any other night out.

Jim guided her through the crowd, his hand steady on the small of her back. They found a table and ordered drinks, though Andrea barely touched hers. She scanned the room, her heart pounding. What are we even supposed to do here?

It was then that they noticed the other couple. A striking woman with fiery red hair and a confident smile approached them, her partner—a tall, broad-shouldered man with piercing blue eyes—following close behind. “Hi,” the woman said, extending her hand. “I’m Callie, and this is Robert. Mind if we join you?”

Jim glanced at Andrea, who nodded hesitantly. “Of course. I’m Jim, and this is my wife, Andrea.”

Callie’s smile widened. “It’s so nice to meet you both. First time here?”

Andrea nodded, feeling a wave of self-consciousness. Callie’s friendly demeanor put her at ease, though. She was warm and engaging, asking them questions about their lives and sharing stories about her own experiences with swinging. Robert was quieter, but his calm presence was reassuring.

After some light conversation, Callie leaned in, her tone playful. “So, have you two set any ground rules yet? It’s important to communicate, you know, to make sure everyone’s comfortable.”

Jim and Andrea exchanged a glance. They hadn’t discussed it much, but Andrea knew what she was—and wasn’t—ready for.

“We’re open to exploring,” Jim said, “but we want to take it slow.”

Callie nodded understandingly. “That’s perfect. We’re the same way. If you’re interested, we’d love to spend some time with you. Maybe back at your place?”

Andrea’s breath caught. This is really happening. She looked at Jim, who gave her a reassuring smile. “Let’s do it,” she said, her voice steadier than she felt.

The drive home was a blur of excitement and anxiety. Andrea glanced at Jim, his hands gripping the steering wheel. “Are you okay?” he asked, his voice soft.

She nodded. “I think so. It’s just… a lot to process. But I’m curious. And honestly, a little turned on.”

Jim chuckled. “Me too.”

When they pulled into the driveway, Callie and Robert were right behind them. Andrea led the way inside, her heart pounding. They gathered in the living room, the tension palpable. Andrea poured them each a glass of wine, and the conversation flowed easily, though she could feel the undercurrent of anticipation.

Finally, Callie set her glass down and stood. “Shall we?” she asked, her eyes sparkling.

Andrea’s stomach fluttered as she followed Callie to the bedroom, Jim and Robert close behind. The room was softly lit, the air thick with expectation. Callie turned to Robert, and they began to kiss, their movements slow and deliberate. Andrea watched, transfixed, as Callie’s hands roamed over Robert’s body, undressing him with practiced ease. When Callie sank to her knees in front of him, Andrea’s breath hitched.

Jim stepped closer, his hands on Andrea’s waist. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his lips brushing her ear.

He undressed her slowly, his touch electric against her skin. When he took her nipple into his mouth, she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair.

Andrea dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she reached for Jim’s cock. She stroked him, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. His groan of approval sent a rush of heat through her.

But then she felt the weight of another presence beside her. Robert’s cock was inches from her face, and without hesitation, she turned her attention to him, swallowing his length with a hunger that surprised even her.

She switched between them, her hands and mouth moving with a newfound confidence. The room was filled with the sounds of their moans, the air thick with desire. When Jim and Robert both came on her face, Andrea felt a surge of power, of pleasure in her ability to please them both.

Callie’s hands were on her then, guiding her to the bed. Andrea lay back, her body trembling as Callie kissed her way down her body, her lips leaving a trail of fire in their wake. When Callie’s mouth found her pussy, Andrea gasped, her hands gripping the sheets. The sensation was overwhelming, and she came hard, her body arching off the bed.

Then Robert was above her, his cock pressing against her entrance. She looked into his eyes as he slid into her, her moan mingling with his. Beside them, Jim was fucking Callie from behind, the sound of skin against skin filling the room. Andrea’s pleasure built again, and when Robert came inside her, she felt a wave of euphoria that left her breathless.

The room fell quiet. The only sound was their heavy breathing. Andrea lay there, her mind reeling. She had done it. She had stepped outside her comfort zone, and it had been… incredible. Callie’s hand found hers, their fingers intertwining as they shared a knowing smile.

Jim leaned over her, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “How are you feeling?” he asked, his voice soft.

Andrea looked at him, her heart swelling with love and excitement. “I feel… amazing,” she said, her voice trembling. “And I think… I think I want to do this again.”

Jim’s smile was filled with relief and desire. “Me too,” he said, his lips brushing hers.

7 - THE ART PROFESSOR’S DESIRES

MF / College / Age Gap / Romantic / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The studio was quiet except for the soft hum of the fluorescent lights overhead. Deidre stood in front of her canvas, brush in hand, lost in the strokes of color she was layering onto the surface. Her professor, Dr. Blake Fox, had been watching her all afternoon, his gaze lingering longer than it should have. When he finally approached, his footsteps were deliberate, purposeful.

“Deidre,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “This is... impressive.”

She turned, brushing a strand of hair from her face, her heart skipping at the intensity in his eyes. “Thank you, Professor Fox. I’ve been working on it for weeks.”

He stepped closer, his eyes scanning her work. “The texture, the depth—it’s raw, emotional. You have talent.”

His words sent a shiver down her spine. “That means a lot coming from you.”

He didn’t step back. Instead, he leaned in slightly, his voice dropping. “I’d like to discuss your work further. My office, after class?”

Her breath caught. “Of course.”

—

The walk to his office felt like a blur. Deidre’s mind raced, her pulse quickening with every step. When she arrived, the door was slightly ajar. She hesitated, then pushed it open.

Dr. Fox was sitting at his desk, his sleeves rolled up, revealing the faintest hint of muscle beneath his shirt. He looked up, a small smirk playing on his lips. “Come in. Close the door.”

She obeyed, the click of the latch echoing in the quiet room. He stood, circling the desk, his eyes never leaving hers. “Your work today... it struck me. You have a fire in you, Deidre. A passion.”

She swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. “I just... I want to create something real.”

“You’re doing more than that,” he said, stepping closer. “You’re making art that moves people. Including me.”

His proximity was intoxicating. She could smell his cologne, something warm and woodsy, mixed with the faint scent of paint that clung to his skin.

“Professor—”

“Blake,” he interrupted, his voice soft. “Call me Blake.”

Her heart pounded. “Blake...”

He closed the distance between them, his hand brushing her cheek. “Do you feel it? This... connection?”

She nodded, unable to speak.

His lips met hers, slow and deliberate, and the world around them disappeared. His kiss was hungry, demanding, and she responded in kind, her hands fisting in his shirt as she pulled him closer.

He broke the kiss, his breath uneven. “Tell me if you want me to stop.”

She shook her head. “I don’t want you to stop.”

His hands moved to her waist, lifting her effortlessly onto the desk. Papers scattered to the floor, but neither of them cared. He kissed her again, his hands roaming her body, exploring every curve.

He pulled back, his eyes dark with desire. “You’ve been driving me crazy, Deidre. Every time you’re in my class, I can’t focus on anything but you.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. “I’ve been thinking about you too.”

His fingers trailed up her thigh, pushing her skirt up as he went. She gasped as his hand found the lace of her panties, his touch sending a jolt of electricity through her.

“So wet already,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal.

He hooked his fingers into her panties, pulling them down her legs. She lifted her hips to help him, her body already craving more.

He knelt between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs. His breath was hot against her skin as he leaned in, his tongue tracing a slow, torturous path up her slit.

She moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the desk. His tongue flicked over her clit, and she arched into him, her hips moving instinctively.

“Blake...” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He didn’t respond with words. Instead, he pressed his mouth harder against her, his tongue exploring every inch of her. She could feel the tension building, her body tightening with every stroke.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her legs trembling.

He didn’t let up, his fingers joining his tongue as he worked her over. When she came, it was with a cry, her body shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

He stood, his own need evident in the bulge straining against his pants. He unzipped them quickly, freeing himself, and she couldn’t help but stare. He was thick, hard, and she felt a thrill of anticipation.

“Turn around,” he ordered, his voice rough.

She obeyed, bending over the desk, her hands gripping the edge. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. “Yes.”

He pushed into her slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. She moaned, the stretch burning just enough to be delicious.

He pulled out almost all the way before thrusting back in, his rhythm steady and unrelenting. Her hands scrambled for purchase on the desk, her body rocking with every movement.

“God, you feel amazing,” he groaned, his hands tightening on her hips.

She could feel her climax building again, her body tightening around him. He seemed to sense it, his thrusts growing faster, harder.

“Cum for me, Deidre,” he urged, his voice low and commanding.

She didn’t need to be told twice. Her orgasm hit her hard, her body convulsing around him as she cried out. He followed soon after, his hips slamming into her as he spilled himself inside her. For a moment, neither of them moved, their breathing heavy and labored. Then he pulled out, zipping up his pants as he stepped back.

“This stays between us,” he said, his tone firm but not unkind.

She nodded, her legs still shaky as she reached for her panties. “Of course.”

He watched her as she dressed, his eyes lingering on her body. When she was done, he stepped closer, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

“I’ll see you in class,” he said, his voice quiet.

She smiled, her heart still racing. “See you there.”

8 - A PASSIONATE REHEARSAL

MF / College / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Trudie stood in the center of Stan’s dorm room, her heart racing as she glanced at the script in her hands. The kiss scene. It was the one thing she hadn’t been able to fully commit to during rehearsals. Stan noticed her hesitation almost immediately, his gaze softening as he set his own script down on the cluttered desk.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low and reassuring. “You’re nervous about the kiss, aren’t you?”

Trudie let out a shaky laugh, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Is it that obvious?”

Stan stepped closer, his presence filling the small space between them. “It’s okay. I get it. But you know, we can’t have you freezing up on stage. Maybe... we should practice. Just the two of us. No pressure.”

She bit her lip, her eyes meeting his. There was something in the way he looked at her—soft yet intense—that made her stomach flutter. “Okay,” she murmured. “Let’s... let’s practice.”

Stan smiled, and Trudie felt a warmth spread through her chest. He reached out, his fingers brushing against hers as he gently took the script from her hands. “Good. Now, just like in the scene, we’re supposed to be close. Like this.”

He moved in, his body aligning with hers. Trudie’s breath caught as she felt the heat radiating from him.

His hands rested lightly on her shoulders, his touch sending a shiver down her spine. “Ready?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Trudie nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. She closed her eyes as Stan leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, tentative kiss. It was brief, just as the script called for, but the moment his lips touched hers, something shifted. A spark. A fire that ignited deep within her.

When he pulled back, Trudie opened her eyes, her cheeks flushed. “That... that was nice,” she said softly.

Stan’s smile widened, a hint of mischief in his eyes. “Nice? That’s it? I think we can do better than that.”

Before she could respond, he kissed her again, this time with more confidence. His lips moved against hers, firm yet gentle, coaxing her to respond. And she did. Her hands found their way to his chest, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt as she kissed him back.

The script was forgotten, the stage no longer in their thoughts. It was just them—Stan and Trudie—lost in the heat of the moment. His tongue teased her lips, and she opened for him, a soft moan escaping her as their tongues met. The kiss deepened, becoming more urgent, more desperate.

Stan’s hands slid down her back, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed tightly together. Trudie could feel the hardness of his chest against her breasts, the way his heart raced just as fast as hers. She melted into him, her body responding to his touch in ways she hadn’t expected.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathless. Stan’s eyes were dark with desire, his hands still resting on her hips. “Wow,” he whispered, his voice rough. “That was...”

Trudie nodded, unable to find the words. Her body was humming with electricity, every nerve ending alive with the need for more. She didn’t know who moved first, but suddenly they were kissing again, their lips crashing together with a hunger that couldn’t be contained.

Stan’s hands wandered, exploring her body with a reverence that made her tremble. He cupped her breasts through the thin fabric of her shirt, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they hardened. Trudie gasped into his mouth, her hips instinctively rocking against his.

“Stan,” she breathed, her voice shaky. “I... I want more.”

He didn’t hesitate. With a growl, he lifted her into his arms, carrying her to the bed. He laid her down gently, his eyes never leaving hers. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his hands sliding under her shirt and pulling it over her head.

Trudie’s breath hitched as he unhooked her bra, exposing her breasts to the cool air of the room. Stan’s gaze roamed over her, his hands following, cupping her breasts and teasing her nipples until she was squirming beneath him.

“You’re so perfect,” he whispered, his lips trailing down her neck to her chest.

He took one nipple into his mouth, sucking and nipping at the sensitive bud until Trudie was gasping, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“Please,” she begged, her hips lifting off the bed. “I need you.”

Stan didn’t need to be told twice. His hands moved to her waist, unbuttoning her jeans and sliding them down her legs along with her panties. He knelt between her thighs, his eyes dark with desire as he gazed at her. “You’re so wet,” he murmured, his fingers brushing against her core.

Trudie whimpered, her body arching into his touch. “Stan, please.”

He didn’t make her wait. Bending down, he pressed his mouth to her, his tongue flicking over her clit before delving inside her. Trudie cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as waves of pleasure washed over her. His tongue was relentless, thrusting in and out of her, lapping up her arousal until she was trembling on the edge.

“I’m gonna... I’m gonna...” she panted, her body tensing as the orgasm crashed over her.

She came with a muffled scream, her body convulsing as Stan continued to lick and suck, drawing out every last bit of pleasure.

When he finally pulled away, Trudie was a trembling mess, her body still shaking with aftershocks. Stan kissed his way up her body, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss. She could taste herself on his tongue, and it only heightened her arousal.

“I need you inside me,” she whispered against his lips, her hands fumbling with the button of his jeans.

Stan groaned, helping her push his pants and boxers down his legs. His cock sprang free, hard and already leaking. Trudie wrapped her hand around him, stroking him as they kissed. He was thick and hot in her hand, and she couldn’t wait to feel him inside her.

“Ride me,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips.

Trudie positioned herself over him, guiding his cock to her entrance. Slowly, she sank down onto him, her eyes fluttering shut as he filled her. “God, you feel amazing,” she moaned, her hips beginning to move.

Stan’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her as she rode him. His cock hit every sensitive spot inside her, driving her wild. She leaned forward, her hands braced on his chest as she moved faster, chasing her own pleasure.

“You’re so tight,” Stan groaned, his hands moving to her breasts, squeezing and teasing her nipples. “Fuck, you feel so good.”

Trudie’s moans filled the room, her body trembling with pleasure. She could feel the pressure building again, her climax just within reach. Stan’s hips began to thrust up into her, meeting her every movement, and it pushed her over the edge.

“Stan!” she screamed, her body convulsing as her orgasm washed over her. He followed her over, his hips jerking as he came inside her, filling her with hot waves of his release.

They collapsed together, their bodies tangled and sweat-slicked. Trudie rested her head on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart. She felt... content. Happy. Like everything was finally falling into place.

Stan’s fingers traced lazy patterns on her back, a smile tugging at his lips. “Trudie,” he said softly, his voice filled with warmth. “Will you be my girlfriend?”

She looked up at him, a smile spreading across her face. “Yes,” she whispered, her heart swelling with joy. “Yes, I will.”

9 - FRAT PARTY REDEMPTION

MF / College / BBW / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The bass from the music thrummed through the walls of the fraternity house, vibrating in Alyssa’s chest as she stood hesitantly at the edge of the room. The air was thick with the scent of spilled beer and sweat, the dim lighting casting shadows that made the crowded space feel both chaotic and intimate.

She clutched her red plastic cup tightly, the drink inside warm from her nervous grip. Her curvy frame, which she usually hid under oversized sweaters, was on full display tonight in a black dress that hugged her hips and accentuated her waist. She felt exposed—but for once, she wanted to be seen.

A guy with a cocky grin and dark, messy hair approached her, his eyes raking over her body in a way that made her cheeks heat. “Hey,” he said, his voice smooth and confident. “I’m Caleb. You look like you could use a refill.” He gestured to her nearly empty cup, and Alyssa managed a small smile.

“I’m okay,” she said, her voice soft. But Caleb wasn’t taking no for an answer. He plucked the cup from her hand and disappeared into the crowd, returning moments later with a fresh drink.

“Thanks,” she mumbled, taking it from him.

“You’re new here, right?” he asked, leaning in close enough that she could smell the whiskey on his breath. “I’d remember you if I’d seen you before.”

Alyssa nodded, her heart racing. She wasn’t used to this kind of attention, especially from someone like Caleb, who looked like he’d stepped out of a magazine. He grabbed her hand and pulled her onto the dance floor before she could protest. The music was loud, the beat pulsing through her as Caleb’s hands found her hips. He spun her around, pulling her back against his chest, his body grinding against hers in a rhythm that made her breath catch.

His hands slid down her sides, gripping her waist as he pressed himself harder against her. Alyssa could feel the heat radiating off him, his breath hot on her neck as he whispered something she couldn’t quite hear over the music. She closed her eyes, letting herself get lost in the moment, in the way his body moved against hers.

But when she opened her eyes, she froze. The crowd around them had parted, and everyone was watching—some laughing, others whispering behind their hands.

Caleb’s laughter rang out, loud and cruel. “Come on, guys, I told you I could do it!” he called out, his grip on her hips loosening as he stepped back.

Alyssa’s stomach dropped. The drink slipped from her hand, splattering on the floor as she turned and fled, humiliation burning in her chest. She pushed her way through the crowd, her vision blurring with tears as she stumbled out the front door and into the cool night air.

She barely made it a few steps before she heard footsteps behind her. “Hey, wait!” a voice called out. She turned to see Justin, the nerdy guy from her biology class, jogging to catch up with her. His glasses were slightly askew, and his dark hair was tousled, like he’d been running his hands through it.

“Are you okay?” he asked, his voice genuine and concerned.

Alyssa wiped at her eyes, shaking her head. “I’m fine,” she mumbled, though it was obvious she wasn’t.

Justin hesitated for a moment before speaking again. “What they did—it wasn’t cool. I’m sorry I didn’t say something. I just... I didn’t want to make things worse.”

Alyssa looked up at him, surprised by the sincerity in his voice. “It’s not your fault,” she said softly.

Justin offered her a small smile. “Let me walk you back to your dorm, at least. It’s late.”

She nodded, and they fell into step beside each other, the silence between them comfortable rather than awkward. When they reached her dorm, Justin hesitated at the door. “Thanks for walking me back,” Alyssa said, her voice quiet.

“Of course,” he replied, his eyes meeting hers. There was something in the way he looked at her, something kind and gentle, that made her heart skip a beat.

“Do you... want to come in?” she asked before she could stop herself. Justin blinked, surprised, but nodded.

Her dorm room was small, the only light coming from the bedside lamp she flicked on. Alyssa closed the door behind them, her heart pounding as she turned to face Justin. He was standing awkwardly in the middle of the room, his hands stuffed in his pockets.

“I think you’re really pretty,” he blurted out, his face turning red the moment the words left his mouth. Alyssa couldn’t help but laugh, the sound soft and genuine.

“I think you’re cute,” she admitted, her cheeks flushing.

They stood there for a moment, the air between them charged with something electric. Then, before she could overthink it, she stepped forward and kissed him.

The kiss started slow, tentative, but soon grew deeper as Justin’s hands found her waist. Alyssa felt a shiver run down her spine as his fingers skimmed under the hem of her dress, the fabric sliding up her thighs. He broke the kiss long enough to pull the dress over her head, leaving her in nothing but her bra and panties.

Justin’s eyes darkened as he took her in, his hands moving to cup her breasts through the fabric of her bra. “God, you’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough. He unhooked her bra with practiced ease, letting it fall to the floor before his mouth found her nipple, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud.

Alyssa moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as he teased her with his tongue. He moved to her other breast, giving it the same attention before his mouth trailed down her stomach, his lips brushing against her skin in a way that made her shiver.

He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside. Alyssa was completely exposed now, her breath coming in short gasps as Justin knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs apart. His breath was hot against her core, and she whimpered as his tongue flicked against her clit.

He lapped at her hungrily, his tongue moving in slow, deliberate strokes that had her thighs trembling. Justin slid a finger inside her, curling it just right as he continued to tease her clit with his tongue. Alyssa’s moans grew louder, her hips bucking against his face as the pleasure built inside her.

Her orgasm hit her hard, her body arching as she came against his mouth. Justin didn’t stop until she was squirming, oversensitive and breathless.

He stood then, his own need evident as he unzipped his pants and freed his cock. Alyssa watched him with wide eyes, her heart racing as he climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs.

He pushed inside her slowly, groaning at how tight and wet she was. Alyssa gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to thrust, his hips moving with a rhythm that had her seeing stars.

“Justin,” she moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist as he drove into her deeper. The pleasure was overwhelming, her body trembling as he moved inside her.

Justin’s thrusts grew faster, his breathing ragged as he buried his face in her neck. “Alyssa,” he gasped, his voice rough. He plunged into her one last time, his orgasm hitting him hard as he spilled inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed together, their bodies tangled and sticky with sweat. Alyssa nestled against his chest, a contented sigh escaping her lips. For the first time in a long time, she felt like she belonged. Justin’s arms wrapped around her, holding her close as they lay there in the quiet of the room.

10 - LUST AND DANGER AT THE LAKE

MF / Police / Romantic / Cheating / Public / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The wind howled through the trees as Irene and Steven trudged down the narrow, winding trail. The forest was dense, the kind of place where shadows seemed to move on their own, and the air carried a chill that seeped into her bones.

Irene tightened her grip on her flashlight, the beam cutting through the darkness as she scanned the ground for any sign of evidence.

“Think we’ll find anything out here?” Steven asked, his voice low but carrying a hint of curiosity. He was a few steps ahead of her, his tall frame moving with an ease that Irene envied. “This place gives me the creeps.”

Irene forced a laugh, though the unease in her chest was anything but funny. “You’re the survivalist,” she reminded him, her tone teasing but with an edge of nervousness. “If anyone can handle this, it’s you.”

Steven glanced back at her, his eyes meeting hers for a moment before he smiled. “Guess I’ll have to keep you safe, huh?”

The words sent a flutter through her stomach, and she quickly looked away, focusing instead on the ground beneath her feet. This is wrong, she thought, the guilt creeping in like a shadow. She was married. He was her partner. But as they walked, she couldn’t ignore the way his presence made her feel—alive in a way she hadn’t felt in years.

The trail led them to a clearing by the lake, the water glistening under the pale moonlight. It was beautiful, in an eerie sort of way, and for a moment, Irene forgot about the case altogether. But then Steven’s voice broke the silence.

“Over here,” he called, crouching down near a large rock.

Irene hurried over, her flashlight illuminating the surface of the stone. Strange symbols had been painted on it, crude and jagged, like something out of a nightmare.

“What the hell is this?” Irene muttered, her heart racing as she knelt beside him.

She pulled out her radio, her fingers trembling slightly as she pressed the button. “This is Officer Irene. We’ve found something at the lake. Requesting backup.”

The crackle of the radio filled the air before a voice responded. “Copy that. Stay put. Backup’s on its way.”

Irene set the radio down, her eyes still fixed on the symbols. “This has to be connected to the case,” she said, more to herself than to Steven. “Why else would someone come all the way out here?”

Steven stood, brushing off his pants. “Whatever it is, we’re not alone out here,” he said, his voice grim. “We should stay alert.”

The words sent a shiver down her spine, and she glanced around the clearing, half-expecting to see someone—or something—watching them from the shadows. But there was nothing, just the sound of the wind through the trees and the occasional cry of an owl.

As the minutes dragged on, the chill in the air grew more pronounced. Irene wrapped her arms around herself, trying to ward off the cold. “I’m freezing,” she admitted, her breath visible in the air.

Steven didn’t say anything, but a moment later, he was moving, gathering dry branches and leaves from the edge of the clearing. Within minutes, he had a small fire going, the flames casting a warm glow over the clearing.

“You’re full of surprises,” Irene said, a smile tugging at her lips as she sat on a fallen log near the fire.

Steven joined her, close enough that their shoulders brushed. The warmth of the fire was soothing, but it was nothing compared to the heat that sparked between them.

Steven’s arm slid around her shoulders, pulling her closer. “Better?” he asked, his voice low and filled with something that made her heart skip a beat.

“Much,” she murmured, her eyes meeting his. The tension between them was palpable, a silent pull that neither of them could—or wanted to—resist.

And then, without another word, his lips were on hers, soft and insistent. Irene froze for a moment, her mind screaming that this was wrong, that she needed to stop. But her body had other ideas, and soon she was kissing him back, her hands clutching at his shirt as the fire crackled beside them.

