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The bottle of beer was cold in Allie’s hand, but the heat she felt was from the man sitting three stools down. Jerry White. The Golden Arm of the Redbirds. The man whose fastball had captivated the city all season. And here he was, alone, looking almost ordinary under the dim bar lights.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum solo eclipsing the jukebox’s beat. Just go over there. Before she could second-guess herself, she was sliding off her stool, a napkin and a pen clutched in her suddenly slick hand.

“Mr. White?” Her voice came out a little too high. “I’m a huge fan. Could I… would you mind an autograph?”

He turned, and his smile was a slow, easy thing that crinkled the corners of his eyes. “For my biggest fan? Absolutely.” His fingers brushed hers as he took the pen, sending a jolt straight up her arm. He scrawled his signature with a fluid, practiced motion. “Allie,” he said, reading the name she’d written. “Pretty name.”

“Thank you.” She could barely breathe.

“Let me buy you a drink, Allie. Celebrate the win today.” He gestured to the empty stool beside him.

The star-struck haze lasted through the first martini, her words tumbling out in a nervous rush about his slider, his ERA, the incredible shutout in May. But he just listened, nodding, his gaze focused entirely on her. He wasn’t just humoring her; he was engaged, asking her questions, making her laugh with a story about a rogue hot dog that had flown into the dugout. The pedestal she’d put him on began to shrink. He was just a guy. A incredibly handsome, famous, disarmingly cool guy.

“This place is getting loud,” he said, his voice dropping to a murmur that was just for her. His knee brushed against hers under the bar, a point of contact that burned through her jeans. “My place isn’t far. I’ve got some memorabilia I think you’d get a kick out of. Better than these sticky tables.”

Her pulse skyrocketed. Is this happening? “I’d like that.”

His “place” was a modern fortress of glass and steel overlooking the city skyline. The elevator opened directly into a sprawling penthouse. “Wow, Jerry. This is… incredible.”

He tossed his keys into a ceramic bowl on a sleek console. “It’s just a place to sleep between road trips.” But he was watching her, enjoying her reaction.

He led her past the minimalist furniture to a more personal den. A framed jersey from his rookie year. A ball signed by legends. But she wasn’t really looking at them. She was hyper-aware of his presence, the heat radiating from his body just inches from hers.

He turned from the display case, and the air in the room changed. The casual fan-and-player dynamic evaporated. His eyes darkened, his playful smirk replaced by an intensity that made her breath catch. He didn’t say a word. He just cupped her face in his hands, his thumbs stroking her cheeks, and leaned in.

The kiss was not tentative. It was a claim. His mouth was hot and sure, his tongue sweeping past her lips to taste her. A low moan escaped her throat as her hands came up, fisting in the soft cotton of his shirt. He tasted like bourbon and mint and pure, undiluted want. He backed her gently against the wall, his body pressing into hers, and she could feel the hard, defined muscle of his chest, the undeniable evidence of his arousal against her hip.

He broke the kiss, his breath ragged. “The bedroom is right through there.” It wasn’t a question.

She just nodded, her mind blissfully empty of everything except the need for more.

Inside the spacious room, his hands were everywhere. They tugged her shirt over her head, his mouth finding hers again as his fingers worked the clasp of her bra. It fell away, and his groan was one of pure appreciation.

“God, Allie. You’re perfect.”

His head dipped, his lips closing around one taut nipple, his tongue circling the peak until she cried out, her knees buckling. He held her up, switching to the other breast, lavishing it with the same devastating attention. The scratch of his stubble against her sensitive skin was an exquisite friction.

He laid her back on the cool duvet, his eyes devouring her as he peeled off her jeans and panties. He knelt on the floor at the edge of the bed, hooking her legs over his shoulders. “Now let me taste you.”

His mouth was on her, and Allie saw stars. There was no finesse, just hungry, deliberate pleasure. His tongue stroked a firm, relentless path through her slick folds, circling her clit until she was writhing, gripping the sheets for anchor. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her back arch off the bed with a sharp cry. The orgasm ripped through her, violent and shocking, her entire body convulsing around his mouth and fingers.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was shedding his own clothes. She watched, dazed, as he freed himself. Her breath hitched. He was thick and hard and so big. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes locked on hers.

“Come here,” she breathed, reaching for him.

She took him into her mouth, savoring the salt and musk of his skin. She worked him with her tongue, tracing the velvety ridge, taking him as deep as she could until he was groaning, his hands tangling in her hair. “That’s it… fuck, just like that.”

He pulled her up, his kiss desperate now. He positioned himself at her entrance, and with one powerful thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. A choked gasp was torn from her throat. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust to his overwhelming size, then he began to move.

His rhythm was punishing, a fast, deep piston that drove the breath from her lungs. Each thrust was a masterclass in pleasure, hitting a place deep within her that sparked another, tighter coil of tension.

He shifted, pulling her up onto her knees. “Turn over.”

On all fours, the sensation was even more intense. He entered her from behind, one hand gripping her hip, the other tangling in her hair. The slap of skin against skin filled the room. She met him thrust for thrust, lost in a haze of primal need.

He reached over to the nightstand, the snick of a cap opening cutting through the heavy silence. A cool droplet of lube traced a path between her cheeks. His thumb pressed gently, circling. “I want to feel all of you,” he rasped in her ear.

She nodded, pushing back against him in answer. The pressure was immense, a slow, breathtaking stretch as he pushed into her ass. He moved with exquisite slowness at first, then built a rhythm that was pure, undiluted fire. It was an invasion and a gift, a sensation so intense it bordered on pain before tipping gloriously into overwhelming pleasure. He fucked her with a focused, animalistic drive, his grip on her hips tight, his breath hot on her neck.

The twin sensations of his fullness inside her and the friction on her clit from the motion pushed her over the edge again. Her climax was a silent, seizing thing, a wave of pure ecstasy that clenched around him, milking him, pulling his own release from him.

With a guttural roar, he plunged deep, his body shuddering as he spilled into her. He collapsed over her back, both of them slick with sweat, breathing in ragged unison.

Later, tangled in the sheets, his arm a heavy, welcome weight across her stomach, he nuzzled her hair. “I’d like to see you again, Allie.”

She smiled into the dark, her body humming with a deep, satisfied ache. “I’d like that.”

2 - A SKATING RINK ROMANCE
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The frigid air of the rink was nothing compared to the ice in Kayla’s veins whenever Denver Allen glided into view. His reputation preceded him—arrogant, brilliant, infuriating. And now, her coach wanted her to partner with him.

“He’s the best, Kayla,” her coach had insisted. “You’re the best. It’s simple math.”

It was anything but simple. Their first practice was a masterclass in mutual frustration. Every move she made, he was there, a dark, looming presence correcting her form, her timing, her breathing.

“Your free leg should be higher on the exit, Kayla. It’s sloppy.” His voice was a low rumble, somehow cutting through the whoosh of their blades.

“I know how to exit a loop, Denver,” she snapped, her cheeks burning.

“Then do it correctly.”

The final straw was a lift. His hands, firm on her waist, felt more like a cage than support. He set her down with a rough grunt. “You’re off-balance. You’re thinking too much. Stop fighting me.”

That was it. Stop fighting me. As if this was his solo performance and she was a recalcitrant prop. With a sound of pure fury, she skated hard to the exit, stomping off the ice in her guards, not caring about the echoing clatter.

She was halfway to the locker room when a hand caught her elbow. She spun, ready to unleash a torrent of anger, but the look on his face stopped her. The arrogance was gone. In its place was something raw, almost desperate.

“Kayla, wait. Please.”

She yanked her arm back. “What?”

He ran a hand through his dark hair, his chest heaving slightly. “I’m… I’m an asshole. I know that. But I need you to understand. I need to win this competition. And to do that… I need you. You’re the best female skater I’ve ever seen. I’m not just saying that. Your technique is flawless when you’re not distracted by hating me. Your passion… it’s terrifying and incredible.”

The confession, so stark and unexpected, disarmed her. The fight drained out of her, replaced by a thrumming curiosity. He needs me? She saw it then, not arrogance, but a blinding, all-consuming drive for perfection. A mirror of her own.

“Just… try to trust me?” he asked, his voice softer now.

She gave a single, sharp nod. “Fine.”

—

Months of grueling practice melted the ice between them into a slow simmer. The friction became chemistry, the corrections became a silent, intuitive language spoken through touch and motion. They won the gold medal in a breath-taking performance that felt less like a routine and more like a conversation. A promise.

The roar of the crowd faded behind them as they pushed through the heavy doors into the chilly, deserted parking lot. The adrenaline was still a live wire under their skin. He stopped her beside his car, the gold medals around their necks glinting under the sodium light.

“Kayla,” he said, his voice rough with emotion and exhaustion. “That was… everything. You were everything.”

She looked up at him, really looked. The sharp angles of his face, the intensity in his dark eyes that she’d mistaken for judgment but now recognized as pure, unfiltered focus. All of it aimed at her.

“It was us,” she whispered.

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. “It’s always been you. For me.” The admission hung in the cold air between them, fragile and huge.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Yes. The word was a feeling, a release. “Me too,” she breathed.

He didn’t hesitate. He closed the distance, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that was nothing like the careful, choreographed moments on the ice. This was raw, hungry, and years in the making. It was heat and claim and victory. Her hands fisted in his jacket, pulling him closer as his tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of mint and triumph.

They broke apart, breathless. “My place,” he growled. It wasn’t a question.

The drive was a blur of nervous energy and stolen, heated glances. The second his front door clicked shut, they were on each other. This was a different kind of duel, a frantic, desperate stripping away of everything that wasn’t essential. His hands tugged at the zipper of her team jacket while her fingers worked the buttons of his shirt. Garments fell to the floor in a trail leading to his bedroom, a mess of fabric and desperate, grasping hands.

He backed her into the dark room, his mouth never leaving hers. The back of her knees hit the edge of the mattress and she fell onto the soft duvet, pulling him down with her. His weight was a delicious anchor, his hard body aligning with her softer curves. He kissed her like a man starved, his lips moving to her jaw, her throat, sucking a mark into the tender skin that made her back arch off the bed with a sharp gasp.

She needed more. Pushing at his shoulders, she slid down his body, her own arousal a slick, pounding demand. She fumbled with his belt, then the button of his jeans, yanking them down over his hips. His cock sprang free, thick and hard and straining toward his stomach. God, he’s perfect.

She didn’t make him wait. Wrapping her hand around his base, she leaned forward and took the head into her mouth. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound that vibrated through her. She swirled her tongue over the velvety tip, tasting the sharp, clean pre-cum there. So good. She sank down deeper, taking more of him, her lips stretching around his girth. One of his hands tangled in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as she began to move, a slow, worshiping rhythm.

“Kayla… fuck…” he breathed, his hips giving an involuntary jerk.

She loved the power, the control. The way this infuriating, arrogant man was completely at her mercy, unraveling under her mouth. But she wanted to unravel, too. She released him with a soft pop and crawled back up his body, her eyes locked on his. “My turn.”

She didn’t have to ask twice. In a fluid motion, he flipped them over, burying his face between her thighs with a hungry growl. His tongue was a flat, hot stroke against her soaked cotton briefs, and she cried out, her fingers clutching the sheets. He hooked his thumbs in the waistband and pulled them down, tossing them aside.

Then his mouth was on her, really on her. No barrier. His tongue delved into her core, licking into her with a focused intensity that had her seeing stars. He was an athlete, even here—relentless, precise, building the pressure with every flick and suck. He found her clit and zeroed in, circling it with the tip of his tongue until she was bucking against his mouth, a broken litany of yes and please and Denver falling from her lips.

She was teetering on the very edge, her whole body coiled tight, when he pulled away. She whimpered at the loss, but he was already moving, positioning himself at her entrance.

He paused, his gaze burning into hers. “Look at me.”

Her eyes fluttered open. The raw need in his expression was her undoing.

He pushed inside her with one slow, devastating thrust. So full. She gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as he filled her completely, stretching her in the most exquisite way. He held there for a moment, letting her adjust, his forehead pressed to hers, their breaths mingling.

Then he began to move. It wasn’t gentle. It was hard, primal, a frantic rhythm born of months of pent-up tension. Each thrust was a claim, each withdrawal a sweet agony. The headboard knocked a steady, driving beat against the wall. She met him thrust for thrust, her hips rising to meet his, their bodies slapping together in a symphony of skin and sweat and ragged breath. The air filled with their mingled moans, his low grunts, her high-pitched cries.

“You feel… incredible,” he gritted out, his pace becoming even more frantic, more desperate.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, feeling the coil in her belly tighten to a breaking point. “I’m so close.”

He reached between them, his thumb finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles. That was all it took. Her orgasm ripped through her, a violent, blinding wave of pleasure that made her scream his name, her body clamping down around him like a vise. The sensation tipped him over the edge. With a ragged shout, he drove into her one last time, his own release pulsing deep inside her as he collapsed on top of her, spent.

They lay there for a long moment, a tangled, sweaty mess, their hearts pounding against each other. He rolled off, pulling her into his side, his arms wrapped tightly around her. She nuzzled into his chest, breathing in his scent—ice, sweat, and him.

He pressed a soft kiss to her forehead. “Be my girlfriend.”

Kayla had to admit she’d been wrong about Denver. He was arrogant, but he was… perfect. “Yes,” she whispered.

