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Chapter 1: The Black Diamond Temptation

The private Gulfstream G700 had touched down at the Aspen-Pitkin County Airport the afternoon before, engines winding down as the cabin door opened to crisp, pine-scented air. Victoria Harrington — Tori to almost everyone anymore — stepped onto the tarmac in a cream cashmere coat and knee-high boots. At thirty-five she still turned heads without trying: long dark hair swept into a loose knot, clear green eyes, the kind of toned, yoga-and-Pilates body that looked effortless even when it wasn’t. She moved with the quiet confidence of someone who knew exactly how good she looked in anything she wore.

This was her first visit to Pinnacle Ridge Resort. Richard had chosen it with his usual precision — newest, most exclusive, the kind of place where the helipad saw more private flights than commercial ones and the staff memorized your preferences before you spoke them. Her husband, Richard Harrington — fifty-two, billionaire, private equity kingpin — had left the suite shortly after sunrise that morning, already suited up in his Bogner gear and eager for first tracks. He was still healthy enough to keep up with men half his age on the slopes, but the years had softened him: a few extra pounds around the middle, hair that had retreated to a determined fringe, and a height that had always been just shy of average. None of it bothered him. Money and power had a way of making the mirror irrelevant.

Tori had kissed his cheek as he headed out, murmured “Have fun, darling,” and watched the elevator swallow him. She hadn’t bothered promising to join him. She never did.

She spent the morning drifting through the village boutiques — single-item window displays, galleries showing six-figure bronzes, a chocolatier who wrapped truffles in gold leaf. Everything smelled faintly of money and cedar. By late morning the altitude had started to press lightly against her temples, and the cold was beginning to seep through even the best layers. She decided she’d had enough of window-shopping for one day. The lodge’s spa wing called to her like a warm promise.

She arrived at the reception area just before noon. The space felt more like a modern art installation than a check-in desk: black marble veined with gold, a single orchid floating in a shallow basin, low lighting that made every surface glow. The young woman behind the counter wore a tailored white uniform so crisp it looked pressed five minutes ago. Her smile was warm, practiced, calibrated exactly for someone like Tori.

“Mrs. Harrington. Welcome to Pinnacle Ridge. We’re honored to have you.”

Tori leaned an elbow on the cool stone and studied the menu board mounted behind the desk. It had been styled like a trail map — colored diamonds, minimalist skier icons, the resort’s signature playful arrogance.

Bunny Hill — 60-minute Swedish massage, aromatherapy, heated stones. A gentle glide to relaxation.
Green Circle — 75-minute deep tissue with herbal compress and scalp massage. Smooth cruising.
Blue Square — 90-minute full-body with CBD-infused oils, plus mini-facial. Moderate pitch, rewarding payoff.
Black Diamond — 90-minute signature massage, chilled champagne on arrival, private mineral mud bath, dedicated manicure & pedicure suite. Expert terrain — steep, exhilarating, unforgettable.

Her gaze settled on the Black Diamond. The skier icon was all sharp edges and commitment.

“That one,” she said, tapping a nail against the glass. “The Black Diamond package.”

“Excellent choice. It’s one of our most requested indulgences.”

Tori gave a small, wry laugh as the attendant began tapping at her tablet. “Richard insisted we come here this year — new resort, best skiing, all that. He’s been dragging me on these trips forever, but I spend every minute either shopping or sitting by a fire. Honestly, sometimes I wish there was a double black diamond option. Or even a triple.” She rolled her eyes lightly, the comment half self-deprecating, half throwaway. “Something to make the week feel a little less… obligatory.”

The attendant’s smile never wavered, but her eyes flicked up for the briefest second — assessing, professional, discreetly amused.

“Of course, Mrs. Harrington. We do offer select off-menu experiences for guests who want something… more challenging.” Her voice dropped just enough to feel intimate. “The Double Black Diamond includes everything in the standard Black Diamond package, plus highly personalized attention from one of our premier male therapists. Exceptionally attentive. The Triple Black Diamond offers that same elevated service with a different… caliber of intensity.”

Tori felt a tiny, unexpected spark low in her stomach — curiosity, the thrill of something rare and unspoken. She imagined layers of excess stacked on excess: perhaps a second bottle of 1996 Dom Pérignon, volcanic mud flown in from Hokkaido, a therapist who’d trained under someone French and impossibly expensive. She’d seen private menus like this before — the ones never printed because the price alone would offend most people. At Richard’s level of wealth, exclusivity wasn’t about access; it was about paying extra so no one else could see what you were paying for. That was all this was.

She lifted one shoulder in a careless shrug. “Triple sounds perfect. Let’s do that.”

The attendant’s fingers moved swiftly across the screen. “Wonderful. We’ll prepare the private suite for you. Champagne will be waiting when you arrive, and we’ll begin with a relaxing manicure and pedicure to ease you in. Your appointment is set for 2:00 this afternoon — that gives you just enough time to head upstairs, freshen up, and let yourself unwind a little before we begin.”

Tori nodded, feeling the first slow stir of anticipation curl through her. A couple of hours. Time to shower off the morning’s chill, change into something soft, maybe sip a glass of whatever they had chilling in the suite fridge. Richard wouldn’t be back from the mountain until late afternoon at the earliest, probably longer if the powder kept calling and he lingered for lunch at one of the mid-mountain restaurants. She had the rest of the day to herself.

She signed the tablet without a glance at the total. Whatever the number was, it would vanish into the vague category of “incidentals” on one of the black cards. Richard never asked; he never needed to.

The attendant handed her a slim, matte-black key card for the private suite. “We’ll send someone to escort you down at 1:55. Enjoy the time until then, Mrs. Harrington.”

Tori slipped the card into her pocket and turned toward the elevators, heels clicking softly on the heated stone floor. The flutter in her belly had become something warmer, slower — a low, steady hum. Two hours. Champagne first. Then whatever came next.

She knew these off-menu options weren’t listed anywhere a regular guest would see them. That was the whole point of Pinnacle Ridge: hidden menus for people who didn’t blink at hidden prices. She assumed the extra discretion — and the extra zeros — were why they stayed off the board.

She had no idea how far beyond money the trail actually went.


Chapter 2: The Warm-Up Ritual

At 1:55 exactly, a soft, respectful knock sounded on the door of the penthouse suite. Tori had already slipped into the resort’s signature robe — thick Egyptian cotton the color of fresh cream, monogrammed in discreet gold thread. She’d poured herself a glass of the chilled Veuve Clicquot from the suite bar, but the bubbles had done little to settle the low, restless hum that had been building since noon.

She opened the door to a poised young woman in the same crisp white uniform she’d seen at reception. “Mrs. Harrington? I’m here to escort you to your private suite. Everything is ready for your 2:00 appointment.”

Tori smiled, set the flute down, and followed.

The private spa suite was even more opulent than she’d imagined: warm teak floors, soft golden lighting, a faint scent of sandalwood and white tea. A crystal flute of champagne waited on a small silver tray — not the house pour, but a perfectly chilled Krug Grande Cuvée, the bottle already sweating with condensation. She took a sip and let the crisp, toasty notes bloom across her tongue while the manicurist settled her into a heated leather chair.