Steven’s fingers fumbled with the zipper of his pants, and Irene’s breath hitched as he took himself in hand, his cock already hard and eager. Her hand replaced his, her fingers wrapping around his length as they continued to kiss, their movements growing more frantic.

She broke the kiss, dropping to her knees before him, her mouth finding his dick with a hunger that surprised even her. Steven groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him deeper, her tongue working in ways that had him cursing under his breath.

“Fuck, Irene,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You’re incredible.”

She didn’t respond, too focused on the feel of him in her mouth, the taste of him on her tongue. But then he was pulling her to her feet, leading her behind the cover of the trees.

“We shouldn’t—” she started, but he cut her off with another kiss, his hands already working at the buttons of her uniform.

“No one’s around,” he whispered against her lips, his breath hot on her skin. “Just us.”

And then her uniform was off, leaving her exposed to the cool night air. Steven’s mouth found her nipples, his tongue flicking over the sensitive peaks until she was gasping, her hands clutching at his shoulders for support.

He pressed her back against a tree, his cock sliding easily into her wetness as she wrapped her legs around his hips. The first thrust had her moaning, her head falling back against the rough bark of the tree.

“Steven,” she whispered, his name a plea as he began to move, each thrust driving her closer to the edge.

Her orgasm hit her hard, her body trembling as she clung to him, her nails digging into his skin. Steven followed soon after, his release hot and deep inside her as he groaned her name.

They stayed like that for a moment, their breaths heavy as the reality of what they’d done began to sink in. Steven pulled away, zipping his pants as Irene quickly dressed, her hands shaking.

“This stays between us,” Steven said, his voice firm but gentle. “I mean it.”

Irene nodded, though the guilt was already clawing at her. “I know,” she whispered.

Just then, the sound of voices reached their ears, the distant rumble of engines signaling the arrival of backup. Steven glanced at her, his eyes filled with something she couldn’t quite place.

“Come on,” he said, holding out his hand. “Let’s go meet them.”

Irene hesitated for a moment before taking his hand, the weight of what they’d done settling heavy on her shoulders. This was only the beginning, she realized. And it was going to be dangerous.

11 - A DATE WITH HER EX’S BEST FRIEND

MF / College / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Kara sat in the coffee shop, her fingers tracing the rim of her latte cup. Across from her, Scott leaned back in his chair, his easy smile making her stomach flutter. She hadn’t expected this. When she’d agreed to the date, it had been about Sean—about making him regret letting her go.

After Sean has broken Kara’s heart, she’d set her sights on his best friend, Scott. Kara knew that when Sean saw her with Scott, he’d get jealous. Sleeping with Scott seemed like the perfect revenge.

But now, as Scott laughed at something she’d said, his eyes crinkling at the corners, Kara realized she wasn’t thinking about Sean at all.

“You’re different than I thought you’d be,” Scott said, his voice low and warm.

“Different how?” Kara asked, tilting her head.

“I don’t know. More… real. Sean made you sound like this untouchable goddess. But you’re just… you. It’s refreshing.”

Kara felt her cheeks heat. “T-thank you,” she stammered.

The conversation flowed effortlessly, and before she knew it, they were walking back to his apartment, the night air cool against her skin. Scott’s hand brushed hers, and she didn’t pull away. When they reached his door, he turned to her, his eyes searching hers.

“You sure about this?” he asked, his voice soft but firm.

Kara nodded, her heart pounding. “I’m sure.”

Inside, the air between them shifted. Scott closed the door, and suddenly, he was there, his body pressing hers against the wall. His lips found hers, and the kiss was electric, sending shivers down her spine. His hands slid to her waist, pulling her closer, and she melted into him, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured against her lips, his breath warm on her skin.

Kara’s pulse raced as he kissed her neck, his lips trailing down to her collarbone. His hands moved to the hem of her shirt, and she lifted her arms, letting him pull it over her head. His eyes darkened as he took her in, his fingers tracing the edge of her bra.

“You’re perfect,” he said, his voice rough with desire.

Kara’s breath caught as he unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. His hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she gasped, her head falling back. He kissed her again, his tongue sliding against hers, and she moaned into his mouth.

Scott’s hands moved to her jeans, and she helped him push them down, stepping out of them as he kicked off his shoes. He pulled her back to him, his body hard against hers, and she could feel the heat of him through his pants.

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

Kara nodded, her hands fumbling with his belt. She undid it quickly, her fingers trembling as she unbuttoned his jeans and pulled them down. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, and she couldn’t help but stare.

“God, Scott,” she breathed, her voice barely a whisper.

He stepped closer, his hands on her hips, and she dropped to her knees, her mouth watering. She took him in her hand, stroking him slowly, and he groaned, his fingers tightening on her hips. She leaned forward, her lips brushing the tip of his cock, and he shuddered.

“Kara,” he said, his voice strained.

She didn’t hesitate, taking him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around him. His hands moved to her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands as she sucked him, her lips sliding up and down his length. He groaned, his hips bucking slightly, and she took him deeper, her throat relaxing around him.

“Fuck, Kara,” he muttered, his voice rough.

She could feel him trembling, his cock throbbing in her mouth, and she loved it—loved the way he reacted to her, the way he couldn’t control himself. She sucked him harder, her hand moving in time with her mouth, and he groaned again, his fingers tightening in her hair.

“I’m close,” he warned, his voice tight.

She didn’t stop, her mouth working him until he came, his release spilling into her mouth. She swallowed, her lips still wrapped around him, and he groaned, his body shuddering.

When she finally pulled away, he looked down at her, his eyes dark with desire. “You’re incredible,” he said, his voice hoarse.

Kara smiled, her heart racing. “I’m not done yet.”

He pulled her to her feet, his hands on her hips as he kissed her again, his tongue sliding against hers. He walked her backward, his hands roaming her body, until the back of her knees hit the bed. She sat down, and he knelt in front of her, his hands spreading her legs.

“You’re so wet,” he murmured, his fingers brushing over her folds.

Kara gasped, her hips lifting as he slid a finger inside her. He moved it slowly, his thumb brushing her clit, and she moaned, her head falling back. He added another finger, stretching her, and she whimpered, her hands gripping the sheets.

“Scott,” she breathed, her voice trembling.

He leaned forward, his tongue replacing his fingers, and she cried out, her back arching. He licked her slowly, his tongue circling her clit, and she moaned, her hips rocking against his mouth. He slid his fingers back inside her, curling them, and she gasped, her body tightening.

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

He didn’t stop, his tongue and fingers working her until she came, her body shuddering as pleasure washed over her. She cried out, her hips bucking against his mouth, and he didn’t let up, drawing out her orgasm until she was trembling.

When he finally pulled away, she was breathless, her body still tingling. He stood, his cock hard again, and she reached for him, pulling him down onto the bed. He kissed her, his body pressing hers into the mattress, and she wrapped her legs around him, her hips lifting.

“I need you,” she whispered, her voice desperate.

He didn’t hesitate, his cock sliding into her, and she gasped, her body stretching to take him. He moved slowly at first, his eyes locked on hers, and she moaned, her nails digging into his back.

“You feel so good,” he murmured, his voice rough.

Kara’s breath came in short gasps as he thrust into her, his cock filling her completely. She wrapped her legs tighter around him, her hips meeting his with every thrust, and he groaned, his hands gripping her hips.

“Faster,” she begged, her voice trembling.

He obliged, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper, and she cried out, her body tightening around him. He kissed her, his tongue sliding against hers, and she moaned into his mouth, her nails raking down his back.

“I’m close,” he warned, his voice strained.

“Me too,” she gasped, her body trembling.

He thrust into her one last time, and she came, her body shuddering as pleasure exploded through her. He groaned, his release spilling into her, and she clung to him, her legs tightening around him as they both rode out their orgasms.

When it was over, he collapsed beside her, his breath coming in short gasps. Kara turned to him, her heart still racing, and he smiled, his hand brushing her cheek.

“You’re amazing,” he said, his voice soft.

Kara smiled, her body still tingling. “So are you.”

He kissed her, his lips soft against hers, and she melted into him, her heart full.

“Be my girlfriend,” he said, his eyes searching hers.

Kara’s breath caught. “What about Sean?”

“I don’t care about Sean,” Scott said, his voice firm. “I care about you.”

Kara’s heart swelled, and she nodded, a smile spreading across her face. “Yes.”

Scott grinned, pulling her closer, and Kara’s heart raced as he kissed her again. She didn’t know what the future held, but for the first time in a long time, she was excited to find out.

“I can’t wait to see where this goes,” Scott murmured, his lips brushing hers.

Kara smiled, her body still humming with pleasure. “Me either.”

He kissed her again, his hands roaming her body, and Kara’s heart raced as she realized this was just the beginning.

12 - ROMANCE AT THE ANIMAL CLINIC

MF / Age Gap / Boss Employee / Romantic / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“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.

13 - PIANO LESSON LUST

MF / Taboo / Age Gap / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

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.

14 - DRAGGED TO THE BAR

MF / Romantic / Public / Kissing / Fingering / Handjob / Cunnilingus

Harriet wasn’t sure why she’d agreed to come to the bar. The bass-heavy music vibrated through her chest, the flashing lights made her head ache, and the sticky floor clung to her shoes with every step. She felt out of place, like a puzzle piece jammed into the wrong box.

But Polly had insisted. “You need to loosen up, Harry. It’s college, not a monastery!” Polly’s words echoed in her mind as she sipped her second drink, the taste of cheap vodka and cranberry juice burning her throat.

Polly, of course, had already vanished. One minute, she’d been dancing with a guy who looked like he’d stepped out of a rom-com montage—tousled hair, leather jacket, and all. The next, she’d whispered something in the guy’s ear, giggled, and disappeared into the crowd.

Harriet scanned the room, her stomach churning with a mix of annoyance and anxiety. She probably went off to hook up with him, Harriet thought bitterly. Typical Polly.

Harriet slumped against the bar, staring into her half-empty glass. She should’ve stayed home. Netflix and a pint of ice cream sounded infinitely better than this sensory overload. She was about to call it a night when a smooth, deep voice cut through the noise.

“Hey, you look like you could use another drink.”

Harriet turned, her heart skipping a beat. The man standing beside her was impossibly handsome. Broad shoulders stretched the fabric of his fitted shirt, and his dark eyes gleamed with a mix of confidence and mischief. He had the kind of jawline that belonged on a movie poster, and his smile—warm, inviting—made Harriet’s stomach flutter in a way she hadn’t felt in ages.

“I’m Jack,” he said, extending a hand.

“Harriet,” she replied, shaking his hand. His grip was firm but gentle, and his skin was warm against hers.

“Harriet,” he repeated, as if testing the name on his tongue. “Beautiful name for a beautiful girl.”

She blushed, her cheeks heating under his gaze. “I’m… not really a bar person,” she admitted, gesturing to the chaos around them.

Jack laughed, a rich, velvety sound that made her knees weak. “Neither am I, honestly. But sometimes, life surprises you.”

He flagged down the bartender and ordered her another drink—something fruity and sweet, completely unexpected but somehow perfect.

Harriet sipped it cautiously, the flavors dancing on her tongue. “Thank you,” she said softly.

“You’re welcome.” Jack leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. “You’re not like the other girls here, are you?”

Harriet’s pulse quickened. “What do you mean?”

He smiled, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Most girls would be out on the dance floor, trying to get noticed. You’re just… here.”

“Is that a bad thing?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Not at all.” He reached out, gently tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “It’s refreshing.”

Harriet’s heart was pounding now, her mind racing. She wasn’t used to this kind of attention—especially not from someone like Jack. But there was something about him, something magnetic. She couldn’t look away.

“Join me?” he asked, nodding toward a booth in the corner.

She hesitated for a moment, her fingers tightening around her glass. But then she nodded, letting him take her hand and lead her through the crowd. His touch sent a shiver down her spine, and she couldn’t help but notice how his fingers laced perfectly with hers.

They slid into the booth, their thighs brushing as they sat down. Jack draped an arm around her shoulders, pulling her close. The warmth of his body was intoxicating, and Harriet found herself leaning into him, her nerves melting away.

“So, Harriet,” he said, his voice low and teasing. “What’s a girl like you doing in a place like this?”

She laughed, the sound lighter than she’d expected. “My friend dragged me here. She’s… well, she’s off doing her own thing now.”

Jack grinned. “Her loss.”

He ordered a round of shots, and they clinked their glasses together, the liquid burning its way down Harriet’s throat. The alcohol buzzed in her veins, loosening her inhibitions. When Jack leaned in, his lips brushing against hers, she didn’t pull away.

The kiss started soft, tentative. But when Harriet kissed him back, it deepened, their mouths moving together with a hunger that surprised her. His tongue slid against hers, and she moaned softly, her hands tangling in his hair.

Jack’s hand slipped under her skirt, his fingers trailing up her thigh. Harriet gasped, her breath hitching as his touch grew bolder. He found the edge of her panties, teasing her through the thin fabric.

“Jack…” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Shh,” he murmured against her lips. “Relax.”

He slid a finger inside her, and Harriet’s eyes fluttered shut. The sensation was electric, her body responding instinctively. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, her hips arching into his hand.

“You’re so wet,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. “Does that feel good?”

She nodded, her words caught in her throat. His thumb circled her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her.

Jack pulled his hand away, and Harriet almost whimpered at the loss. But then he unzipped his jeans, freeing his cock. It was thick and hard, and Harriet’s breath hitched as she wrapped her hand around it.

“That’s it,” Jack groaned, his hips pushing into her grip. “Just like that.”

She stroked him slowly at first, feeling the velvet skin beneath her fingers. But as his breathing grew heavier, she sped up, her thumb swiping over the head of his cock. Jack’s hand gripped her thigh, his body tensing.

“I’m gonna cum,” he growled, his voice low and rough.

Harriet didn’t stop, her hand working him until he came with a moan, his release spilling over her fingers. She wiped her hand on a napkin, her heart racing as she looked around. No one seemed to notice.

Before she could catch her breath, Jack slid under the table, his hands pushing her skirt up. He tugged her panties down her legs, tossing them aside. Harriet’s face flushed as he positioned himself between her thighs, his breath hot against her skin.

“Jack, what if someone sees?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“They won’t,” he assured her, his lips brushing against her inner thigh. “Don’t worry.”

His tongue flicked against her clit, and Harriet’s back arched, her hands gripping the edge of the table. He lapped at her slowly at first, teasing her, before diving in with a hunger that left her breathless.

Harriet bit her lip to stifle a moan, her legs trembling as Jack’s tongue worked its magic. The pleasure built and built until she couldn’t hold back anymore, her body convulsing as she came with a silent scream.

Jack slid back into the booth, a smug grin on his face. “You’re amazing,” he said, his voice husky.

Harriet’s cheeks burned, but she couldn’t help but smile. “That was… unexpected.”

He laughed, pulling her close. “Like I said, life surprises you.”

They exchanged numbers, Harriet’s hands still shaking as she typed in her contact info. Just as she tucked her phone back into her purse, Polly appeared, her hair a mess and her lipstick smudged.

“Harry! There you are!” Polly exclaimed, plopping down beside her. “Having fun?”

Harriet glanced at Jack, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Yeah,” she said softly. “I am.”

15 - A BILLIONAIRE’S POOLSIDE PASSIONS

MF / Wealthy / Romantic / Outdoors / Shower Sex / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“You’re so beautiful,” Evan murmured, his lips brushing against Clara’s ear as his fingers traced the curve of her hip beneath the water.

Heat rushed through her, and she arched into his touch, her breath hitching. How had this even happened? Just yesterday, she’d been serving him dinner at the restaurant, and now here she was, in his pool, his hands exploring her body like she was something precious, something he couldn’t resist.

—

It had started with a phone call—an unexpected one—that shattered the quiet of Clara’s day off. “Clara,” the voice on the other end had said, smooth and confident as if it belonged to someone who always got what they wanted. “It’s Evan. Evan Cline. I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

Her heart had skipped a beat. The billionaire. The one who’d flirted with her, complimented her, looked at her like he saw something no one else did.

—

And now, here she was, in his world. His mansion was a sprawling, modern masterpiece, all glass and steel, and his backyard was a private oasis. The pool glistened under the sun, and Evan looked every bit the god he seemed to be, his body sculpted and golden in nothing but swim trunks. Clara had tried to keep her composure, but every time he smiled at her, every time his eyes lingered on her bikini, she felt herself unraveling.

They’d been swimming for a while, laughing, flirting, the tension between them building like a storm. And then, as they floated in the middle of the pool, Evan had pulled her close, his hands firm on her waist. “You’re driving me crazy,” he’d said, his voice low and rough. And then he kissed her.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry, possessive, his lips claiming hers as if he’d been waiting for this moment since the first time he saw her. Clara’s body responded instantly, her arms wrapping around his neck as she pressed herself against him. The cool water lapped at their skin, but it did nothing to soothe the fire that was quickly consuming them both.

Evan’s hands roamed her body, tracing the lines of her bikini before slipping beneath the fabric. Clara gasped as his fingers found her clit, teasing her with slow, deliberate strokes. Her hips rocked against his hand, seeking more, needing more.

Evan chuckled darkly, his breath hot against her neck. “You’re so wet for me,” he murmured, his fingers sliding deeper, exploring her in a way that made her moan his name.

They stayed like that for what felt like forever, Evan’s touch driving Clara closer and closer to the edge. But just as she was about to tip over, he pulled his hand away, leaving her breathless and trembling. “Not here,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Let’s get out of the water.”

Evan helped her out of the pool, his hands warm and steady on her skin. He grabbed a towel and began to dry her off, his movements slow and deliberate as if he was trying to memorize every inch of her. The towel slid down her arms, her back, her legs, and when it reached her bikini bottoms, he paused, his eyes locking on hers. “May I?” he asked, his voice tinged with a hunger that made Clara’s knees weak.

She nodded, and Evan gently pulled the fabric down, his hands lingering on her hips as he tossed the towel aside. Clara’s breath caught as he knelt in front of her, his hands tracing the curves of her thighs before moving higher. His lips pressed against the inside of her thigh, and Clara’s hands gripped his shoulders as his tongue flicked against her clit.

Evan took his time, his mouth and hands working in perfect harmony as he brought her to the brink of ecstasy. Clara’s body shuddered as she came, her cries of pleasure echoing in the open air. Evan stood up, pulling her into his arms, his lips finding hers in a kiss that was both tender and possessive.

“Let’s go inside,” he murmured, and Clara nodded, her legs still trembling as he led her into the house.

The bathroom was luxurious, with marble floors and a massive shower that could easily fit two. Evan turned on the water, the steam quickly filling the room as he pulled Clara’s bikini top off. His hands roamed her bare skin, his touch both soothing and electrifying. “You’re perfect,” he said, his voice low and reverent as he stepped into the shower, pulling her with him.

The water rained down on them, warm and soothing as Evan reached for a bar of soap. He lathered it up and began to wash Clara’s back, his hands moving in slow, deliberate circles. She leaned into his touch, her body responding to every stroke. But when his hands slid around to her front, teasing her nipples, she couldn’t hold back.

Clara turned to face him, her hands immediately going to the waistband of his swim trunks. She pushed them down, freeing his cock, and her breath caught at the sight of it—thick, hard, and dripping with desire. She wrapped her hand around him, stroking him slowly as his breath hitched.

Evan’s hands gripped her waist as she dropped to her knees, her lips wrapping around the tip of his cock. He groaned, his head falling back as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling around him in a way that made his knees weak. Clara’s hands gripped his hips as she sucked him, her mouth moving in a rhythm that had him trembling.

But Evan wasn’t content to let her have all the control. He pulled her to her feet, his hands gripping her ass as he pressed her against the tiled wall. “I need to be inside you,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. Clara nodded, her body aching for him, and with one swift motion, he slid into her.

The sensation was overwhelming, the heat of his cock filling her in a way that made her gasp. Evan’s hands gripped her hips as he thrust into her, each movement deeper, harder, until Clara was crying out with pleasure. The water rained down on them, adding to the intensity as Evan’s rhythm grew more frantic.

Clara’s nails dug into his back as she came, her body shuddering around him. Evan groaned, his own release following as he filled her, his body collapsing against hers as the water continued to pour down.

As they caught their breath, Evan reached for a fluffy towel, wrapping it around Clara’s shoulders. “Did you enjoy yourself?” he asked, his voice soft but playful.

Clara smiled, her body still tingling with the aftershocks of pleasure. “Yes,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. She looked at him, her heart beating faster as she realized that this was only the beginning. Evan Cline had changed her life, and she couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.

16 - SEX AT THE SENIOR LIVING COMMUNITY

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

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.

17 - DEFENDED AT THE DEPARTMENT STORE
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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.

18 - A RESTAURANT RESCUE
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Sherry’s hands trembled as she balanced the tray of champagne flutes, her heart pounding in her chest. The restaurant was packed tonight, the air thick with the hum of conversation and the clinking of fine china. She had been on her feet for hours, her feet aching in her too-tight shoes, but she forced a smile as she approached the table. It was then that it happened—her heel caught on the edge of the rug, and the tray tilted precariously. Time seemed to slow as one of the flutes tipped over, splashing expensive champagne onto the pristine white tablecloth.

“Sherry!” Her manager’s voice cut through the room like a whip, and all eyes turned to her. His face was red, his nostrils flaring as he stormed over. “You clumsy oaf! Look what you’ve done! I should have known better than to trust a fat cow like you with something so delicate.”

Hot tears pricked at the corners of Sherry’s eyes as she stammered an apology, her cheeks burning with humiliation. She could feel the stares of the customers, their judgmental gazes burning into her skin. She wanted to disappear, to melt into the floor and never have to face anyone again.

But before her manager could continue his tirade, a deep, commanding voice cut through the tension. “That’s enough.”

Sherry turned to see Ross Mathers rising from his seat. He was dressed in an impeccably tailored suit, his dark hair perfectly styled, and his piercing blue eyes locked onto her manager with a fierce intensity. “Apologize to her,” he said, his voice calm but laced with steel.

Her manager blinked, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. “Mr. Mathers, I-I didn’t realize—”

“Now,” Ross interrupted, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Her manager stammered out an apology, his face pale as he quickly retreated to the kitchen. Sherry could hardly believe what was happening. She had heard of Ross Mathers, of course—the eccentric CEO of one of the biggest tech companies in the world—but she never imagined he would come to her defense.

Ross turned to her, his expression softening. “Are you okay, honey?” he asked, his voice gentle.

She nodded, still too stunned to speak. She couldn’t believe he even knew her name. “I’m fine,” she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper. “Thank you.”

Ross smiled, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Good. And for the record, I think you’re stunning. I love a woman with curves.”

Sherry’s breath caught in her throat. Had he really just said that? She felt a warmth spread through her chest, a flicker of something she hadn’t felt in a long time—hope.

“What time do you get off work?” Ross asked, his gaze never leaving hers.

“In an hour,” she replied, her voice trembling with excitement.

“Perfect,” he said, flashing her a devilish grin. “I’ll wait for you.”

—

The limo ride was surreal. Sherry had never been in such a luxurious vehicle before, and the plush leather seats felt like a dream beneath her. Ross sat beside her, his hand resting casually on her thigh, sending shivers of anticipation through her body. She could feel the heat of his palm through the fabric of her skirt, and her heart raced as his fingers traced small circles on her skin.

“You’re even more beautiful up close,” Ross murmured, his voice low and intimate. He leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, “I can’t wait to see what’s underneath that uniform.”

Sherry’s breath hitched, her body responding instantly to his words. She could feel the warmth pooling between her thighs, her core clenching with desire. She had never been with a man like Ross before, someone so confident, so commanding. It was intoxicating.

When they arrived at his mansion, Sherry could hardly believe her eyes. The place was enormous, with sprawling gardens and a grand entrance that looked like something out of a fairytale. Ross led her inside, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back as he guided her up the grand staircase to the master bedroom.

The room was breathtaking, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of the city below. The bed was massive, covered in soft, white liners that looked like they belonged in a five-star hotel. Ross turned to her, his eyes dark with desire as he began to undress her.

His hands were gentle but deliberate, his fingers skimming over her skin as he peeled away her uniform, revealing the curves she had always been self-conscious about. But Ross didn’t seem to care about her insecurities; he looked at her like she was the most beautiful woman in the world.

“You’re perfect,” he murmured, his voice husky with need as he cupped her breasts in his hands, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, making them harden instantly.