3 - A BASKETBALL WIFE’S BETRAYAL
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The roar of the victory party was a dull thrum in Sarah’s veins, a familiar soundtrack to her life. She moved through the sprawling modern living room with the practiced ease of a seasoned hostess, refilling bowls of gourmet chips, offering chilled bottles of local craft beer to Matt’s enormous teammates. She was the perfect basketball wife, her smile as polished as the hardwood floors.

Her husband, Matt, the night’s hero after sinking a game-winning three-pointer, held court by the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city skyline. He clapped a friend on the back, his laugh booming, but his eyes slid right over her as she passed. Again. Lately, it felt like she was just another piece of expensive furniture in their perfect, sterile life.

A presence materialized at her side. “Need a hand with that, Sarah?”

Justin. Matt’s teammate, the power forward known for his aggressive plays and, according to locker room gossip whispered in her ear at other parties, his equally aggressive conquests. He took the tray of empty bottles from her hands, his fingers brushing against hers. A jolt, sudden and electric, shot up her arm.

“I’ve got it,” she said, her voice a little tighter than she intended.

“I know you do.” His voice was a low, intimate murmur meant only for her. He didn’t move away. His gaze was intense, tracing the line of her neck, dipping to the modest V of her silk blouse. “Just looking for an excuse to talk to you. You’re the real MVP tonight. This party is incredible.”

She felt a flush creep up her chest. “It’s just chips and beer, Justin.”

“It’s the way you do it. The way you are.” He leaned in closer, the scent of his cologne—something dark and spicy—cutting through the smell of beer and sweat. “Matt’s a lucky man. Doesn’t seem to remember that lately, though, does he?”

Her breath hitched. It was as if he’d reached into her mind and pulled out her deepest, most private insecurity. She took a half-step back, the wall cool against her back. “You shouldn’t say that.”

“Why not? It’s true.” His smile was dangerous, knowing. “I watch you at every game. Sitting there, so supportive, so beautiful. A man should appreciate what he has.”

Before she could form a reply, Matt stumbled over, slinging a heavy arm around Justin’s neck. “There you are! Great shot earlier,” he slurred, his words thick with alcohol. He didn’t even look at Sarah.

Justin just grinned, clapping Matt on the back. “Just complimenting the hostess on her spread, man. Killer game tonight.”

The moment was broken, but the charge of it lingered on Sarah’s skin for the next hour as Matt drank himself into a stupor, finally passing out, fully clothed, in a leather armchair, his head lolled back, snoring softly. The party began to wind down, a few teammates slapping Justin on the shoulder on their way out, throwing a “Get him to bed, Sarah!” her way.

And then, they were almost alone. Just the low hum of the dishwasher, the soft snores from the chair, and the tense, crackling silence between her and Justin.

He didn’t say a word. He just looked at her from across the room, his expression unreadable. Then, he started toward her. Each step was deliberate. Predatory. Her heart began to hammer against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of panic and something else, something hot and urgent she hadn’t felt in years.

He stopped inches from her. She could feel the heat radiating from his body. “He’s not going to wake up,” Justin murmured, his voice rough.

This was the line. The point of no return. She looked at Matt, a monument to neglect, then back at Justin, a promise of pure, uncomplicated desire. The last thread of her resistance snapped.

“No,” she whispered, the word tasting like both a sin and a salvation. “He’s not.”

A slow, triumphant smile spread across his face. He didn’t ask. He simply took her hand, his grip firm and sure, and led her down the hall to the master bedroom. He closed the door, and the click of the lock was the loudest sound she’d ever heard.

In the dim light, he turned to her. His hands came up to frame her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks. Then his mouth was on hers. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming. Hard and hungry, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, tasting of beer and want. She kissed him back with a desperation that shocked her, her hands fisting in his shirt.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “I’ve wanted to do that since the first time I saw you.”

His hands went to the buttons of her blouse, popping them open one by one with frustrating slowness. He pushed the silk from her shoulders, letting it pool on the floor. His knuckles grazed the swell of her breast above her lace bra, and a sharp gasp escaped her lips. He knelt before her, his hands on her hips, his lips following a torturously slow path down her stomach. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her trousers and her panties, dragging them down her legs in one fluid motion.

She stood before him, completely bare, her skin pebbling in the cool air. His gaze was like a physical touch, heating her everywhere it landed. “So fucking perfect,” he growled, the words vibrating against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh.

He lifted her leg over his shoulder, burying his face between her legs without hesitation. His tongue was a flat, hot stroke against her core, and her knees nearly buckled. Oh god. It was nothing like she was used to. This was not perfunctory. This was worship. He licked and sucked, exploring every fold, finding a rhythm that had her grasping at his hair, her hips rising off the bed to meet his mouth. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, and her world dissolved into a white-hot pinpoint of sensation. A cry was torn from her throat as she climaxed, shuddering violently around his fingers.

He stood, stripping off his own clothes, and her eyes went wide. Matt was well-endowed, but Justin… Justin was built. Thick and long and veined, he was fully erect, and the sight of him sent a fresh pulse of liquid heat through her.

She didn’t wait for him to guide her. She pushed him onto the edge of the bed and knelt between his legs. She took the head of his cock into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the tip, tasting the salty pre-cum there. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound that went straight to her core. She took him deeper, her hands gripping his thighs, using her lips and tongue until his hips began to piston upward.

“Enough,” he rasped, pulling her up. He laid her back on the bed, covering her body with his. He positioned himself at her entrance, and with one powerful, relentless thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely, stretching her in a way that made her see stars.

He didn’t start slow. He set a punishing, deep rhythm from the very beginning, each drive of his hips hitting a spot deep inside her that Matt had never once found. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper, meeting each thrust with a grind of her own. The bed slammed against the wall in a steady, rhythmic crash.

“Quiet, baby,” he breathed into her ear, his own voice strained. “Wouldn’t want to wake up your husband.”

The illicit thrill of it, the danger, made her clench around him tighter. He groaned, low and appreciative. He rolled them over, letting her ride him, her hands braced on the hard planes of his chest. The new angle was even more intense. She rocked against him, her head thrown back, chasing another climax that was building, coiling tight in her belly.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice thick.

She obeyed instantly, getting on her hands and knees. He knelt behind her, and his hands gripped her hips. When he entered her this time, it was even deeper, the penetration so profound it stole the air from her lungs. He fucked her with a raw, animalistic hunger, each thrust a masterpiece of carnal physics. She buried her face in the duvet to stifle her screams, the fabric muffling the sounds of their slick, frantic coupling.

She felt him tense, his rhythm becoming erratic. “I’m gonna cum,” he grunted, his fingers digging into her flesh.

It was all she needed to shatter. Her second orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming vortex of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his own release. She felt him pulse inside her, a hot, claiming rush, his own groan a harsh sound in the quiet room.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. He collapsed beside her, and the reality of what they’d just done came crashing down. Guilt, cold and sharp, lanced through her. She thought about the man sleeping down the hall, then about the man whose sweat now cooled on her skin.

Justin rolled out of bed and started pulling on his clothes, his movements efficient, calm. As if he hadn’t just shattered her world and put it back together all wrong.

“I should get going,” he said, his voice now casual, detached.

She nodded, her throat tight, and began to dress with trembling hands. The silk of her blouse felt like a lie against her skin. She followed him out of the room, the ghost of his touch still burning between her legs. The guilt was a heavy stone in her stomach, but beneath it, a new, terrifying hunger was already beginning to stir. She couldn’t believe what she had just done.

But as she walked Justin to the door, she knew with a terrifying, thrilling certainty that she wanted more.

4 - REVENGE WITH HIS BEST FRIEND
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The concrete outside the minor league locker room was still warm from the setting sun, and the smell of cut grass and sweat hung in the humid air. Miley leaned against the rough brick wall, her heart hammering a frantic rhythm against her ribs. The crowd had long since dissipated, leaving only the distant hum of stadium cleanup. When the metal door finally swung open, the sound was jarringly loud.

Jeremy emerged, a duffel bag slung over his broad shoulder, his dark hair still damp from the shower. He looked tired but relaxed, a slight smile on his face from a game well-played. He didn’t see her at first, and she had a moment to just watch him—the easy way he moved, the defined muscles of his arms stretching the fabric of his tight t-shirt. He was everything Chris wanted to be and wasn’t.

“Jeremy.”

He turned, his expression shifting from casual to surprised, then to cautious. “Miley? Hey. What’s up? Where’s Chris?”

She pushed off the wall, closing the distance between them. The scent of his clean, soapy skin mixed with the lingering aroma of leather and earth. God, he smelled good. “Chris isn’t coming,” she said, her voice lower, steadier than she felt. She let a slow, deliberate smile touch her lips. “I came to see you.”

His eyebrows knitted together. He was a good guy, loyal, and she could see the internal conflict immediately. “Me? Why? Is everything okay?”

“Things with Chris are… over.” She took another step, now well inside his personal space. She let her gaze drift down his body and back up to meet his confused eyes. “He made a very stupid mistake. Several, actually.”

Understanding, then sympathy, dawned on his face. “Shit, Miley. I’m sorry. He’s an idiot.”

“I’m not looking for sympathy,” she purred, reaching out and placing a hand flat on his chest. She felt the solid muscle beneath the soft cotton, felt the sudden, startled jump of his heart. “I’m looking for a much better way to forget all about him.”

His breath hitched. He glanced around, but they were alone. “Miley… he’s my best friend.”

“And he was my fiancé,” she countered, her voice hardening for just a second before softening again into a silken whisper. “That didn’t stop him from fucking his assistant in our bed. So, frankly, I don’t care what he is to you right now.” She leaned in, her lips close to his ear. “Come home with me, Jeremy.”

He was still hesitating, but his body was betraying him. She felt the heat radiating from him, saw the way his pupils dilated. He was fighting it, but he was losing. Good.

“Are you sure about this?” he finally asked, his voice rough.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.”

He let out a long, slow breath, a surrender. “Okay.”

The drive to her house was charged, a silent, thick tension she could practically taste. The second her front door clicked shut behind them, she was on him. She didn’t give him time to think, to reconsider. She pushed his duffel bag off his shoulder and it thudded to the floor.

Her hands went to the hem of his shirt, pulling it up and over his head in one fluid motion. His chest was magnificent, sculpted and tan, a light dusting of hair trailing down his taut stomach and into his jeans. She pressed her mouth to his skin, tasting the salt and soap, her tongue tracing the defined lines of his abs. Her fingers worked his belt buckle, the rasp of leather loud in the quiet room.

He groaned, his hands coming up to cradle her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. “Fuck, Miley…”

She unbuttoned his jeans, pulled down the zipper, and pushed everything down his powerful thighs. His cock sprang free, thick and already fully hard, straining upward. A thrill, hot and sharp, shot through her. This was for her. Not for Chris’s assistant. For her.

She dropped to her knees on the cool hardwood floor.

Looking up at him through her lashes, she wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft, feeling the velvety steel of him. She loved the way his stomach muscles clenched, the way his jaw tightened. She leaned forward and swiped her tongue slowly from root to tip, savoring the first clean, masculine taste of him.

A ragged groan tore from his throat. “Jesus…”

She took him into her mouth, sinking down slowly, letting her lips stretch to accommodate his girth. She hollowed her cheeks, applying a firm, steady pressure as she began to move. Up and down, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head on every upward stroke. One of his hands braced against the wall for support, the other remained tangled in her hair, not forcing, just feeling.

She lost herself in the rhythm, in the weight of him on her tongue, the subtle jerks of his hips, the low, guttural sounds he made. This was power. This was control. This was revenge, and it tasted fucking divine.

Suddenly, he was pulling her up, his eyes dark with a hunger that mirrored her own. “My turn,” he breathed, and his mouth crashed down on hers, a hot, possessive kiss that tasted of her and him and pure need.

He walked her backward into the bedroom, their clothes falling away in a trail behind them until they were both gloriously naked. He laid her back on the cool sheets, his gaze devouring her. He didn’t say a word, just hooked his hands under her knees, pushing her legs up and apart, and lowered his mouth to her.

His tongue was a revelation. It wasn’t tentative or shy; it was confident, seeking, knowing. He licked a long, slow stripe through her slick folds, and her back arched off the bed. “Oh, god, Jeremy…”

He found her clit and focused all his attention there, sucking the sensitive nub gently into his mouth while the tip of his tongue flicked over it with an insane, perfect rhythm. One of his hands came up, his thumb replacing his mouth for a devastating second so he could slide two fingers deep inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her see stars.

She was panting, her hands fisting the sheets, a broken litany of yes and more and please falling from her lips. The orgasm built fast, a terrifying, wonderful pressure coiling deep in her belly. He felt it, he fucking knew, and he redoubled his efforts, his mouth and fingers working in a synchronized assault on her senses.

It shattered her. A raw, screaming cry tore from her throat as the waves of pleasure crashed over her, gushing from her as her body convulsed around his fingers. He didn’t stop, gentling his touch, drawing out every last shuddering aftershock until she was a boneless, whimpering mess.

Before she could even catch her breath, he was moving, positioning himself between her trembling thighs. The blunt, wet head of his cock pressed against her entrance. He looked down at her, his expression fierce.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice hoarse.

Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his.

He pushed inside.

It was a slow, inexorable, filling stretch that stole the air from her lungs. He was so big, so there. When he was fully sheathed, he held still for a moment, letting her adjust, letting her feel the thickness of his cock.

He was buried deep inside her, a perfect, stretching fullness that made her head spin. The world had narrowed to the four walls of her bedroom, the scent of their sweat, and the heavy, rhythmic sound of their bodies meeting. For a moment, they were frozen, a statue of pure connection, his gaze locked on hers.