The mani-pedi was pure decadence. Warm lavender-scented soaks, expert hands massaging her calves and feet with slow, firm strokes that melted the last tension from the morning’s shopping. Her nails were shaped into elegant ovals and painted a deep, glossy crimson that caught the light like fresh blood on snow. By the time they were finished, Tori felt loose, pampered, and strangely… aware of her own body. Every brush of the towel, every press of a thumb along her arch, sent tiny sparks racing up her legs.

Next came the mud bath.

The private tub was a deep, gleaming black marble oval filled with thick, mineral-rich mud the color of dark chocolate, heated to the perfect 102 degrees. Tori slipped out of the robe and sank in with a long, grateful sigh. The mud enveloped her like a living thing — heavy, silky, clinging to every curve of her 35-year-old frame. It hugged her full breasts, her toned stomach, the smooth V between her thighs. She lay back, eyes half-closed, sipping the Krug while invisible jets pulsed gently beneath the surface, loosening knots she hadn’t even known she carried.

Forty luxurious minutes later, a soft chime sounded. “Time for your rinse, Mrs. Harrington.”

She was led, still gloriously naked and glistening with mud, down a short hallway into the private shower room. The moment the door closed behind her, the space felt intimate, almost sacred. The air was already perfectly warm — sauna-like, not a single chill on her bare skin despite the water that would soon fall. Floor-to-ceiling travertine tiles glowed under recessed lighting. A wide rainfall showerhead waited above a teak bench.

And there, standing beside the controls, was the attendant.

He was twenty-five at most, tall and powerfully built, with smooth, deep ebony skin that seemed to drink in the light. His only clothing was a pair of black swim trunks that rode low on narrow hips, revealing the carved lines of his obliques and the heavy, unmistakable bulge beneath the thin fabric. Broad shoulders, defined chest, arms corded with lean muscle. His dark eyes met hers with professional calm and the faintest hint of a knowing smile.

“Mrs. Harrington,” he said, voice low and velvet-smooth. “I’m here to ensure every trace of the mud is removed. May I begin?”

Tori’s pulse jumped. She nodded, suddenly very aware of her nudity, the way her nipples had already tightened into firm peaks from the cooler air of the hallway.

He stepped forward, turned the shower to a gentle, steaming cascade, and guided her beneath it. Then his hands were on her.

He started at her shoulders, large palms spreading warm water and gentle pressure, sluicing the thick mud away in slow, deliberate strokes. Down her back, along her spine, over the swell of her ass — thorough, unhurried. When his fingers traced the sensitive sides of her breasts, cupping their weight just enough to lift and rinse beneath, Tori’s breath hitched. Her nipples stiffened instantly, aching as the warm water streamed over them.

He dropped to one knee, washing her legs with both hands — calves, knees, then slowly up her inner thighs. His thumbs brushed dangerously close to her pussy, spreading her slightly to rinse every hidden fold. Tori felt herself growing slick, a different kind of wetness mixing with the shower. Her clit throbbed, swelling against the warm spray. She bit her lip, trying not to moan as his fingers worked higher, cleaning her with intimate care, parting her lips just enough to let the water caress her most sensitive skin.

By the time he rose again, her pussy was drenched — not from the shower, but from the slow, insistent ache building between her thighs. A thin trickle of her own arousal slipped down her leg before the water washed it away.

Then he moved behind her for her hair.

He gathered the long, dark strands, fingers working a luxurious, scented shampoo into her scalp. The massage was heavenly — firm circles, slow drags, the pads of his thumbs pressing just right. But he stepped closer, his tall, hard body pressing flush against her back. She could feel the heat of his bare chest, the solid ridge of his cock — already half-hard and thick — nestled against the small of her back through the wet swim trunks. His hips rocked subtly as he worked, the motion innocent in appearance, devastating in effect.

Tori’s knees weakened. Her nipples were diamond-hard, breasts heavy and tingling. Her pussy clenched rhythmically, aching to be filled, lips puffy and slick. A fresh gush of wetness coated her inner thighs. She had to fight the urge to press back against the impressive length she could feel growing firmer against her skin.

He rinsed her hair with the same sensual patience, then shut off the water. The room remained perfectly warm. From a heated cabinet he produced a thick, plush towel — pre-warmed to body temperature, soft as cashmere. He stepped close again and began to dry her with meticulous care.

He started at her shoulders, patting gently rather than rubbing, letting the towel absorb every droplet without abrading her sensitized skin. Down her arms, slow strokes along the undersides where she was most ticklish, then across her collarbone. When he reached her breasts, he draped the towel lightly over each one, cupping through the fabric, the warmth seeping into her aching nipples. He circled slowly, the terrycloth teasing the stiff peaks until they throbbed harder, sending sharp pulses straight to her clit.

He knelt again to dry her legs — inner thighs first, the towel gliding upward until it brushed her swollen outer lips. He pressed just enough to blot the slickness there, the contact making her gasp softly. Her pussy fluttered, another rush of arousal leaking out to be immediately absorbed by the warm towel. He worked higher, careful not to linger too long, but the pressure against her mound was enough to make her hips twitch involuntarily.

Finally he rose, dried her back and ass with long, soothing strokes, then wrapped the towel briefly around her hair to blot the excess before combing through it with his fingers.

From the same heated cabinet he produced the silky white robe — whisper-thin, almost sheer in the way that it moulded to her body, the fabric cool and luxurious against her overheated, freshly dried skin. He helped her into it without a word, tying the belt loosely so it barely concealed the hard points of her nipples pressing against the silk or the way her thighs pressed together in desperate, slippery need.

Tori’s heart hammered. She was throbbing, dripping, every nerve alive and screaming for more. The boredom of another Aspen trip had vanished; in its place was a raw, pulsing hunger she hadn’t felt in years — her clit engorged, pussy lips slick and parted beneath the robe, inner walls clenching around nothing.

The attendant offered his arm with a small, courteous bow. “Your massage awaits, Mrs. Harrington. Right this way.”

She followed on unsteady legs, the silky robe whispering against her naked, sensitized body, her swollen clit brushing with every step, nipples scraping the thin fabric with delicious friction. Her mind spun — champagne, mud, those strong dark hands, the heavy press of him behind her, the intimate care of the warm towel — all of it swirling into one overwhelming, shameful need.

They stopped before a frosted glass door. He opened it and gestured inside.


Chapter 3: The Triple Black Reveal

The attendant opened the frosted glass door and ushered Tori inside. A wave of perfect, enveloping warmth washed over her the moment she crossed the threshold — the room held at a luxurious 82 degrees, not a single draft or chill to raise goosebumps on her already overheated skin. Soft golden lighting glowed from recessed fixtures, casting long shadows across walls paneled in rich, dark walnut. The air carried the faintest trace of sandalwood and warm vanilla. In the center stood the massage table, draped in crisp white linens, a thick memory-foam topper promising cloud-like comfort. A small side table held warmed oils in crystal bottles and a fresh flute of Krug, condensation still beading on the glass.

“Lie down on your stomach whenever you’re ready, Mrs. Harrington,” the attendant murmured, voice low and respectful. He reached for the loose knot of her silky black robe and untied it with gentle fingers, letting the fabric fall open. The thin silk parted easily, revealing the flushed curve of her breasts, the tight peaks of her nipples, the smooth plane of her stomach, and the glistening evidence of her arousal between her thighs.