He leaned in, capturing one in his mouth, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak as Sherry gasped, her hands tangling in his hair. His hands roamed over her body, exploring every inch of her, as if committing her to memory. He kissed a trail down her stomach, his lips brushing against her skin as he knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs apart.

Sherry’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as Ross’s tongue flicked against her clit, sending jolts of pleasure through her body. He licked and teased her, his mouth driving her wild as she writhed beneath him, her hands clawing at the sheets.

“Oh God, Ross,” she moaned, her voice trembling with need as he slid a finger inside her, curling it just right to hit that spot that made her see stars. Her thighs trembled as she came, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave, her juices gushing onto his tongue.

Ross didn’t give her a moment to recover. He stood, shedding his clothes in a matter of seconds before he pushed her onto the bed, his body covering hers as he guided his cock to her entrance. Sherry gasped as he slid inside her, his thick length stretching her in the most delicious way.

He started slow, his thrusts deep and deliberate, each one sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body. Sherry wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper as he filled her completely. She could feel every inch of him, every ridge and curve, as he moved inside her, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

Ross’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he increased his pace, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate. Sherry could feel the tension building inside her, her orgasm cresting like a tidal wave as Ross’s movements became erratic, his breathing ragged.

“I’m close,” he groaned, his voice thick with need as he slammed into her one last time, his release filling her as Sherry cried out, her own orgasm crashing over her like a thunderstorm.

They lay there for a moment, their bodies slick with sweat, their breathing heavy as they came down from their highs. Ross kissed her gently, his lips soft against hers as he brushed a strand of hair from her face.

“Quit your job,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “Be my girlfriend. I’ll take care of you.”

Sherry’s heart raced, her mind spinning as she looked into his eyes. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with excitement. “Yes, I’ll be your girlfriend.”

Ross smiled, his hand cupping her cheek as he leaned in for another kiss. “Good. Because I’m not letting you go.”

19 - A MAN WHO APPRECIATES CURVES
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Ella stared at her phone screen, her thumb hovering over the notification. A message. From Ken. Him again. She’d seen his name pop up a few times over the past week—polite comments on her posts, a like here and there. But this… this was different. Her pulse quickened as she read the words: “You’re stunning. I mean it. Curvy women are my weakness.”

She blinked, her cheeks flushing. It wasn’t the first time someone had complimented her, but it was the first time it felt… real. Not some half-hearted “You’re pretty for a bigger girl” or “You’d be so hot if you lost weight.” Ken’s words felt like a warm hand cupping her chin, lifting her gaze to meet his.

But then, from the other room, Chuck’s voice cut through the moment like a knife. “Ella! Get your fat ass in here! I’m starving!” His tone was sharp, edged with irritation, and it made her stomach twist.

She glanced down at herself—her soft belly, her full thighs, the way her curves spilled over the edge of her jeans. She hated the way he made her feel, like she was too much and not enough all at once.

Her thumb hovered over the screen again. Should I reply? She felt guilty, of course she did. She was married. But the way Ken’s message had made her feel… it was intoxicating. And Chuck’s words “fat ass” echoed in her mind, stinging like a slap. Before she could second-guess herself, her fingers moved. “Thank you. That means a lot.”

The response came almost immediately. “You’re welcome. Can I take you out to dinner? I’d love to treat you.”

Ella’s breath caught. Dinner. With another man. This was crossing a line she’d never crossed before. But then Chuck called out again, louder this time, and something inside her snapped. “Okay,” she typed quickly, her heart pounding. “Where?”

—

The restaurant was cozy, with soft lighting and the faint hum of conversation filling the air. Ella felt out of place as she sat across from Ken, her hands fidgeting in her lap. He was… breathtaking. Tall, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jaw that looked like it belonged on a magazine cover. And the way he looked at her—his hazel eyes sweeping over her curves with obvious appreciation—made her feel like she was the most beautiful woman in the room.

“I took the liberty of ordering for us,” Ken said, his voice smooth and confident. “I hope that’s okay.”

Ella nodded, though her stomach clenched with nerves. She wasn’t used to men taking charge like this, especially not with food. When the server arrived with a plate piled high with pasta, bread, and a side of fries, her cheeks burned.

“This is… a lot,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Ken chuckled, a low, warm sound that made her shiver. “You deserve to indulge,” he said, leaning forward slightly. “I want to see you enjoy yourself.”

Hesitantly, she picked up her fork, but Ken stopped her with a gentle hand on her wrist. “Let me,” he murmured, scooping up a bite of pasta and holding it out to her.

Her lips parted, and he fed her, his gaze never leaving hers. The flavor exploded in her mouth—creamy, rich, decadent. “Good?” he asked, his voice tinged with amusement.

She nodded, swallowing hard. “It’s amazing.”

The meal went on like that, Ken feeding her bite after bite, his eyes darkening with something she couldn’t quite place. By the time the dessert arrived—a slice of chocolate cake so rich it made her head spin—Ella felt lightheaded, her body humming with a strange, unfamiliar warmth.

“I don’t usually… I mean, I shouldn’t be eating like this,” she admitted, her voice trembling.

Ken reached across the table, his fingers brushing against hers. “Why not? You’re beautiful. And I love a woman who isn’t afraid to enjoy herself.”

His words sent a rush of heat through her, and she bit her lip, her heart pounding. “Thank you,” she whispered.

When he suggested they go back to his place for a drink, Ella hesitated for only a moment before nodding. She knew this was dangerous, that she was playing with fire. But the way Ken looked at her, the way he made her feel… it was worth the risk.

—

The apartment was sleek and modern, all clean lines and soft lighting. Ella barely had time to take in her surroundings before Ken’s lips were on hers, his kiss hungry and possessive. She gasped into his mouth, her hands tangling in his hair as he backed her against the wall.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured against her lips, his hands roaming over her curves. “I’ve wanted this since the moment I saw you.”

She moaned softly as he cupped her breasts through her shirt, his thumbs brushing over her nipples in a way that made her knees weak. “Ken,” she breathed, her voice trembling.

He didn’t waste any time, tugging her shirt over her head and exposing her lace bra. Her cheeks burned as he stared at her, his gaze raking over her full breasts and soft belly. “Perfect,” he growled, his hands sliding down to grip her hips.

Ella’s breath hitched as he unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her legs along with her panties. She stood before him, completely bare, her heart pounding in her chest. She expected him to say something, to comment on her size, but instead, he knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs apart.

“Ken,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Let me taste you,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin.

She gasped as his tongue flicked over her clit, her hands gripping his shoulders for support. He licked and teased her, his fingers sliding inside her as she moaned, her hips rocking against his mouth.

“You’re so wet,” he groaned, his voice thick with desire. “I could eat you all night.”

Ella’s back arched as he sucked on her clit, her body trembling on the edge of release. But just as she was about to cum, he pulled away, leaving her gasping and desperate.

“Ken, please,” she begged, her voice shaking.

He smirked, standing and stripping off his clothes to reveal his muscular body and hard cock. “Not yet,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “I want to feel you.”

He lifted her effortlessly, carrying her to the bed and laying her down before climbing over her. Her breath caught as he pressed the tip of his cock against her entrance, his eyes locked on hers.

“You’re mine now,” he whispered, thrusting into her with a single, deep stroke.

Ella cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to fuck her, his pace hard and relentless. He grabbed her hips, pulling her closer as he slammed into her, his cock hitting her in all the right places.

“You feel so good,” he groaned, his hands roaming over her body. “I want to see you cum.”

She didn’t have a choice. The pleasure built inside her, overwhelming and intense, until she was screaming his name, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm.

But Ken wasn’t done. He flipped her onto her hands and knees, his hands gripping her ass as he pressed his cock against her tight hole.

“Ken,” she gasped, her voice trembling.

“Relax,” he murmured, pushing inside her slowly. “You can take it.”

She moaned as he filled her, her body adjusting to his size. He started to move, his pace slow and deliberate as he fucked her ass, his hands gripping her hips.

“You’re so tight,” he groaned, his voice thick with pleasure.

Ella’s hands clenched the sheets as he picked up the pace, slamming into her with a force that made her see stars. She could feel another orgasm building, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Cum for me,” Ken commanded, his voice rough and urgent.

She screamed as she came, her body convulsing around his cock. He pounded into her a few more times before groaning, his cum filling her as he collapsed on top of her.

They lay there, breathless and tangled together, their bodies slick with sweat. Ken brushed a strand of hair from her face, his gaze warm and tender.

“Next time,” he whispered, his voice low and promising.

Ella’s heart fluttered, her body still humming with pleasure. Next time. The words echoed in her mind, filling her with a sense of anticipation.

But then, Ken’s voice broke through her thoughts, pulling her back to the present.

“So, when can I see you again?” he asked, his fingers tracing lazy circles on her hip.

Ella hesitated for only a moment before answering, her voice soft but firm. “Soon.”

Ken smiled, his lips brushing against her skin in a gentle kiss. “Good.”

20 - LAB COATS TO BEDSHEETS
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Amy’s heart pounded as she stood in the sterile lab, her fingers trembling slightly as she adjusted the microscope. Dr. John Porter was only a few feet away, his tall frame leaning over a workstation, his crisp white lab coat hugging his broad shoulders.

She’d been working under him for weeks now, and every day, the tension between them grew thicker, more electric. It was in the way his eyes lingered on her just a little too long, the way his voice dropped when he spoke to her, low and smooth. She tried to focus on the slides in front of her, but her mind kept drifting to him—his scent, his hands, the way he’d brushed against her earlier, sending a jolt through her body.

“Need help with that?” His voice cut through the silence, and she jumped, turning to face him. He was closer than she expected, his piercing blue eyes locked on hers, a small smirk playing on his lips.

“I—I think I’ve got it,” she stammered, her cheeks flushing. But he didn’t back away. Instead, he stepped closer, his presence overwhelming, his warmth radiating through the space between them.

“You sure?” he asked, his voice dropping, his gaze flickering to her lips for just a moment.

Her breath caught, and she nodded, though she wasn’t sure at all. He reached out, his fingers brushing against hers as he adjusted the microscope, the contact sending a shiver up her spine.

“There,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Much better.”

He didn’t move away, and neither did she. The air between them crackled with unspoken desire, and for a moment, it felt like the world had narrowed down to just the two of them.

“Thanks,” she murmured, her voice shaky. He smiled, a slow, knowing smile that made her stomach flip.

“Anytime,” he replied, his tone laced with something deeper, something that made her pulse race. He finally stepped back, and she let out a breath she didn’t realize she’d been holding.

—

The rest of the day passed in a blur, her thoughts consumed by him. When he offered to give her a ride home, she accepted without hesitation, her heart leaping at the thought of spending more time with him. The car ride was filled with easy conversation, but there was an undercurrent of tension, a barely restrained hunger that neither of them acknowledged.

When they pulled up outside her apartment, she turned to him, her voice soft. “Do you want to come in for a cup of coffee?”

He hesitated for a moment, his eyes searching hers, before nodding. “I’d like that.”

Inside, she busied herself making coffee, her hands trembling slightly as she poured the steaming liquid into two mugs. He stood in the kitchen, leaning against the counter, watching her with an intensity that made her skin heat.

“Here,” she said, handing him a mug.

Their fingers brushed, and she felt that same electric jolt as before. He took the mug, but his eyes never left hers.

“Thanks,” he murmured, his voice low and rough.

They sipped their coffee in silence, the tension between them growing thicker with each passing moment. Finally, he set his mug down and stepped closer, his gaze burning into hers.

“Amy,” he said, her name like a caress on his lips.

She looked up at him, her heart racing, her body trembling with anticipation. He reached out, his hand cupping her cheek, his touch sending a wave of heat through her.

“John,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

And then, he kissed her, his lips crashing against hers with a hunger that mirrored her own. She melted into him, her hands clutching at his shirt, pulling him closer. His kiss was intense, demanding, and she responded eagerly, her body pressing against his.

When he finally pulled away, his breathing was ragged, his eyes dark with desire. “I should go,” he said, though his voice lacked conviction.

“Stay,” she begged, her voice trembling. “Please.”

He hesitated for a moment before nodding, his hands sliding down to her waist. “Okay.”

They moved to the bedroom, their kisses growing more urgent, more desperate. He pushed her lab coat off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor before unbuttoning her blouse, his fingers trailing over her skin. She shivered under his touch, her body burning with need.

When she was finally bare before him, he paused, his gaze sweeping over her with a hunger that made her stomach clench.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough.

She blushed, her body trembling as he leaned down, his lips brushing against her neck, her collarbone, her breasts.

Amy gasped as his mouth found her nipple, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak, sending sparks of pleasure through her body. Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, her hips arching toward him. He continued his exploration, his lips and tongue leaving a trail of fire across her skin, until he reached the apex of her thighs.

He spread her legs, his breath warm against her as he kissed her inner thigh, teasing her, making her squirm with anticipation. And then, his tongue found her, and she cried out, her back arching off the bed.

He licked her slowly at first, savoring her taste, before increasing his pace, his tongue circling her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. She moaned, her hands gripping the sheets, her hips rocking against his mouth.

“John,” she gasped, her body trembling on the edge of release.

He didn’t stop, his tongue driving her higher and higher until she finally shattered, her orgasm ripping through her with such intensity that she saw stars.

He kissed his way back up her body, his lips finding hers once more. She could taste herself on his tongue, and it only made her want him more. He unzipped his pants, freeing his thick, hard length, and she couldn’t help but stare, her mouth watering at the sight.

He positioned himself between her legs, his tip brushing against her wet entrance. “Are you sure?” he asked, his voice strained.

“Yes,” she breathed, her body aching for him.

He pushed into her slowly, inch by delicious inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her. She moaned, her walls clenching around him, her body adjusting to his size.

He began to move, his thrusts slow and deep at first, but gradually increasing in speed and intensity. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer, her nails digging into his back.

“Fuck, Amy,” he groaned, his pace becoming harder, more urgent.

She could feel every thrust, every movement, as he drove into her, hitting a spot deep inside that made her see stars. “John,” she cried, her body trembling on the edge of another orgasm.

He reached between them, his fingers finding her clit, and it was all she needed. She came with a cry, her walls clamping down around him, milking him until he followed her over the edge, his release spilling inside her.

They collapsed together, their bodies still joined, their breathing ragged. He pulled her close, his arms wrapping around her, and she nestled against him, her heart still racing.

As they lay there, tangled together, Amy couldn’t believe what had just happened. But she knew one thing for sure—she wanted more.

John pressed a kiss to her forehead, his voice soft. “We should keep this between us.”

She nodded, her stomach fluttering with excitement. “I won’t tell anyone.”

He smiled, his eyes dark with promise. “Good.”

And as she lay there in his arms, she couldn’t wait to see where this would lead.

21 - CLOGGED PIPES AND HIDDEN DESIRES
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The sun hung low in the sky, casting a golden glow over the backyard where the family barbeque was in full swing. Laughter and the sizzle of meat on the grill mingled in the air, and Marilyn sat on the edge of the party, nursing a glass of iced tea.

Her eyes lingered on Brett, who was flipping burgers with an ease that made it clear he’d done this a thousand times before. His t-shirt hugged his broad shoulders, and his jeans hung low on his hips, a casual confidence radiating from him. Damn, he’s sexy, she thought, then immediately chided herself. He wasn’t hers to admire. He was Caitlyn’s now.

Marilyn’s younger sister was beaming, her arm looped through Brett’s as she chatted animatedly with their mom. Caitlyn had always been the golden child—effortlessly charming, effortlessly beautiful. Marilyn had spent years telling herself she didn’t care, that she was happy living in her sister’s shadow.

But seeing Brett with Caitlyn stirred something deep inside her, a jealousy she hadn’t expected. He used to be mine, she thought bitterly, sipping her tea. Not in the romantic sense, but they’d been inseparable growing up. Brett had been her best friend, her confidant, the one person who always seemed to understand her.

Brett caught her eye from across the yard and flashed her a grin, the same boyish smile that had always made her heart skip a beat. She quickly looked away, her cheeks flushing. Stop it, she told herself. He’s with Caitlyn now. You’re being ridiculous.

But Brett wasn’t letting her off that easily. He sauntered over, his gait relaxed, and leaned against the table beside her. “Hey, Mar,” he said, his voice warm. “You look deep in thought over here. Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” she said too quickly, forcing a smile. “Just enjoying the party.”

He raised an eyebrow, clearly not buying it. “You sure? You’ve been quiet all afternoon.”

She shrugged, avoiding his gaze. “Just tired, I guess.”

Brett chuckled, and the sound sent a shiver down her spine. “You? Tired? That’s a first. You’re usually the life of the party.”

Marilyn forced a laugh, but it came out hollow. “Guess I’m getting old.”

“Nah,” he said, leaning in closer. “You’re still the same Mar I’ve always known.”

His proximity was intoxicating, and she could smell the faint scent of his cologne mixed with the tang of barbecue. She wanted to lean into him, to close the distance between them, but she forced herself to stay still. He’s not yours, she reminded herself. He’s Caitlyn’s.

But Brett didn’t seem to get the memo. He kept standing there, his eyes searching hers, and she felt like he could see right through her—like he knew exactly what she was thinking. “You know,” he said, his voice dropping to a low, almost intimate tone, “I’ve missed this. Just us hanging out. It’s been a while.”

Marilyn’s heart skipped a beat. “Yeah,” she said softly. “It has.”

There was a moment of silence, thick with unspoken words, and then Caitlyn called Brett’s name from across the yard. He straightened, the spell broken, and gave Marilyn one last lingering look before heading back to her sister. Marilyn watched him go, her heart pounding in her chest. What the hell was that? she wondered, her mind racing. Was he… flirting with me?

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur. Marilyn tried to focus on the conversation around her, but her thoughts kept drifting back to Brett. The way he’d looked at her, the way he’d leaned in… it had felt… intentional. No, she told herself. You’re imagining things. He’s with Caitlyn. You’re just jealous.

But no matter how many times she repeated it, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted between them.

—

Later that night, after the party had wound down and everyone had gone home, Marilyn found herself alone in her house, her mind still reeling. She wandered into the bathroom, staring at her reflection in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes slightly glazed. What is wrong with you? she thought. You’re acting like a teenager with a crush.

But the truth was, she couldn’t stop thinking about Brett. About what it would feel like to be with him, to have his hands on her, his lips on hers. The thought sent a shiver of desire through her, and she quickly pushed it away. Stop it. He’s with Caitlyn. You can’t do this.

But the more she tried to suppress the thought, the more it took root in her mind. What if? she wondered. What if he feels the same way?

Before she could talk herself out of it, she grabbed her phone and typed out a text to Brett: ”Hey, the drain in my bathroom is clogged. Can you come over and help me fix it?”

Her heart was pounding as she hit send. It was a flimsy excuse, and she knew it, but she needed to see him. Needed to know if what she’d felt earlier was real.

Brett’s reply came almost instantly: “Sure. Be there in 10.”

Marilyn sank onto the edge of the bathtub, her legs suddenly weak. What are you doing? she thought, but there was no turning back now.

When Brett arrived, he got to work on the drain immediately, his strong hands making quick work of the clog. Marilyn stood in the doorway, watching him, her pulse racing.

He glanced up at her, his expression unreadable. “So,” he said, his voice casual, “this was the big emergency?”

She shifted uncomfortably, her stomach twisting with nerves. “Yeah,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Thanks for coming over.”

Brett straightened, wiping his hands on a towel, and turned to face her. “You could’ve called a plumber, you know.”

Marilyn’s heart was pounding so hard she was sure he could hear it. “I know,” she said. “But… I wanted you to come.”

There was a beat of silence, and then Brett took a step toward her, his eyes searching hers. “Why?”

She swallowed hard, her throat dry. “Because… because I couldn’t stop thinking about you. About us.”

Brett’s expression softened, and he reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Mar,” he said, his voice low, “you know this is wrong, right?”

“I know,” she whispered, her heart aching. “But it doesn’t feel wrong.”

And then, before she could second-guess herself, she stepped forward, closing the distance between them, and pressed her lips to his. Brett froze for a moment, and then he was kissing her back, his hands tangling in her hair, his body pressing against hers. It was electric, every nerve in her body alight with desire, and for the first time in years, Marilyn felt alive.

Brett pulled away, his breath ragged, his eyes dark with want. “Mar,” he said, his voice rough, “if we do this… there’s no going back.”

”I don’t want to go back,” she whispered, her hands trembling as they reached for the hem of her shirt.

She pulled it over her head, revealing the soft curves of her body, and Brett’s breath hitched. She unbuttoned her jeans and let them fall to the floor, standing before him in nothing but her lace bra and panties.

Brett’s eyes raked over her, and then he was on her, his hands everywhere, his lips hungry against hers. He fumbled with the clasp of her bra, and when it finally came undone, he groaned, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. Marilyn gasped, her head falling back as pleasure shot through her.

Brett’s hands moved lower, tracing the curve of her hips, and then he was sliding her panties down, his fingers brushing against the wet heat between her legs. Marilyn moaned, her body trembling with need, and Brett kissed her again, deep and bruising.

“Brett,” she gasped, her hands fumbling with the button of his jeans. She got them open and slid his boxers down, her breath catching at the sight of his hard cock. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around him, and he groaned, his hips bucking into her hand.

“Mar,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips, “I need you.”

She nodded, her body aching for him, and he lifted her, carrying her to the bedroom. He laid her down gently on the bed, his eyes never leaving hers, and then he was on top of her, his body pressing into hers. Marilyn wrapped her legs around him, her heart pounding in her chest, and then he was inside her, filling her completely.

They moved together, their bodies in perfect sync, and Marilyn lost herself in the rhythm, in the feel of him inside her. It was everything she’d imagined and more, and when she came, her body shaking with pleasure, she cried out his name.

Brett followed soon after, his body stiffening as he buried himself deep inside her, his cum filling her. He collapsed on top of her, their hearts beating in unison, and Marilyn ran her fingers through his hair, a sense of contentment settling over her.

But as the haze of pleasure began to fade, the guilt crept in. What have I done? she thought, her chest tightening. I just slept with my sister’s boyfriend.

Brett seemed to sense her turmoil and pulled her closer, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Hey,” he said softly, “it’s going to be okay. We’ll figure this out.”

Marilyn nodded, but the guilt was still there, gnawing at her. “We can’t tell Caitlyn,” she whispered. “She’d never forgive me.”

But as Brett’s fingers traced a pattern on her sensitive skin, Marilyn knew she didn’t regret it. She’d wanted this, and she wanted more.

22 - 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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Mariah’s knuckles rapped against the hotel room door, her heart pounding in her chest. She could hear the soft shuffle of footsteps on the other side, and then the door creaked open. Carson stood there, his tall frame filling the doorway, his hazel eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flutter. He looked exactly like his profile picture—warm, rugged, and surprisingly gentle for someone so broad-shouldered. His lips curved into a soft smile, and he stepped aside to let her in.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low and soothing. “I’m glad you came.”

Mariah stepped into the room, her eyes scanning the space. The soft glow of the bedside lamps cast a warm ambiance, and the faint scent of his cologne lingered in the air. She felt a mix of nerves and anticipation, her hands fidgeting at her sides. It had been so long since she’d been alone with a man—since Robert—and the thought made her stomach twist. But Carson’s calm presence was reassuring, and she forced herself to take a deep breath.

“Yeah,” she said, her voice wavering slightly. “I wasn’t sure if I should… but here I am.”

Carson nodded, his expression understanding. “I get it. Trust isn’t easy after what you’ve been through. But I meant what I said in those messages. I just… I want to be here for you. However you need me to be.”

His words hit her like a wave, and she felt a lump rise in her throat. She nodded, unable to speak for a moment. Carson stepped closer, his hand reaching out to brush against hers. The touch was soft, tentative, and it sent a shiver up her spine. She looked up at him, her eyes searching his for any hint of insincerity. But all she saw was warmth, and something deeper—something that made her heart skip a beat.

—

It had all started a few months ago. Mariah had caught her boyfriend, Robert, with another woman. After the breakup, she’d been devastated. She felt like she would never find love again.

But then, she’d met Carson online. He’d been so understanding as she poured out her heart over emails and text messages. Carson had gone through a similar heartbreak, and Mariah felt like she’d met someone who could truly understand her pain. The connection deepened, and Mariah felt like she was falling in love—something she swore that she’d never do again.

Could she open her heart to another man?