Then, the spell broke.

A raw, primal need clawed its way up from her core, obliterating any last shred of thought or hesitation. Her nails dug into the hard muscle of his shoulders.

“Harder, Jeremy. Please,” she breathed, the words a desperate plea. “Don’t be gentle.”

He hesitated, a flicker of concern in his dark eyes. “Miley, are you—”

“Fuck me harder,” she demanded, her voice dropping to a guttural growl that didn’t sound like her own. It was the voice of her anger, her pain, her need for obliteration. “I want to feel it. I want to feel you. Make me forget everything.”

That was all the permission he needed. The last of his restraint shattered. A low groan rumbled in his chest as he withdrew almost completely, then slammed back into her with a force that drove a sharp cry from her lips. The bed frame slammed against the wall in a frantic, percussive rhythm.

Yes. This.

This was what she needed. Not sweet, not soft, but real. A physical manifestation of the storm inside her. Each powerful thrust was a hammer blow chipping away at the image of Chris, at the humiliation, at the hollow feeling his betrayal had left behind. Jeremy wasn’t just making love to her; he was exorcising a ghost.

“Is this what you want?” he grunted, his voice strained with the effort of holding back his own climax.

“Yes! God, yes!” she moaned, her back arching off the mattress. “Faster. Don’t stop.”

He pistoned into her, his rhythm becoming frantic, animalistic. The slick, wet sound of their joining filled the room. She could feel the coil of pleasure tightening deep within her, a sweet, unbearable pressure building with every jarring impact. Her moans became continuous, broken only by gasps for air. She was unspooling, unraveling beneath him, every nerve ending screaming with sensation.

Just as she felt herself teetering on the very edge, he suddenly stilled. His body was sheened in sweat, trembling with the effort of stopping.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice thick with desire.

A thrill shot through her. Without a word, she complied, scrambling onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. The new position felt even more vulnerable, more exposed, and infinitely more erotic. The cool air of the room kissed her heated skin, a stark contrast to the inferno building between her legs.

She felt his hands on her hips, his grip firm and possessive. He guided himself to her entrance and pushed back in with a single, smooth thrust that made her cry out into the comforter. This. This angle was deeper, more. He hit a spot inside her that made her see stars.

“Jeremy…” she whimpered, her voice muffled.

His pace was relentless now, a brutal, driving rhythm that had her rocking forward with every push. One hand stayed anchored on her hip, the other tangled in her long, flowing hair, not pulling, just holding, a point of connection that felt overwhelmingly intimate. He leaned over her, his chest pressed against her back, his hot breath ghosting over her ear.

“You feel… fucking incredible,” he rasped, his words punctuated by his thrusts.

She was lost in a haze of pure sensation. The slap of skin on skin, the guttural sounds he made, the way her own body yielded to his, accepting every inch of him. The pressure that had been building in her core snapped.

Her orgasm crashed over her without warning, a violent, convulsing wave that ripped a scream from her throat. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length as pleasure, white-hot and absolute, radiated out from her center, leaving her shuddering and weak.

Feeling her climax, his own control shattered. His thrusts became erratic, frantic. With a final, deep plunge, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. A raw, ragged shout was torn from him as he came, his body seizing up behind her. She felt the hot, pulsing release flood her, a claim that felt more binding than any promise ring ever could.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, connected, both trembling with the aftershocks. Slowly, carefully, he withdrew and collapsed onto the bed beside her, pulling her with him. She turned and melted into his side, her head finding a perfect spot on his sweat-dampened chest. His heart hammered against her ear, a wild drumbeat slowly returning to a steady rhythm.

His arm wrapped around her, holding her close. The silence was comfortable, filled only with their slowing breaths. And in that quiet, the most shocking realization bloomed in Miley’s mind, clear and undeniable.

She didn’t care about Chris. The hollow ache of his betrayal was gone, not just buried under pleasure, but erased. The frantic need for revenge had burned itself out, leaving behind a warm, settled ember of contentment. Her body thrummed with a satisfaction that went deeper than the physical. She wasn’t thinking about the man who had broken her heart.

She was only thinking about the man whose heart was still pounding beneath her cheek.

She tilted her head back to look at Jeremy, her fingers tracing a slow, idle pattern on his chest. “Stay.”

5 - BECKY TAKES THE FOOTBALL TEAM

MMMMMF / College / Group Sex / Gangbang / Kissing / Nipple Play / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Masturbation / Blowjob / Handjob / Facial / Bukkake / PIV Sex

Becky’s heart raced as she stepped into the frat house, the bass from the music thumping in her chest. The air was thick with the smell of beer and sweat, and the room was packed with bodies grinding against each other, laughing, shouting, drinking.

She smoothed down her skirt, the one she’d spent hours picking out—short enough to be noticed, but not so short it screamed desperation. She wanted to fit in, needed to fit in. Tonight was her chance to prove she belonged.

Becky hadn’t been popular in high school, and she was determined to make college a different experience—one with friends, parties, and plenty of dates.

Mickey, the quarterback, spotted her immediately. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and his grin was as confident as the way he carried himself. He waved her over, his eyes raking over her body in a way that made her skin flush.

“Becky! You made it,” he said, his voice low and smooth. He handed her a red plastic cup, already filled to the brim. “Drink up. We’re just getting started.”

She took a sip, the vodka and cranberry burning her throat, but she forced herself to keep smiling. This was it. This was her moment. They talked for a while, Mickey leaning in close, his hand brushing against hers as he laughed at something she said. The attention was intoxicating, and for the first time in weeks, Becky felt like she was exactly where she was supposed to be.

When Mickey grabbed her hand and pulled her onto the dance floor, she didn’t hesitate. The music was loud, the lights were flashing, and Becky let herself get lost in the rhythm, her body moving against Mickey’s. His hands slid down her hips, pulling her closer, and she could feel the heat radiating off him.

This is happening, she thought, her breath catching as Mickey’s lips brushed against her ear.

“You’re hot, Becky. Been wondering when you’d show up to one of these.”

She didn’t know what to say, so she just smiled, her cheeks burning. Mickey didn’t seem to mind. He leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that made her knees weak. It was messy, hungry, and Becky couldn’t help but moan into his mouth.

When he pulled away, he smirked. “Come on.”

She followed him without question, her hand in his as he led her up the stairs. The hallway was dimly lit, and Becky could hear the sounds of laughter and moans coming from behind closed doors. Mickey pushed open a door to a bedroom, pulling her inside and locking it behind them.

The room was cluttered—clothes on the floor, posters on the walls, and a faint smell of weed in the air. Becky barely had time to take it all in before Mickey was kissing her again, his hands slipping under her top, pulling it over her head. Her bra followed, and she shivered as the cool air hit her skin.

Mickey didn’t waste time. He bent his head, his lips capturing one of her nipples, sucking hard enough to make her gasp. His other hand slid down her body, pushing her skirt up, his fingers brushing against her panties. Becky’s head fell back, her hands tangling in his hair.

This was it. This was everything she’d wanted.

But then the door opened, and Becky froze. Four more guys walked in—Colin, Quentin, Zack, and Harry—all teammates of Mickey’s. They were talking, laughing, but Becky’s heart started to pound as they turned their attention to her.

Mickey pulled away, grinning. “Don’t stop now, babe. You’re doing great.”

Becky’s eyes darted between them, her breath catching. “What’s going on?”

Mickey shrugged, his hands still on her hips. “I always share with my teammates. You’re cool with that, right?”

Her mind was racing, but something about the way they were all looking at her—lustful, hungry—made her body respond before her brain could catch up.

She nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yeah... I’m cool with it.”

Mickey’s grin widened, and he stepped back, letting his friends move in. Colin was the first, his hand already on his zipper. Becky watched, her heart pounding, as he pulled out his cock, thick and already hard. Quentin and Zack followed suit, their hands moving over themselves as they watched her.

Mickey pushed her gently onto the bed, spreading her legs and kneeling between them. His tongue was on her in an instant, licking and teasing until she was gasping, her hands gripping the sheets. The other guys circled around, their cocks in their hands, stroking themselves as they watched.

“Suck me,” Mickey ordered, pulling away from her pussy and standing up, his cock inches from her face.

Becky hesitated for only a second before opening her mouth, taking him in. He was thick, and she had to focus to keep her teeth from scraping, but the way he groaned made her feel powerful.

Colin stepped up next, his cock brushing against her cheek. “My turn,” he said, his eyes dark with lust.

Becky felt a thrill run through her as she turned her head, taking him into her mouth. Her hands reached out instinctively, wrapping around Quentin and Zack as they moved closer.

There were so many of them, so many cocks, and Becky didn’t know where to focus. She sucked on Colin, her hand stroking Quentin, her other hand gripping Zack. And then Harry was there, pushing his cock into her free hand.

“Fuck, Becky,” Mickey groaned, his hips thrusting into her mouth. “You’re a natural.”

She didn’t have time to respond, her mouth too full, her hands too busy. The room was filled with the sound of groans and the sight of their cocks, and Becky felt a strange sense of pride. This was what it meant to be wanted, to be needed.

Mickey was the first to cum, his cock pulsing in her mouth as he groaned her name. Becky swallowed as much as she could, but there was too much, and it spilled out, dripping down her chin. Colin was next, his cum landing on her face, followed by Quentin, Zack, and Harry. They coated her, their cum mixing together, and Becky opened her mouth, letting it all drip in.

“You’re not done yet,” Mickey said, his hands on her hips, flipping her onto her back.

He was already hard again, and Becky barely had time to catch her breath before he was inside her, his cock stretching her pussy as he thrust into her.

Colin was next, his cock even thicker than Mickey’s, and Becky moaned as he filled her. Quentin took his time, his slow, deliberate thrusts making her squirm. Zack positioned her on her hands and knees, taking her from behind, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her. She came hard, her body trembling as he filled her.

Harry was last, his cock sliding into her sloppy, cum-filled pussy. Becky could feel it leaking out of her as he thrust, and when he finally came, she was too exhausted to do anything but lie there, her body spent.

Mickey grinned down at her, his hand brushing her hair out of her face. “You were amazing, Becky. Next time, it’ll be the whole team.”

She opened her mouth to respond, but before she could, Mickey leaned down, his lips capturing hers in a kiss. Becky felt proud. For the first time, she belonged.

6 - THE COACH’S PRIVATE TRAINING

MF / BDSM / Sports / Age Gap / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck,” he growled, his voice strained.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

7 - A NEW BODY, A NEW LIFE

MF / Age Gap / BBW / Cheating / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The towel felt heavy in her hands, not from moisture, but from the weight of another futile evening. Nina stood in the master bathroom, the marble cool under her bare feet, and wiped a clear circle into the steamed mirror. The woman staring back had softness where there used to be muscle, a gentle rounding of her hips and belly that her husband’s eyes slid over as if she were a piece of furniture. For the tenth night in a row, he’d already been snoring when she came to bed.

Something had to change.

That something began the next morning at Iron Haven Gym. The air smelled of disinfectant and sweat, a foreign, intimidating perfume. She felt every single one of her forty-two years and every extra pound in her leggings as she awkwardly approached a free weight rack.

“Need a spot?”

The voice was warm, confident. She turned to find its owner. Kyle. His name was stitched on the front of his tight staff shirt. He was all defined lines and sun-kissed skin, probably not even thirty. His smile wasn’t predatory; it was open, encouraging.

“I… I might,” Nina admitted, her voice barely a whisper over the clanging weights.

He became her guide, her anchor. His hands were careful, professional, but their presence on her back as she attempted a squat sent a jolt through her system that had nothing to do with exercise. He corrected her form with a gentle touch on her elbow, a guiding press on her lower back. He sees me, she thought, a dangerous, thrilling idea. He’s actually looking at me.

After the session, as she packed her water bottle, he leaned against the gym’s front desk. “You killed it today. Seriously.”

“Thanks to you,” she said, a genuine smile touching her lips for the first time in months.

“Hey, I know it’s forward, but… want to hang out sometime? Not as a trainer. Just… us.”

The word husband perched on her tongue, a bitter, automatic defense. But she pictured the empty side of the bed, the silent dinners. The word dissolved. “I’d like that.”

—

His apartment was exactly what she expected—clean, modern, with a faint, clean scent of laundry detergent. A bottle of red wine sat open on the counter. Two glasses in, the careful small talk began to fray at the edges. He was telling a story, laughing, and she was watching the way his throat moved. The space between them on the couch, once vast, had shrunk to nothing.

He stopped talking. The silence was thick, charged. His eyes dropped to her lips. This is it. This is the point of no return.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of guilt and desire. The guilt was a weak, shadowy thing next to the raw, pulsing want that coiled hot in her belly. She gave him a single, almost imperceptible nod.

He closed the distance. His kiss wasn’t tentative. It was sure, deep, tasting of Cabernet and mint. A low moan escaped her as his tongue met hers, the sensation so intensely foreign and familiar all at once it made her head spin. Her hands came up, one tangling in the surprisingly soft hair at the nape of his neck, the other sliding down the hard plane of his chest.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her cheek. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do that.”

In answer, her fingers found the button of his jeans, then the zipper. The metallic rasp was the loudest sound in the room. She slipped her hand inside the warm confines of his boxers, her fingers closing around the hot, rigid length of him. He was already so hard, velvet over steel. A sharp, gratifying hiss escaped his lips as she began to move her hand, a slow, firm stroke that made his hips buck slightly.