Tori climbed onto the table without a word, the surface deliciously warm against her bare skin. She settled face-down, cheek resting on the padded cradle, arms relaxed at her sides. The attendant stepped close again, his hands careful and professional as he drew the robe down her arms in one slow, smooth motion — the silk whispering over her shoulders, along her biceps, past her elbows, until it pooled at her wrists. He eased it free completely, then simply draped it over the polished brass hook by the door, letting the fabric hang in soft, careless folds.

Then he drew a single, impossibly soft sheet over her — Egyptian cotton so fine it felt like warm breath against her body, covering her from the tops of her shoulders all the way to her feet. The drape was perfect: modest, yet somehow more intimate than being naked, the fabric clinging slightly where her skin was still damp with arousal.

“Enjoy your session,” he said quietly, and slipped out. The door clicked shut with a soft, final sound.

Tori lay there, breathing slowly, heart still racing. Her nipples were tight, aching points pressed firmly into the padded table topper. Her pussy felt swollen and slick, her clit throbbing gently against the warm, yielding surface beneath her mound. The two hours of buildup — the champagne, the mud, those dark hands rinsing and drying her so thoroughly — had left her in a state of pure, liquid need. She squeezed her thighs together once, just to feel the wet friction, and let out a shaky breath.

The door opened again.

Tori lifted her head slightly, turning just enough to see.

He was… breathtaking.

Tall — easily six-four — with the kind of lean, powerful build that spoke of disciplined, relentless hours in the gym: broad shoulders carved from heavy presses, a sculpted chest that rose and fell with calm control, arms corded with veins that stood out even at rest, and a narrow waist tapering to strong hips. Deep, flawless ebony skin gleamed under the warm lights. His hands were large — long fingers, wide palms, the kind that could encompass her completely. A neatly trimmed beard framed a strong jaw and full lips, and his dark eyes held a quiet, knowing intensity that made her stomach flip. He looked perhaps thirty-three, thirty-four — mature enough to move with absolute confidence, young enough that the energy radiating off him felt electric.

He wore nothing but a pair of cream-colored silk pajama bottoms that hung low on his hips, the drawstring tied loosely. The fabric was thin, almost translucent in the warm light, and it did nothing to hide what swung heavily between his thighs. Even soft, the outline was unmistakable — a thick, heavy cock that swayed with each step, the wide head and generous shaft clearly defined, the weight of it pulling the silk forward in a slow, hypnotic pendulum motion. No underwear. Just silk and skin and the promise of something far beyond anything Tori had ever seen on her husband.

Oh my God, she thought, pulse slamming in her ears. He’s… enormous. Even relaxed it’s thicker and longer than Richard gets when he’s rock-hard. Her pussy clenched hard, a fresh rush of wetness soaking into the table beneath her. Her nipples tightened to painful peaks, pressing harder into the warm padding beneath her. Heat flooded her face and her chest. She was thirty-five, married to a billionaire, sophisticated — and suddenly, shamefully, dripping like she hadn’t in years at the mere sight of this man.

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Harrington,” he said, voice a deep, cultured baritone with just the faintest hint of a Caribbean lilt. “I’m Damien. I’ll be taking care of you today.” He moved to the side of the table with fluid grace, large hands already warming a few drops of oil between his palms. The scent of warm amber and sandalwood filled the air.

Tori could only manage a soft, “Hi…” before his hands settled on her shoulders over the sheet.

The first touch was electric even through the thin cotton, heat radiating as he began to knead the tight muscles along her upper back and shoulders with slow, deliberate circles. After a minute or two, he gently folded the top edge of the sheet down to her mid-back, tucking it securely so her shoulders, upper arms, and the top portion of her back were fully exposed while the rest of her remained draped.

His palms now made direct contact with her bare skin — hot, slick with oil, gliding over her shoulders in long, firm strokes. Thumbs pressed into the knots with perfect pressure — firm enough to melt tension, gentle enough to send sparks racing straight down her spine. The motion pressed her breasts more firmly into the table, the constant contact of her hardened nipples against the warm, yielding surface sending little jolts of pleasure straight to her core with every deep stroke. She bit her lip to stifle a moan as his fingers worked lower, spreading oil and warmth across her exposed shoulder blades.

“You have beautiful skin,” Damien murmured, his voice low and appreciative as his thumbs traced slow arcs along her shoulder blades. “So smooth… like silk under my hands.”

Tori’s breath caught. The compliment landed like a spark on dry tinder.

He continued working her shoulders and upper arms, enveloping each one in turn with long, gliding strokes. When he reached her left hand, his fingers brushed the cool metal of her wedding and engagement rings — a massive diamond flanked by smaller ones, the platinum band simple but unmistakable.

He paused for only a heartbeat. “Your husband is a very lucky man,” he said softly, almost reverently, as he massaged the tension from her palm. “To come home to a woman this beautiful every day.”

The words sent a fresh wave of heat through her. She felt exposed, desired, guilty — and impossibly wetter. Her clit pulsed harder against the table, a slick trickle of arousal seeping from her folds.

Damien moved back to her upper back, his large hands spanning wide across her ribs. “Your body is incredible,” he continued, thumbs pressing into the muscles along her spine. “So fit, so strong… it feels amazing under my hands.”

After several long minutes of working her shoulders and upper back, Damien paused, his hands resting lightly on the small of her back over the remaining drape.

“Mrs. Harrington,” he said quietly, “are you comfortable with the room temperature?”

Tori’s heart skipped. The heat in the room was perfect, but her own body was anything but. Every stroke of his hands, every glimpse of that heavy outline in the silk, had pushed her arousal higher. Her skin felt flushed, sensitive, almost feverish. She swallowed, voice coming out softer and huskier than she intended.

“I’m actually a little warm.”

There was a brief pause — professional, unhurried — then Damien’s hands moved to the edge of the sheet near her mid-back. With slow, deliberate care he drew the fabric down her body in one continuous motion, peeling it away until it pooled at her feet. Cool air kissed her suddenly bare skin for only a second before the room’s ambient warmth wrapped around her again, leaving her completely exposed, face-down on the table.

She felt the shift immediately: vulnerable, thrillingly naked under his gaze. Her ass cheeks clenched instinctively, then relaxed as she forced herself to breathe. Damien folded the sheet neatly and set it aside on a nearby stool, then returned to her side.

He warmed fresh oil between his palms and resumed at her lower back — now fully skin-on-skin. His large hands glided smoothly over her spine, fingers splaying wide, thumbs digging into the muscles along her ribs with exquisite precision. He worked methodically downward, kneading the muscles along her lower ribs, then lower still to the small of her back. His thumbs pressed into the dimples above her sacrum, slow, deep circles that sent rolling waves of pleasure radiating outward. “This lower back… so tight, but so perfectly shaped,” he said, voice a warm rumble. “You take such good care of yourself. It shows.”

The pressure pushed her pelvis forward again, her clit dragging against the table with delicious friction. Fresh arousal leaked out, coating her inner thighs. Her nipples scraped the padding with every subtle shift of her body. She was trembling now, breath shallow, fighting the urge to rock her hips for more contact.