She didn’t want to risk being hurt again. When Carson asked to meet in person, she hesitated, telling him she wasn’t ready. But something in her heart told her to give him a chance. Finally, she told him she was ready to meet.

Carson booked a flight and flew into town. He got a room at a downtown hotel and texted Mariah the room number. The ball was in her court.

—

Now, Mariah stood in the hotel room, her heart racing. Carson stood before her, his eyes dark with desire.

He took a step closer to her. “Mariah,” he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper. “Can I kiss you?”

Her breath caught, and she hesitated for a split second before nodding. Carson leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was soft at first, almost cautious, but as Mariah leaned into it, the kiss deepened. Her hands found their way to his chest, feeling the firmness of his muscles beneath his shirt. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her closer, and she melted into him, the warmth of his body pressing against hers.

When they finally pulled apart, Mariah felt a mix of emotions swirling inside her. There was a spark of desire, but also a sense of vulnerability she hadn’t felt in years. Carson’s eyes searched hers, his hand cupping her cheek.

“Are you okay?” he asked, his voice filled with concern.

Mariah nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. “Yeah. I’m… I’m more than okay.”

Carson smiled back, his thumb brushing against her cheek. “Good. Because I’ve been thinking about this for weeks now. About you.”

His words sent a shiver down her spine, and she felt her body respond, a heat pooling in her core. She leaned in, capturing his lips in another kiss, this one more urgent, more passionate. Carson’s hands slid down to her waist, pulling her even closer, and Mariah felt herself losing control, her inhibitions melting away.

She pulled back slightly, her breath coming in short gasps. “Carson,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I want this. I want you.”

His eyes darkened with desire, and he nodded, his hands moving to the hem of her shirt. “Let me take care of you,” he murmured, his voice thick with need.

Mariah raised her arms, allowing him to pull her shirt over her head. His eyes raked over her body, lingering on the lace of her bra, and she felt a flush of heat spread through her. Carson leaned down, his lips trailing kisses along her collarbone, his hands moving to unclasp her bra. As it fell away, he cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her already hardened nipples. Mariah gasped, her head falling back as a wave of pleasure washed over her.

“You’re so beautiful,” Carson murmured, his voice reverent.

He kissed his way down her chest, his tongue flicking over one nipple, then the other. Mariah’s hands tangled in his hair, urging him on, her body aching for more.

Carson’s hands moved to the button of her jeans, and he looked up at her, seeking permission. Mariah nodded, her breath coming in shallow gasps. He unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her legs, and then her panties followed.

He knelt before her, his hands sliding up her thighs, his eyes locked on hers. “I’ve been imagining this,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “Imagining how you’d taste.”

Mariah’s legs trembled as his head dipped between her thighs, his tongue flicking over her most sensitive spot. She gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the bed for support as the sensations overwhelmed her. Carson’s tongue was relentless, exploring every inch of her, and Mariah felt herself teetering on the edge of pleasure.

“Carson,” she moaned, her voice trembling. “Oh God, yes.”

Carson’s hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he drove her closer and closer to the edge. Mariah’s fingers tangled in his hair, her hips bucking against his mouth as the pressure built inside her. And then, with a cry, she came, her body shaking with the intensity of her release.

He kissed his way back up her body, his lips finding hers in a deep, passionate kiss. She could taste herself on his lips, and it only fueled her desire. Her hands moved to his shirt, tugging it off, and she reveled in the feel of his warm skin against hers.

Carson stood, quickly shedding the rest of his clothes, and Mariah’s eyes widened as she took in the sight of him. He was fully erect, his cock thick and hard, and she felt a thrill of anticipation. She reached out, her hand wrapping around him, and he groaned, his hips thrusting into her touch.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered, her voice filled with awe.

“And you’re everything I’ve been dreaming of,” he replied, his eyes dark with need.

Mariah leaned down, her lips wrapping around the head of his cock, her tongue swirling around him as she took him deeper into her mouth. Carson’s hands tangled in her hair, his hips thrusting gently as she pleasured him. She could feel him trembling with restraint, his breaths coming in short gasps.

“Mariah,” he groaned, his voice strained. “I can’t… I need to be inside you.”

She pulled away, looking up at him with a smile. “Then take me,” she said, her voice filled with desire.

Carson lifted her onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. He kissed her deeply, his hands roaming over her body, and then he was pressing against her entrance. Mariah gasped as he slid inside her, the sensation of him filling her almost overwhelming. He moved slowly at first, giving her time to adjust, but as her body responded, he picked up the pace, his hips thrusting into her with increasing urgency.

“You feel so good,” Carson groaned, his forehead resting against hers. “So damn good.”

Mariah wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him deeper, her body moving in rhythm with his. The pleasure built inside her, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. She clutched at his back, her nails digging into his skin as she felt herself teetering on the brink.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Oh God, Carson, I’m so close.”

“Come for me, Mariah,” he urged, his voice rough with need.

And she did, her body convulsing around him as the waves of pleasure crashed over her. Carson followed her over the edge, his body stiffening as he came inside her, his hips jerking with the force of his release. They collapsed together, their bodies tangled in the aftermath, their breaths coming in ragged gasps.

Carson brushed a strand of hair from her face, his eyes filled with tenderness. “Mariah,” he murmured, his voice soft. “I meant what I said earlier. I want to be with you. For real. I’ll move here, be close to you. Just… say the word.”

Mariah looked up at him, her heart swelling with emotion. She had been so afraid to trust again, so wary of letting anyone in. But with Carson, it felt different. It felt right. She smiled, her hand reaching up to cup his cheek.

“Yes,” she whispered. “I want that too.”

He leaned down, capturing her lips in a tender kiss, and Mariah felt a sense of peace wash over her. For the first time in a long time, she felt hopeful—about herself, about love, about the future. And as they lay there, wrapped in each other’s arms, she knew she had made the right choice. Carson wasn’t just a rebound. He was the beginning of something new. Something beautiful.
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The Eiffel Tower glittered in the distance, its golden lights reflecting off the Seine, but Naomi barely noticed. She sat at a small café table, her untouched espresso cooling as she stared at her phone. Joe had been buried in work emails since they arrived in Paris two days ago. Romantic getaway, he had called it. A chance to reconnect. But so far, he’d been more connected to his laptop than to her.

She sighed, sipping the now-lukewarm coffee, the bitterness matching her mood. The city of love felt hollow when your husband couldn’t even look up from his screen during dinner. She glanced around the café, taking in the chatter of locals and the clinking of cups. It was cozy, intimate—everything her marriage wasn’t right now.

That’s when she noticed him.

He was sitting at a table across the café, his dark eyes glancing up from his book to meet hers. He was handsome in a way that made her stomach flutter—sharp cheekbones, a stubbled jaw, and a crooked smile that suggested he knew exactly what he was doing. He raised his cup in a silent salute, his lips curving upward.

Naomi froze, her cheeks burning. She wasn’t the type to flirt with strangers. She was a wife, a woman who followed the rules. But there was something about the way he looked at her—like he could see the ache in her chest—that made her heart race.

She looked away, pretending to fiddle with her phone, but she could feel his gaze still on her. A moment later, he stood, his tall frame moving gracefully through the café. He stopped at her table, his voice smooth and accented.

“You look like you could use a better cup of coffee,” he said, his tone teasing.

Naomi laughed nervously, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Is it that obvious?”

“Only to someone who’s been watching you for the past ten minutes,” he admitted, his grin widening. “I’m Raoul. And you are…?”

“Naomi,” she replied, her voice softer than she intended. She hesitated, then gestured to the empty chair across from her. “Would you like to sit?”

He did, sliding into the chair with an ease that made her feel both comfortable and nervous. They talked for hours, the conversation flowing effortlessly. Raoul was charming, witty, and surprisingly attentive. He listened to her in a way Joe hadn’t in years, his eyes never leaving hers as she spoke about her frustrations, her dreams, her quiet longing for something more.

“Paris is a city for lovers,” Raoul said, his voice low and intimate. “It’s a shame your husband isn’t appreciating it.”

Naomi’s cheeks flushed. “He’s… preoccupied.”

“Then maybe it’s time someone showed you what you’re missing,” Raoul suggested, his gaze steady.

Her heart skipped a beat. She knew what he was implying, and a part of her wanted to say no, to walk away. But another part—a louder, needier part—wondered what it would be like to feel desired again.

“I shouldn’t,” she whispered, even as her stomach tightened with anticipation.

“But you want to,” he countered, his voice like velvet. “Let me show you Paris, Naomi. No distractions. Just us.”

She hesitated, torn between guilt and desire. Raoul reached across the table, his fingers brushing hers. The touch sent a shiver down her spine, and she knew she was lost.

“Okay,” she said softly, her heart pounding.

They left the café together, Raoul’s hand resting lightly on the small of her back as they walked along the cobblestone streets. He pointed out landmarks, shared stories, and made her laugh in a way she hadn’t in months. For the first time in years, Naomi felt alive.

When they reached his apartment building, Raoul paused, turning to her. “Would you like to come up? Just for a drink.”

She knew what he was asking, and the rational part of her screamed to say no. But the way he looked at her—like she was the only woman in the world—made the decision for her.

“Yes,” she breathed.

Inside, the apartment was warm and inviting, the scent of spices and wine lingering in the air. Raoul poured them both a glass of red wine, his fingers brushing hers as he handed her the glass. Their eyes met, and the air between them crackled with tension.

“Naomi,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “You’re so beautiful.”

She opened her mouth to protest, but he silenced her with a kiss. It was soft at first, tentative, but then deepened as she responded, her body trembling with need. His hands slid to her waist, pulling her closer as his tongue explored her mouth.

Naomi’s mind spun. She knew this was wrong, but it felt so right. She wanted this—wanted him. When Raoul broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire, she didn’t hesitate.

“Take me to bed,” she whispered.

He led her to the bedroom, his lips never leaving hers as he unbuttoned her blouse, his hands roaming over her skin. She gasped as he kissed her neck, his fingers expertly unhooking her bra. Her body responded to his touch, her nipples hardening as he cupped her breasts, his thumbs rubbing over the sensitive peaks.

Raoul knelt before her, his hands sliding down her hips as he peeled off her skirt and panties. He looked up at her, his gaze hot and hungry.

“I’ve wanted this since the moment I saw you,” he confessed, his voice rough.

She moaned as he kissed her thighs, his tongue trailing higher until it found her clit. His mouth was skilled, teasing and pleasuring her until she was trembling with need. She tangled her fingers in his hair, her hips rocking against his face as he brought her to the edge.

When she came, she cried out his name, her body shuddering with the force of her orgasm. Raoul stood, his hands sliding to the waistband of his pants. He undressed quickly, his cock hard and throbbing as he stepped toward her.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his voice tender.

Naomi nodded, her breath catching as he laid her down on the bed. He kissed her deeply, his hands roaming over her body as he positioned himself between her legs. She gasped as he entered her, his cock filling her in a way that made her whimper with pleasure.

He moved slowly at first, his hips grinding against hers as he watched her with dark, possessive eyes. But as her moans grew louder, he quickened his pace, his thrusts deep and deliberate. Naomi clung to him, her nails digging into his back as she met his rhythm.

“You feel so good,” he groaned, his voice strained. “So tight, so perfect.”

She came again, her body convulsing around him as he continued to thrust, his own release building. When he finally came, he buried his face in her neck, his hips jerking as he spilled himself inside her.

They lay together afterward, their bodies tangled and breathless. Naomi rested her head on his chest, her fingers tracing patterns on his skin. She knew she should feel guilty, but all she felt was satisfaction—and a deep, unshakable longing.

“Will I see you again?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Raoul kissed her forehead, his lips soft against her skin. “If you want to.”

She did. More than anything. But as she walked back to her hotel that night, the streets of Paris quiet and empty, she couldn’t shake the thought of Joe. He would never know, she told herself. This was her secret, her indulgence.

And she wanted more.
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Cassandra gripped the steering wheel tighter than necessary, her knuckles whitening as she glanced at the clock on her dashboard. The mud splattered across her brand new white car glared back at her, a reminder of the detour she’d taken to avoid the usual traffic.

Her husband, Greg, had insisted she take the long way, and now here she was—irritated, late, and with a car that looked like it had been dragged through a swamp. Perfect, she thought bitterly, rolling her eyes at her own misfortune.

She pulled into the first car wash she spotted, a small, nondescript place with a flickering neon sign that read “Sunny Suds.” The lot was empty except for one other car, a beat-up sedan that looked like it hadn’t seen a wash in years.

Cassandra sighed, parking in front of the bay and stepping out to survey the damage. The mud was caked on, and she could already imagine the scolding she’d get from Greg if she didn’t get it cleaned before he saw it.

“Looks like you’ve been through a war zone,” a voice called out, smooth and teasing.

Cassandra turned, surprised. A man in a Suny Suds uniform was leaning against the wall of the car wash, his arms crossed over his chest. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a smile that seemed to light up the dim surroundings. His dark hair was slightly tousled, and his eyes—a piercing shade of green—locked onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flutter.

“Yeah, well, it wasn’t exactly my plan for the day,” Cassandra replied, crossing her arms as if to shield herself from his charm. But she couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at her lips.

“Name’s Chad,” he said, pushing off the wall and walking toward her with a confidence that was impossible to ignore. He extended a hand, and after a moment’s hesitation, Cassandra took it. His grip was firm, his skin warm against hers. “Let me guess—husband didn’t warn you about the backroads?”

Cassandra blinked, caught off guard by how casually he’d mentioned her marital status. “How did you—?”

“Ring,” he said, nodding toward her left hand. “Not a bad guess, huh?” He grinned, and it was so disarming that Cassandra found herself laughing despite herself.

“Not bad,” she admitted. “But he’s… well, he’s not the best at giving directions.”

Chad chuckled, a low, rich sound that sent a shiver down Cassandra’s spine. “Well, let me make it up to you. We’ll get your car looking brand new again—promise.”

Cassandra raised an eyebrow. “You’re that good?”

“Oh, I’m very good,” he said, his tone dripping with a double meaning that made her cheeks flush.

She looked away, pretending to inspect the mud on her car, but she could feel his eyes on her, watching, waiting.

“Alright,” she said finally, grabbing her purse and keys. “Do your magic.”

She slid back into the driver’s seat, and Chad moved to the control panel, punching in a few buttons before giving her a thumbs-up. The machinery roared to life, and water began to cascade down the windshield, obscuring her view of the outside world. Cassandra relaxed into the seat, letting the rhythmic thrum of the car wash lull her into a sense of calm. It was nice to have someone else take care of things for once.

But then, out of the corner of her eye, she saw Chad approaching her car, his smile as confident as ever. He tapped on her window, and for a moment, she hesitated before rolling it down halfway.

“Mind if I join you?” he asked, his voice low and playful.

Cassandra’s heart skipped a beat. “Excuse me?”

“Just checking in,” he said, leaning in closer. “Making sure everything’s running smoothly.”

She could smell his cologne—something dark and spicy—and it made her head spin. “I think I’m fine,” she said, though her voice wavered slightly.

Chad tilted his head, studying her with those piercing green eyes. “You sure? You look a little… tense.”

Cassandra laughed nervously, her fingers tightening around the steering wheel. “Okay, get in.”

He reached for the door handle, and before Cassandra could change her mind, he was sliding into the passenger seat. The space suddenly felt too small, too intimate, as the sound of the car wash engulfed them.

“Relax,” he said, his voice a soft murmur. “I’m just here to keep you company.”

Cassandra’s breath caught in her throat as his hand brushed against hers. It was a small gesture, but it sent a jolt of electricity through her body. She should have told him to get out. She should have reminded him—reminded herself—that she was married. But the words died on her lips as his fingers trailed up her arm, sending shivers down her spine.

“Chad…” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of the water.

He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. “Just one kiss,” he said, his voice low and pleading. “That’s all.”

She should have said no. But the way he looked at her, the way his touch made her feel alive in a way she hadn’t in years—it was too much. Before she could think twice, she turned her face toward his, and their lips met in a kiss that was equal parts desperate and tender.

His hands found her waist, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened. Cassandra’s inhibitions melted away, replaced by a hunger she hadn’t realized she’d been suppressing. She reached up, tangling her fingers in his hair as his tongue explored her mouth with a skill that left her breathless.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured against her lips, his hands moving to cup her breasts through the fabric of her blouse.

Cassandra gasped, arching into his touch as he teased her nipples, making them hard and sensitive.

The sound of the water hitting the car seemed to fade into the background as their passion took over. Chad’s hands were everywhere—her waist, her thighs, her neck—and Cassandra couldn’t get enough. She reached for his belt, her fingers trembling as she unbuckled it and unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, hard and ready, and Cassandra didn’t hesitate.

She leaned down, taking him into her mouth with a moan that vibrated against his skin. Chad groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she worked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. He throbbed in her mouth, and the taste of him sent a rush of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck, Cassandra,” he breathed, his voice strained with pleasure. “You’re incredible.”

She looked up at him, her lips still wrapped around his cock, and the intensity in his eyes made her pussy clench with desire. She couldn’t wait any longer. She needed to feel him inside her.

Hiking up her skirt, she straddled him, her panties already soaked. She reached between them, guiding his cock to her entrance, and sank down onto him with a moan that turned into a gasp as he filled her completely.

“God, you’re so tight,” Chad groaned, his hands gripping her hips as she began to move.

The rhythm of the car wash seemed to match their pace, the water splashing down around them as she rode him, her body moving in perfect harmony with his.

Cassandra’s head fell back as pleasure overtook her, her hips grinding against him as she chased her release. Chad’s hands moved to her breasts, pinching and teasing her nipples as he thrust up into her, each movement driving her closer to the edge.

“Come for me, Cassandra,” he whispered, his voice rough with desire. “Let go.”

And she did. With a cry of pleasure, she came, her body trembling as waves of ecstasy crashed over her. Chad followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his warmth.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies pressed together, breathless and spent. Then, slowly, Cassandra climbed off him, her legs shaky as she returned to the driver’s seat. The car wash was finishing up, the water stopping just as Chad zipped up his pants.

"That was... intense," Cassandra said, her voice trembling. "I can’t believe I just did that."

Chad grinned, leaning over to kiss her softly. "Sometimes, you just have to go with the moment."

She gave him a small smile, her heart racing as she processed what just happened. "Chad, I’m married…"

He nodded, seeming unfazed. "I know. But tell me you didn’t enjoy every second of that."

She couldn’t deny it. She had.

As he pulled out his phone, Cassandra hesitated for just a moment before exchanging numbers with him.

"Same time next week?" he asked, a sly grin spreading across his face.

Cassandra’s hand hovered over her phone, her thoughts a whirlwind of guilt and excitement. She looked up at Chad, his green eyes twinkling.

"What do you say? One more time?"

Cassandra bit her lip, her body already craving him again.

"Maybe," she said, unable to hide the smirk creeping across her face. "We’ll see."

As he stepped out of the car, Cassandra couldn’t help but steal one last glance at him in the rearview mirror. This was dangerous, reckless even. But for the first time in a long time, she felt alive.

The sound of her phone buzzing brought her back to reality. She looked down to see Chad’s name pop up with a text. Her heart pounded as she read his message: “Looking forward to it.”

26 - DEALING WITH DIVORCE

MF / Taboo / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The basement was dimly lit, the faint hum of the washing machine in the corner the only sound breaking the heavy silence. Ariel sat on the edge of the worn leather couch, her knees pulled up to her chest, her arms wrapped around them tightly. Kevin sat beside her, his elbows resting on his knees, his head hanging low. The air between them was thick with unspoken words, the weight of their parents’ impending divorce pressing down on them like a suffocating blanket.

“I don’t want to move out,” Kevin finally said, his voice low and strained. He turned his head to look at her, his dark eyes searching hers. “I’ll miss you, Ariel.”

Ariel’s heart clenched at the raw vulnerability in his voice. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his arm. “I’ll miss you too,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “But… maybe it’s for the best. You know how things are here. It’s not healthy.”

Kevin shook his head, his jaw tightening. “I don’t care about that. I care about you. You’re the only thing that’s kept me sane through all of this.”

Ariel’s breath hitched, her chest tightening with emotion. She had always felt a deep connection to Kevin, ever since their parents had married and they’d become step-siblings. They’d been each other’s rock through the constant fights, the screaming matches that echoed through the house late at night.

Now, they were both college freshmen, living at home while attending classes. And their relationship had only gotten closer. Kevin was Ariel’s most trusted companion—her best friend. But this… this was different. This was something more.

“Kevin…” she started, but he cut her off, his hand reaching up to cup her cheek. His touch was warm, his thumb brushing gently over her skin.

“I can’t keep pretending, Ariel,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “I have feelings for you. More than just… more than just as a sister.”

Ariel’s heart raced, her breath coming in shallow gasps. She had always pushed those feelings down, buried them deep where they couldn’t hurt her. But now, with Kevin’s hand on her face, his eyes burning into hers, she couldn’t deny it anymore.

“I… I feel the same way,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “I always have.”

Kevin’s eyes darkened, his gaze dropping to her lips. He leaned in slowly, giving her time to pull away, but she didn’t. Their lips met in a soft, tentative kiss, the kind that sent shivers down her spine. It was gentle at first, a mere brush of lips, but then Kevin deepened it, his hand sliding to the back of her neck to pull her closer.

Ariel’s hands found their way to his chest, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt. She could feel the rapid beat of his heart beneath her palm, the heat of his body seeping into her skin. The kiss grew more urgent, their tongues tangling together in a desperate dance. It was as if all the emotions they had been holding back were pouring out in that moment, their connection deepening with every passing second.

Kevin’s hands moved down her body, his fingers skimming over her sides before settling on her hips. He pulled her onto his lap, her legs straddling his thighs. Ariel could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against her through his jeans, and a jolt of desire shot through her. She ground her hips against him, eliciting a low groan from his lips.

“Ariel,” he breathed, his voice rough with need. “I want you. I’ve wanted you for so long.”

Ariel’s heart pounded in her chest, her body aching with the same desire. She nodded, her hands moving to the hem of her shirt. “Take it off,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Kevin didn’t need to be told twice. He pulled her shirt over her head, tossing it to the side. His eyes roamed over her body, taking in the sight of her in her bra, the soft curves of her breasts, the smooth skin of her stomach. He leaned in, his lips trailing down her neck, his teeth grazing her skin lightly.

Ariel’s head fell back, a soft moan escaping her lips. His hands moved to her back, unhooking her bra with practiced ease. He pulled it off, his eyes darkening as he took in the sight of her bare breasts. His hands cupped them, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, which hardened under his touch.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his voice filled with awe.

He leaned down, his lips closing around one nipple, sucking gently. Ariel’s breath hitched, her hands tangling in his hair as he teased her with his tongue. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention, his hands roaming over her body.

Ariel’s hips rocked against his, the friction sending waves of pleasure through her. She could feel the wetness pooling between her legs, her body begging for more. Kevin’s hands moved to the button of her jeans, popping it open and sliding the zipper down. He pushed them down her legs, along with her panties, leaving her completely bare.

Kevin’s eyes drank in the sight of her, his cock straining against his jeans. He stood up, pulling her to her feet. He quickly undid his own jeans, pushing them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, and Ariel’s breath caught in her throat at the sight of it.

She dropped to her knees, her hands wrapping around his length. She stroked him slowly, her thumb brushing over the tip, spreading the precum that had gathered there. Kevin’s hands tangled in her hair, his breath coming in ragged gasps as she leaned in, her lips closing around the head of his cock.

Ariel’s tongue swirled around him, her mouth taking him deeper with each bob of her head. Kevin’s hips bucked slightly, his cock hitting the back of her throat. She gagged slightly, but didn’t pull away, her hands gripping his hips to steady herself. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, the taste of him driving her wild.

“Fuck, Ariel,” Kevin groaned, his hands tightening in her hair. “You’re so good at that.”

Ariel hummed around him, the vibrations sending a jolt of pleasure through him. She could feel him getting closer, his cock twitching in her mouth. But before he could cum, he pulled her up, his lips crashing into hers in a heated kiss.

He guided her back to the couch, laying her down on the soft leather. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. He looked into her eyes, his gaze filled with a mixture of desire and something deeper, something that made her heart ache.

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

Ariel nodded, her hands reaching up to cup his face. “I’m sure,” she whispered. “I want you, Kevin. I’ve always wanted you.”

Kevin’s eyes darkened, and he pushed into her slowly, his cock stretching her in the most delicious way. Ariel’s breath hitched, her nails digging into his back as he filled her completely. He paused for a moment, letting her adjust to his size, before he began to move, his hips rocking against hers.