“Fuck, Nina,” he groaned, his own hands sliding under her shirt to cup her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples through the lace of her bra.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. The pleasure-pain of his grip on her sensitive flesh and the powerful, primal feel of him in her hand shattered the last of her reservations. She needed more. She slid off the couch, her knees meeting the soft rug. She looked up at him, at the dark, hungry look in his eyes, and it made her feel powerful, beautiful, seen.

She tugged his jeans and boxers down over his hips, freeing him completely. He was magnificent. Leaning forward, she took him into her mouth.

The taste of him was musky, uniquely male. She explored him with her tongue, tracing the prominent vein on the underside before taking him deeper, her head beginning to bob in a rhythm she’d almost forgotten.

His groans were her soundtrack, his hands tangling in her hair, not forcing, just feeling. “Your mouth… god, your mouth is incredible,” he choked out.

He pulled her up, his kisses desperate now. Clothes became a frustrating barrier. He peeled her shirt over her head, unsnapped her bra. Her breasts spilled into his hands and he didn’t just look; he worshipped. He bent his head, drawing a taut nipple into the wet, searing heat of his mouth. The pull went straight to her core, a direct line of electric pleasure that made her cry out. His tongue lashed and suckled, his teeth grazing with just enough edge to make her knees buckle.

He led her to the bedroom, a dimly lit space dominated by a large bed. He laid her back, his eyes dark with lust as he hooked his fingers in the waistband of her leggings and panties, dragging them down her legs in one smooth motion. She was completely bare, completely exposed under his gaze. And for the first time in years, she didn’t feel the urge to cover herself.

He knelt at the foot of the bed, pushed her legs apart, and buried his face between them.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her back arch off the mattress. Oh god. This was different. This wasn’t the perfunctory, rushed foreplay she was used to. This was a feast. He devoured her, his tongue circling her clit with agonizing precision before plunging deep inside her. He gripped her thighs, holding her open, and the sounds he made were of a man starved. The coil in her belly tightened, spiraling tighter and tighter with every flick, every suck. She was panting, her hands fisting the sheets, a keening wail building in her throat. The orgasm crashed over her without warning, a blinding, shattering wave of pleasure that left her trembling and breathless.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving, sheathing himself in a condom with a practiced, hurried motion. He covered her body with his, the weight of him anchoring her back to earth. He was hard and hot against her thigh. He kissed her, letting her taste herself on his lips.

“I need to be inside you,” he murmured, his voice gruff.

“Yes,” was all she could manage, already lifting her hips to meet him.

He guided himself to her entrance, and then he was pushing in. So full. The stretch was exquisite, filling a void she’d refused to acknowledge existed. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly became something more urgent, more primal. Each thrust was a claiming, a hard, driving punctuation to the months of neglect. The headboard tapped a steady rhythm against the wall. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper, her heels digging into the small of his back.

She could feel another climax building, this one deeper, more consuming. The guilt was a distant whisper, utterly drowned out by the slap of skin on skin, his guttural groans in her ear, the sheer, animalistic pleasure of being so thoroughly fucked. “Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice ragged. “Kyle, please.”

Her plea undid him. His thrusts became erratic, losing their rhythm for pure, driving need. “Nina… I’m gonna…”

That was all it took. Her name on his lips as he came triggered her own release. Her inner muscles clenched around him, a series of tight, pulsating waves that milked his own orgasm from him. She cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure ecstasy as the sensations rocked through her, her body bowing against his.

He collapsed onto her, spent, his weight a comforting burden. They lay like that for long minutes, slick with sweat, hearts hammering in a slowing, synchronized rhythm. His breath was warm against her neck.

As the haze of pleasure began to recede, a single, crystalline thought formed in her mind, clear and undeniable amidst the aftermath. It wasn’t a thought of regret. It was a resolution. The life she had been tolerating was over. The body she had been hiding was hers to reclaim.

She turned her head, her lips brushing his ear. “I want to see you again.” Her voice was quiet, but it held a new strength, a certainty that had been missing for a very long time. "Tomorrow."

8 - GETTING HEALTHY WITH HENRY

MF / BBW / Sports / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Mikayla’s hips swayed as she walked into the gym, her curvy frame hugged by her black leggings and fitted tank top. She was feeling good—ten pounds lighter, but still undeniably full-figured. Her confidence was high, and she was ready to tackle her workout. That’s when she noticed him. Henry, a big guy with a friendly smile, was struggling with the treadmill. She caught his eye, and they exchanged a nod.

“Need some help?” she asked, her voice warm and inviting.

Henry chuckled, wiping sweat from his forehead. “Yeah, this thing’s got a mind of its own.”

They started talking, bonding over their shared love of food and their mutual goal of getting healthier. Over the next few weeks, they became gym buddies, encouraging each other through every rep and every mile. Mikayla loved how Henry made her laugh, and Henry couldn’t get enough of Mikayla’s infectious energy.

One evening, after a particularly grueling session, Henry turned to her. “Hey, you’ve been killing it lately. Let me take you out to celebrate.”

Mikayla grinned. “As long as it’s not a cheat meal.”

Henry laughed. “Deal.”

They went to a cozy restaurant, ordering grilled chicken salads and sparkling water. The conversation flowed easily, and Mikayla found herself leaning closer to Henry, her hand brushing his on the table. There was something about him—his kindness, his humor, the way he looked at her like she was the most beautiful woman in the room.

After dinner, Henry suggested they go back to his place. Mikayla agreed, her heart racing as they walked to his car. The drive was short, and before she knew it, they were standing in his living room, the air thick with tension.

Henry stepped closer, his eyes locked on hers. “Mikayla…”

She didn’t let him finish. She closed the distance between them, her lips meeting his in a hungry kiss. His hands slid around her waist, pulling her against him. She could feel the heat of his body through their clothes, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

Their kisses grew more urgent, their hands exploring each other’s bodies. Henry’s fingers traced the curve of her hips, squeezing gently as he deepened the kiss. Mikayla moaned softly, her hands sliding under his shirt to feel the warmth of his skin.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” Henry whispered against her lips.

She nodded, letting him lead her down the hall. Clothes were shed along the way—her tank top, his shirt, her leggings, his pants. By the time they reached the bed, they were both down to their underwear. Mikayla’s breath caught as she took in the sight of him—his broad chest, his strong arms, the bulge in his boxers that made her mouth water.

She dropped to her knees in front of him, her hands sliding up his thighs. Henry groaned as she pulled down his boxers, freeing his thick cock. She wrapped her fingers around it, stroking him slowly as she looked up at him through her lashes.

“You’re so beautiful,” Henry murmured, his voice rough with desire.

Mikayla smiled, then leaned forward, taking him into her mouth. She started slow, savoring the taste of him, the way he filled her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock before she took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate his size. Henry’s hands tangled in her hair, guiding her as she bobbed her head, taking him all the way to the back of her throat.

“Fuck, Mikayla,” he groaned, his hips bucking slightly.

She pulled back, catching her breath before diving back in, her hand working the base of his cock as she sucked him off. She could feel him getting harder, thicker in her mouth, and it only made her want him more.

When she finally pulled away, Henry was breathing hard, his eyes dark with need. He helped her to her feet, kissing her deeply as he backed her toward the bed. She lay down, spreading her legs as he knelt between them. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing her panties aside to reveal her wet pussy.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he said, his voice low and husky.

He leaned in, his tongue flicking over her clit before he buried his face between her legs. Mikayla gasped, her hands gripping the sheets as he licked and sucked at her sensitive flesh. His tongue moved in slow, deliberate circles, driving her wild. She arched her back, moaning his name as he slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right to hit that spot that made her see stars.

“Henry… oh God…” she whimpered, her hips rocking against his face.

He didn’t let up, his tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony to bring her closer and closer to the edge. When she finally came, it was with a cry of pleasure that echoed through the room. Her body trembled as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over her.

Henry kissed his way up her body, his cock pressing against her thigh. “I need to be inside you,” he said, his voice strained with need.

Mikayla nodded, wrapping her legs around his waist as he positioned himself at her entrance. He pushed in slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried deep inside her. She gasped at the sensation—the stretch, the fullness, the way he filled her so perfectly.

Henry began to move, his hips thrusting into hers with a steady rhythm. Mikayla clung to him, her nails digging into his back as he drove her higher and higher with each stroke. She could feel every inch of him, every movement sending sparks of pleasure through her body.

“You feel so good,” she moaned, her voice trembling with desire.

Henry groaned in response, his pace quickening as he chased his own release. Mikayla could feel herself getting close again, the pressure building inside her until it finally burst. She came with a cry, her body convulsing around him as he continued to thrust into her.

A few moments later, Henry followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he spilled himself deep within her. He collapsed onto the bed beside her, pulling her into his arms as they both caught their breath.

Mikayla rested her head on his chest, a contented smile on her face. She felt safe, desired, and completely satisfied.

“Mikayla,” Henry said softly, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Will you be my girlfriend?”

She looked up at him, her heart swelling with emotion. “Yes,” she said without hesitation.

9 - 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.”

10 - SECRET DESIRES ON THE SOFTBALL FIELD

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

"Coach, I can't keep this a secret," Kira whispered, her voice trembling as she lay beside him, her body still humming from the intensity of what they’d just done.

Roger turned his head to face her, his expression unreadable in the dim light of her bedroom. "We have to, Kira. You know that." His voice was firm, but there was something underneath it—a flicker of guilt, maybe, or desperation.

Kira bit her lip, her mind racing. She could still feel him inside her, the way he’d filled her completely, the way their bodies had moved together like they were made for each other. "But what if people find out? What if—"

"Stop," Roger interrupted, his tone sharp but not unkind. He reached out, his hand brushing her cheek. "Let’s not talk about that right now. Just… let’s enjoy this. Us."

Kira hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew he was right, but the weight of what they’d done was starting to settle in. Still, as she looked at him—his strong jaw, the way his body seemed to radiate power—she couldn’t help but feel a thrill run through her.

She leaned in, her lips brushing his in a soft, tentative kiss. "Okay," she murmured against his mouth. "For now."

—

Hours earlier, Kira had been on the field, her cleats digging into the dirt as she swung her bat with practiced precision. The sun was beating down on her, and she could feel the sweat trickling down her back as she ran the bases. She was fast, always had been, but today something felt off. Her timing was wrong, and her throws were sloppy.

"Kira!" Coach Roger’s voice cut through the air, sharp and commanding.

She froze, her heart sinking as she turned to face him.

His arms were crossed over his chest, his expression stern. "What the hell was that?"

"I—I don’t know," she stammered, wiping her forehead with the back of her hand. "I just… I’m sorry, Coach."

He sighed, his shoulders relaxing slightly as he walked over to her. "You’re distracted. I can see it. What’s going on?"

Kira looked down at her feet, guilt gnawing at her. "It’s school. I’m… I’m failing math, Coach. I’ve been trying to keep up, but it’s just too much."

Roger’s expression softened, and he placed a hand on her shoulder. "You’re one of the best players I’ve ever coached, Kira. But if you don’t get your grades up, you’re not going to be able to play. Understand?"

She nodded, her throat tight. "I know. I’ll do better. I promise."

"Good." He gave her shoulder a squeeze before letting go. "Come on. Let’s get you home. You look like you could use some rest."

—

The ride to her apartment was quiet, the hum of the car’s engine filling the space between them. Kira stared out the window, her mind racing as she tried to figure out how she was going to turn things around. She felt like she was drowning, and she didn’t know how much longer she could keep her head above water.

When they pulled up to her building, Kira turned to Roger, her voice barely above a whisper. "Do you want to come in? I mean, if you’re not busy or anything."

He hesitated, his grip tightening on the steering wheel. "Kira, I don’t think that’s a good idea."

"Please," she said, her eyes pleading. "I just… I don’t want to be alone right now."

Roger looked at her for a long moment, his jaw clenched as if he was fighting some internal battle. Finally, he nodded. "Alright. But just for a little while."

Inside her apartment, Kira dropped her bag by the door and turned to face him. She could feel the tension in the air, thick and heavy, and it made her heart race. "Coach, I…" She trailed off, unsure of what to say.

"Kira," he said, his voice low and strained. "This isn’t right. I shouldn’t be here."

She took a step closer to him, her breath catching in her throat. "I know. But I don’t care."

Before he could respond, she closed the distance between them, her lips pressing against his in a desperate, hungry kiss. He froze for a moment, his body stiff, but then he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he kissed her back.

It was like a dam had burst, and all the tension, all the unspoken desire that had been building between them came rushing out. Kira’s hands fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, her fingers trembling as she pushed it off his shoulders. He returned the favor, pulling her jersey over her head and tossing it aside.

Their clothes landed in a trail on the floor as they stumbled toward the bedroom, their lips never parting. When they reached the bed, Roger pushed her down onto the mattress, his hands roaming her body as he kissed her neck, her collarbone, her chest.

Kira’s back arched as his fingers slipped between her legs, teasing her until she was gasping for air. "Roger," she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets. "Please."

He didn’t make her wait. He replaced his fingers with his tongue, devouring her as she writhed beneath him. Her hips bucked against his mouth, and she cried out as the pleasure washed over her, her body trembling with the force of it.

When she finally came down from the high, Roger pulled away, his eyes dark with desire. "You’re so beautiful," he murmured, his voice rough with need.

Kira reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly at first, then faster, watching as his eyes fluttered shut and a low groan escaped his lips. "I want to taste you," she whispered.

Without waiting for a response, she slid down the bed, her lips wrapping around him. She took him deep, her tongue teasing the sensitive underside as he moaned her name. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, and it only made her want him more.