Damien’s hands stilled for a moment, noticing the fine shiver that ran through her frame. His voice softened with concern. “You’re trembling, Mrs. Harrington. Are you cold now?”

Tori’s cheeks burned. The tremble had nothing to do with the temperature — it was pure, electric arousal, every nerve ending lit up from his touch, his words, the relentless pressure against her clit. She shook her head slightly, voice barely above a whisper.

“No… I’m not cold.”

There was a brief, knowing pause — nothing overt, nothing that broke the professional veil — then Damien resumed, his thumbs circling deeper into her sacrum. The pressure sent another sharp spike of pleasure straight to her clit, making her thighs quiver again.

Damien’s touch remained precise, professional — never crossing into overt territory — but the combination of his words, his hands, and her own spiraling need was unraveling her completely. She felt filthy, adored, on the edge of something dangerous and exquisite.

She bit the inside of her cheek to keep from moaning aloud as he pressed deeper into her sacrum, the pressure sending yet another spike of pleasure to he pussy.


Chapter 4: Deeper Terrain

Damien’s hands left the small of Tori’s back with a final, lingering press that made her hips twitch involuntarily. He moved to the foot of the table, his presence shifting the air around her. She heard the soft clink of the oil warmer, then felt the table dip slightly as he positioned himself at her feet.

His fingers encircled her right ankle first — gentle, almost reverent — lifting her foot just enough to slide a thin bolster beneath it, elevating her leg slightly. The adjustment opened her thighs a fraction more, exposing the slick inner surfaces to the warm air. Tori’s breath hitched. She knew he could see everything: the glistening trails down her legs, the swollen, parted lips of her pussy, the way her clit peeked out, flushed and throbbing.

He started at her feet, thumbs pressing into the arches with slow, deep circles. The sensation was grounding at first, almost innocent after the intensity of her lower back. But even here his touch carried weight — large hands cradling her foot completely, fingers sliding between her toes, massaging each one with care.

He worked upward to her calves, palms gliding over the muscle in long, firm strokes. Oil slicked her skin, making every pass glide effortlessly. His thumbs traced the line of her Achilles tendon, then dug into the thickest part of her calf, kneading until she felt the muscle surrender. The release sent a ripple of pleasure up her leg, straight to her core. Her pussy clenched emptily, another bead of arousal slipping free.

Then he moved to her hamstrings.

His hands slid up the backs of her thighs, palms flat and hot, thumbs running parallel along the inner line of muscle. He started low, just above the knee, and began the work in earnest. Slow, deliberate strokes — up the length of the hamstring, thumbs pressing into the thick cords of muscle, then dragging back down with equal pressure. He repeated the motion again and again, never rushing, letting each pass sink deeper.

The buildup was excruciatingly slow.

He spent long minutes on the lower portion of the hamstring, thumbs circling stubborn knots, palms gliding upward in languid sweeps that stopped well short of the sensitive crease at the top of her thigh. Each stroke released tension she didn’t know she carried, but also sent fresh heat pooling between her legs. Her breathing grew deeper, more uneven. She could feel the slickness between her folds increasing with every pass, her clit throbbing in time with the rhythm of his hands.

To reach the upper hamstring properly, Damien leaned forward, his broad chest and shoulders lowering over the back of her legs. His head came closer — close enough that Tori felt the first warm puff of his breath against the exposed skin of her inner thigh. With each long upward stroke, as his palms glided toward the crease where thigh met ass, his exhale ghosted across her pussy — warm, steady, rhythmic. The sensation was feather-light, almost imperceptible at first, but devastating in its intimacy. Every breath brushed her swollen lips, teased her clit without ever making direct contact, sending tiny electric shocks straight through her core.

Tori’s body reacted instantly. A soft, involuntary whimper escaped her lips. Her hips rolled subtly — tiny, helpless circles against the table — chasing the combined friction of the table beneath her and the maddening warmth of his breath. She tried to stay still, to hold herself motionless, but the need was overwhelming. Each exhale pulled another small, helpless sound from her — barely audible, but unmistakable in the quiet room.

He’s breathing on me, she thought, mind reeling. Every time he strokes up… God, it’s right there. He’s so close. He must see how wet I am. He must hear me whimpering like this…

Damien switched to her glutes, hands settling fully on her ass, palms spreading wide. He leaned in even further to knead deeply — strong, rolling pressure that spread her cheeks slightly with each outward motion. Cool air kissed her exposed pussy on every pass, then his hands returned, warming her again. But now, with his upper body angled forward, every breath landed more directly: warm exhalations fanning across her slick folds, teasing her engorged clit with the warm breaths. Each upward glide of his thumbs into the gluteal crease brought a fresh wave of heat from his mouth, rhythmic and unrelenting.

Her hips rocked more noticeably now, small circles turning into slow, needy rocks. Whimpers became more frequent — soft, desperate sounds she couldn’t contain. The orgasm coiled low in her belly, tightening with every stroke, every warm breath that brushed her most sensitive skin.

The pulling sensation grew stronger as Damien worked a particularly deep knot in her right glute — his thumbs pressing upward, dragging the skin of her inner thigh toward her center. His breath followed the motion, exhaling directly over her parted labia, the warm current stroking her clit like an invisible finger. Her labia fluttered, slick and swollen, the indirect stimulation rubbing her against the table in tiny, insistent circles she couldn’t control.

Oh God, I’m going to come, she thought, panic and pleasure crashing together. Right here, face-down, from his breath alone. He’s going to watch me fall apart and he hasn’t even touched me—

The coil tightened unbearably. Her hips lifted a fraction off the table, chasing the friction and the heat of his exhale, muscles locking as the first flutter of release began deep inside her. Another soft whimper escaped — louder this time, almost a moan.

Damien’s hands stilled instantly.

Tori froze, suspended on the razor’s edge, body shaking with the near-orgasm that refused to crest. A frustrated, trembling sound slipped from her throat.

He leaned in slightly, voice low and calm near her ear. “Time to turn over, Mrs. Harrington.”

She couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe. Her entire body was one live wire of need — clit throbbing angrily, pussy clenching around nothing, skin flushed and slick with oil and arousal.

Slowly, shakily, she pushed herself up on trembling arms. Damien offered a steady hand under her elbow, helping her roll onto her back. The movement made her breasts sway, nipples diamond-hard and flushed dark pink. As she settled, thighs parting naturally, the cool air hit her soaked pussy like a shock. She was openly glistening, labia swollen and parted, clit visibly engorged and pulsing.

Damien’s eyes moved over her — slow, appreciative, professional — but the heat in them was unmistakable.


Chapter 5: Edge of Release

Damien’s hands left the small of Tori’s back with a final, lingering press that made her hips twitch involuntarily. He moved to the foot of the table, his presence shifting the air around her. She heard the soft clink of the oil warmer, then felt the table dip slightly as he positioned himself at her feet.

His fingers encircled her right ankle first — gentle, almost reverent — lifting her foot just enough to slide a thin bolster beneath it, elevating her leg slightly. The adjustment opened her thighs a fraction more, exposing the slick inner surfaces to the warm air. Tori’s breath hitched. She knew he could see everything: the glistening trails down her legs, the swollen, parted lips of her pussy, the way her clit peeked out, flushed and throbbing.