The sensation was overwhelming, the friction sending waves of pleasure through her body. Kevin’s lips found hers again, their tongues tangling together as he thrust into her, each movement driving her closer to the edge. His hands roamed over her body, his fingers finding her clit and rubbing it in slow, deliberate circles.

Ariel’s moans grew louder, her hips meeting his thrusts with equal fervor. She could feel the tension building inside her, her body tightening around him. Kevin’s pace quickened, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars.

“Kevin, I’m close,” she gasped, her nails raking down his back.

“Me too,” he groaned, his thrusts becoming more erratic. “Cum with me, Ariel.”

The words were all it took. Ariel’s body convulsed, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. Kevin followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum. They clung to each other, their bodies trembling with the intensity of their release.

As they lay there, their breathing slowly returning to normal, Kevin pressed a soft kiss to her forehead. “We’ll figure this out,” he whispered. “We’ll find a place together. Just you and me.”

Ariel nodded, her heart swelling with a mixture of love and relief. “Just you and me,” she echoed, her voice filled with determination.

“I’ll have to get another job and switch to night classes, but I think we can do it,” Kevin declared, his fingers tangling in Ariel’s hair.

Ariel smiled. “I have some money saved up,” she offered. “We’ll make it work.”

Kevin gave Ariel a kiss. “Then, it’s settled. We’ll look at apartments tomorrow.”

27 - FINDING DOMINANCE

MF / BDSM / Romantic / Spanking / Vibrator / Teasing / Anal Beads / Anal

“Beg.”

The word was sharp, commanding, and it sent a shiver down Keisha’s spine. She was bent over Chris’s knee, her skirt hiked up, her face pressed into the cool leather of the couch. His hand had already left a stinging imprint on her ass, and the heat was spreading, a delicious ache that made her thighs clench.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Louder.”

“Please, Chris.”

His hand came down again, harder this time, and she gasped, her fingers digging into the couch cushions. The sharp crack of his palm against her skin echoed in the room, and it was all she could do to stay still, to take it like he’d told her to.

It hadn’t started like this, of course.

—

Keisha had been on the verge of giving up. Months of browsing profiles on the BDSM dating app had left her frustrated and disheartened. Too many men thought being a “Dom” meant being an asshole. Too many didn’t understand the trust, the care, the connection that was supposed to come with it. She was about to delete the app for good when his message popped up.

Hey, Keisha. I like your profile. You mentioned you’re into impact play and submission. Care to chat?

His username was DominantChris. She hesitated, her finger hovering over the delete button. Then, curiosity got the better of her, and she tapped on his profile.

Chris was tall, with dark hair and piercing blue eyes that seemed to stare right through the screen. His profile was thoughtful, respectful. He talked about the importance of consent, of aftercare, of building trust. And his photos… there was one of him in a suit, standing in front of what looked like a well-organized dungeon. Her stomach flipped.

What the hell, she thought, and typed a reply.

Their coffee date had been… surprising. Chris was confident but not arrogant. He listened when she talked, asked thoughtful questions, and made her laugh more than she had in weeks. They discussed their hard and soft limits, their experiences in the BDSM scene, and what they were looking for in a partner.

By the time they left the café, Keisha’s heart was racing. She wanted to see him again. She wanted to see that dungeon.

—

And now here she was, in his living room, his hand spanking her bare ass as she squirmed over his knee.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice low and approving.

The praise went straight to her core, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan.

Chris’s fingers trailed down her thighs, then up again, making her shiver. He slipped a finger between her legs, and she gasped as he found her wet, aching pussy.

“So needy already,” he said, a hint of amusement in his voice. He rubbed her clit slowly, teasingly, and she whimpered, pushing her hips back against his hand.

“Please, Chris,” she begged, her voice shaky.

He removed his hand, and she whined in frustration. “Not yet,” he said, his tone firm. “Earn it.”

Keisha’s breath hitched as he stood, taking her hand and leading her to the door of his dungeon.

—

The room was everything she’d imagined and more. The walls were lined with sleek black equipment—a St. Andrew’s cross, a bondage bench, a spanking horse. Racks of toys and restraints were neatly organized, and there was a large, padded bed in the corner.

Chris guided her to the bench, his presence commanding but not intimidating. “On your back,” he instructed, his voice calm but leaving no room for argument.

She obeyed, lying down and lifting her arms above her head. He secured her wrists with padded cuffs, the leather cool against her skin.

“Spread your legs,” he said, and she did, her heart pounding as he knelt between her thighs.

He took out a vibrator, turning it on low and running it up her inner thighs. She squirmed, her hips lifting off the bench as he teased her, the vibrations just barely brushing against her clit.

“Chris,” she moaned, her voice desperate.

He smiled, his eyes dark with desire. “Patience, Keisha.”

He reached for a set of anal beads, coating them in lube before pressing the first one against her tight entrance.

“Relax,” he murmured, and she took a deep breath, letting her body loosen as he slowly pushed the bead inside.

The sensation was intense, and she whimpered as he added another bead, then another, stretching her ass as the vibrator continued to tease her clit.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her hips bucking as the pleasure built, overwhelming her.

Chris watched her intently, his hand moving the vibrator in slow, deliberate circles. “Cum for me, Keisha,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

And she did, her body arching as the orgasm ripped through her, her juices gushing as she cried out his name.

Chris pulled the beads out slowly, watching her with a satisfied smile. He lubed up his cock, his gaze locked on hers as he positioned himself at her ass.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice soft but firm.

She nodded, her heart racing. “Yes, Sir.”

He pushed inside her, and she moaned, the stretch of her tight asshole sending a mix of pleasure and pain through her body.

“So good,” he murmured, his hips moving slowly at first, then faster as she adjusted to him.

Keisha’s mind went blank, lost in the sensation of him filling her, stretching her, owning her.

“Chris,” she whimpered, her voice breaking as he slammed into her, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars.

He groaned, his pace quickening as he approached his own climax. “Fuck, Keisha,” he muttered, his hands gripping her hips as he came, his cum filling her ass.

He pulled out slowly, watching as his cum leaked from her, a satisfied smile on his face.

Chris released her restraints, helping her sit up. “How do you feel?” he asked, his voice gentle.

She looked up at him, her heart full. “Amazing,” she said, her voice soft but sure.

He smiled, reaching into a drawer and pulling out a collar. “Keisha,” he said, his tone serious but warm. “Will you be my submissive?”

Her breath caught, and she nodded, her eyes filling with tears. “Yes, Sir.”

He fastened the collar around her neck, the leather cool against her skin. “Good girl,” he murmured, kissing her forehead.

Keisha felt a warmth spread through her chest, a sense of belonging she hadn’t felt in a long time. She had finally found the right dominant.

28 - 420 AND FORBIDDEN LUST
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The family reunion had been long and boring. Tori had planned on spending spring break in Florida with her friends, but her parents had dragged her to this stupid family reunion. The last thing she wanted to do was meet long lost aunts, uncles, and cousins.

That all changed at the restaurant. She’d spotted Roy, her distant cousin, from across the room. He’d smile at her, making her stomach twist in the best way. This is wrong, she’d told herself. We’re related.

But as the evening wore on, Tori couldn’t keep her eyes off Roy. And, he seemed to be just as interested in her.

—

Tori had just finished unpacking her suitcase in the hotel room when there was a soft knock at the door. She opened it to find Roy standing there, a mischievous grin on his face and a small bag of weed in his hand. “Hey, cousin,” he said, his voice low and teasing. “This reunion is already boring. Wanna liven things up?”

She hesitated, glancing down the hall to make sure no one was around. “I don’t know, Roy. Weed? What if it sets off the smoke detectors?”

He smirked, leaning against the doorframe. “Come on, Tori. Live a little.”

Her heart raced as she stepped aside to let him in. The door clicked shut behind him, and suddenly the room felt smaller, more intimate. Roy rolled a joint with practiced ease, lighting it and taking a long drag before passing it to her. She inhaled deeply, the smoke filling her lungs and easing the tension in her shoulders.

As they passed the joint back and forth, the air between them grew charged with an undeniable electricity. Roy’s eyes locked onto hers, and before she could think twice, he leaned in and kissed her. It was soft at first, tentative, but when she didn’t pull away, he deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers.

Tori’s mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions, but her body responded instinctively. Her hands found their way to his chest, feeling the hard muscles beneath his shirt. Roy’s fingers tangled in her hair, pulling her closer as the kiss grew more passionate, more urgent.

When he finally broke away, they were both breathless. “Tori…” he whispered, his voice husky with desire. “I’ve wanted to do that since I first saw you at dinner.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t protest as he kissed her again, his hands roaming over her body. She could feel his erection pressing against her through his jeans, and a shiver of anticipation ran through her. Without thinking, she reached for his zipper, pulling it down and freeing his cock.

Roy groaned as her small hand wrapped around his length, stroking him slowly. “God, Tori…” he murmured, his eyes dark with lust.

She dropped to her knees, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. He was thick and hard, and she could taste the saltiness of his skin as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip.

His fingers threaded through her hair, guiding her as she bobbed her head, taking him deeper with each movement. “You’re so fucking good at this,” he breathed, his hips thrusting gently.

When she pulled away, her lips swollen and glistening, Roy wasted no time in stripping off her clothes. Her bra and panties hit the floor, and she felt a surge of vulnerability mixed with excitement as he laid her down on the bed.

His hands explored every inch of her body, his mouth following, leaving a trail of fire in its wake. He kissed his way down her stomach, his tongue dipping into her navel before he reached her inner thighs.

Tori’s breath hitched as he spread her legs, his hot breath teasing her sensitive flesh. “Roy…” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets.

He didn’t make her wait any longer. His tongue flicked over her clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through her. She gasped, her back arching off the bed as he licked and sucked, his fingers sliding inside her, curling just right.

“Oh my God…” she whimpered, her hips rocking against his face.

Roy’s name was a mantra on her lips as he brought her to the edge, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave. She cried out, her body trembling with ecstasy as he continued to pleasure her, drawing out every last bit of sensation.

When she finally came down from her high, Roy kissed his way back up her body, his cock pressing against her entrance. “Are you ready?” he asked, his voice thick with need.

She nodded, her eyes locked on his. “Yes.”

He pushed inside her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. Tori’s breath caught in her throat as he began to move, his hips rolling against hers. The feeling of him inside her was overwhelming, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

Roy’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate. Tori could feel another orgasm building, the friction between their bodies driving her wild. “Roy, I’m gonna…” she gasped, her nails digging into his back.

“Come for me, Tori,” he growled, his voice rough with desire.

Her climax hit her like a freight train, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure washed over her. Roy’s hips stuttered, and with a groan, he spilled himself inside her, his cock pulsing with each wave of his release.

They collapsed onto the bed, both of them panting and covered in a sheen of sweat. Roy wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close. “That was…” he began, but words failed him.

Tori rested her head on his chest, her heart still racing. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

He chuckled, tilting her chin up so she was looking at him. “Neither can I. But I don’t regret it.”

She smiled, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. “Me neither.”

They lay there for a while, basking in the afterglow, but eventually, reality started to creep back in. “We should probably get dressed,” Roy said reluctantly. “Before someone comes looking for you.”

Tori nodded, though she didn’t want to move. They hurriedly put their clothes back on, the air between them still charged with electricity. “This stays between us, right?” she asked, her voice tinged with uncertainty.

Roy cupped her face in his hands, kissing her softly. “Of course. Our little secret.”

29 - A SECRET ADOPTION REVEALED
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Lexi’s heart was pounding as she stood outside Hank’s apartment door. The news her parents had just dropped on her felt like a seismic shift in her world. Adopted. The word echoed in her mind, still foreign, still raw. She needed to tell him. He was the only person she could trust with something like this.

She knocked, and within seconds, the door swung open. Hank stood there, his usual easy smile fading as he took in her expression. “Lex? What’s wrong?”

She stepped inside, her hands trembling as she closed the door behind her. “You’re not gonna believe this.” Her voice was shaky, and she could feel the tears threatening to spill over. “My parents just told me… I’m adopted.”

Hank’s eyebrows shot up, and he let out a low whistle. “Wow. That’s… huge.” He reached out, placing a comforting hand on her shoulder. “Are you okay?”

Lexi nodded, though she wasn’t entirely sure if that was true. “I think so. It’s just… a lot to process.”

Hank guided her to the couch, and she sat down, her legs feeling like jelly. He sat beside her, his eyes scanning her face. “You know it doesn’t change anything, right? You’re still you.”

She managed a small smile. “I know. It’s just… weird, you know? All these years, I thought I was… well, them. And now…”

Hank nodded, his hand still on her shoulder. “I get it. It’s a lot to take in.” He paused, his eyes darting away for a moment before he looked back at her. “But… there’s something else, isn’t there?”

Lexi hesitated, her heart racing again. She hadn’t planned to say it, but the words tumbled out before she could stop them. “Yeah. There’s something else.” She took a deep breath, her eyes locking with his. “Hank, I… I’ve been feeling… things. For you. And I thought it was wrong, but now…”

Hank’s eyes widened, and for a moment, he just stared at her. Then, a slow smile spread across his face. “Lex, I’ve been feeling the same way.”

Her breath caught in her throat. “You have?”

He nodded, his hand moving to cup her cheek. “For a while now. I just… I didn’t know how to tell you. I thought it was impossible.”

Lexi’s heart was pounding in her chest as she leaned into his touch. “But it’s not. It’s not impossible.”

Hank’s smile turned into a grin, and before she could say anything else, he leaned in, capturing her lips in a kiss. It was soft at first, tentative, but within seconds, it deepened, their tongues tangling as the years of suppressed desire finally broke free.

Lexi moaned against his lips, her hands gripping his shirt as she pulled him closer. Hank’s hands slid down her back, pulling her body flush against his. She could feel the heat radiating off him, the hard planes of his chest pressing against her.

He broke the kiss, his breath coming in short gasps as he looked into her eyes. “Lex, I want you. All of you.”

She nodded, her own breath hitching. “I want you too.”

Hank stood, pulling her to her feet with him. Without a word, he led her to his bedroom, his hand gripping hers tightly. The moment they crossed the threshold, he turned to her, his hands sliding up her sides to the hem of her shirt. He pulled it over her head, tossing it aside before his fingers found the clasp of her bra. With a deft movement, he undid it, letting it fall to the floor.

Lexi’s breath caught as his eyes raked over her bare chest. “You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples.

She gasped, her head falling back as pleasure shot through her. Hank leaned down, capturing one nipple in his mouth, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak. Lexi moaned, her hands tangling in his hair as he lavished attention on her breasts. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with desire.

When he finally pulled away, Lexi was panting, her skin flushed with need. Hank’s hands moved to her jeans, unbuttoning them and sliding them down her legs, along with her panties. She stepped out of them, now completely bare before him.

Hank’s eyes darkened as he took in the sight of her. “God, Lex, you’re perfect.”

She reached for his shirt, pulling it off him before her hands moved to his pants. She undid them, sliding them down his legs, her breath hitching as his cock sprang free. It was thick and hard, and she couldn’t help but reach out, wrapping her fingers around it.

Hank groaned, his hips jerking forward as she stroked him. “Fuck, Lex, that feels so good.”

She smiled, her hand moving up and down his length, her thumb brushing over the tip. He was leaking precum, and she couldn’t resist leaning down, taking him into her mouth. Hank’s groan was loud as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around his cock.

“Lex, I’m gonna…” he started, but she pulled away, looking up at him with a wicked smile.

“Not yet,” she said, standing up. “I want you inside me.”

Hank didn’t need to be told twice. He grabbed her, pulling her onto the bed and positioning himself between her legs. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a passionate kiss as his hand moved between her thighs, finding her already wet pussy.

“You’re so ready for me,” he murmured, his fingers sliding through her folds, teasing her clit. Lexi moaned, her hips bucking against his hand. “Please, Hank, I need you.”

He smiled, moving back and positioning himself at her entrance. With one swift thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. Lexi cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to move, his hips thrusting into hers.

The sensation was overwhelming, the pleasure building with every stroke. Hank’s cock was hitting all the right spots, and Lexi could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge.

“Hank, I’m gonna cum,” she gasped, her body tightening around him.

“Cum for me, Lex,” he growled, his thrusts becoming harder, faster.

With a cry, Lexi’s orgasm hit her, her body convulsing around Hank’s cock. He followed right behind her, his own release spilling into her as they both rode out the waves of pleasure.

When it was over, Hank collapsed beside her, pulling her into his arms. Lexi’s heart was still racing, her mind reeling from what had just happened.

“Hank,” she whispered, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest.

“Yeah?” he asked, his voice drowsy.

“This… this is just the beginning, isn’t it?”

Hank smiled, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Yeah, Lex. It is.”

30 - FORBIDDEN ROMANCE ON A RAINY NIGHT
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The rain hammered against the windowpane of Oceana’s small apartment, a steady rhythm that echoed the restless thrum of her heartbeat. It had been six months since Harry left for Europe, and though she’d tried to keep herself busy—work, yoga, the occasional night out with friends—the loneliness had started to seep into her bones. She’d promised herself she’d stay faithful, but lately, that promise felt like a chain tightening around her chest.

Blake had been a complication she hadn’t seen coming. At first, their conversations were just casual, the kind of check-ins you’d expect from your boyfriend’s brother. But as the weeks passed, their shared loneliness drew them closer. They’d meet for coffee, swap stories about Harry, and laugh about the way he used to mispronounce “croissant” when they’d gone to Paris together years ago. It was innocent. At least, it was supposed to be.

—

That afternoon at Blake’s apartment had changed everything. The air between them had been charged, a tension neither of them could ignore. Oceana had been pacing the room, her fingers twisting the hem of her sweater as she confessed her feelings in a rush of words she hadn’t meant to say.

Blake had stared at her, his dark eyes unreadable, before he’d crossed the room in two strides and kissed her. It was a kiss that felt like fire and guilt all at once, and when he pulled away, his voice was strained. “Oceana, I can’t. He’s my brother.”

She’d fled after that, her cheeks burning with shame. The guilt had gnawed at her all evening, even as she tried to distract herself with a book she couldn’t focus on.

—

But now, as she stood in her living room, the sound of the rain outside was interrupted by a loud knock at her door.

Her heart skipped a beat. Who could that be at this hour? She hesitated before padding to the door, peering through the peephole. Blake stood on the other side, drenched from the rain, his hair plastered to his forehead. He looked like a man haunted.

She swung the door open, the cold air rushing in. “Blake? What are you doing here? It’s pouring out there!”

He stepped inside, water dripping from his jacket onto her floor. His eyes met hers, intense and unyielding. “I couldn’t stay away.”

Oceana swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. “Blake, we talked about this. We can’t—”

He cut her off, his voice low and urgent. “I tried, Oceana. I tried to stay away, to pretend this isn’t real. But it is. I’m in love with you.”

Her breath hitched, the weight of his words pressing down on her. She wanted to argue, to push him away, but the look in his eyes undid her. Without thinking, she reached for a towel, her hands trembling as she handed it to him. “Here. You’re soaked.”

He took the towel but didn’t move to dry himself. Instead, he stepped closer, his gaze never leaving hers. “I don’t want to pretend anymore.”

Her heart was pounding now, the air between them electric. She knew she should step back, should tell him to leave, but she couldn’t. Instead, she reached up, her fingers brushing against his cheek. “Blake…”

That was all it took. He dropped the towel, his hands cupping her face as he kissed her with a desperation that left her breathless. His lips were cold from the rain, but his body burned against hers. Oceana’s hands fisted in his wet jacket, pulling him closer as the kiss deepened, all sense of reason crumbling away.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathing hard. Blake’s eyes searched hers, asking a question he didn’t need to voice. Oceana answered by taking his hand and leading him to her bedroom, her heart racing with a mix of guilt and desire she couldn’t untangle.

Inside the room, the only light came from the streetlamp outside, casting a soft glow over the space. Oceana turned to Blake, her fingers working at the buttons of his shirt. “Let’s get you out of these wet clothes.”

He watched her, his eyes dark with need as she peeled the fabric away from his skin. Her hands trailed down his chest, feeling the heat of him beneath her palms.

When she reached for his belt, he stilled her with a hand on her wrist. “Oceana, are you sure?”

She looked up at him, her lips parted, her chest rising and falling with every breath. “I’m sure.”

That was all he needed. His hands were on her waist, pulling her closer as he kissed her again, his touch igniting a fire that consumed them both. Oceana’s hands worked at the zipper of his jeans, pushing them down his legs until he was standing there in just his boxers. Her eyes flicked down, taking in the bulge straining against the fabric, and she felt a shiver of anticipation run through her.

With a shaky breath, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of his boxers and tugged them down, his cock springing free. Her eyes widened slightly—he was bigger than she’d imagined—but the look in Blake’s eyes reassured her. He wasn’t going to hurt her. He wanted her, just as much as she wanted him.

Oceana dropped to her knees, her hands gripping his thighs as she leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to taste the precum beading at the tip of his cock. Blake groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around him in a slow, deliberate rhythm. She could feel him trembling beneath her touch, his breath coming in ragged gasps as she worked him deeper, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head.

“Fuck, Oceana…” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

She pulled back, her lips slick with saliva, and looked up at him with a wicked grin. “You like that?”

He didn’t answer with words. Instead, he took her by the arms and pulled her to her feet, his mouth crashing against hers in a kiss that left her dizzy. His hands were everywhere—her back, her hips, her breasts—as he guided her toward the bed, his touch setting her skin on fire.

When the back of her knees hit the mattress, he pushed her down gently, his hands sliding under the hem of her shirt. “Take this off,” he commanded, his voice low and rough.

Oceana obeyed, pulling the fabric over her head and tossing it aside. Her bra followed, leaving her breasts bare to his hungry gaze.

Blake’s eyes darkened as he took her in, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin.

She moaned softly, her back arching into his touch as he leaned down, his mouth closing over one nipple while his fingers teased the other. The sensation was electric, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Her hands tangled in his hair, holding him close as his tongue flicked against her sensitive flesh.

“Blake…” she gasped, her hips rocking against him in a desperate attempt to ease the ache building between her legs.

He seemed to understand, his hand sliding down her stomach to the waistband of her skirt. He made quick work of the button and zipper, pushing the fabric down her legs until she was lying there in just her panties. His fingers traced the edge of the fabric, teasing her through the damp material. “You’re so wet,” he murmured, his voice a low growl.

Oceana whimpered, her hips bucking against his hand. “Please…”

Blake didn’t need to be told twice. He hooked his fingers into her panties and pulled them down, tossing them aside before spreading her legs. His eyes locked with hers as he positioned himself at her entrance, his cock pressing against her slick folds. “Are you ready?”

She nodded, her breath catching in her throat. “Yes.”

With a groan, he pushed into her, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. Oceana’s eyes fluttered shut, her nails digging into his back as she adjusted to the feel of him inside her. He was so big, so thick, stretching her in ways she hadn’t imagined. But it felt good. So, so good.

Blake began to move, his hips rocking against hers in a steady rhythm. Oceana wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper as each thrust sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her body. His name fell from her lips in a constant mantra, each cry spurring him on.

“You feel so fucking good,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her.

Oceana could feel the tension building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter with each thrust. She was so close, so close—and then, with a cry, she came, her body shuddering around him as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Blake wasn’t far behind. With a groan, he buried himself deep inside her. “Oceana…” he rasped, his body trembling as he came, his release flooding her pussy.

Finally, they pulled apart, falling to the bed, too exhausted to move. Oceana’s mind was spinning with confusion. She couldn’t believe what she’d just done.

Blake embraced Oceana, his fingers tangling in her hair. “That was amazing,” he whispered, a look of passion on his face.

Oceana could only nod, her body still tingling with pleasure. But as Blake gave her another kiss, she came back to reality. “Harry can’t find out about this,” she murmured, looking away.

“He won’t,” Blake assured her. “He’s in Europe. We have plenty of time to explore this. We’ll figure things out.”

“Okay,” Oceana replied, her heart racing. “We’ll figure it out.” Her heart was filled with guilt. But she knew one thing for sure: she wanted more.

31 - LUST AT THE CONCERT
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“Do you feel that?” Bella’s voice was barely audible over the roar of the crowd, her green eyes wide with a mix of surprise and curiosity.

She glanced over her shoulder, her long brown hair brushing against her friend Sarah’s arm. The air was electric, thick with the scent of sweat and anticipation as the band launched into their hit song.