When she couldn’t take it anymore, she pulled away, moving to straddle him. "I need you," she breathed, guiding him inside her.

They moved together, their bodies perfectly in sync. Kira moaned, her head falling back as she rode him, her hips rolling in a slow, steady rhythm. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her as he thrust up into her, each movement pushing her closer to the edge.

It didn’t take long for her to fall apart, her body shattering as she came around him. He followed soon after, his grip on her hips tightening as he spilled himself inside her.

Now, as they lay in bed together, Kira couldn’t help but feel a sense of wonder. She’d never imagined that this would happen, but now that it had, she couldn’t imagine her life without it.

"Roger," she murmured, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. "What happens next?"

He didn’t answer right away, his hand stilling on her back. "We take it one day at a time," he finally said. "But we have to be careful, Kira. This… this can’t get out."

"I know," she whispered, her heart aching at the thought. But as she looked at him, she knew it was worth it. Whatever happened, she wouldn’t regret this.

11 - RUNNING TOWARDS ROMANCE
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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.

12 - CHOOSING THE COACH

MF / College / Age Gap / Cheating / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“I can’t concentrate,” Jani admitted, her voice trembling as she looked up from the playbook. Her fingers fidgeted with the edge of the page, the tension in the room thick enough to choke on.

Ned paused, his eyes narrowing slightly as he studied her. “What’s going on, Jani?” he asked, his voice low and steady, though there was a flicker of something else beneath it.

She hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. This is wrong, she thought. I have a boyfriend. Ned is my coach. But the words spilled out before she could stop them. “I’m attracted to you,” she confessed, her cheeks burning. “I’ve been trying to ignore it, but… I can’t.”

The silence that followed was deafening. Ned’s expression shifted, his usual composed demeanor cracking ever so slightly. He leaned back in his chair, his gaze never leaving hers. “Jani, you’re a fantastic player. You’ve got a bright future ahead of you. This… this isn’t a good idea.”

“I know,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “But I can’t stop thinking about you.”

Ned’s eyes darkened, and for a moment, he looked like he was struggling with himself. Then, without warning, he stood up and closed the distance between them in one swift motion. His hands cupped her face, and before she could protest, his lips were on hers.

The kiss was hungry, desperate, and it sent a jolt of electricity straight through her. Jani gasped into his mouth, her hands instinctively gripping his shirt. This is happening, her mind screamed. This is really happening.

Ned’s tongue slipped past her lips, exploring her mouth with a heat that made her knees weak. She could feel the strength in his hands as they moved from her face to her waist, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed together. His hard chest against her soft curves only fueled the fire burning inside her.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathing heavily. Jani’s lips felt swollen, and her heart was racing. She looked up at Ned, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and desire.

“This can’t happen,” Ned said, though his voice was anything but convincing. “You’re with Kyle.”

“I know,” Jani said again, her voice trembling. “But I want you. Please.”

That one word seemed to shatter whatever restraint Ned had left. Without another word, he took her hand and led her out of the kitchen, down the hallway, and into his bedroom. The moment the door closed behind them, Jani felt a surge of adrenaline rush through her veins.

Ned wasted no time. His hands were on her clothes, yanking her shirt over her head and tossing it aside. Jani reached for his belt, her fingers fumbling as she tried to undo it. The sound of his zipper being pulled down sent a shiver down her spine.

He stepped out of his pants, and Jani’s breath caught in her throat as she saw him. He was hard, his cock standing at attention, and the sight of it made her mouth water. Without thinking, she dropped to her knees, her hands gripping his hips as she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

Ned groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she began to move. She started slow, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. The taste of him was intoxicating, and she couldn’t stop herself from moaning as she sucked him off.

Jani’s guilt threatened to surface—Kyle’s face flashed in her mind—but she pushed it away. This is what I want, she told herself. This is what I need. She bobbed her head, taking him as deep as she could, her throat relaxing to accommodate him. Ned’s grip on her hair tightened, guiding her movements as he thrust gently into her mouth.

“Fuck, Jani,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “You’re so good at this.”

The praise sent a thrill through her, and she redoubled her efforts, sucking him harder, faster. She could feel him trembling beneath her hands, and she knew he was close. But before he could reach the edge, he pulled her up, his lips crashing onto hers once more.

Ned’s hands were everywhere now, undressing her with an urgency that left her no time to think. Her bra was unhooked and discarded; her jeans and panties were yanked down her legs. She stepped out of them, standing bare before him, her chest heaving as she waited for what would come next.

Ned pushed her back onto the bed, his hands spreading her legs open. He knelt between them, his eyes locked on her as he leaned in and buried his face between her thighs. Jani cried out, her back arching as his tongue found her clit. He licked her hungrily, his tongue flicking over her sensitive nub before plunging into her.

Jani’s hands fisted the sheets as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She could feel herself getting wetter, her body responding to every touch, every lick. Ned’s hands gripped her thighs, holding her open as he devoured her. She was spiraling out of control, her hips bucking against his mouth as she neared the edge.

But just as she was about to tip over, Ned pulled away, leaving her gasping and desperate. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. Jani could feel the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she looked up at him, her eyes pleading.

“Are you sure?” Ned asked, his voice strained.

“Yes,” Jani gasped. “Please, I need you.”

That was all the confirmation he needed. Ned thrust into her, filling her completely in one smooth motion. Jani cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. He started slow, but it wasn’t long before he was pounding into her, his hips slamming against hers with a force that left her breathless.

Jani wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him on. She could feel every inch of him inside of her, stretching her, filling her in ways she hadn’t thought possible. The guilt she’d felt earlier was gone, replaced by an all-consuming need to feel Ned deeper, harder.

“Harder,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “Please, Ned, harder.”

He obeyed, his thrusts becoming more frantic, more desperate. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with their ragged breaths and moans. Jani could feel the coil of pleasure tightening in her stomach, threatening to snap.

And then it did. Her body convulsed, her muscles tightening around Ned as she came. Her cries were muffled by his lips on hers, his tongue invading her mouth as he continued to thrust. He wasn’t far behind her, and with a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside her and let out a guttural groan.

They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies pressed together, their breaths mingling. Then Ned pulled out, collapsing onto the bed beside her. Jani lay there, her chest rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath. Reality began to creep back in, and with it, the guilt she’d been able to ignore.

But before she could say anything, Ned spoke. “This stays between us,” he said, his voice firm. “No one can know.”

Jani nodded, though her heart ached at the thought of keeping this a secret. She knew it was wrong, but she also knew she wanted more.

13 - A CHEERLEADER’S SEDUCTION
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Janetta’s heart pounded as she stood in the middle of the gym, her bright red cheerleading uniform clinging to her toned frame. The judges’ eyes were on her, their pens poised, ready to mark her every move. She had practiced this routine a hundred times, maybe more. But now, under the glaring lights, her legs felt like jelly, her hands shaky. She took a deep breath, forcing a smile, and began.

High school cheerleading had been easy, but Janetta was in college now, and the competition was tougher. She’d have to nail this routine if she wanted to make the squad.

Her first few moves were flawless—high kicks, sharp turns, arms slicing through the air with precision. But then, as she launched into her final tumbling pass, her foot caught the edge of the mat. She stumbled, her body twisting awkwardly before she hit the ground with a muffled thud. The gym fell silent. Janetta’s face burned with humiliation as she scrambled to her feet, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She tried to finish the routine, but the damage was done.

The judges’ faces were unreadable as she walked off the floor, her dreams of becoming a Dallas Cowboys cheerleader slipping through her fingers. She couldn’t let this be the end. She wouldn’t.

Janetta found herself standing outside the office of Coach George a short while later. She knocked softly, her hand trembling.

“Come in,” his deep voice called from inside.

She pushed the door open, her heart racing. George sat behind his desk, a ruggedly handsome man in his fifties, his sharp eyes studying her as she stepped inside.

“Coach,” she began, her voice wavering. “I know I messed up out there, but I’d do anything to be on this team. Anything.”

George leaned back in his chair, a slow smile spreading across his face. “Anything?”

Janetta didn’t miss the way his gaze lingered on her body, his eyes darkening with interest. She swallowed hard, her pulse quickening. She had to do this.

“Yes,” she said, her voice steady now. “Anything.”

George stood, his tall frame towering over her as he walked around the desk. He reached out, his fingers brushing against her cheek, sending a shiver down her spine.

“Then let’s see how far you’re willing to go,” he murmured, his hand sliding down to her waist.

Janetta’s breath caught as he leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “Lock the door,” he commanded, his voice low and husky.

She obeyed, her fingers fumbling with the lock before turning back to face him. George’s eyes were on her, hungry, as he stepped closer, his hands reaching for the hem of her uniform. He lifted it slowly, revealing her toned stomach, then higher, until the fabric was over her head and discarded on the floor.

Janetta stood before him in nothing but her red lace bra and panties, her body on full display. George’s eyes raked over her, his approval evident as he reached for her bra.

He unhooked it with practiced ease, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts spilled free, her nipples hardening under his gaze. He cupped them in his hands, his thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks, sending a jolt of pleasure through her.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, before lowering his head to take one nipple into his mouth.

Janetta gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders as his mouth worked on her, his tongue swirling around her nipple, teasing and sucking until she was trembling. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention, his hands roaming over her body, exploring every curve.

When he finally pulled away, Janetta was breathless, her skin flushed with desire. George cleared a space on his desk with a sweep of his arm, papers scattering to the floor.

“Up you go,” he said, his voice thick with lust.

Janetta climbed onto the desk, her legs spreading instinctively as he stepped between them. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside.

George knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs wider, his breath hot against her skin. He leaned in, his tongue darting out to tease her folds, tasting her.

Janetta moaned, her back arching as his tongue flicked over her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. He lapped at her greedily, his fingers sliding inside her, curling to find that sweet spot that made her cry out.

“George,” she whimpered, her hands clutching the edge of the desk as he devoured her, his tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony.

He didn’t stop until she was shaking, her orgasm building, ready to explode. But just before she could tip over the edge, he pulled away, leaving her desperate and aching.

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

Janetta obeyed, bending over the desk, her ass in the air. She heard the sound of his zipper, then the feel of his hands on her hips as he positioned himself behind her.

He entered her in one smooth thrust, his cock filling her completely. Janetta gasped, her nails digging into the desk as he began to move, each thrust deeper, harder than the last.

“God, you feel amazing,” George growled, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her, his pace relentless.

Janetta could feel every inch of him, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. She moaned, her body tightening around him as her orgasm approached, fast and overwhelming.

George’s thrusts became erratic, his own release close. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in quick circles.

Janetta came with a cry, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure ripped through her. George followed, his cock pulsing inside her as he spilled himself, groaning her name.

They stayed like that for a moment, both catching their breath, before George pulled out and stepped back.

“You’re on the team,” he said simply, as if nothing had just happened.

Janetta turned to face him, her body still trembling, her heart racing. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice filled with gratitude.

George nodded, a satisfied smile on his face as she gathered her clothes and dressed quickly. She left his office, her legs still unsteady, but a smile on her face.

As she walked down the hallway, her mind was already racing, wondering when her next encounter with George would be. And she couldn’t wait.

14 - CURVES ON THE VOLLEYBALL COURT
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“You’re perfect just the way you are,” Brett murmured, his voice low and steady as his hands drifted down Chante’s sides, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist. She shivered under his touch, her breath catching in her throat.

She hadn’t expected this when she walked into the gym for her private coaching session. She’d been nervous, sure, but not about this. The way he looked at her, the way his hands lingered on her body—it wasn’t just casual coaching. It felt… different.

“Coach,” she started, her voice trembling slightly, “I don’t know if—“

He cut her off gently, his lips brushing against her ear. “Shh. Trust me, Chante. You’re incredible.”

Her heart raced as his hands moved lower, his fingers curling around the hem of her shorts. She should’ve stopped him. She knew that. But the way he touched her, the way he made her feel—she didn’t want it to end.

—

It started last week.

Although she struggled with her weight, Chante had always been a gifted athlete. She’d heard about tryouts for the college volleyball team, and she was confident that she’d dominate the competition.

When Chante arrived at the gym, the other girls vastly underestimated her abilities. “You sure you’re in the right place?” a petite girl asked, her thin arms crossed over her chest. “The cafeteria is that way.”

Chante just glared at her, her heart racing with anger. She ignored the taunt. She’d get her revenge on the court. Chante took her rage out on the volleyball, spiking it over the net with an unmatched ferocity. She easily made the team, leaving the other players stunned.

It seemed like Chante had made quite an impression on the volleyball coach, too. “Congratulations on making the team,” Brett said, putting his hand on her shoulder. “Don’t worry about those other girls. They’re jealous.”

“T-thank you,” Chante stammered, suddenly aware that her hair was a mess, and she was dripping sweat. “You really think so?”

“Yes. You’re beautiful and talented. Why wouldn’t they be jealous?” he replied, his eyes sparkling with something mysterious. “Why don’t you meet me tomorrow for a private coaching session? I can show you a few things to really improve your game.”

—

Now, they were in the gym. They’d finished practicing, and it was time to stretch. But as Brett positioned Chante’s body on the exercise mat, his fingers started to wander over her body in a way that didn’t feel professional.

“Coach?” she whispered, her eyes searching his.

Brett didn’t answer with words. Instead, he kissed her, his lips firm and demanding against hers. Chante melted into it, her hands gripping the front of his shirt as he deepened the kiss.