He started at her feet, thumbs pressing into the arches with slow, deep circles. The sensation was grounding at first, almost innocent after the intensity of her lower back. But even here his touch carried weight — large hands cradling her foot completely, fingers sliding between her toes, massaging each one with care.

He worked upward to her calves, palms gliding over the muscle in long, firm strokes. Oil slicked her skin, making every pass glide effortlessly. His thumbs traced the line of her Achilles tendon, then dug into the thickest part of her calf, kneading until she felt the muscle surrender. The release sent a ripple of pleasure up her leg, straight to her core. Her pussy clenched emptily, another bead of arousal slipping free.

As he moved to her hamstrings, the teasing began in earnest.

His hands slid up the backs of her thighs, palms flat and hot, thumbs running parallel along the inner line of muscle. He started low, just above the knee, then worked higher in slow, deliberate passes. Each upward stroke brought his thumbs closer to the crease where thigh met ass — closer to the slick heat between her legs. He never quite touched her pussy, but the proximity was torture. She could feel the heat of his palms radiating toward her swollen lips, the faint brush of air displaced by his movement teasing her clit.

Tori couldn’t stay still. Her hips rolled subtly — tiny, involuntary circles against the table — chasing the friction her body demanded. She tried to stop, to hold herself motionless, but the need was too strong. Each pass of his hands pulled another small, helpless whimper from her lips — soft, barely audible, but unmistakable in the quiet room.

He can hear me, she thought, cheeks burning even as her hips lifted again. He can see how desperate I am. God, why won’t he just touch me there…

Damien switched to her glutes, kneading deeply now — strong, rolling pressure that spread her cheeks slightly with each outward motion. Cool air kissed her exposed pussy on every pass, then his hands returned, warming her again. His thumbs dipped into the crease at the top of her thighs, tracing the sensitive line just beside her labia. So close. So impossibly close.

She whimpered again — a tiny, needy sound she couldn’t suppress. Her hips rocked forward, grinding her clit harder against the padded table in slow, subtle circles. The movement was instinctive, unstoppable. Every knead of his hands tugged at the skin around her labia, shifting them, brushing her clit indirectly against the surface below in maddening little pulses.

It was building.

The orgasm coiled low in her belly, tightening with every stroke. Her thighs trembled. Her breath came in short, ragged gasps. The pulling sensation grew stronger as Damien worked a particularly deep knot in her right hamstring — his thumbs pressing upward, dragging the skin of her inner thigh toward her center. Her labia parted further, slick and swollen, the motion rubbing her clit against the table in tiny, insistent circles she couldn’t control.

Oh God, I’m going to come, she thought, panic and pleasure crashing together. Right here, face-down, without him even touching me there. He’s going to watch me fall apart and he hasn’t even—

The coil tightened unbearably. Her hips lifted a fraction off the table, chasing the friction, muscles locking as the first flutter of release began deep inside her. Another soft whimper escaped — louder this time, almost a moan.

Damien’s hands stilled instantly.

Tori froze, suspended on the razor’s edge, body shaking with the near-orgasm that refused to crest. A frustrated, trembling sound slipped from her throat.

He leaned in slightly, voice low and calm near her ear. “Time to turn over, Mrs. Harrington.”

She couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe. Her entire body was one live wire of need — clit throbbing angrily, pussy clenching around nothing, skin flushed and slick with oil and arousal.

Slowly, shakily, she pushed herself up on trembling arms. Damien offered a steady hand under her elbow, helping her roll onto her back. The movement made her breasts sway, nipples diamond-hard and flushed dark pink. As she settled, thighs parting naturally, the cool air hit her soaked pussy like a shock. She was openly glistening, labia swollen and parted, clit visibly engorged and pulsing.

Damien’s eyes moved over her — slow, appreciative, professional — but the heat in them was unmistakable.


Chapter 6: Frontal Assault

Damien moved to the foot of the table again, his presence as calm and commanding as ever. He lifted Tori’s right foot gently, sliding the bolster beneath her ankle once more to elevate her leg slightly. The position splayed her thighs open, leaving her soaked pussy completely exposed to the warm air and his gaze. She felt the cool kiss of the room on her slick folds, the steady throb of her clit, the trickle of arousal that had already begun to seep from her entrance and slide down toward the crease of her ass.

He started at her feet again — slow, methodical circles into the arches, thumbs pressing deep, fingers sliding between her toes. The touch was grounding, almost soothing after the torment of her back side. But Tori knew it was only prelude.

He worked upward to her calves, then to her quads. His large hands enveloped the front of her thighs, palms gliding in long, firm strokes from just above the knee to the very top of the leg. Oil made every pass slick and hot. He kneaded the vastus lateralis and medialis with deep, rolling pressure, thumbs tracing the inner quad line — dangerously close to where her thigh met her groin.

The teasing resumed.

As he worked the upper quads and hip flexors, his thumbs began to sweep inward, pressing into the soft tissue just beside her outer labia. He never touched her pussy directly, but the deliberate pressure tugged at the skin of her mound. Each deep stroke pulled the labia majora slightly outward, shifting the delicate hood of her clitoris in tiny, maddening increments. The indirect movement sent jolts of pleasure through her engorged clit without ever granting direct contact. He lingered there — long minutes of slow, rhythmic kneading that moved her labia and hood again and again, like a slow, torturous massage designed to bring her to the brink without letting her cross it.

Tori’s hips began to move almost immediately. Small, helpless rocks at first, then more insistent circles as the tugging sensation built. Juices trickled steadily now — a thin, continuous stream that coated her inner thighs and pooled beneath her on the table. Every pull of his thumbs made her clit throb harder, the hood sliding back and forth in micro-movements that mimicked the lightest possible touch. She whimpered softly, the sound growing louder with each pass.

He’s doing it again, she thought, mind fogged with need. Moving everything around me without ever touching. God, it’s like he’s fucking me with his hands and he hasn’t even… I’m so close again…

Her hips grew more erratic — lifting, rolling, grinding against the air, chasing the indirect friction. Her breath came in short, desperate pants. The orgasm coiled tighter, her pussy clenching rhythmically around nothing, clit so swollen it ached with every heartbeat.

Just as the first flutter began deep inside her — muscles locking, thighs trembling — Damien’s hands lifted away.

Tori let out a broken, frustrated moan. Her body shook with denied release, pussy fluttering uselessly.

Damien moved up to her shoulders without a word. His palms settled on the tops of her deltoids, kneading the tight muscles there with the same slow, deliberate pressure. He worked down her arms, then back to her upper chest — pectoral muscles and the area just above her breasts. Each deep stroke caused her full breasts to shift and sway gently. The movement tightened the skin around her nipples, drawing the areolas taut and making the already diamond-hard peaks stand out even more prominently. They tingled fiercely with every breath she took, hypersensitive and aching from the near constant stimulation.

Her pussy had never been wetter. A steady trickle continued to leak from her, soaking the table beneath her ass. The denied orgasm left her clit hypersensitive, every tiny shift of her body sending aftershocks through her.

Damien paused, hands resting lightly on her upper chest.

“Would you like me to work your abdomen, Mrs. Harrington?”

Tori turned her head toward him, eyes glassy with lust. The thought flashed through her mind like lightning: if he works low enough… close enough to my clit… maybe I can finally come.