Sarah, oblivious, shouted back, “What?” Her face was lit with excitement, her focus entirely on the stage.

Bella didn’t answer. She didn’t know how to. Because what she felt wasn’t the kind of thing you could just blurt out in the middle of a concert. Not when it was him.

Corbin.

His name had been the first thing she’d heard when she turned around, his voice low and smooth, cutting through the chaos like a secret whispered in the dark. “Hey. I’m Corbin.” He’d flashed her a grin, all sharp angles and mischief, his spiky black hair catching the stage lights in a way that made him look like he belonged up there, not down here in the crowd.

Bella had smiled back, a little breathless, her heart pounding in a rhythm that had nothing to do with the music. She’d opened her mouth to say something—anything—but before she could, the crowd surged, pressing them even closer together. And that’s when she felt it. The heat of his body against hers, the way his chest brushed her back, the unmistakable hardness of him pressing into her.

Her breath hitched, and for a moment, she froze. She should have pulled away. She knew she should have. But she didn’t. Instead, she stayed right where she was, her body instinctively leaning into his, her skin tingling where it touched his.

“You’re beautiful,” Corbin murmured, his lips brushing against her ear in a way that sent shivers down her spine.

His hands, which had been resting lightly on her hips, slid up her sides, his fingers grazing the curve of her breasts through the thin fabric of her dress. Bella’s cheeks flushed, her pulse quickening as her body responded to his touch, a warmth pooling low in her stomach.

She tried to say something, but the words caught in her throat. Instead, she let out a soft gasp as one of his hands drifted lower, slipping beneath the hem of her dress and brushing against the bare skin of her thigh. Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment, her body arching slightly into his touch. She could feel the warmth of his palm against her skin, the way his fingers moved with a confidence that left no doubt about his intentions.

“Is this okay?” Corbin’s voice was low, his tone teasing but with an undercurrent of something darker, something that made Bella’s stomach twist with excitement.

She nodded, her breath coming in shallow pants as his fingers glided higher, brushing against the edge of her panties.

She could feel the heat of his breath on her neck, the way his body pressed against hers, the hardness of him making her ache with a need she hadn’t realized was there. Her hands gripped the edge of the barricade in front of her, her knuckles turning white as she tried to steady herself. But it was useless. Corbin’s touch was too much, too good, and she was losing herself in the sensation of it.

The crowd around them was a blur, their movements chaotic and frenzied as the band played on. No one noticed. No one cared. They were all too caught up in the music, the energy of the night, to pay any attention to the two of them. And that only made it more thrilling, more intoxicating.

Bella bit her lip to stifle a moan as Corbin’s fingers slipped beneath her panties, his touch sending jolts of pleasure through her. She could feel how wet she was, the heat of her arousal making her desperate for more. Her hips moved against his hand, her body instinctively seeking the release she craved.

“You’re so wet for me,” Corbin whispered, his voice rough with desire.

His fingers pressed against her clit, his touch firm and deliberate, drawing a soft gasp from her lips. Bella’s head fell back against his shoulder, her body trembling as the pleasure built inside her. She could feel herself getting closer, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until she thought she might burst.

And then, just as she was on the edge, Corbin’s hand stilled. Bella’s eyes flew open, a whimper escaping her lips as she turned to look at him. His eyes were dark with need, his lips curved into a wicked smile. Without a word, he unzipped his pants, freeing his cock. Bella’s breath caught, her heart pounding as he reached for her again, his hands sliding her panties to the side.

The first thrust sent a wave of pleasure through her so intense that she had to bite down on her lip to keep from crying out. Her body tightened around him, the heat of him filling her in a way that made her head spin. Corbin moved slowly at first, his hips rocking against hers in a rhythm that was as maddening as it was exhilarating.

But it wasn’t enough. Bella needed more. She gripped the barricade tighter, her body arching into his as she urged him to go faster, harder. Corbin didn’t need much encouragement. His hands tightened on her hips, his thrusts growing more urgent, the sound of their bodies coming together lost in the chaos of the crowd.

Bella could feel herself getting closer, the pleasure building inside her like a storm about to break. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling as the tension coiled tighter and tighter. And then, with a final, desperate thrust, she came undone, her body convulsing around Corbin’s as pleasure exploded through her.

Corbin followed soon after, his breath hot against her neck as he spilled inside her, his body shuddering with the force of his release. For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies still joined, their breaths mingling in the charged air. And then, slowly, reluctantly, Corbin pulled away, zipping his pants and smoothing her dress down.

Bella’s legs were still shaky, her heart pounding as she turned to look at him.

Corbin’s eyes met hers, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across his face. “Give me your number,” he said, his voice rough with the remnants of desire.

Bella nodded, her hands trembling as she fished her phone out of her purse. They exchanged numbers quickly, their voices barely audible over the roar of the crowd.

And then, just as suddenly as it had begun, it was over. Corbin’s friends called out to him, and he was swept away into the sea of bodies, leaving Bella standing there, her heart racing and her body still humming with the aftershocks of what had just happened.

Sarah turned to her, oblivious. “Bella! Did you see that? They’re amazing!”

Bella forced a smile, her mind still reeling. “Yeah,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Amazing.”

She glanced in the direction Corbin had disappeared, her heart skipping a beat. She didn’t know what had just happened, but she did know one thing: she wanted it to happen again. And soon.
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The sun filtered through the canopy of trees, casting dappled light on the dirt trail beneath their feet. January adjusted the straps of her backpack, feeling the warmth of the late morning air against her skin. She glanced over at Hank, who was walking beside her, his hiking boots crunching on the loose gravel.

His khaki shorts and loose-fitting t-shirt gave him a rugged, carefree look that she hadn’t noticed in a while—or maybe she hadn’t been looking. Life had been busy lately, their routines predictable, their nights together... functional. But today was different. Today was about reconnecting.

“This was a great idea,” Hank said, his voice breaking the easy silence between them. He smiled at her, his blue eyes crinkling at the corners. “It’s been too long since we’ve done something like this.”

January returned his smile, her heart lifting at the sound of his approval. “I thought so too. It’s nice to get away from everything for a while. Just us.”

They’d been walking for about an hour, the trail winding through a dense forest that seemed to stretch endlessly in every direction. The air was thick with the scent of pine and earth, and the occasional chirp of birds or rustle of leaves in the breeze added to the sense of isolation. January loved it. Out here, there were no distractions, no schedules, no reminders of the mundane. It was just the two of them, alone in nature.

Up ahead, she spotted a wooden bench nestled beneath a large oak tree. “Let’s take a break,” she suggested, nodding toward the bench. Hank agreed, and they made their way over, shedding their backpacks and sitting down side by side.

For a moment, they just sat there, listening to the sounds of the forest. January leaned back, closing her eyes and letting the tranquility wash over her. But then she felt Hank shift beside her, his arm brushing against hers. She opened her eyes and turned to see him watching her, a playful glint in his gaze.

“What?” she asked, laughing softly.

Hank grinned. “You’re beautiful, you know that?”

Her cheeks warmed at the compliment. “You’re just saying that because I packed the snacks.”

He chuckled, leaning closer. “Maybe. Or maybe I’ve just been thinking about how lucky I am to have you.”

January’s breath caught in her throat. It wasn’t the words themselves—it was the way he said them, with a sincerity that made her heart ache. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cheek. “I’m the lucky one.”

Hank’s gaze softened, and he closed the distance between them, his lips meeting hers in a kiss that started soft, almost tentative, but quickly deepened. January felt a shiver run through her as his hand cupped the back of her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair. She kissed him back, her body leaning into his, their connection sparking something inside her that had been dormant for too long.

The world around them faded away as they kissed, the only sounds the rustling of leaves and the soft moan that escaped January’s lips. Hank’s other hand found her waist, pulling her closer until she was practically in his lap. She could feel the heat of his body through their clothes, the firmness of his chest against hers, and it made her pulse quicken.

“Hank,” she breathed when they finally pulled apart, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Yeah?” His eyes searched hers, dark with desire.

She didn’t answer with words. Instead, she kissed him again, her hands sliding down his chest and over his stomach. She felt him tense beneath her touch, a low growl escaping his throat as her fingers dipped below the waistband of his shorts. He wasn’t wearing underwear, and she could feel the hardness of him against her palm.

Hank’s hands weren’t idle either. He fumbled with the buttons of her hiking pants, his fingers slipping inside to brush against the fabric of her panties. January gasped, her hips instinctively arching toward his touch. He didn’t waste any time, sliding a finger beneath the lace and finding her already wet and ready.

“God, January,” he murmured against her lips, his voice rough. “You feel amazing.”

She moaned softly as he began to stroke her, his fingers moving in slow, deliberate circles. Her own hand tightened around his length, her thumb brushing over the slick tip of him. Hank groaned, his hips bucking into her grip.

“Not here,” January whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Someone might see.”

Hank pulled back slightly, his breathing ragged. “There’s no one around for miles,” he said, his gaze locking with hers. “Just us.”

January hesitated for only a moment before nodding. Hank wasted no time, unbuttoning his shorts and freeing himself from the confines of the fabric. January’s eyes dropped to his erection, her mouth watering at the sight of him. She reached out, wrapping her fingers around him and giving him a slow, teasing stroke. Hank’s breath hitched, his head falling back against the bench as she began to work him, her hand moving in a steady rhythm.

But she wanted more. Without a word, she slid off the bench and knelt in front of him, her hands resting on his thighs. Hank’s eyes widened as she leaned in, her lips brushing against the sensitive tip of him. She heard him mutter something under his breath, but she didn’t stop, her tongue darting out to taste him. He was salty and warm, and the sound of his ragged breathing only spurred her on.

January took him into her mouth, her lips forming a tight seal around him as she began to bob her head up and down. Hank’s hands found her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands as she worked him, her tongue swirling around his length. The sounds he made—deep, guttural moans that sent a thrill through her—were almost as intoxicating as the act itself.

“January,” he groaned, his hips lifting off the bench involuntarily. “You’re killing me.”

She pulled back slightly, looking up at him through her lashes. “Good,” she said, her voice husky. “You deserve it.”

She didn’t give him a chance to respond, taking him back into her mouth with a renewed intensity. Hank’s grip on her hair tightened, his body trembling as she brought him closer and closer to the edge. But before he could finish, he stopped her, gently pulling her away.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice strained. “I want more.”

January didn’t need to be told twice. She stood up, quickly shedding her pants and panties, and straddled Hank’s lap. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her as she positioned herself above him. She hesitated for just a moment, her eyes meeting his, before sinking down onto him, taking him deep inside her.

The sensation was electric, a sharp gasp escaping her lips as she felt him fill her completely. Hank’s hands tightened on her hips, his breathing shallow as she began to move, her body rising and falling in a slow, deliberate rhythm. The forest around them seemed to fade into the background, the only sounds their shared breaths and the soft rustle of leaves above.

“You feel so good,” Hank whispered, his voice rough with desire. His hands moved up to cup her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples through the thin fabric of her shirt.

January moaned, her movements becoming more urgent as she rode him, each thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through her. She could feel the tension building inside her, her body tightening around him as she neared the edge. Hank’s grip on her hips tightened, his own rhythm becoming more erratic as he fought to hold on.

“I’m close,” he warned, his voice strained.

January nodded, her eyes locked on his. “Me too,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

They came together, Hank’s body shuddering beneath hers as he spilled inside her, his release triggering her own climax. January cried out, her body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. She collapsed against his chest, her breathing ragged, her heart pounding in her ears.

For a long moment, they just sat there, their bodies pressed together, their breathing slowly returning to normal. January lifted her head, her eyes meeting Hank’s. There was something in his gaze—something raw and unfiltered—that made her heart skip a beat. She leaned in, kissing him deeply, her fingers tangling in his hair.

When they finally pulled apart, January felt a sense of peace she hadn’t felt in a long time. She’d missed this—missed him. And as they sat there, wrapped in each other’s arms, she knew that she’d found exactly what she’d been looking for.
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The sun hung low in the sky, painting the tropical island in hues of gold and amber. The air was thick with the scent of blooming flowers and salty sea breeze. Jenny and Kirk wandered hand in hand along the winding jungle path, their laughter mingling with the symphony of chirping birds and rustling leaves. It was their first vacation together in years, and they were determined to make every moment count.

As they approached the ancient volcano, Kirk tightened his grip on Jenny’s hand. She glanced up at him, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “Think we’ll get to see lava?” she teased, nudging him playfully with her elbow.

Kirk chuckled, his deep voice reverberating through the dense foliage. “Probably not, but the view’s supposed to be unforgettable.”

The path grew steeper, and the couple followed the tour group up the rugged terrain. When they finally reached the mouth of the volcano, Jenny gasped. The crater sprawled before them, vast and otherworldly. The sun’s rays danced on the jagged rocks, casting long shadows across the ground. The horizon stretched endlessly, a breathtaking canvas of ocean and sky.

Without a word, Kirk turned to Jenny, his eyes filled with admiration. He cupped her face in his hands and pressed his lips to hers. The kiss was soft at first, a gentle caress that quickly deepened into something more. Jenny’s heart raced as she leaned into him, her fingers tangling in his hair.

They broke apart reluctantly, the guide’s voice calling the group back to the trail. Kirk took her hand again, and they began the descent. The jungle seemed even more alive now, the air humming with energy.

About halfway down, Kirk stopped suddenly, his eyes fixed on a tree ahead. “Jenny, look,” he whispered, pointing. Perched on a branch was a monkey, its fuzzy face peering curiously at them.

Jenny’s eyes widened with delight. “He’s adorable!” she breathed, stepping closer.

The monkey chattered, its tiny hands clutching a piece of fruit. For a moment, they were both lost in the moment, their worries forgotten.

When they turned to rejoin the group, their smiles faded. The path was empty, the sounds of chatter and footsteps gone.

Jenny’s stomach dropped. “Kirk…” she said, her voice trembling. “Where is everyone?”

His brow furrowed as he scanned the area. “I… I’m not sure. They must’ve gone ahead.”

Jenny’s panic surged. “You said we were fine! You told me to stop worrying!” Her voice cracked, and she clenched her fists. “Now we’re lost in the middle of nowhere!”

Kirk reached for her, his hands steady but his eyes filled with guilt. “Jenny, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean for this to happen. I just… I thought it would be fun.”

“Fun?!” she snapped, her chest heaving. “This is anything but fun, Kirk!”

He ran a hand through his hair, exhaling sharply. “Okay, okay. Let’s just stay calm. We’ll call for help, and someone will find us.”

They shouted into the jungle, their voices echoing against the trees. But there was no response, only the distant calls of birds. The shadows grew longer as the sun dipped lower, casting an eerie glow over the landscape.

Jenny sank onto a large fallen log, her shoulders slumping. “What if no one comes?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Kirk sat beside her, his hand resting on her knee. “They’ll come. I promise. We just have to wait.”

She turned to him, her eyes brimming with tears. “I’m sorry for blaming you. I was just… scared.”

He smiled softly, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “It’s okay. I get it.” His fingers traced her cheek, and she leaned into his touch. Slowly, he tilted her chin up and pressed his lips to hers.

The kiss was tender at first, a silent promise that they were in this together. But then something shifted, the fear and tension giving way to something hotter, more urgent. Jenny’s hands found their way to his chest, her fingers gripping his shirt as their mouths moved together in a desperate rhythm.

Kirk’s hands wandered, sliding beneath her t-shirt. He pulled it over her head, revealing her bare skin glistening in the fading light. His lips trailed down her neck, leaving a path of fire as he reached her breasts. He took one nipple into his mouth, his tongue circling and teasing until she gasped.

“Kirk,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need.

Her hands fumbled with his belt, unzipping his pants and freeing his hard cock. She stroked him slowly, her touch sending shivers through his body.

Then, without warning, Jenny dropped to her knees, her eyes locked on his. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she took him deeper. Kirk groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she worked him with an intensity that left him breathless.

“Jenny,” he muttered, his voice rough. “God, you’re amazing.”

She smiled around him, her lips curving in a way that drove him wild. But he couldn’t let her have all the fun. He pulled her to her feet, his hands sliding down to her shorts. He peeled them off, along with her panties, leaving her completely exposed.

Jenny leaned over the log, her back arched invitingly. Kirk stood behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He entered her in one swift motion, both of them gasping at the sensation. He began to move, his thrusts steady and deep, each one driving her closer to the edge.

“Yes,” Jenny moaned, her nails digging into the wood. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His pace quickened, his body slamming into hers with a force that left them both trembling. Jenny cried out as she came, her walls tightening around him. Kirk followed soon after, his release spilling inside her as he groaned her name.

They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies entwined and their breaths ragged. Then, faintly, they heard voices in the distance.

“Wait,” Jenny said, her head snapping up. “Do you hear that?”

Kirk froze, listening. “Yeah. It’s the group!” he exclaimed, a grin spreading across his face.

They scrambled to get dressed, their hearts racing with excitement as they shouted for help.

That’s when they heard it. “Jenny! Kirk!” People were looking for them, and the voices were getting closer.

“We’re here! We’re here!” Kirk shouted, his voice echoing through the trees.

Finally, the tour guide appeared, looking badly shaken. “Thank goodness you’re safe,” he said, his eyes full of concern.

He handed each of them a bottle of water, which they eagerly accepted.

As they walked back towards civilization, Kirk took Jenny’s hand. “I love you,” he whispered.

“I love you too,” she replied, her fingers interlocking with his.

Surprisingly, getting lost in the jungle had made their relationship stronger than ever. Their vacation was turning out to be an unforgettable one, and Jenny was grateful for every minute she got to spend with Kirk.

34 - ROMANCE IN THE RESTAURANT BATHROOM
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Marcus’s hand crept beneath the table, his fingers brushing against the soft skin of Kia’s thigh. She gasped softly, her lips parting as she turned to him, her eyes dark with desire. They had been sitting in the booth for what felt like hours, the dim lighting of the restaurant casting a warm glow over their faces. The air between them was thick with anticipation, their conversation fading into a haze of hushed whispers and stolen glances.

“Marcus,” Kia murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. She leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear.

He didn’t need any more encouragement. His hand slid higher, beneath the hem of her skirt, his fingers tracing the edge of her panties. Kia’s breath hitched, her body tensing as she pressed her lips to his in a searing kiss. The taste of wine lingered on her tongue, intoxicating and sweet.

The restaurant around them seemed to disappear, the clink of glasses and the murmur of other diners fading into the background. All Marcus could focus on was the heat of Kia’s body, the way her lips moved against his with a hunger that matched his own.

“We can’t do this here,” Kia whispered, pulling away just enough to speak. But the way her eyes burned into his told a different story.

Marcus grinned, his hand still resting on her thigh. “Then let’s find somewhere more private.”

He stood, taking her hand in his and leading her through the maze of tables. The bathroom was just around the corner, its door heavy and solid. Marcus pushed it open, pulling Kia inside and locking the door behind them.

The room was small but clean, the air faintly scented with lavender. Marcus turned to Kia, his hands immediately finding her waist as he pulled her close. Their lips met again, this time with a desperation that left them both breathless.

Kia’s hands were already fumbling with the buckle of his belt, her fingers trembling as she worked to free him. Marcus groaned as her hand wrapped around him, her touch sending a jolt of pleasure through his body.

She dropped to her knees, her eyes locking with his as she took him into her mouth. The warmth of her lips was almost too much to bear, and Marcus had to steady himself against the wall as she began to move. Her tongue swirled around him, her pace slow and deliberate at first, but quickly building in intensity.

Kia took him deeper, her throat relaxing as she engulfed him completely. Marcus groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as he fought to maintain control. The sight of her on her knees, her lips wrapped around him, was almost enough to undo him.

“Kia,” he breathed, his voice rough with need. “You’re incredible.”

She pulled back just enough to look up at him, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “I’m not done yet.”

Standing, Marcus opened the changing table tucked into the wall. Kia didn’t hesitate, jumping up onto it and wrapping her legs around his waist. He kissed her hard, his hands slipping beneath her skirt to pull her panties aside. The sound of his zipper was loud in the small room, and within seconds he was pressing against her, the tip of his cock teasing her entrance.

Kia moaned, her head falling back as he pushed into her, filling her completely. Marcus’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer as he began to move. The rhythm was slow at first, each thrust deep and deliberate, but it didn’t take long for the pace to quicken.

The sound of their bodies coming together filled the room, mingling with their labored breaths and the occasional moan that escaped Kia’s lips. Marcus could feel the tension building in his body, the heat in his stomach coiling tighter with every thrust.

Kia’s nails dug into his shoulders, her legs tightening around him as she neared the edge. “Don’t stop,” she pleaded, her voice barely audible over the sound of their ragged breathing.

Marcus didn’t need to be told twice. He drove into her harder, faster, his body slamming against hers with a force that made the changing table shake. Kia cried out, her body shuddering as she came, her muscles clenching around him in waves of pleasure.

Marcus followed soon after, his release crashing over him as he buried himself deep inside her. He pulsed within her, his body trembling as he let out a low groan, his heart pounding in his chest.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies still entwined, their foreheads pressed together as they caught their breath. Finally, Marcus pulled back, his hands gentle as he helped Kia down from the table.

She smoothed her skirt, her cheeks flushed as she adjusted her clothes. Marcus did the same, tucking himself back into his pants and straightening his shirt. They exchanged a knowing glance, the kind of look that spoke volumes without a single word needing to be said.

Out in the restaurant, their waiter was just setting their plates down as they returned to their booth. The man gave them a knowing smile, his eyes flicking to the bathroom door before he turned away discreetly.

Kia laughed softly, leaning into Marcus as she took her seat. “We’re going to have to leave a nice tip.”

Marcus wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close as he pressed a kiss to her temple. “Worth every penny.”

35 - THE DRUG DEALER’S POOLSIDE PLEASURE

MF / Romantic / Swimming Pool / Public / Kissing / Fingering / Handjob / PIV Sex

Sia’s phone buzzed on the passenger seat, the screen lighting up with a number she didn’t recognize. She hesitated for a moment, her fingers tightening around the steering wheel. Who the hell is this?

She answered, her voice sharp but controlled. “Yeah?”

“Sia?” The man’s voice was smooth, confident, and carried an undertone of charm that made her pause. “I’m Shane. Got your number from a friend. Heard you’re the one to call when I need… a good time.”

Sia’s brow furrowed. A good time? She wasn’t sure if he was talking about drugs or something else, but the way he said it sent a faint shiver down her spine. “Depends on what you’re looking for,” she replied coolly, her tone guarded.

“I’m looking for a few ounces, and I want top quality,” Shane said, and she could almost hear the smirk in his voice. “And I’m willing to pay for it. Name your price.”

Her mind raced. This could be a setup. But he seemed like a big spender. The way he spoke—like he had money to burn—gave her pause. “Where are you?”

He rattled off an address, one in the kind of neighborhood Sia only drove through when she was delivering. The kind of place where the houses had gates and pools and more square footage than she could imagine. Rich guy. Good customer.

“I’ll be there in an hour,” she said, hanging up before he could respond.

An hour later, Sia pulled up to a sprawling modern mansion, its glass windows reflecting the late afternoon sun. She parked her beat-up sedan by the curb, grabbing the small bag of product off the passenger seat. Her heart pounded as she walked up the driveway, her boots crunching on the gravel. Stay cool. This is just another customer.

Shane answered the door almost immediately, as if he’d been waiting for her. He was tall, with sharp features and a smile that made her stomach flip. His eyes lingered on her for a moment, taking her in—her leather jacket, her ripped jeans, the way she carried herself like she wasn’t impressed by his wealth.

“Sia,” he said, stepping aside to let her in. “Glad you could make it.”

The inside of the house was as luxurious as the outside, all polished floors and minimalist furniture. Sia kept her expression neutral, but she couldn’t help noticing the pool through the glass doors, the water shimmering under the sun.

She pulled out the bag of dope, handing it to him. “Here you go.”

Shane took it, his fingers brushing hers in a way that felt deliberate. He handed her a thick envelope of cash, their eyes meeting as she took it.

“Thanks,” she said, tucking it into her jacket. She turned to leave, but his voice stopped her.

“Stay for a drink.” It wasn’t a question.

Sia glanced at him over her shoulder. “I’ve got other customers to see.”

He stepped closer, his presence suddenly overwhelming. “I’ll make it worth your while.” He pulled out another wad of cash, waving it in front of her like bait.