When he finally pulled away, his eyes darkened with desire. “Let me show you how perfect you are,” he said, his voice rough.

Chante’s mind was spinning, but she nodded anyway. She wanted this. She wanted him.

Brett’s hands moved to the waistband of her shorts, and she lifted her hips slightly to help him slide them off. He took his time, his fingers brushing against her thighs as he tugged the fabric down her legs. When she was finally bare, he paused, his gaze raking over her body.

“Beautiful,” he muttered, his voice thick with need.

She blushed, her cheeks burning under his scrutiny. But before she could say anything, he was on her again, his lips pressing against hers as his hands roamed over her curves.

His touch was electric, sending waves of pleasure through her body. She moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair as he kissed her neck, his teeth grazing her skin.

“Brett,” she gasped, her back arching as he moved lower, his lips trailing down her chest.

He didn’t stop until he reached the apex of her thighs, his breath hot against her sensitive skin. She squirmed under him, her hands clutching at the exercise mat as he pressed a kiss to her inner thigh.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice soothing. “I’ve got you.”

Chante bit her lip, her eyes fluttering shut as his tongue darted out, licking a slow, deliberate stripe up her center. She gasped, her hips jerking off the mat as pleasure shot through her.

Brett didn’t let up, his tongue circling her clit before sucking it into his mouth. Chante’s fingers dug into the mat, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as he worked her.

“Oh, God,” she moaned, her head falling back as the pleasure built inside her.

He slid a finger inside her, then another, curling them just right as he continued to lick and suck at her clit. She was close—so close—and when he added a third finger, she lost it.

Her body tensed, her back arching off the mat as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She cried out, her hands gripping the mat as she rode out her orgasm, her body trembling with the force of it.

When she finally came down, Brett was already moving, climbing up her body to kiss her again. She could taste herself on his lips, and it only made her want him more.

“Your turn,” she whispered, her hands moving to the waistband of his gym shorts.

He didn’t argue, lifting his hips so she could slide them off. His cock sprang free, hard and thick, and Chante’s mouth watered at the sight of it.

She wrapped her hand around him, giving him a few slow strokes before leaning down to take him into her mouth. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip.

“Fuck, Chante,” he muttered, his hips bucking up into her mouth.

She took him deeper, her lips stretched tight around him as she bobbed her head, her hand working the base of his shaft. He was big—bigger than she’d expected—but she didn’t stop, her mouth moving up and down his length as she sucked him.

When he was close, he pulled her off, his hands shaking as he flipped her onto her back. She spread her legs for him, her body still tingling from her orgasm as he positioned himself between her thighs.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice strained.

Chante nodded, her hands gripping his shoulders as he pushed into her. He was big—so big—and she gasped as he filled her, her nails digging into his skin as he bottomed out.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his forehead resting against hers as he adjusted to the feel of her.

She was tight—so tight—and it took every ounce of his control to keep from losing it right then and there. But when she moved her hips, grinding against him, he couldn’t hold back anymore.

He pulled out almost all the way before thrusting back in, drawing a sharp gasp from her. He did it again, then again, setting a steady rhythm as he fucked her.

Chante’s hands roamed over his back, her nails leaving red marks in their wake as she clung to him. He felt incredible—so good—and she didn’t want it to end.

“Brett,” she moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist as he pounded into her.

He kissed her, his lips hot and demanding against hers as he fucked her harder, his hips slamming against hers with each thrust. She could feel his cock hitting her in all the right places, the pleasure building inside her once again.

“I’m close,” he muttered, his voice rough with need.

Chante nodded, her nails digging into his back as she felt her own orgasm building. “Me too,” she gasped, her body tightening around him.

Brett fucked her through it, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his own release. When he finally came, he buried himself deep inside her, his cock pulsing as he spilled his seed.

Chante’s orgasm hit a second later, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure washed over her. She cried out, her hands clutching at his back as she rode out the waves, her body trembling with the force of it.

When he slumped on top of her, his cock still inside her as her breathing slowly returned to normal, Chante couldn’t believe what had just happened. But as she lay there, feeling him breathe against her neck, she knew she wanted more.

“Chante,” Brett started, his voice soft as he pulled back to look at her.

“Yes?” she asked, her heart pounding in her chest.

“This stays between us,” he said, his expression serious.

She nodded, her eyes locked with his. “Of course.”

He kissed her again, his lips soft and gentle against hers before he pulled away and stood up, leaving her lying on the mat as he grabbed his gym shorts.

Chante watched him dress, her mind still reeling from what had just happened. She knew this was risky—dangerous, even—but she couldn’t bring herself to care.

“Same time tomorrow?” Brett asked, his eyes meeting hers as he pulled his shirt back on.

Chante smiled, her legs still tingling as she sat up. “I’ll be there.”

As she watched him walk away, her body still humming, she couldn’t help but wonder what their next encounter would be like.
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The sun was high, the air thick with humidity, and Raina could feel the sweat trickling down her back as she gripped the tennis racket tightly. Her curvy figure was on full display, the white tank top clinging to her skin, her shorts hugging her thick thighs. Focus, she told herself, but her eyes kept drifting to Steve, her father-in-law, who stood across the court, his toned body moving with the grace of a man who’d once been a pro.

When Raina had wanted to get more active, Steve had suggested tennis. He’d even offered to give her lessons on his backyard tennis court. Eager to get in shape, Raina had accepted with her husband, Keith’s encouragement.

“You’ve got a great swing, Raina,” Steve said, his voice smooth, and his eyes lingered on her for a moment too long. “You’re a natural.”

She flushed, brushing a strand of dark hair from her face. “Thanks,” she mumbled, trying to ignore the way her heart sped up when he smiled at her. It wasn’t just his compliments—it was the way he looked at her, like he could see right through her. Like he wanted her.

The thought sent a shiver down her spine. No, she scolded herself. You’re married to Keith. This is his father. You can’t—

“Ready for another round?” Steve asked, his tone playful, and Raina nodded, trying to push away the thoughts that were making her body heat in ways that had nothing to do with the sun.

—

After the lesson, Steve wiped the sweat from his brow and gestured toward his sprawling house. “Come on in. I’ll get us something cold to drink. You’ve earned it.”

Raina hesitated, but the thought of cool air and icy water was too tempting. She followed him inside, her eyes widening at the luxury of the place. The marble floors, the high ceilings, the art on the walls—it was nothing like the modest house she shared with Keith.

Steve handed her a glass of sparkling water, and their fingers brushed as she took it. “You know,” he said, his voice low, “you’re stunning, Raina. I’ve always thought so.”

Her breath caught. “Steve, we can’t—”

“Why not?” he interrupted, stepping closer. “You’ve been looking at me the same way I’ve been looking at you.”

Her cheeks burned, and she shook her head. “It’s wrong. I’m married to your son.”

“And yet,” he murmured, his hand cupping her cheek, “you’re here with me.”

Raina’s heart pounded in her chest. She knew she should pull away, should leave, but the heat in his eyes was undeniable. She wanted him. She needed him.

Their lips crashed together, the kiss frantic and hungry. Steve’s hands slid down her body, gripping her hips as he pulled her closer. Raina moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“Bedroom,” Steve gasped, breaking the kiss only long enough to grab her hand and lead her down the hall.

—

They didn’t make it far before they started shedding clothes. Steve’s shirt hit the floor, revealing his toned chest, and Raina’s tank top followed, her full breasts spilling out of her sports bra. Steve’s hands were everywhere, his fingers grazing her skin, sending sparks of pleasure through her.

By the time they reached the bed, they were both naked, their bodies pressed together, skin slick with sweat. Steve laid her down, his mouth claiming hers again as his hand slid between her legs. Raina gasped, her back arching as his fingers found her clit, rubbing tight circles that had her moaning his name.

“You’re so wet,” Steve growled, his voice thick with desire. “I want to taste you.”

He moved down her body, his tongue replacing his fingers, and Raina cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as he devoured her. His tongue was relentless, flicking and sucking until she was trembling on the edge.

“Steve, please,” she begged, and he chuckled, the sound sending a thrill through her.

“Let’s sixty-nine,” he said, pulling her up so she was straddling his face.

Raina hesitated for only a moment before lowering herself onto him, her pussy hovering over his mouth as she took his hard cock into her own. She moaned as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. Steve’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her down onto his face as he lapped at her folds.

The sensation was overwhelming, her body shaking as Steve’s tongue worked its magic. She couldn’t focus on anything but the pleasure, the way her body was tightening, the way his cock felt in her mouth. She sucked him harder, her hands gripping his thighs as she rode his face.

“Fuck, Raina,” Steve groaned, his voice muffled by her pussy. “You’re incredible.”

She could feel her orgasm building, her moans growing louder as she got closer. “Steve,” she whimpered, and he responded by thrusting his tongue deeper, pushing her over the edge.

When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her. Steve didn’t stop, his tongue still working her until she was spent, collapsing onto the bed beside him.

But he wasn’t done. He flipped her onto her hands and knees, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself behind her. Raina gasped as she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and then he was inside her, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” Steve growled, his thrusts deep and deliberate. “You feel so good, Raina.”

She moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he pounded into her, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts. He pinched her nipples, and the added sensation had her crying out, her body responding to every touch.

Then Steve’s hand came down on her ass, the sharp slap making her gasp. He did it again, and again, the sound of skin on skin filling the room as her ass jiggled with each impact.

“You like that?” he asked, his voice dark with desire.

“Yes,” Raina whimpered, her voice shaking.

Steve grabbed the lube from the nightstand, slicking his fingers before pressing one against her asshole. She tensed at first, but he was gentle, working her open until she was ready.

“Relax,” he murmured, and she did, her body going limp as he pushed his cock into her ass.

The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt, a mix of pain and pleasure that had her moaning loudly. Steve’s thrusts were slow at first, giving her time to adjust, but then he picked up speed, his cock sliding in and out of her ass as his hands gripped her hips.

Raina was lost in the sensation, her body moving with his as they both chased their release. She could feel her orgasm building again, her pussy clenching around nothing as Steve fucked her ass.

“Cum for me, Raina,” Steve growled, and she did, her body shaking as she came hard, her cries filling the room.

Steve wasn’t far behind, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his own release. He came with a groan, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her ass.

They collapsed onto the bed, both breathing heavily, their bodies still connected. Steve pulled her close, his lips pressing against her neck as they caught their breath.

“That was—” Raina started, but Steve cut her off with a kiss.

“Perfect,” he murmured, and she knew he was right. But as she lay there with him, guilt crept in, and she knew this was only the beginning.
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 4: Conquering the Game by Brandi Moore:

phone buzzed on the edge of the bathroom counter, the vibration sending ripples through the water in my glass. I picked it up, my fingers still damp from the shower. I felt that familiar tingle of opportunity. Laura was perched on the couch, flipping through some glossy magazine, her legs tucked under her. She looked up when I answered.

“Hey, it’s Brandi,” I said, my voice smooth, practiced.

“Hi honey,” he replied, his voice low and easy. “I’m Tom. I was calling to inquire about your services?”

He sounded friendly and outgoing. I was intrigued. “What can I do for you?” I asked, sounding seductive.

“Listen, I’ve got a situation. I’m the manager of a baseball team—the Tom Cats. I’m hosting a party tonight. Twelve guys, and they’re… let’s just say they’re in the mood for some entertainment. I need four girls. Think you and Laura can handle it?”

I raised an eyebrow, glancing at Laura. She was already leaning forward, her magazine forgotten. “Four girls, huh? Yeah, we can handle it. But it’s gonna cost you.”

Tom chuckled, a sound that was half-amused, half-arrogant. “Money’s no issue. Just make sure they’re worth it.”

I smirked. “Oh, they’ll be worth it.”

As soon as I hung up, Laura was on her feet. “What’s the deal?”

“Baseball team,” I said, tossing the phone onto the counter. “Twelve guys. They want four girls. I’m thinking you, me, Kayla, and Cheyenne.”

Laura’s eyes lit up. “That’s easy money. But… twelve guys? That’s three each. You think we can handle that?”

I shrugged, my lips curving into a sly smile. “We’re tough girls, aren’t we? Besides, we need the cash. Donte’s trial is coming up, and if we’re gonna get him out, we need to pull in some serious dough.”

Laura nodded, her expression serious for a moment before it melted into a grin. “Alright, let’s do it. I’ll call Kayla and Cheyenne.”

—

The house was massive, the kind of place that screamed money.

Tom greeted us with a grin, his eyes lingering on me a little longer than necessary. “Ladies,” he said, spreading his arms wide. “Welcome to the party. I hope you’re ready to… entertain.”

He was a burly man in his forties, wearing a large Rolex watch—the kind of guy who thought he was a big shot because he managed a team of overgrown boys who could swing a bat.

I smirked. “Oh, we’re ready.”

I adjusted the strap of my little black dress, the fabric clinging to my curves, and exchanged a smirk with Laura. She was in red, her own dress barely covering anything, and I could already see the way the guys were looking at her as we walked in.

The room was alive with energy—music pumping, drinks flowing, and the guys laughing and shouting over each other. Twelve of them. All athletic, all handsome, all looking at us like we were the main course.

We started with a dance, the four of us moving in sync, our bodies swaying to the beat. The guys were cheering, hollering, throwing dollar bills like we were in some seedy strip club. But this wasn’t a club—this was their boss’s house, and they were ready to let loose.

I zeroed in on one guy in particular—Mike. He was the pitcher, tall and muscular, with a cocky grin that told me he knew exactly how good he looked. I sauntered over to him, my hips swaying with every step, and dropped onto his lap. His hands settled on my waist, and I could feel the heat of him through the thin fabric of my dress.