“Call me Tori, but yes,” she whispered, voice hoarse and trembling.

He nodded once, then warmed more oil between his palms. His hands settled on her lower ribs, gliding downward in slow, broad strokes across her toned abdomen. Thumbs traced the line of her hip bones, fingers splaying wide over her lower belly. He worked methodically, kneading the muscles just above her pubic bone, each downward pass pulling the skin of her mound subtly upward — tugging the hood of her clit again, shifting her swollen lips without direct contact.

Tori’s hips bucked once, a small, helpless jerk. Another soft whimper escaped her.

As she turned her head fully toward him, her gaze dropped to the front of his cream silk pants.

The fabric was stretched taut now, pushed away from his body by the sheer length and weight of his fully hardened cock. It didn’t jut straight out like Richard’s when he was erect — gravity and sheer size pulled it downward in a heavy, curving arc, the wide head clearly outlined against the thin silk, the thick shaft defined from root to tip. A large, dark wet spot had formed near the tip, the material clinging transparently to the swollen glans. As she watched, a fresh bead of pre-cum welled up, soaking through the silk until it glistened visibly — a thick, clear drop that slowly spread outward.

The sight sent a fresh gush of wetness from her pussy. Her clit throbbed violently. Her hips rocked again — more urgently now — grinding against the table as Damien’s hands continued their slow, torturous work across her lower abdomen.

Damien shifted slightly to reach the far side of her belly, turning his body so that his hips came closer to the edge of the table. Tori’s left hand — resting limply near her side — was now only inches from the heavy bulge straining the silk. She could feel the heat radiating from him, could see the way the fabric tented and pulled with every breath he took.

Another large bead of pre-cum appeared at the tip — thicker than the last, pushing through the silk until it sat proud on the surface, glistening in the soft light, a perfect, trembling droplet just outside the pants.

Tori’s left hand moved before she could think. Her fingers trembled as they reached out and wrapped around the swollen head through the silk — the heat of him searing her palm, the slick bead of pre-cum coating her skin instantly. The thick crown pulsed under her grip, velvet-hard and impossibly wide, filling her hand completely. She felt the ridge of the corona, the slit weeping more pre-cum that oozed between her fingers, making the silk cling wetly to his skin.

When the thick bead finally welled up and spilled over, it rolled slowly down the back of her knuckles, tracing a warm, slippery path along her fingers. A single glistening drop slid to the tip of her ring finger — catching on the massive diamond of her engagement ring — then dripped free, falling in a slow, shining arc onto the table beneath her.

The sight — her wedding ring now glistening with another man’s pre-cum — sent a violent, shameful thrill through her entire body. Her pussy clenched hard, a fresh rush of wetness flooding from her entrance. Her clit pulsed so intensely it bordered on pain. Her hips jerked upward in erratic, needy bucks as the indirect tugging of Damien’s hands on her mound combined with the forbidden feel of him in her palm.

She was right there — teetering on the brink once more, body shaking, breath ragged, every muscle screaming for release. The coil snapped tight again, muscles locking, pussy clenching hard around nothing as the first real wave of orgasm began to crest.


Chapter 7: The Add-On

Damien’s hands slowed on Tori’s lower abdomen, thumbs circling one final time just above her pubic bone before lifting away completely. The sudden absence of pressure — the loss of that torturous tugging on her mound — hit her like a physical blow.

Tori’s hips jerked once more in a desperate, involuntary buck, chasing the friction that was no longer there. A long, broken sigh of frustration escaped her lips, trembling and raw. Her body was shaking, every muscle taut, her pussy clenching rhythmically around nothing, clit so engorged and hypersensitive that even the slightest shift of air against it felt like too much. She was right there — again — teetering on the razor’s edge, the orgasm hovering just out of reach, mocking her.

Damien stood motionless for a moment, letting the silence stretch. His voice, when it came, was low, calm, almost gentle.

“There is an optional add-on that comes with the Triple Black Diamond package, Mrs. Harrington.” He paused, letting the words settle. “It’s entirely up to you. Would you like it?”

Tori’s breath hitched. In her lust-fogged mind, the answer was immediate and obvious. Happy ending, she thought. He’s going to finish me with his fingers… slide them inside me, circle my clit, make me come the way I’ve been dying to since the massage started. The fantasy bloomed instantly — his large, skilled hand between her thighs, thumb on her swollen nub, two fingers pushing deep while she gripped him, stroked him, felt him pulse in her palm. It was the only thing that made sense after all this teasing. She didn’t need to know the details; she just needed release.

“Yes,” she whispered, voice cracked and desperate. “Please… yes.”

Her left hand was still wrapped loosely around the swollen head of his cock through the silk. Absentmindedly, instinctively, she kept stroking — slow, loose glides along the thick crown, thumb brushing the slit where pre-cum continued to well up in thick, steady beads. The silk was soaked now, clinging transparently to his skin. Each glide coaxed more from him; it continued to run in warm rivulets down the back of her knuckles, coating her palm, dripping heavier now in slow, shining drops off the massive diamond of her engagement ring and the simple platinum band of her wedding ring.

The sight of her wedding jewelry glistening with another man’s arousal sent another shameful, electric pulse straight to her core.

Damien looked down — first at her hand, then at the heavy, curving length straining beneath the wet silk. His breathing had deepened, the only sign that his composure was fraying.

He met her eyes again, dark gaze steady.

“Would you like to see it?” he asked quietly.

Tori’s throat tightened. Her clit pulsed hard at the question. She nodded once, then managed a hoarse, “Yes.”

Damien’s voice dropped lower. “Then take it out.”

Tori’s trembling fingers hooked into the loose waistband of the silk pants. She tugged downward slowly, deliberately, savoring the moment even as her body screamed for more. The fabric resisted for a heartbeat — stretched taut over the thick head of him — then slid free.

The pants dropped to his thighs.

His cock emerged with deliberate, heavy grace. Confined for so long, it simply unfurled forward in a slow, pendulous release, the thick shaft straightening slightly from its curved confinement as the waistband cleared the head.

The scent of him hit her next — musky, masculine, potent — mingling with the warm sandalwood of the room and the sharp, sweet smell of her own arousal.

Tori’s hands moved together now. Her right hand joined her left, both wrapping around the thick shaft in a stacked grip. Even with both palms pressed tightly together, a generous portion of the shaft still extended beyond her fingers, and the entire wide, flared head rose proudly above her top hand. The heat of him seemed to sear her skin; his skin was velvet-smooth over iron hardness, veins pulsing under her palms. Pre-cum continued to bead at the slit in thick, steady drops, rolling down the crown and coating her knuckles, dripping faster now in glistening trails along her fingers and off the edges of her rings.

Damien stepped closer to the head of the table, hips aligning with her face. The heavy length hovered just above her lips, the musky scent stronger now, intoxicating.

Tori lifted her head slightly, bringing the glistening head to her mouth. The first bead of pre-cum touched her tongue — warm, salty-sweet, thick — and she savored it, letting it coat her taste buds before swallowing slowly. Another drop followed, then another, each one rolling down the underside of the crown and dripping directly onto her waiting tongue. She moaned softly around the flavor, eyes fluttering closed for a moment as she tasted him.