Her stomach tightened. More money. Is it worth it? She looked at him, really looked at him, and something in his eyes made her hesitate. There was something… intriguing about him. Dangerous, maybe, but not in a way that made her want to run.

“Fine,” she said, folding her arms. “One drink.”

Shane’s smile widened. “Good choice.”

He led her to the kitchen, where he mixed her a drink with practiced ease. They sat at the island, the silence between them charged.

“You live here alone?” Sia asked, taking a sip of her drink. It was strong, the kind of thing that warmed her from the inside out.

Shane nodded, his gaze never leaving her. “It gets lonely sometimes.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Rich guy like you? I’m sure you’ve got plenty of company.”

“Not the kind I want,” he said, his voice low. There was something in his tone that made her cheeks heat, and she quickly looked away.

They talked for a while, the conversation surprisingly easy. Shane was smart, funny, and had a way of making her feel like she was the only person in the room. This is dangerous, she thought, but she couldn’t bring herself to leave.

“Let’s go outside,” Shane suggested eventually, standing and offering her his hand.

She hesitated, then took it, letting him lead her to the pool. The sun was starting to set, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink.

“I don’t have a swimsuit,” Sia said, glancing at the water.

Shane shrugged. “Who needs one?” He started unbuttoning his shirt, his movements slow and deliberate. Sia’s breath caught as he tossed it aside, revealing a toned chest. He glanced at her, his eyes dark with invitation. “Your turn.”

Her heart raced as she hesitated, then slowly peeled off her jacket and shirt. The cool evening air brushed against her skin, and she felt exposed in a way that wasn’t entirely unwelcome. Shane’s gaze burned into her as she stepped out of her jeans, leaving her in nothing but her underwear.

He closed the distance between them, his hand reaching out to trace the curve of her waist. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough.

Sia’s breath hitched as he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. This is a bad idea, her mind screamed, but her body didn’t care. She kissed him back, her hands sliding up his chest. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her closer, and she could feel the heat of his body against hers.

They stumbled into the pool, the water cool against their skin. Shane’s hands moved over her body, exploring every inch, and Sia let herself get lost in the sensation. Her panties came off, and Shane tossed them aside. His fingers slipped between her legs, teasing her until she was gasping for air. She reached for him, wrapping her hand around his cock and stroking him slowly, her touch firm.

Shane groaned, his forehead resting against hers. “Fuck, Sia,” he muttered, his voice strained.

He lifted her up, her back pressing against the edge of the pool as he positioned himself between her legs. She could feel the tip of his cock pressing against her, and she arched her back, her nails digging into his shoulders.

“Do it,” she whispered, her voice shaking with anticipation.

Shane didn’t need to be told twice. He pushed into her, the water surrounding them as he filled her completely. Sia gasped, her head falling back as he began to move, his thrusts slow and deep. She could feel every inch of him, her body tightening around him as the pleasure built.

“You feel amazing,” Shane murmured, his breath hot against her ear.

He gripped her hips, his pace quickening, and Sia moaned, her hands clinging to the edge of the pool. The water splashed around them, but she barely noticed—all she could focus on was the way he was making her feel.

Her orgasm hit her suddenly, crashing over her like a wave. She cried out, her body trembling as Shane continued to fuck her, his own release following soon after. He groaned her name, his arms tightening around her as he came inside her, the warmth of his cum mixing with the cool water.

They stayed like that for a moment, both of them breathing heavily. Shane pressed a soft kiss to her shoulder, his hands gently tracing patterns on her back.

Sia’s mind was still reeling as she looked up at him, their eyes meeting. This changes everything, she thought, but she wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or not.

“I’ll see you again,” Shane said, his voice low and promising.

Sia nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yeah. You will.”

But as she stepped out of the pool, her mind already racing with possibilities, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she was about to get in way over her head.

36 - 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.

37 - AN UNEXPECTED CATCH
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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.

38 - LATE NIGHT LOVE AT THE DINER
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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.

39 - 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.

40 - 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.

41 - MEETING HER BIRTH FAMILY

MF / Taboo / Romantic / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Monica’s heart raced as Richard’s lips pressed against hers, his hands cupping her face with a heat that made her knees weak. The kitchen was dimly lit, the sounds of the party muffled behind the closed door, but all she could hear was the rush of her own pulse in her ears. His kiss was soft at first, tentative, as if he was testing the waters. But when she didn’t pull away, when she leaned into him instead, he deepened it, his tongue sliding against hers in a way that made her stomach coil with desire.

She knew it was wrong. They were cousins, for God’s sake. But the way he looked at her all evening, the way his hand lingered on her waist as they danced, had sent sparks shooting through her body. And now, in the quiet of the kitchen, she couldn’t deny the pull he had on her. His body was warm against hers, his chest pressing into her as he backed her up against the counter. She felt the edge of it dig into her lower back, but the sensation only heightened the ache between her legs.

“Richard,” she breathed against his lips, her voice trembling. “We shouldn’t—”

He cut her off with another kiss, his hands sliding down to her hips, tugging her closer. “I know,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin. “But I can’t stop thinking about you. Not since the moment I saw you.”

His words sent a shiver down her spine. She could feel the evidence of his desire pressing against her, and it made her wetter than she’d ever been. She wanted him. God, she wanted him. And when he pulled back slightly, his dark eyes searching hers, she saw the same hunger reflected back at her.

—

It had started a few months earlier.

Monica had always known she was adopted, but she still had so many unanswered questions. Desperate to find her birth family, she’d submitted a sample to an ancestry DNA website. A few weeks later, she’d gotten a message from a couple in Kentucky, claiming to be her birth parents. They’d spent a long time looking for her, and they were eager to reconnect.

It turned out that Monica came from a big family—seven children, to be exact, along with a dozen cousins. Excited to meet everyone, she’d quickly booked a flight to Kentucky.

When she arrived on the family farm, Monica’s parents greeted her warmly. Her birth mother had tears in her eyes, explaining that they couldn’t afford another child when Monica was born. They just wanted to give her a better life. Monica gave her mother a hug, finally feeling like she had some answers.

Her parents insisted on throwing a party, welcoming Monica back into the family. She’d be able to meet all of her cousins, aunts, and uncles. As the guests arrived, Monica’s heart raced with excitement.

And that’s when she spotted Richard. He was handsome, his muscular build visible through the fabric of his T-shirt. And something in his dark eyes made her heart flutter. When Richard introduced himself, Monica found out they were cousins. This is wrong, she told herself. We’re related. But somehow, she still felt a blossoming attraction.

As Monica talked to Richard, it turned out they had a lot in common. And when he put his hand on her shoulder, she felt a spark of electricity coursing through her body. She could barely focus on the conversation.

Monica’s stomach twisted. She made an excuse to go inside the house. She felt so confused. She had to get away from Richard, put him out of her mind. But as she walked in the kitchen, she heard him following behind her.

—

Now, they’d just shared a passionate kiss, and Monica knew she couldn’t turn back.

“Come with me,” Richard whispered, his hand slipping into hers.

She didn’t hesitate. She couldn’t. Her body was already on fire for him, and the thought of stopping now was unbearable. He led her upstairs, their footsteps soft against the carpet, and into the bathroom at the end of the hall. The moment the door clicked shut behind them, he was on her again, his lips devouring hers as he reached for the zipper of her dress.

The sound of it sliding down sent a jolt of anticipation through her. He peeled the fabric away from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet, and she stood before him in nothing but her lace panties. His eyes raked over her body, and she felt her skin flush under his gaze. He reached out, his fingers brushing over the curve of her breasts, and she let out a soft moan as he cupped them in his hands.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

He leaned in, his lips trailing down her neck to her collarbone, and she arched into him, her hands fumbling with the buttons of his shirt. She needed to feel him. Needed to feel his skin against hers. When she finally got it open, she pushed it off his shoulders, her fingers skimming over the hard planes of his chest.

He lifted her onto the counter, the cool surface against her bare skin making her shiver. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing her legs apart, and she gasped as his fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, pulling them down and tossing them aside. His eyes locked onto hers, and she could see the hunger in them as he dropped to his knees in front of her.

“Richard—” she started, but her words were cut off by a moan as his mouth found her.

His tongue was hot and wet against her, and she threw her head back, her fingers gripping the edge of the counter as he licked and sucked at her clit. The pleasure was overwhelming, and she could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge with every swipe of his tongue. He slid a finger inside her, curling it just right, and she cried out, her hips bucking against his mouth.

“Oh God,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He added another finger, his mouth never leaving her as he worked her over. She could feel the orgasm building, coiling tight in her stomach, and when it finally hit, it was like a tidal wave crashing over her. She came with a cry, her body shaking as the pleasure washed through her.

When she finally opened her eyes, he was standing in front of her, his chest rising and falling as he undid his belt. She watched as he pushed his pants and boxers down, his cock springing free, and she felt a fresh surge of desire at the sight of it. He was big, throbbing with need, and she wanted him inside her. Now.

She slid off the counter, dropping to her knees in front of him. Her hand wrapped around his length, and she looked up at him as she leaned in, her lips wrapping around the head of his cock. He groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling around him as she worked him over. She could taste him, salty and bitter on her tongue, and it only made her want him more.

“Fuck, Monica,” he muttered, his hips thrusting forward as she took him all the way in.

She could feel him hitting the back of her throat, and she swallowed around him, her eyes watering as she deepthroated him. His grip on her hair tightened, and she could feel him getting closer, his breathing ragged as she sucked him harder.

But before he could come, he pulled her up, his lips crashing into hers as he lifted her onto the counter again. He positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she let out a whimper as he pushed inside her.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders as he filled her.

He was so big, stretching her in the best way possible, and she could feel every inch of him as he slid deeper. When he bottomed out, he paused, giving her a moment to adjust, before he started to move.

His thrusts were slow at first, but they quickly grew harder, more desperate. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, and he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the bathroom, and she could feel another orgasm building, the pleasure coiling tight in her stomach.

“Richard,” she whimpered, her body trembling as he hit that spot inside her that made her see stars. “I’m gonna come.”

“Come for me, baby,” he growled, his thrusts becoming rougher, more erratic.

And when she finally came, her body convulsing around him, he followed her over the edge, his hips jerking as he spilled himself inside her. They stayed like that for a moment, their breathing ragged, his forehead resting against hers. She could feel him softening inside her, but she didn’t want to let him go. Not yet.

“We should get back,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Before someone notices we’re gone.”

She nodded, reluctantly letting him slip out of her. As they got dressed, she couldn’t help but smile. She had found her family, and now, she had found something else entirely. Something she wasn’t ready to let go of just yet.

42 - SURRENDERING TO AN ARTIST

MF / BDSM / Romantic / Kissing / Spanking / Blindfold / Nipple Play / Vibrator / Cunnilingus / Dildo

Cayenne stepped into the dimly lit bar, the bass of the music thrumming through her chest. She hadn’t been planning on going out tonight, but something had tugged at her, a restless energy she couldn’t shake.

She slid onto a stool at the bar, ordering a drink she didn’t even really want, just to have something to hold. Her eyes scanned the room, catching on a man leaning against the far wall. He was tall, his leather jacket clinging to his broad shoulders, and there was something about the way he held himself—confident, almost dangerous. She couldn’t look away.

Their eyes met, and he smirked, pushing off the wall and sauntering over. God, he knows he’s hot, she thought, her pulse quickening. He stopped just beside her, his gaze piercing.

“You look like you need better company than that drink,” he said, his voice low and smooth, like velvet over steel.

Cayenne raised an eyebrow, trying to play it cool. “And you think you’re that company?”

He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. “I know I am. Name’s James, by the way.”

She shivered, her resolve crumbling faster than she expected. “Cayenne.”

“Interesting name,” he said, sliding into the stool next to her. “Spicy, just like you, I bet.”

She laughed, the sound a little nervous, a little thrilled. “You have no idea.”

They talked for hours, the conversation flowing effortlessly. James was magnetic, his stories laced with a darkness that only made him more intriguing. He told her about his art, his eyes lighting up as he described the way he poured his soul onto the canvas. Cayenne was captivated, hanging on every word.

“Come see it,” he said suddenly, standing and offering her his hand. “My place isn’t far.”

She hesitated for just a moment, then took his hand, letting him lead her out of the bar and into the night.

James’ apartment was exactly what she expected—eclectic, moody, and filled with his art. The walls were covered in paintings, each one more intense than the last. They seemed to pulse with emotion, drawing her in.

“These are incredible,” she said, her fingers brushing lightly over one of the canvases. “They’re so… alive.”

He stepped closer, his chest nearly pressed against her back. “They’re pieces of me,” he murmured. “Every one of them tells a story.”

Cayenne turned to face him, her breath catching at the intensity in his eyes. Before she could say anything, his lips were on hers, the kiss deep and hungry. She melted into him, her hands sliding up his chest to tangle in his hair.

They stumbled into the bedroom, their clothes falling away in a frenzy. Cayenne’s eyes widened as she noticed the assortment of BDSM equipment in the corner—ropes, cuffs, a paddle. She hesitated, her heart racing.

James noticed her uncertainty and cupped her face in his hands. “Trust me,” he said, his voice soft but commanding. “Let me take care of you.”

She nodded, her fear giving way to a thrill of anticipation. He undressed her slowly, his hands worshiping her body as he revealed her inch by inch. When she was bare before him, he turned her around and delivered a gentle spank, the sound sharp in the quiet room.

Cayenne gasped, her cheeks flushing. “James—”

His hand landed on her ass again. Cayenne winced, but the pain was invigorating. She felt herself growing more aroused.

“Shh,” he whispered, guiding her to the bed. He blindfolded her, the world disappearing into darkness. Her other senses heightened, every touch, every breath amplified.

His hands found her breasts, his mouth following, sucking and teasing her nipples until she was squirming beneath him. He took his time, exploring her body with a mix of tenderness and control that drove her wild. Then, she felt the cool touch of plastic against her skin—a vibrator. He teased her nipples with it first, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through her. Slowly, he moved it lower, circling her clit until she was panting, desperate for more.

“Please,” she whimpered, her hips bucking against his hand.

Instead of answering, he replaced the vibrator with his mouth, his tongue licking and flicking her clit with maddening precision. Cayenne cried out, her hands fisting in the sheets as he brought her to the edge and pushed her over, her orgasm crashing through her like a wave.

But he wasn’t done. She felt the weight of him on the bed, the blunt pressure of a dildo pressing against her entrance. He slid it in slowly, then began to fuck her with it, the pace steady and relentless. Cayenne moaned, her body tightening around the toy as he pushed her toward another climax.

“That’s it,” he growled, driving the dildo deeper. “Come for me again.”

She obeyed, her second orgasm even more intense than the first. Before she could catch her breath, she heard the sound of a zipper, the blindfold being pulled away. James’ cock was in front of her, hard and demanding.

“Suck it,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire.

Cayenne didn’t hesitate, taking him into her mouth with eager enthusiasm. She worked him with her lips and tongue, her eyes locked on his as he groaned in pleasure. It wasn’t long before he was spilling into her mouth, his hand tight in her hair as he rode out his release.

When it was over, he pulled her onto the bed, holding her close. “So,” he said, a smirk playing on his lips, “you up for round two?”

Cayenne looked up at him, her heart pounding with excitement. “Absolutely.”

43 - SHARING HER HUSBAND

MFF / Group Sex / Threesome / Polyamory / Romantic / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“You’re sure about this?” Mason’s voice was low, his breath hot against Britta’s neck as his hands slid down her sides, fingers tracing the edge of her lace panties.

Britta tilted her head back, her lips grazing his ear as she whispered, “I’ve never been more sure.”

Mason’s hands paused, his grip tightening slightly. “And her?” he asked, his voice thick with curiosity and anticipation.

Britta glanced over her shoulder, her gaze locking with Violet’s. The other woman stood in the doorway of their bedroom, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her crimson lingerie clinging to her curves like it was painted on. The way Violet looked at her—hungry, daring, inviting—sent a shiver down Britta’s spine.

She turned back to Mason, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Her too.”

Mason’s breath hitched, his eyes darkening with desire. But Britta’s mind drifted back to how they’d gotten here, to the moment she’d decided to take the leap.

—

It had been a quiet evening, just the two of them, when Mason brought it up again. They were curled up on the couch, the soft glow of the TV casting shadows across the room. Mason’s fingers were absently tracing circles on her thigh, his touch familiar and comforting.

“You ever think about it?” he asked, his voice casual, but there was a weight to it that made Britta’s stomach flip.

She knew what he meant. They’d talked about it before—the threesome. It had been a fantasy of Mason’s for years, but Britta had always shut it down. The idea of sharing him with someone else, or even sharing herself with someone else, had felt too foreign, too risky. But something about the way he asked that night, the way his fingers stilled on her leg as if he was holding his breath, made her pause.

She turned to look at him, her brow furrowing. “Why now?”

Mason shrugged, but there was a flicker of something in his eyes—hope, maybe? “I don’t know. I guess I just…I want us to try something new. Together.”

Britta chewed her lip, her mind racing. She loved Mason, more than anything, and the thought of denying him something he clearly wanted so badly made her chest ache. But could she do it? Could she really share him with someone else?

The next morning, she’d made the ad. “Couple seeking a woman for a night of passion. No strings, just fun.” The responses started pouring in almost immediately, but none of them felt right. Too eager, too detached, too…not quite what she was looking for.

And then Violet’s message came through.

Britta remembered opening it, her heart pounding as she read the words. “I’m curious. Let’s meet.” There was something about the way Violet wrote—confident, but not arrogant; playful, but not flippant—that drew Britta in.

When they finally met in person, it was like something clicked into place. Violet was stunning, of course, with her dark hair and piercing green eyes, but it was more than that. There was an ease about her, a warmth that made Britta feel like she could trust her.

They’d spent hours talking, getting to know each other, and by the time Mason came home, Britta was ready.

—

Now, here they were, the three of them standing in their bedroom, the air thick with tension and anticipation. Mason’s hands were on Britta’s hips, his touch firm but gentle, as if he was waiting for her to take the lead.

She did.

Britta stepped forward, closing the distance between herself and Violet. She reached out, her fingers brushing against the other woman’s cheek, and Violet leaned into the touch, her lips parting slightly.

“You’re beautiful,” Britta whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of their breathing.

Violet’s eyes fluttered shut for a moment, and when they opened again, there was a spark of something in them—desire, maybe, or something deeper. “So are you,” Violet murmured, her hands coming up to rest on Britta’s waist.

Behind her, Mason let out a low groan, and Britta turned to look at him, her lips curving into a smile. “Come here,” she said, her voice firm now, and Mason didn’t hesitate.

He stepped forward, his hands finding Britta’s hips again as he pressed himself against her, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that was hungry, urgent, desperate. Britta moaned into his mouth, her body arching into his, but then she felt Violet’s hands on her shoulders, and she broke the kiss, turning to face the other woman.

Violet’s lips were on hers before she could even think, the kiss softer but no less intense, and Britta let herself get lost in it. She could feel Mason’s hands on her, his fingers fumbling with the clasp of her bra, and then it was gone, the cool air brushing against her skin.

Violet’s hands followed, her touch gentle but deliberate as she traced the curves of Britta’s body, her fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of her stomach, her ribs, the swell of her breasts. Britta’s breath hitched, her body trembling under the combined touch of her husband and this stranger who didn’t feel like a stranger at all.

Mason’s hands moved lower, sliding her panties down her legs, and Britta stepped out of them, her heart pounding in her chest. She was completely exposed now, but she didn’t feel self-conscious. If anything, she felt powerful.

Violet’s hands were on her again, guiding her toward the bed, and Britta let herself be led. She lay down, her body sinking into the soft mattress, and then Violet was on top of her, their lips meeting in a kiss that was electric. Mason was beside them, his hand resting on Britta’s thigh, his touch a constant reminder that he was there, that this was about them, about the three of them.

Violet’s lips moved lower, trailing kisses down Britta’s neck, her chest, her stomach, and Britta’s breath caught in her throat as she felt the other woman’s tongue flick against her skin.

“Oh god,” Britta moaned, her hands tangling in Violet’s hair as the other woman’s mouth found the sensitive skin between her thighs.

Mason’s hand moved higher, his fingers brushing against the wetness between Britta’s legs, and she let out a shuddering breath, her hips bucking against his touch.

“Look at her,” Mason murmured, his voice rough with desire, and Britta opened her eyes, her gaze meeting Violet’s.

The other woman’s lips were slick with Britta’s arousal, and the sight of it sent a jolt of white-hot pleasure through her. She could feel Mason’s fingers inside her now, moving in and out, in and out, and Violet’s tongue was right there, flicking against her clit, and it was all too much, too much—

“Britta,” Mason growled, his fingers stilling inside her, and she knew what he wanted.

She nodded, her body trembling with anticipation, and Mason shifted, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself between her legs. Britta’s heart was pounding, her body aching with need, and then Mason was inside her, filling her, and she let out a gasp, her hands clutching at the sheets as he began to move.

Violet’s lips were on hers again, their tongues tangling as Mason thrust into her, his pace fast, hard, unrelenting. Britta’s body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure, and she could feel herself teetering on the edge, her entire world narrowing down to the sensation of Mason inside her, Violet’s lips on hers, Violet’s hand between her legs—

“Come for me, Britta,” Mason growled, his voice rough with desire.

Britta’s body obeyed, her muscles tightening around him as pleasure exploded through her, her vision whiting out for a moment as she let out a cry of pure ecstasy.

Mason wasn’t far behind her, his body shuddering as he came inside her, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he buried himself deep. Violet’s lips were on hers again, her tongue slipping into Britta’s mouth.

“Come here,” Britta gasped, tugging Violet’s hips up so that she was straddling her face.

Britta’s tongue was right there, flicking against Violet’s clit. Violet let out a moan of pure need, her hands tangling in Britta’s hair as she ground herself against her face.

Britta could feel Violet’s thighs trembling around her head, could hear the other woman’s breath coming in short, shaky gasps, and then Violet was coming, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm as Britta licked and sucked and devoured her.

When it was over, when the last shudders had wracked Violet’s body and Mason’s seed was warm inside her, Britta lay there, her breath coming in shallow gasps, her body sated and spent.

Mason curled up beside her, his arms wrapping around her as he pressed a kiss to her shoulder, and Violet lay on her other side, her hand resting on Britta’s stomach, her lips curved into a soft, satisfied smile.

It was then that Britta realized she didn’t feel jealous, didn’t feel threatened, didn’t feel like this had been a mistake. Instead, she felt complete, like something had shifted between her and Mason, like their marriage had been tested and had come out stronger on the other side.

“Let’s do this again sometime.” Mason’s voice was soft, almost hesitant.

Britta turned to look at him, her lips curving into a smile. “I can’t wait.”

44 - THE ARTIST AND HIS WIFE

MFF / Age Gap / Romantic / Group Sex / Threesome / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Masturbation / PIV Sex

Bebe’s heart raced as she stepped into Thomas Maxwell’s studio for the first time. The air smelled of oil paint and turpentine, a scent that instantly made her feel at home. She had been dreaming of this moment for years—working alongside one of the greatest contemporary painters in the world.

But nothing could have prepared her for the way he looked at her when their eyes met. Thomas was older, his dark hair streaked with silver, but his gaze was sharp, almost predatory. And when he smiled at her, it wasn’t the polite, professional smile she expected. It was something else. Something that made her stomach flutter.

“You must be Bebe,” he said, his voice low and smooth, like a stroke of velvet. “I’ve heard great things about your work.”

She blushed, unsure of what to say. “Thank you, Mr. Maxwell. It’s an honor to be here.”

“Call me Thomas,” he said, his eyes lingering on her face a moment too long. “And the honor is mine.”

—

For the next few weeks, Bebe poured herself into her work, determined to prove she deserved this opportunity. But it wasn’t just the art that captivated her. It was Thomas. He was magnetic, always finding a reason to stand close to her, his hand brushing hers as they worked side by side. He complimented her technique, her creativity, her presence. And sometimes, when he thought she wasn’t looking, she caught him staring at her with an intensity that made her pulse quicken.

But there was one thing that kept her from acting on the growing attraction: Alexa Maxwell. Thomas’s wife. Bebe had seen photos of her online—a stunning, statuesque woman with an air of effortless sophistication. Alexa was a renowned sculptor, her work celebrated in galleries around the world. She was everything Bebe wasn’t: confident, established, and undeniably beautiful. The thought of crossing that line with Thomas felt like a betrayal, not just to Alexa, but to herself.