“Hey, Mike,” I purred, leaning in close. “You having fun?”

He chuckled, his breath warm against my neck. “I am now.”

I started grinding against him, my ass rubbing against his crotch, feeling him harden beneath me. His hands tightened on my hips, and I could see the hunger in his eyes. Yeah, I thought, this is going to be fun.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Laura with Brett, the shortstop. She had her tits pressed right in his face, and he was eating it up. Kayla and Cheyenne were twerking, their asses shaking as the guys threw more bills at them. The energy in the room was electric, and I could feel it building, like a storm about to break.

Then Tom clinked a glass, and the room fell silent. “Alright, boys,” he said, a sly grin spreading across his face. “You’ve had your fun with the dancing. Now, who’s ready for the main event?”

The guys erupted into cheers, and I felt a shiver of anticipation run down my spine. This was it—the moment where we turned entertainment into serious cash.

Tom gestured to the bedrooms, and the guys started moving, dividing themselves into groups. Mike, Brett, Randy, and Zayne followed me into one of the rooms, their eyes dark with desire.

I kicked off my heels and climbed onto the bed, spreading my legs wide. Mike was the first to move, stripping off his shirt and climbing on top of me. His cock was already hard, and I could feel the heat of it pressing against my pussy.

“You ready for me, Brandi?” he asked, his voice low and rough.

I smirked. “Make it worth my while.”

Mike didn’t need any more encouragement. He pushed into me, hard and fast, and I gasped, my nails digging into his back. He fucked me with a primal intensity, his hips slamming against mine, and I could feel every inch of him stretching me, filling me. When he came, it was with a low groan, his cock pulsing inside me.

Randy was next, pushing Mike away and climbing on top of me. He didn’t waste time, fucking me from behind, his hands gripping my hips as he pounded into me. I looked over at Zayne, who was stroking his cock, his eyes locked on me.

“Come here,” I said, beckoning him closer.

He didn’t hesitate, sliding his cock into my mouth as Randy continued to fuck me. I sucked Zayne hard, my tongue swirling around his shaft, while Randy’s thrusts grew more erratic. When he came, it was with a grunt, his cock throbbing inside me.

Randy stepped aside, and Zayne took his turn. He slid into me slowly, his big dick stretching me in ways that made me moan. He fucked me with a steady rhythm, his hands gripping my thighs as he made me come. When he finally came, it was with a shudder, his cum joining the rest inside me.

Brett was last. He’d been standing there stroking his cock as he watched the other guys fuck me. Their cum was running out of my pussy, but Brett didn’t care. He positioned himself behind me, filling my pussy with his throbbing meat. I grasped the sheets as his cock pumped deeper and harder. Finally, I reached ecstasy as Brett shot another load in my pussy.

I lay there, panting, my body trembling with pleasure. The guys were all spent, their cocks soft now, and I could feel their cum leaking out of me. I couldn’t believe I’d just let them run a train on me

As I got up, I caught sight of myself in the mirror. My hair was a mess, my makeup smeared, and my body was covered in sweat and cum. But I didn’t care. I’d just made a shit ton of money, and we were one step closer to getting Donte out. Laura, Kayla, and Cheyenne looked about the same when I stepped out of the room—hair tousled, makeup ruined, but all of us grinning like we’d just won the lottery.

We got dressed, the guys still scattered around the house, some of them passed out, others still drinking.

Tom handed us a wad of cash, his grin wide. “You ladies were worth every penny.”

I smirked, stuffing the money into my purse. “Glad to hear it.”

As we walked out, I couldn’t help but think of Donte. This is for you, I thought. Just hang on a little longer.

17 - THE SPORTS STAR AND HIS WIFE

FM / FFM / BDSM / Femdom / Threesome / Whipping / Teasing / Ball Gag / CBT / Blow Job / Hand Job / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 3: Lust for Danger by Brandi Moore:

The call came in on a Thursday afternoon. Rick. The name alone made my pulse quicken. He was a local legend, a hometown hero with the kind of charm that could make even the most jaded heart skip a beat.

When he asked if I could come over to his place for “a special request,” I didn’t hesitate. I wasn’t new to this game—sex work had taught me to expect the unexpected—but something about Rick felt different. Different in a way that made my stomach tighten with anticipation.

Laura gave me a knowing look as I slipped into my favorite black dress. “Don’t forget to charge extra for ‘special requests,’” she teased, winking.

But even as I laughed it off, I couldn’t shake the feeling that tonight would be anything but ordinary.

Rick’s house was exactly what you’d expect from a football star: sprawling, modern, and meticulously decorated. Framed jerseys and gleaming trophies lined the walls, each one a testament to his success.

Rick greeted me at the door with a warm smile, his blue eyes crinkling at the corners. “Brandi, right?” he said, extending a hand. His grip was firm, confident, and yet there was something… softer about him. Something almost vulnerable.

“You have a beautiful home,” I said as he led me through the living room, my heels clicking against the polished hardwood floors.

He murmured a polite thanks, but his focus seemed elsewhere. It wasn’t until we reached the bedroom that I understood why.

The room was spacious, immaculate, and dominated by a king-sized bed. But it was the equipment that caught my eye—leather restraints, a whip, a ball gag, all neatly arranged on a nearby dresser.

My breath hitched. This was his special request? I turned to face him, arching an eyebrow. “So… you’re into BDSM?”

He rubbed the back of his neck, looking almost bashful. “It’s… complicated,” he admitted. “I’ve been having these… desires. Submissive ones. I’ve never acted on them before, but I want to try.” His voice was steady, but I caught the flicker of uncertainty in his eyes. This wasn’t just a kink for him—it was uncharted territory.

I nodded slowly, taking it all in. “Okay,” I said, keeping my tone calm and professional. “We can explore that. But we need to establish boundaries first. What are your limits?”

His shoulders relaxed slightly at my response. “No permanent marks,” he said. “And… no humiliation outside of this room.”

“Fair enough.” I stepped closer, my gaze locking with his. “Take off your clothes. Lie down on the bed.”

He obeyed without hesitation, stripping off his shirt and jeans with practiced ease. His body was every bit as impressive as I’d imagined—toned, muscular, the kind of physique that made women swoon. But as he lay back on the bed, his hands clasped nervously over his chest, I saw him in a new light. Not as a celebrity, but as a man exposing his deepest secrets.

I unhooked my bra and slid out of my panties, leaving myself in nothing but stilettos. Then I picked up the whip, testing its weight in my hand. “Are you ready?” I asked, my voice low and commanding.

He nodded, his breath coming faster now. “Yes.”

The first strike landed across his chest, light but firm. He flinched, then let out a choked moan. “Harder,” he gasped, his voice tinged with desperation.

I obliged, cracking the whip again and watching as his skin reddened under the impact. His cock twitched, already rock-hard. He liked it.

Next, I fastened the leather restraints around his wrists and ankles, securing him to the bedposts. The ball gag came last, silencing his moans but not the hunger in his eyes.

I knelt beside him, running my nails lightly along his inner thigh. “You’re doing so well,” I purred, my fingers brushing against his shaft.

He bucked against the restraints, desperate for more, but I kept my touch feather-light. Teasing. Denying.

That’s when the door creaked open.

My head snapped up, my heart racing. Alexandra. Rick’s wife. She stood in the doorway, her arms crossed and her expression unreadable. For a moment, no one spoke. Then Rick tried to mumble something through the gag, his eyes wide with panic.

“Shut up,” Alexandra growled, stepping into the room.

She was stunning—tall, slender, with cascading blonde hair and piercing green eyes. And right now, she looked furious. She walked over to the bed, her gaze sweeping over the scene. Then, without warning, she slapped Rick’s balls—hard.

He yelped, a muffled sound of pain and arousal. Alexandra smirked, clearly enjoying his discomfort. She leaned down, biting his cock gently before moving to his balls. Her teeth grazed the sensitive skin, making him squirm helplessly.

“Join me,” she said, glancing up at me.

There was a challenge in her eyes, a demand for compliance. I hesitated for only a second before nodding, moving to kneel beside her. Together, we teased him with our tongues, licking and sucking in tandem. His moans grew louder, more frantic. Begging for release.

But we weren’t done yet. Alexandra climbed onto the bed, positioning herself over his face. “Lick,” she commanded, and he obeyed eagerly, his tongue working between her legs.

Alexandra rocked against Rick, her movements slow and deliberate, until she threw her head back with a sharp gasp. Her orgasm was loud, unrestrained, and utterly captivating.

Now it was my turn. I straddled his face, pressing my hips down until his tongue found my clit. He was skilled, his strokes precise and relentless. Pleasure coiled tightly in my core, building with every lick, every thrust of his tongue. I clamped my thighs around his head, grinding against him as the tension broke, sending waves of ecstasy crashing through me.

Alexandra watched intently, her hand wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly at first, then faster, her grip tightening as he neared the edge. “Cum,” she ordered, and he did, his body convulsing as streams of hot cum spurted onto her hand.

For a moment, the room was silent except for the sound of our ragged breaths. Then Alexandra stood, wiping her hand on a nearby towel. “Get dressed,” she said, her tone brisk but not unkind. We obeyed without question, pulling on our clothes in tense silence.

As I gathered my things, Rick finally spoke. “Alex… I’m sorry.”

She sighed, running a hand through her hair. “Don’t be. I knew about your… desires, Rick. I saw your internet browsing history. I just didn’t know how to bring it up.” She glanced at me, her expression softening. “Thank you. For helping him discover this side of himself.”

I nodded, unsure of what to say. As I left their luxurious home, my mind was spinning. Who would have thought that Rick, the hometown hero, was hiding such submissive desires? But then again, people were full of surprises. And tonight… tonight had been one hell of a surprise.

18 - PASSION ON ICE

MF / BBW / Romantic / Sports / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Masturbation / PIV Sex

The ice rink was cold, but Darlene’s skin burned with determination as she glided across the surface, her curvy frame moving with a grace that defied the whispers of her critics. Her hips swayed, her thighs flexed, and her full breasts bounced slightly beneath her fitted skating dress. She could feel the eyes of the other skaters on her, their judgmental gazes lingering on her body. But she didn’t care. She knew her worth, and tonight, she was going to prove it.

Richard watched her from the edge of the rink, his eyes tracing every curve, every movement. He wasn’t like the others. He saw her talent, her passion, and yes, he admired her body—the way it moved, the way it filled out her costume. He stepped onto the ice, his skates cutting through the surface as he approached her. “You’re incredible,” he said, his voice low and warm.

Darlene turned to him, her cheeks flushed from the exertion. “Thanks,” she replied, a little breathless. “Most people just see my size.”

“They’re idiots,” Richard said, his eyes locking onto hers. “You’re perfect.”

Her heart skipped a beat at his words, and for the first time in a long while, she felt seen. They skated together, their bodies moving in sync, their chemistry undeniable. As they practiced their routine, their hands brushed, their bodies pressed close, and the tension between them grew.

After the session, Richard took her hand. “Come back to my place,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

Darlene hesitated for only a moment before nodding. She wanted this. She wanted him.

At his house, the air was charged with anticipation. Richard closed the door behind them and pulled her into his arms, his lips crashing down on hers. The kiss was hungry, desperate, and Darlene melted into him, her hands tangling in his hair. His tongue slid against hers, and she moaned softly, her body pressing against his.

He led her to the bedroom, his hands roaming over her curves as they walked. Once inside, he turned her around and slowly unzipped her skating dress, his lips trailing kisses down her neck as he did. The fabric fell to the floor, revealing her full breasts and soft stomach. Richard’s breath caught at the sight of her, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples.

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

Darlene shivered under his touch, her body responding to every caress. He kissed his way down her body, his lips leaving a trail of fire on her skin. When he reached her panties, he hooked his fingers in the waistband and pulled them down, revealing her wetness. He knelt before her, his hands gripping her hips as he buried his face between her thighs.

His tongue flicked over her clit, and Darlene gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders for support. He licked and sucked, his tongue delving deep into her folds, and she moaned loudly, her hips rocking against his face. The pleasure built quickly, her body trembling as he brought her closer and closer to the edge.

“Richard,” she whimpered, her voice breaking.

He didn’t stop, his tongue working magic on her until she came with a cry, her legs shaking as the orgasm washed over her. He stood up, his own arousal evident in the bulge in his pants. He stripped off his clothes, revealing his hard cock, and Darlene’s eyes widened at the sight.

“Play with yourself,” he commanded, his voice firm.

She hesitated for only a moment before obeying, her fingers finding her clit as she lay back on the bed. Richard watched her, his hand stroking his cock as she touched herself. The sight of her, so open and vulnerable, drove him wild.

When he couldn’t take it anymore, he joined her on the bed, his body covering hers. He kissed her deeply, his tongue tangling with hers as he positioned himself at her entrance. He pushed inside her slowly, savoring the way her tight walls stretched to accommodate him.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hips thrusting into hers.

Darlene wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper as he fucked her. The sensation was overwhelming, his cock filling her completely, hitting all the right spots. She moaned with each thrust, her nails digging into his back.

Richard reached down and slapped her ass, the sound echoing in the room. Darlene cried out, the sting only adding to her pleasure. He fucked her harder, faster, their bodies slamming together as they both chased their release.

“I’m close,” Darlene gasped, her body tightening around him.

“Come for me,” Richard growled, his thrusts becoming erratic.