Then she extended her tongue fully, flattening it against the underside of the head. She lapped slowly, deliberately — tracing the flared ridge, swirling around the slit, collecting every fresh bead that welled up. The silk of his skin slid against her tongue, hot and slick; she felt the subtle pulse of his heartbeat through the thick vein that ran along the bottom.

As she worked him with her mouth, Damien’s right hand moved downward. His fingers found the soaked lips of her pussy — gentle at first, just the lightest brush along the outer folds. He traced the slick, swollen labia majora, parting them slowly, letting her arousal coat his fingertips. He didn’t push inside yet — only stroked the outer edges, gliding up and down the length of her slit, teasing the entrance without entering, circling the hood of her clit without direct pressure.

Tori’s hips bucked hard at the first real touch. A muffled moan vibrated around the head in her mouth. Her tongue pressed harder, swirling faster, as her body arched off the table, chasing his fingers.

Damien shifted his hand. One long finger slid slowly inside her — parting her drenched entrance with ease, sinking in to the first knuckle, then deeper, until it was buried to the base. Tori’s hips bucked hard, a muffled cry vibrating around the head in her mouth. He added a second finger almost immediately, stretching her further, filling her with slow, deliberate pressure. Then he began to pump — long, languid strokes in and out, curling just enough to graze that sensitive spot inside her, but never fast enough, never hard enough to let her tip over the edge. He kept her hovering, simmering, every withdrawal leaving her clenching around emptiness, every thrust pushing her higher without granting release.

Tori’s tongue left the head, chasing the dripping beads that ran down the underside of his shaft. She licked in long, slow strokes — following the thick vein that pulsed along the bottom, collecting every glistening trail, savoring the musky taste of him. Her lips and chin were slick now, shining with his pre-cum and her saliva.

She lifted the heavy length with both hands — the weight surprising her even after feeling it — admiring the way it curved, the way the veins stood out, the way the balls hung low and full beneath. She brought her face closer, inhaling deeply. The musk was stronger here — rich, earthy, intoxicating — pure male arousal, concentrated and heady. She pressed her nose against the soft, wrinkled skin of his scrotum, breathing him in, letting the scent flood her senses.

Her tongue followed. She licked the seam first — slow, wet strokes — then flattened her tongue against one heavy ball, lapping upward, tasting the salt of his skin. She drew the ball into her mouth gently, sucking with soft, rhythmic pulls, feeling it roll against her tongue. It popped free with a quiet, wet sound. She moved to the other, taking it deeper this time, cheeks hollowing as she sucked gently, letting it slide out slowly.

Damien’s thumb found her clit at last — sliding along the swollen nub in slow, steady circles, matching the rhythm of his fingers pumping in and out. The dual sensation was devastating — fingers stretching and filling her, thumb rubbing firm, relentless pressure over her clit. Her hips rocked frantically now, chasing both intrusions, moans muffled around his balls as she alternated between them, sucking, licking, worshipping.

She was drowning in sensation — the taste of him filling her mouth, the stretch of his fingers inside her, the perfect pressure on her clit, the heavy musk enveloping her senses. Her body trembled on the very edge, every muscle coiled tight, ready to shatter.


Chapter 8: Full Descent

Damien’s fingers stilled inside her… the sudden withdrawal ripping a desperate… keening sound from Tori’s throat. Her hips bucked wildly… trying to force the friction back… but his hand was already gone — fingers slipping free with a wet… obscene sound that echoed in the quiet room. Her pussy clenched around emptiness… fluttering helplessly… the orgasm that had been so close collapsing back into agonizing need.

Before she could process the loss… Damien’s large hands clamped around her hips. Strong fingers dug into the soft flesh just above her hip bones… thumbs pressing into the hollows. With one smooth… powerful motion he spun her on the table — her body sliding across the oiled surface until her ass hung right at the edge… legs dangling off the side.

Her left hand — still wrapped around the thick… slick head of his cock — slipped free in confusion as she rotated. She wasn’t sure what was happening… only that the sudden movement left her empty-handed… breathless… staring up at him with wide… glassy eyes.

Damien stepped between her spread thighs… aligning himself perfectly. The massage table was the exact right height… his heavy… curving cock hovered just above her soaked entrance… the wide… glistening head brushing the outer lips of her pussy with feather-light contact — not entering… not yet… just enough to make her inner walls flutter in anticipation.

He reached down with one hand and lifted the thick shaft… raising it high above her mons pubis. For a long heartbeat he held it there — letting her see the full length… the veins pulsing… the flared head dripping steadily. Then he released it.

The cock dropped with heavy… deliberate force.

It slapped onto her belly with a wet… resounding smack — the wide head landing well past her navel… the shaft stretching across her toned stomach like a dark… living brand. A thick spray of pre-cum erupted from the slit on impact… splattering across her breasts in warm… glistening ropes that slid down the curves and pooled in the hollow of her throat.

Tori moaned out loud — a raw… broken sound of shock and realization. The weight of him on her belly… the sheer length that reached so far up her torso… the hot splash across her tits — it hit her all at once. This was the cock she was going to take. All of it. Inside her married pussy.

Damien pulled back slowly… dragging the fat head down her stomach until it nestled against her soaked entrance. He rubbed it there — slow… deliberate circles — coating the crown in her wetness… parting her swollen lips with each pass… teasing her clit with the ridge of the corona. The blunt pressure made her hips lift… trying to impale herself… but he controlled the pace.

Then he pushed.

The head breached her — stretching her entrance wide… the flared ridge popping past the tight ring of muscle with a slow… burning stretch. Tori gasped… eyes flying open. The mix of pain and pleasure was immediate and overwhelming — the thickness forcing her walls apart… the heat of him filling her… the way her pussy gripped desperately around the intrusion.

He held there for a moment — just the head inside — letting her adjust. Then he pulled back… the ridge dragging along her inner walls in reverse… making her whimper. He pushed in again — same slow advance… same burning stretch — then withdrew. Again. Again. Each shallow thrust kept her on edge… never giving her more than the head… never letting her settle.

Tori’s mind spun. *Another tease,* she thought… half-mad with need. *He’s going to stop again… he has to…*

But he didn’t.

On the next thrust he advanced further — two inches deeper — the shaft sliding in behind the head… stretching her wider. She cried out… fingers digging into the edges of the table. He withdrew slowly… dragging her inner walls with him… then pushed back in — deeper still. Inch by inch… thrust by thrust… he worked himself into her married pussy. The stretch was relentless… exquisite — pain blooming into pleasure as her body opened for him.

He reached the back wall of her vagina long before he was fully seated — the blunt head pressing firmly against her posterior fornix… the deepest recess. There was no more depth to give… the last two inches remained outside… his hips still separated from hers. The sensation was overwhelming — she was filled to capacity… the pressure against her cervix and the stretched walls sending sharp spikes of pleasure-pain through her core.

He began to move — slow… steady drags in and out. Each withdrawal pulled her inner walls outward… each thrust pushed them back in… the head bumping her fornix with every stroke. Tori felt every ridge… every vein… the way the crown dragged along her G-spot and pressed insistently against the deepest wall. She was stretched… stuffed… claimed — and still not fully taken.