—

One evening, after a particularly long day in the studio, Thomas turned to Bebe with a sly smile. “You’ve been working hard. Why don’t you come back to my place? I’ve got a bottle of wine that’s been calling my name.”

Bebe hesitated. She knew what this could mean, and the guilt gnawed at her. “I don’t know… what about Alexa?”

Thomas chuckled, a low, knowing sound. “Don’t worry about Alexa. She’s been looking forward to meeting you.”

Her stomach knotted with confusion. Looking forward to meeting her? What did that mean? But before she could ask, Thomas was already leading her out the door, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back.

The ride to his house was a blur. Bebe’s mind raced with possibilities, each one more outrageous than the last. When they arrived, the door swung open before they even reached it, and there she was: Alexa Maxwell. She was even more striking in person, her sharp features softened by a warm smile.

“You must be Bebe,” Alexa said, her voice smooth and melodic. “Thomas has been raving about you.”

Bebe’s cheeks flushed. “It’s nice to meet you.”

Alexa stepped closer, her gaze sweeping over Bebe with an intensity that made her shiver. “You’re even more beautiful than he described.”

Bebe’s breath caught in her throat. Beautiful? She wasn’t sure how to respond. She glanced at Thomas, but he was watching Alexa with a look of amusement, as if this were all part of some elaborate game.

“We thought you might like to join us for a drink,” he said, his tone casual, but his eyes were anything but.

Bebe’s heart pounded as she followed them inside. The house was a masterpiece of modern design, filled with art and sculptures that spoke of wealth and taste. But Bebe barely noticed. All she could focus on was the tension in the air, thick and electric.

Alexa poured the wine, her movements graceful and deliberate. She handed Bebe a glass, her fingers brushing against hers in a way that sent a jolt of heat through her body. “To new experiences,” Alexa said, raising her glass.

Bebe hesitated, then clinked her glass against theirs. As she took a sip, she noticed the way Thomas was watching her, his eyes dark with desire. And Alexa—she was watching her too, her gaze lingering on Bebe’s lips.

“There’s something I’ve been wanting to ask you,” Thomas said, his voice breaking the silence. “How would you feel about… joining us? The three of us, together?”

Bebe froze. A threesome? Her mind spun, torn between shock and arousal. She had never done anything like this before, but the idea was undeniably tempting. She looked at Alexa, searching for any hint of hesitation, but the woman was smiling, her eyes filled with anticipation.

“I’ve been waiting for the right moment to suggest it,” Alexa said, her voice soft but firm. “You’re stunning, Bebe. And I can see how much Thomas admires you. We’d both love to share this with you.”

Bebe’s heart raced. She could feel the heat pooling between her legs, her body betraying her with its own want. “I… I don’t know,” she stammered, but her voice lacked conviction.

Alexa stepped closer, her lips brushing against Bebe’s ear. “You don’t have to decide right now,” she whispered. “But I can tell you’re curious. Let us show you how good it can be.”

Before Bebe could respond, Alexa’s lips were on hers, soft and insistent. Bebe’s mind went blank, her body responding on instinct. She kissed back, her hands gripping Alexa’s waist as the woman deepened the kiss. Thomas watched them, his breath heavy, his eyes filled with hunger.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom,” he said, his voice rough with need.

Bebe nodded, her head spinning as Alexa took her hand and led her down the hall. The bedroom was bathed in soft, golden light, the air thick with anticipation. Alexa turned to her, her fingers trembling slightly as she began to unbutton Bebe’s shirt. Each touch was deliberate, slow, as if she were savoring every moment. Bebe’s breath hitched as her shirt fell to the floor, exposing her bare skin.

“You’re perfect,” Alexa murmured, her hands trailing down Bebe’s sides. “Absolutely perfect.”

Bebe shivered as Alexa’s lips found her neck, her teeth grazing the sensitive skin. She felt Thomas behind her, his hands on her hips, his breath hot on her ear. He kissed the nape of her neck, his stubble scraping against her skin in a way that sent a jolt of pleasure through her.

Alexa’s hands moved to Bebe’s jeans, undoing the button and sliding them down her legs. Bebe stepped out of them, her body trembling with anticipation. Alexa knelt before her, her hands sliding up Bebe’s thighs, and Bebe let out a soft moan as Alexa’s lips brushed against her inner thigh.

“You’re so wet,” Alexa whispered, her voice laced with desire. “I can’t wait to taste you.”

Bebe’s knees nearly buckled as Alexa’s tongue traced the edge of her panties. She looked down, her breath catching at the sight of Alexa’s lips so close to her most intimate place. And then, with a slow, deliberate motion, Alexa pulled the fabric aside and licked a stripe up her slit.

Bebe gasped, her hands tangling in Alexa’s hair as the woman’s tongue delved deeper, exploring every inch of her. Thomas groaned behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he watched his wife pleasure the young intern.

“Fuck, Alexa,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You’re driving me crazy.”

Alexa glanced up at him, her lips glistening with Bebe’s arousal. “Then why don’t you join in?” she suggested, her voice sultry.

Thomas didn’t hesitate. He stepped back, stripping off his clothes, and Bebe’s eyes widened at the sight of his erection, thick and heavy, already glistening with precum. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes locked on Bebe’s face as Alexa returned to her task, her tongue working magic between Bebe’s thighs.

Bebe’s moans filled the room, her body trembling as Alexa brought her closer and closer to the edge. But before she could climax, Alexa pulled away, her lips swollen and wet.

“Your turn,” she said, looking at Thomas with a mischievous smile.

Thomas didn’t need to be told twice. He stepped forward, pressing the tip of his cock against Bebe’s slit. She gasped, her body arching as he pushed inside her, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as Thomas began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate.

Alexa knelt beside them, her hands roaming over Bebe’s body, her lips brushing against her neck.

“You feel amazing,” Thomas groaned, his pace quickening. “So tight, so perfect.”

Bebe’s mind was a whirlwind of sensation, her body overwhelmed with pleasure. She could feel the tension building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter with every thrust. And then, with a cry, she came undone, her body convulsing as waves of ecstasy crashed over her.

Thomas followed moments later, his breath hitching as he spilled inside her, his body trembling with the force of his climax. He pulled out slowly, his chest heaving as he collapsed onto the bed beside her.

Alexa leaned in, her lips brushing against Bebe’s. “You were incredible,” she whispered, her voice filled with admiration.

Bebe’s heart raced, her body still buzzing with the aftershocks of pleasure. She couldn’t believe what had just happened, but she knew one thing for certain: she wanted more. She looked at Thomas, his eyes heavy with satisfaction, and then at Alexa, her lips curled in a knowing smile.

“I think we’ll be seeing a lot more of you,” Thomas said, his voice husky.

Bebe’s breath hitched, her mind already racing with the possibilities. “I think I’d like that.”

45 - AN OLDER GENTLEMAN AT THE STRIP CLUB

MF / Age Gap / Romantic / 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.

46 - AN ESCORT’S WEALTHY CUSTOMER

MF / Wealthy / Sex Work / Romantic / Blowjob / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The sleek black car glided through the quiet streets, its windows tinted to shield Elise from prying eyes. She sat in the back seat, her heart pounding in her chest. The dress she wore clung to her curves—a deep red number that hugged her figure in all the right places. She had chosen it carefully after James's instructions: wear something sexy. The fabric was soft against her skin, but the anticipation made her feel as if it were prickling with electricity. She had never been to a client’s home before, let alone a mansion. The promise of luxury stirred something in her, a curiosity mingled with desire.

The car pulled up to a gated estate, and Elise’s breath caught in her throat. The mansion was massive, its modern architecture glowing softly under the moonlight. The driver opened her door, and she stepped out, her heels clicking against the polished stone walkway. The air was crisp, but her skin felt warm, her excitement building with every step toward the towering double doors.

James Clark was waiting for her in the foyer. He was tall, his broad shoulders accentuated by a tailored black suit. His dark hair was perfectly styled, and his piercing green eyes locked onto her the moment she entered. He’s even more handsome in person, Elise thought, her stomach fluttering.

James smiled, a slow, confident curve of his lips that made her feel both exposed and desired. “Elise,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “You look stunning.”

She blushed, her cheeks heating under his gaze. “Thank you. Your home is… incredible.”

“Let me show you around,” he offered, extending his arm.

She took it, his warmth seeping through the fabric of his suit. They moved through the mansion, James pointing out the art on the walls, the intricate details of the architecture, the sweeping view of the city from the floor-to-ceiling windows. Everything was impossibly luxurious, and Elise couldn’t help but feel a little out of place. But James’s presence was reassuring, his hand resting gently on the small of her back as they walked.

When they reached the bedroom, James turned to her, his expression softening. He reached into his pocket and pulled out an envelope, handing it to her. “Five thousand dollars,” he said. “For your time.”

Elise’s eyes widened. “That’s… more than my usual fee.”

“You’re worth every penny,” he replied, his voice steady.

She took the envelope, her hands trembling slightly. His generosity was overwhelming, but it was the look in his eyes that made her breath hitch—something deeper than desire, something almost tender.

He stepped closer, his fingers brushing against her arm. “Do you trust me?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Elise swallowed, her heart racing. “Yes,” she breathed.

James smiled and began to undress her, his hands moving with deliberate care. He unzipped her dress, letting it pool at her feet, and his eyes traveled over her body as if memorizing every curve. His fingers traced the lace of her bra, and she shivered under his touch. He kissed her then, his lips soft but insistent, his tongue teasing hers until she was gasping for air. His hands roamed her body, caressing her breasts, her waist, her hips, until she was trembling with need.

He unbuttoned his shirt, revealing the defined muscles of his chest, and Elise’s gaze dropped to his pants as he unbuckled his belt. He pushed them down, and her breath caught at the sight of his cock—thick and hard, already glistening at the tip. She reached for him instinctively, her fingers wrapping around his length, and he groaned, his head tipping back.

“Suck it,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Elise dropped to her knees, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. She sucked him deep, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head, and he moaned, his hands tangling in her hair. She could taste him, the salty sweetness of his pre-cum, and it only fueled her desire. She bobbed her head, taking him as far as she could, her throat relaxing to accommodate his size. His groans grew louder, his grip tightening in her hair, and she reveled in the power she had over him.

But he didn’t let her finish. With a growl, he pulled her to her feet and kissed her hard, his hands gripping her ass as he lifted her onto the bed. He reached into a drawer beside the bed, pulling out a sleek black vibrator. “Spread your legs,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Elise obeyed, her body trembling with anticipation. He turned on the vibrator, the low hum filling the room, and pressed it against her clit. She gasped, her back arching as pleasure shot through her. He moved it in slow circles, his eyes locked on hers, and she moaned, her hips bucking against the sensation. He slid the vibrator inside her, the vibrations sending waves of ecstasy through her body. She writhed on the bed, her hands gripping the sheets, her cries growing louder with every passing second.

When he finally pulled the vibrator away, Elise was panting, her body on the edge of release. James climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. He guided his cock to her entrance, pushing inside her with a slow, deliberate thrust. She moaned, her nails digging into his back as he filled her completely. He began to move, his hips slamming into hers with increasing intensity, and she met each thrust, her body craving more.

Their rhythm grew frantic, their moans mingling as they moved together. James’s hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he fucked her harder, deeper, until she was screaming his name. Her orgasm hit her like a tsunami, her body convulsing around him, and he groaned, his own release following soon after. He collapsed on top of her, his breath hot against her skin, their bodies still connected.

“Elise,” he whispered, his voice trembling. “You’re special. Stop working as an escort. Be my girlfriend.”

Elsie hesitated. “I-I just met you,” she stammered. She couldn’t believe that someone like James would want to date someone like her, but she knew she wanted more.

“I’ll take care of you,” James continued, his fingers tangling in Elsie’s hair. “You’ll have everything you need.”

Elsie’s heart raced with excitement. She couldn’t believe what was happening. “Yes. I’ll be your girlfriend,” she replied. With that, Elsie knew her life had changed forever.

47 - SCORING DURING THE GAME

MF / Romantic / Public / Exhibitionism / Kissing / Fingering / Handjob / PIV Sex

Kyra’s phone buzzed on the counter, the screen lighting up with a new message. She picked it up, her heart skipping a beat as she saw the notification. Edward. The name alone made her stomach flutter. She swiped open the app, her dark hair falling over her shoulder as she leaned in to read his message.

"Hey Kyra, I’ve got two tickets to tonight’s game. Interested in joining me?"

She hesitated for only a moment before typing back, her fingers moving quickly. "I’d love to. What time should I meet you?"

The confirmation came through almost instantly. "I’ll pick you up at 6."

Kyra glanced at the clock. Three hours. She dashed to her closet, pulling out a tight black dress that hugged her curves perfectly. She wanted to look irresistible. By the time the doorbell rang, she was ready, her hair cascading down her back and her lips painted a deep, seductive red.

Edward stood at her doorstep, his muscular frame filling the doorway. His eyes raked over her appreciatively. “You look stunning,” he said, his voice low and smooth.

“Thank you,” she replied, feeling a warmth spread through her chest. “You don’t look so bad yourself.”

They drove to the ballpark, the air between them charged with an unspoken tension. When they arrived, Kyra’s eyes widened as Edward led her toward the box seats.

“Box seats?” she asked, unable to hide her excitement.

He smirked. “Only the best for you.”

The suite was luxurious, with a large window offering a panoramic view of the field and a lavish buffet spread out on a nearby table.

A few other fans were inside, enjoying the air conditioning, but Edward gestured toward the outdoor balcony. “Care to join me out there?”

Kyra nodded, following him outside. The sounds of the game surrounded them—the crack of the bat, the roar of the crowd, the announcer’s voice booming over the speakers. The sun was setting, casting a golden glow over the stadium. Edward took her hand in his, his touch sending a shiver up her spine.

They sat close together, their thighs brushing. Kyra could feel the heat radiating from his body, or maybe it was just the summer air. The game was intense, and when the home team hit a home run, the crowd erupted in cheers. Edward turned to her, his eyes locking onto hers.

In that moment, everything else faded away. His lips pressed against hers, the kiss starting soft but quickly deepening. Kyra melted into him, her hands resting on his chest. His hand slid up her thigh, slipping under her skirt. She gasped into the kiss as his fingers brushed against her panties.

“Edward,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Shh,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. “Just relax.”

His fingers slid beneath the lace, finding her wetness. She moaned softly, her head falling back as he explored her. The sounds of the game around them only heightened the thrill of what they were doing.

Edward shifted, pulling his jacket onto his lap to cover what was happening. “Take it,” he whispered, his voice rough with desire.

Kyra hesitated for only a moment before reaching under the jacket. She could feel him, hard and ready, through his pants. Her fingers fumbled with the zipper, and when she finally freed him, she wrapped her hand around his length. His breathing hitched as she began to stroke him, her movements slow and deliberate.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his eyes dark with need.

She met his gaze, her own filled with a mix of lust and nervousness. “What if someone sees us?”

“They won’t,” he assured her, his voice steady despite the tension in his body.

Kyra glanced over her shoulder, checking to make sure the other fans were still inside. The coast was clear. She stood up, her dress riding up as she straddled his lap. His hands gripped her waist, guiding her as she lowered herself onto him.

The sensation was overwhelming. She bit her lip to stifle a moan as he filled her completely. He held her still for a moment, letting her adjust, before pulling her into a deep kiss. Then, he began to move, his hands gripping her hips as she rocked against him.

The sounds of the game continued around them, but Kyra was barely aware of it. All she could focus on was the way Edward felt inside her, the way his hands gripped her, the way his breath mingled with hers. She moved faster, her body desperate for release.

“That’s it,” Edward whispered, his voice strained. “Just like that.”

Kyra’s nails dug into his shoulders as her orgasm built, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. She cried out, her body shuddering with pleasure. Edward followed shortly after, his grip on her hips tightening as he came inside her.

They stayed like that for a moment, their breathing ragged, before Kyra finally climbed off his lap. She smoothed her dress down, her heart still racing.

“That was…” she began, but words failed her.

“Incredible,” Edward finished for her, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips.

Just then, the crowd erupted in cheers again as another home run was hit. Kyra laughed, the sound light and carefree. “I guess it’s a good night for the home team.”

Edward chuckled, pulling her into his side. “And for us.”

Kyra leaned against him, feeling a sense of contentment she hadn’t expected. The game continued around them, but she was happy to stay right where she was, Edward’s arm around her and the memory of what they’d just done still fresh in her mind.

“So,” Edward said, his voice casual, “would you be interested in doing this again sometime?”

Kyra looked up at him, a smile tugging at her lips. “I think I might be.”

48 - MISTAKEN IDENTITY, TABOO DESIRE

MF / Cheating / Taboo / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Mary’s heart skipped a beat when she spotted him standing in line at the fast-food joint. Tommy. She hadn’t expected to see him here, especially since he’d texted her earlier saying he was stuck at work. But there he was, his broad shoulders, his messy dark hair, that same hoodie she’d bought him last Christmas. She couldn’t help but smile. He looked so good, even in something as casual as this.

Without thinking, she crept up behind him, her hands sliding around his waist. She leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, “Missed you, babe,” before giving his ass a firm, playful squeeze.

But something felt… off.

The man stiffened under her touch, and when he turned around, Mary’s stomach dropped. It wasn’t Tommy. It was Raymond. His identical twin brother. The same face, the same build, the same everything—except for the smirk that was distinctly Raymond’s.

“Well, this is a surprise,” Raymond drawled, his voice low and teasing. His dark eyes glinted with mischief as he looked her up and down. “If I’d known you were this forward, I might’ve made a move sooner.”

Mary’s face burned. “Oh my God, Raymond! I’m so sorry. I thought you were—”

“Tommy? Yeah, I get that a lot,” he interrupted, chuckling. He didn’t seem the least bit bothered. If anything, he looked amused—and maybe a little intrigued. “No harm done. Though I gotta say, you’ve got quite the grip.”

She laughed nervously, her cheeks still flaming. “Yeah, well, that’s what happens when you mistake someone for their brother.”

Raymond grinned, that same devilish grin she’d seen him flash at family gatherings, always just a little too charming for his own good. “Lucky me, then.” He glanced at the line ahead of him, then back at her. “You here alone, or is Tommy around?”

“Just me,” Mary admitted, still feeling flustered. “I was craving fries, so I figured I’d stop by.”

“Perfect,” Raymond said, his tone light but his gaze holding hers a beat too long. “Why don’t we eat together? My treat.”

Mary hesitated. It felt… strange, sitting down with Raymond. She’d known him for years, but they’d never spent time alone together. He was always just Tommy’s twin, the brother who showed up to family dinners, made a few jokes, and then disappeared. But there was something about the way he was looking at her now, something that made her stomach flutter in a way it shouldn’t.

“Sure,” she said finally, forcing a smile. “Why not?”

They found a booth by the window, the bright afternoon sun streaming in. Raymond slid into the seat across from her, his movements easy and confident. He unwrapped his burger, taking a big bite, but his eyes never left hers. “So,” he said after swallowing, “how’s my brother treating you?”

“Good,” Mary replied automatically, though the question felt loaded somehow. “He’s been busy with work, but that’s nothing new.”

Raymond nodded, his expression thoughtful. “Yeah, Tommy’s always been the responsible one. Guess that’s why he’s got a girl like you.”

Mary raised an eyebrow, unsure if he was complimenting her or taking a dig at his brother. “And what’s that supposed to mean?”

“Relax,” Raymond said, holding up his hands in mock surrender. “Just saying you’re way too good for him. That’s all.”

She laughed, though it came out more nervous than she intended. “You’re such a troublemaker.”

“Guilty,” he admitted, his grin widening. “But you’ve gotta admit, life’s more fun when you’re causing a little chaos.”

Mary couldn’t help but smile at that. There was something undeniably magnetic about Raymond. Where Tommy was steady and predictable, Raymond was all edges and unpredictability. It was dangerous, but… exciting.

The conversation flowed easily after that. Raymond had a way of making her laugh, his jokes just on the edge of inappropriate but never crossing the line. By the time they finished their meal, Mary felt more relaxed than she had in weeks.

“So,” Raymond said as they tossed their trash, “what are your plans for the rest of the day?”

“Nothing, really,” Mary admitted. “Just heading home.”

Raymond’s eyes lit up. “Perfect. Why don’t you come over? I’ve got a new game I’ve been dying to try out.”

She hesitated again, that same flutter in her stomach returning. “I don’t know, Raymond…”

“Come on,” he coaxed, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “It’s just a game. What’s the worst that could happen?”

Mary bit her lip, her mind racing. This was a bad idea. A really bad idea. But the way he was looking at her, the way his voice sent shivers down her spine… she couldn’t say no.

“Okay,” she said finally, her voice barely above a whisper. “Just for a little while.”

Raymond’s grin turned wolfish. “You won’t regret it.”

His apartment was small but cozy, filled with the kind of mismatched furniture that screamed bachelor pad. He led her to the living room, where a large TV and gaming console were set up. But the game never made it out of the box. Instead, Raymond turned to her, his eyes dark with something she couldn’t quite name.

“Mary,” he said softly, stepping closer. “There’s something I’ve been wanting to do for a long time.”

Her breath caught. “Raymond, we shouldn’t—”

But he didn’t let her finish. His lips were on hers before she could protest, his kiss warm and insistent. For a moment, she froze, every rational thought screaming at her to stop. But then she kissed him back, her hands tangling in his hair as the world outside faded away.

This is wrong. This is so wrong.

But it didn’t feel wrong. It felt electric, like every nerve in her body was on fire. Raymond’s hands slid down her back, pulling her closer as he deepened the kiss. When he finally broke away, they were both breathing heavily.

“Mary,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. “Tell me you want this.”

She should say no. She should walk out the door and never look back. But she didn’t. Instead, she nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yes.”

Raymond didn’t need to be told twice. He took her hand, leading her to the bedroom. The air between them was charged with anticipation as he began to undress, his movements deliberate. When he finally stood before her, completely naked, Mary’s breath hitched. He was… so sexy. His body was lean and muscular, his cock already hard and thick, curving slightly upward. She wondered how she’d never noticed just how different he was from Tommy.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

Mary’s hands trembled as she stripped off her clothes, feeling exposed but oddly free. Raymond’s eyes raked over her, his gaze hot enough to make her skin flush. He stepped closer, his fingers brushing against her cheek before trailing down her neck, over her collarbone, and finally cupping her breast. She gasped as he teased her nipple, his touch sending sparks of pleasure through her.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured before capturing her lips in another searing kiss. His hands explored her body, mapping every curve and dip, leaving her weak in the knees. When he finally pulled away, he dropped to his knees before her, his hands gripping her hips. “I want to taste you.”

Mary’s legs nearly gave out as his mouth found her core, his tongue lapping at her folds with fervor. She moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as he worked her into a frenzy. It wasn’t long before she was coming undone, her cries echoing through the room.

Raymond stood, his eyes dark with hunger. “My turn,” he said, guiding her to the bed. He lay back, his cock standing proudly against his abdomen. “Suck me.”

Mary obeyed without hesitation, her lips wrapping around the tip of his cock. She took him deeper, savoring the salty tang of him, her tongue swirling around his length. Raymond groaned, his hips bucking slightly as she deepthroated him.

“Fuck, Mary,” he hissed, his hands gripping the sheets. “You’re so fucking good at that.”

She smiled around him, her pace quickening as she brought him closer and closer to the edge. But Raymond had other plans. He pulled her up, flipping her onto her back. “I want to be inside you,” he said, his voice trembling with need.

Mary spread her legs, her heart racing as he positioned himself at her entrance. “Yes,” she whispered, her eyes locked on his.

Raymond thrust into her, filling her completely. Mary gasped, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. His pace was relentless, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. When he finally came, burying himself deep inside her, she shattered, her cries mingling with his.

Finally, Raymond pulled away, leaving them both gasping for breath. Mary snuggled up next to him, her mind spinning with confusion. She couldn’t believe what she’d just done. She’d crossed a boundary, and she couldn’t go back. But the truth was, she didn’t want to stop. She wanted more.

“Tommy can’t find out about this,” Mary whispered, her fingers tangling in Raymond’s hair.

“I know,” he agreed, his voice full of concern. “We can’t tell anyone.”

Mary gave Tommy a kiss. She was in too deep, and she couldn’t turn back now. She couldn’t wait for their next steamy encounter.

49 - 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.”

50 - GIVING JERMAINE A CHANCE

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

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.
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