She obeyed, her orgasm crashing over her as he continued to pound into her. Her walls clenched around him, and with a groan, he came inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his seed.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies tangled together as they caught their breath. Darlene rested her head on Richard’s chest, a smile playing on her lips. With him by her side, she knew they could conquer anything—on and off the ice.

19 - A SECRET AFFAIR AT THE GYM

MF / Cheating / BBW / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“You’re not even trying, Mica. Look at yourself. When’s the last time you even tried to take care of your body?” His words cut through the air like a knife, sharp and unrelenting.

Mica stood frozen in the kitchen, her hands gripping the edge of the counter as if it were the only thing keeping her upright. Her husband, Greg, was leaning against the fridge, his arms crossed, his expression a mix of frustration and disappointment.

She wanted to say something—anything—but the words caught in her throat. Instead, she just nodded, her eyes dropping to the floor. “I’ll do better,” she whispered, though the words felt hollow even to her.

—

That night, Mica lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, Greg’s words echoing in her mind. She’d always been curvy, but lately, she’d noticed the way her clothes fit a little tighter, the way her reflection in the mirror seemed to mock her. She’d tried to brush it off, to tell herself it didn’t matter, but Greg’s words had shattered that fragile confidence.

The next morning, she woke up with a determination she hadn’t felt in years. She dug out an old pair of sneakers, threw on a loose-fitting tank top and leggings, and drove to the nearest gym. The moment she stepped inside, she felt out of place. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and cleaning products, and the sound of weights clanging and treadmills whirring filled the space. Everyone seemed to know what they were doing—everyone except her.

She started with the treadmill, walking at a slow pace, her heart pounding not from the exercise but from the anxiety of being there. She kept her head down, avoiding eye contact with anyone, until she felt a presence beside her.

“Hey,” a deep, smooth voice said.

Mica glanced over, her breath catching in her throat. The man standing next to her was tall, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jawline. His dark hair was slightly damp with sweat, and his fitted tank top clung to his muscular frame. He was, without a doubt, the most attractive man she’d ever seen.

“Hi,” she managed to squeak out, her cheeks flushing.

“I’m Max,” he said, offering her a warm smile. “I’m a personal trainer here. You new?”

Mica nodded, feeling suddenly self-conscious. “Yeah, I just… I thought I’d try to get in shape.”

Max’s eyes swept over her, and for a moment, she braced herself for the same kind of criticism she’d gotten from Greg. But instead, he said, “You’ve got a great foundation. With a little work, you could be unstoppable.”

His words caught her off guard. “Really?”

“Absolutely,” he said, his tone confident. “Let me show you a few exercises. You’ll be amazed at what your body can do.”

Mica hesitated, but there was something about the way he looked at her—like he genuinely believed in her—that made her nod. “Okay.”

Over the next hour, Max guided her through a series of exercises, his hands occasionally brushing against her as he corrected her form. Each touch sent a jolt of electricity through her, and she found herself stealing glances at him when he wasn’t looking. He was so… intense. His focus, his confidence, the way his muscles flexed with every movement—it was intoxicating.

“You’re doing great,” he said at one point, his hand resting lightly on her lower back as she did a set of squats. “You’ve got natural strength. And your curves? They’re sexy.”

Mica’s breath hitched at his words. No one had ever called her sexy before—not like that. She felt a warmth spread through her, a mix of pride and something else she couldn’t quite name.

When they finished, Max handed her a water bottle and said, “You’ve got my number if you want to schedule another session. Or… if you just want to talk.”

Mica took the bottle, her fingers brushing against his. “Thanks,” she said softly.

As she left the gym, her mind was racing. She couldn’t stop thinking about Max—his voice, his touch, the way he’d looked at her. She felt a pang of guilt when she thought about Greg, but it was quickly overshadowed by the thrill of what had just happened.

—

That evening, her phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number. Hey, it’s Max. I had a great time today. Want to come over tomorrow? I can show you some more… advanced techniques.

Mica stared at the screen, her heart pounding. She knew she shouldn’t. She knew it was wrong. But the thought of seeing Max again, of feeling his hands on her body, was too tempting to resist.

The next day, she found herself pulling up in front of Max’s house, a sleek, modern home that looked like something out of a magazine. She took a deep breath, smoothing her hands over her dress, and rang the doorbell.

Max opened the door, his smile as dazzling as ever. “Hey, Mica. Come on in.”

He led her into the living room, where a bottle of wine and two glasses were waiting. They talked for a while, the conversation flowing easily, but there was an undercurrent of tension that neither of them acknowledged.

Then, without warning, Max leaned in and kissed her. It was soft at first, tentative, but when Mica didn’t pull away, it deepened, his hands sliding around her waist, pulling her closer.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured against her lips.

Mica’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions—guilt, desire, fear, excitement. But when Max took her hand and led her to the bedroom, she didn’t resist.

He undressed her slowly, his hands exploring every inch of her body, his lips following. “I love your curves,” he whispered, his breath hot against her skin. “You’re perfect.”

Mica’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as he moved between her legs, his tongue teasing her clit until she was writhing beneath him. She’d never felt anything like this before—the intensity, the pleasure, the way he seemed to know exactly what she needed.

When he finally entered her, she let out a moan, her nails digging into his back. He moved with a rhythm that was both gentle and relentless, his hands gripping her hips, his breath hot against her neck.

“You feel amazing,” he groaned, his voice thick with desire.

Mica’s body responded to his every touch, every thrust, until she was on the edge, her muscles tightening, her breath catching. And then she was falling, her orgasm crashing over her in waves, her cries muffled against his shoulder.

Max followed soon after, his body shuddering as he spilled inside her. They lay there for a moment, tangled together, their breathing slowly returning to normal.

As the reality of what had just happened began to sink in, Mica felt a pang of guilt. She’d cheated on Greg. She’d crossed a line she could never uncross.

But when Max turned to her, his eyes dark with desire, and asked, “Will I see you again?” she found herself nodding.

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

Max smiled, his hand brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Good.”

Mica’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions as she lay there, her body still tingling from the intensity of their encounter. She knew she should leave, should go home and try to forget this ever happened. But the thought of walking away from Max, from the way he made her feel, was unbearable.

“Stay,” Max murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “Just for a little while longer.”

Mica hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew she was playing with fire, but the warmth of his body against hers was too tempting to resist.

“Okay,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Max’s arms tightened around her, his breath warm against her skin. “Good girl.”

Mica closed her eyes, letting herself sink into the moment, even as the guilt gnawed at the edges of her mind. She knew this was wrong, but for now, she didn’t care. For now, she just wanted to feel alive.

As they lay there, the room filled with the sound of their breathing, Mica couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next. Would she see Max again? Would she tell Greg? Or would she keep this secret buried, a guilty pleasure she could never share?

20 - GETTING HER REVENGE BODY

MF / Cheating / BBW / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Bianca stood in front of the full-length mirror in her apartment, her breath hitching as she traced the curves of her body with her fingertips. The reflection staring back at her was soft, round, and undeniably her, but it wasn’t the her she wanted to see. Not anymore. Not after what had happened.

Her heart clenched as the memory of Jeff’s betrayal flooded her mind—the way he’d laughed with her best friend, the way they’d whispered secrets when they thought she wasn’t looking, and the way she’d finally caught them in her own bed.

She clenched her fists, her nails digging into her palms. This isn’t about him, she told herself, but deep down, she knew it was. She wanted him to see what he’d lost. She wanted to make him regret it.

With a deep breath, she grabbed her phone and scrolled through the fitness app she’d downloaded the night before. Her eyes landed on a profile—Colby, a personal trainer with a chiseled jawline, piercing blue eyes, and a smile that could melt butter. His bio boasted years of experience helping clients transform their bodies, and his reviews were glowing. She hesitated for only a moment before hitting the “Book Now” button.

—

Two days later, Bianca found herself standing in the middle of a brightly lit gym, her stomach churning with nerves. She tugged at the hem of her workout tank top, self-conscious about how it clung to her curves. What if he thinks I’m too big? she thought, her cheeks flushing. But before she could spiral further, a deep, smooth voice cut through her thoughts.

“Bianca?”

She turned, and there he was. Colby. Tall, muscular, and even more handsome in person. His blue eyes scanned her face, and a warm smile spread across his lips. “You ready to get started?”

She nodded, her throat suddenly dry. “Yeah. I mean, yes. Ready.”

He chuckled, the sound low and reassuring. “Good. Let’s start with some basics.”

The next hour was a blur of stretching, squats, and lunges. Colby was patient but firm, guiding her through each movement with a steady hand. His fingers brushed against her waist as he corrected her posture, and Bianca felt a jolt of electricity shoot through her. She glanced at him, but his expression was focused, professional. It’s just part of the job, she told herself, trying to ignore the way her body reacted to his touch.

By the time they finished, Bianca was drenched in sweat, her muscles trembling. Colby handed her a water bottle, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he smiled. “You did great. Seriously. You’ve got potential.”

She flushed, taking a sip of water to hide her grin. “Thanks. I, uh, I really needed this.”

He tilted his head, studying her. “You wanna talk about it?”

She hesitated, then shook her head. “Not really. Just… life stuff.”

He nodded, understanding flickering in his eyes. “Alright. But if you ever want to vent, I’m a good listener. In the meantime, how about we schedule our next session? I’ve got some specialized equipment at my place. It’s more private, and we can really push you.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “Your place?”

He grinned. “Yeah. Don’t worry, I’m not a creep. Promise.”

She laughed despite herself. “Okay. That sounds… good.”

—

Two days later, Bianca pulled up to Colby’s house, her stomach aflutter. She smoothed her hands over her workout leggings, took a deep breath, and rang the doorbell. He answered almost immediately, dressed in a tight black tank top and shorts that left little to the imagination. His biceps flexed as he leaned against the doorframe, a playful smirk on his lips.

“Hey, Bianca. Let’s get to work.”

The session was intense. Colby pushed her harder than he had at the gym, guiding her through a series of exercises that left her gasping for breath. His hands were everywhere—on her shoulders, her hips, her thighs—and each touch sent a spark of heat through her. She tried to focus, but it was impossible not to notice the way his eyes lingered on her curves, the way his breath hitched when their bodies brushed.

“You’re doing amazing,” he murmured, his voice low and husky as he helped her out of the bench press.

She flushed, her chest heaving. “Thanks. You’re… a really good trainer.”

He chuckled, his eyes darkening. “Glad you think so.”

As they moved to the next exercise, Colby’s hand lingered on her waist a moment longer than necessary. Bianca’s heart raced, and she glanced at him, her breath catching at the intensity in his gaze. For a moment, neither of them moved. Then, slowly, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, tentative kiss.

Bianca froze, her mind racing. This is wrong, she thought, but her body betrayed her, leaning into him as the kiss deepened. His hands slid down her back, pulling her closer, and she melted against him, her hands tangling in his hair.

When they finally broke apart, Bianca was breathless, her heart pounding in her chest. Colby’s eyes searched hers, his voice rough with desire. “Tell me to stop, and I will.”

She swallowed, her body trembling with anticipation. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t hesitate. His lips crashed against hers again, hungry and demanding, as he lifted her into his arms and carried her toward the bedroom. Bianca’s mind was a whirlwind of sensations—his hands on her skin, his mouth on her neck, the heat of his body pressing against hers. He laid her gently on the bed, his eyes raking over her figure as he slowly peeled off her clothes.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick with emotion as he revealed her curvy body.

She shivered under his gaze, her insecurities melting away as he lowered his head to her chest, his lips capturing one of her nipples. She gasped, her back arching as he sucked and teased, his tongue flicking over the sensitive peak. His hand found its way between her thighs, stroking her through her soaked panties until she was trembling with need.

“Please,” she whimpered, her voice barely a whisper.

Colby didn’t make her wait. He stripped off his clothes, his erection straining against his briefs, and Bianca’s breath hitched at the sight of him. He was every bit as perfect as she’d imagined. He climbed onto the bed, his body hovering over hers as he kissed her deeply, his hand trailing down her stomach to her core.

He slid his fingers inside her, curling them just right, and Bianca moaned, her hips bucking against his hand. “You’re so wet,” he growled, his breath hot against her neck. “I need to taste you.”

Before she could respond, he was between her legs, his tongue lapping at her folds with a hunger that made her dizzy. She tangled her fingers in his hair, her moans growing louder as he teased her clit, his tongue working her into a frenzy. When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her body shuddering with pleasure.

Colby didn’t give her time to recover. He kissed her again, his lips tasting of her, and positioned himself at her entrance. “You ready?” he asked, his voice rough with desire.

She nodded, her body trembling with anticipation. He slid into her slowly, inch by agonizing inch, and Bianca moaned, her nails digging into his back. He filled her completely, his thickness stretching her in the best way possible. He began to move, his hips grinding against hers, and Bianca lost herself in the rhythm, her moans mingling with his.

Bianca felt the pleasure building with each thrust. Finally, Colby pushed her over the edge. Her eyes rolled back as she climaxed, her fingers gripping the sheets. Colby kept going, drawing out the satisfaction until they were completely exhausted. They flopped to the bed, a tangle of limbs.

“Did you like that?” Colby asked, pulling Bianca closer.

Bianca could only nod, her body still humming with pleasure.

Not only had Bianca improved her fitness, but she’d also found a new lover. After Jeff’s infidelity, she never thought she’d find love again. But during her quest to get her revenge body, she’d realized that Jeff’s opinion didn’t matter anyway.

Bianca gave Colby a kiss. “You know, I’m really glad I met you,” she whispered.
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