Her orgasm began to build again — slow at first… then faster… coiling tight in her belly. She prayed silently: *Don’t stop. Please don’t stop this time. I just need to go over…*

The steady motion continued — deep… controlled thrusts that rocked her body on the table. She looked up at him… eyes pleading. Damien met her gaze and smiled — small… knowing… devastating.

He didn’t stop.

He kept the rhythm — steady… unhurried — letting the pleasure build and build until it crested. Tori shattered.

Her orgasm hit like a wave — sharp… blinding… ripping through her in rhythmic pulses. She cried out… swearing incoherently — “Fuck… fuck… fuck…” — hips bucking wildly as her pussy clamped down around him… gripping in tight… fluttering spasms. The release was so intense her vision blurred… thighs shaking… toes curling.

Damien felt every contraction — the rhythmic milking of her walls — and sped up — thrusts growing faster… harder — still only to the depth her body allowed.

Her second orgasm crashed over her almost immediately — sharper… wetter. This time she squirted — hard… sudden — a hot… glistening spray that soaked his hips… his thighs… the table beneath them. Her cries sharpened — high… desperate — as her body convulsed around the thick length still partially inside her.

The powerful spasms and the sudden flood of release caused her posterior fornix to expand — the deep recess lengthening… softening… opening further under the force of her orgasm. Damien felt the change immediately — the sudden give… the extra depth that hadn’t been there before.

He pushed deeper — steadily… inexorably — the final two inches disappearing as her body accepted him completely. 

Damien was buried to the root — hips flush against hers, balls pressed tight to her ass, the entire thick length filling her married pussy completely. The posterior fornix had finally yielded after her squirting release, opening deep enough to take every last inch. The sensation was overwhelming: the stretch, the pressure against her cervix, the way her walls gripped him in fluttering spasms even after the peak had passed. She felt impossibly full, claimed, stretched beyond anything she’d ever known.

He held there for a long moment — letting her feel the full weight of him, the heat, the subtle throb of his pulse inside her. Tori’s breath came in ragged gasps, thighs trembling around his waist, fingers digging into the edges of the table as aftershocks rippled through her.

Then Damien moved.

His hands slid under her back, lifting her off the table in one smooth, powerful motion. Tori yelped — half surprise, half pleasure — as he pulled her upright, her legs instinctively wrapping around his waist, ankles locking at the small of his back. The new angle drove him even deeper, the head pressing hard against her cervix, making her eyes roll back with a sharp cry.

He stood fully now, holding her effortlessly — strong arms and broad shoulders bearing her weight as if she weighed nothing. Her breasts pressed against his chest, nipples scraping his skin with every breath. He began to fuck her — slow at first, then building — lifting her up and down his shaft in deep, controlled strokes. Gravity helped him sink to the hilt each time he lowered her, the thick root stretching her entrance wide before pulling almost all the way out, only to slam back in.

Tori’s arms wrapped around his neck, clinging to him as he moved her body like she was made for it. The passion ignited — raw, urgent, unstoppable. She tilted her head and crashed her mouth against his.

The kiss was fierce — open-mouthed, hungry, tongues sliding together in wet, desperate strokes. She tasted a mixture of salt and sweet on his lips, felt the low growl rumble in his throat as he kissed her back with equal fire. His hands tightened on her ass, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise, pulling her down harder onto his cock with every thrust. She moaned into his mouth — loud, broken sounds swallowed by the kiss — hips rocking frantically to meet each upward drive.

The rhythm grew wilder. Damien fucked her standing — powerful, relentless — lifting and dropping her onto his length while she ground down to take him deeper. Her clit rubbed against his pubic bone with every stroke, sending sharp jolts of pleasure through her core. The wet slap of their bodies filled the room, her arousal dripping down his shaft, coating his balls, slicking the skin where they joined.

Tori broke the kiss to gasp against his neck, teeth grazing his skin. “Fuck… don’t stop… please don’t stop…”

Damien’s response was a low, guttural sound — half growl, half moan — as he drove up harder, faster, holding her tight against him. Their mouths found each other again — messy, bruising kisses — tongues tangling, teeth clashing, shared breaths ragged and desperate.

She could feel another orgasm building already — faster this time, heavier — the deep angle hitting places inside her that made her vision white out. Her walls fluttered around him, gripping tighter with every thrust, milking his cock as he fucked her standing, holding her like she belonged to him.


Chapter 9: Overflow

Damien held Tori aloft, her legs locked around his waist, ankles crossed at the small of her back. His arms cradled her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh as he drove upward in deep, rhythmic thrusts. The angle was devastating — every stroke buried him to the root, the thick head slamming against her cervix with firm, insistent pressure, the flared corona dragging along her G-spot with exquisite friction. Her breasts bounced against his chest, nipples scraping his skin, sending sparks straight to her core.

Their mouths crashed together again — hungry, open, tongues sliding in wet, desperate strokes. Tori moaned into the kiss, the sound swallowed by his lips as he fucked her standing, lifting and dropping her onto his length with controlled power. The wet slap of their bodies echoed in the warm room, her arousal dripping down his shaft, coating his balls, slicking the skin where they joined.

She could feel the orgasm building further, growing strength— the deep, relentless penetration hitting places inside her that made her vision white out. Her walls fluttered around him, gripping tighter with every thrust, milking his cock as he filled her completely. The stretch was still intense, still bordering on too much, but her body had opened for him, accepted him, craved him.

Damien’s rhythm grew ragged. His breaths turned harsh against her mouth, hips snapping harder, faster. He broke the kiss just enough to speak, voice low and rough against her lips.

“I’m going to fill you,” he growled. “Fill this tight pussy… come deep inside you.”

The words hit Tori like a shockwave. For the first time since they’d started, the reality crashed through the haze of lust: unprotected. No condom, no pill, nothing. She was married, thirty-five, and right now she had another man’s bare cock buried to the hilt inside her. The thought should have terrified her — should have made her beg him to pull out.

But all the buildup — the past hour and a half of teasing, the denied orgasms, the slow, torturous edging — had shattered every rational barrier. Her body was beyond reason. Her mind was beyond caution.

Instead of pushing him away, her legs tightened instinctively — thighs clamping harder around his waist, heels digging into his lower back, pulling him deeper, trying to keep every inch locked inside her. She wanted it. Needed it. The thought of him coming inside her — filling her, claiming her — sent a violent, shameful thrill through her entire body.

“Yes,” she gasped against his mouth. “Do it… fill me…”

Damien groaned — low, primal — and thrust harder, hips snapping with bruising force. His cock swelled inside her, thickening even more as his release built. Tori felt it — the pulse, the heat, the sudden tension in his body — and her own orgasm detonated.

She came undone with a sharp, broken cry — walls clamping down in rhythmic, fluttering spasms, milking him as wave after wave crashed through her. The release was so intense her vision blurred, thighs shaking, toes curling, a flood of wetness gushing around his shaft.

Damien buried himself to the root one last time and held there, hips locked against hers.

He came with a guttural groan, cock pulsing hard inside her. Thick, hot spurts flooded her pussy — pulse after pulse — filling her to overflowing. She felt it all: the heat spreading deep inside her, the excess leaking out around his shaft, dripping down her ass and onto the floor. The sensation pushed her into another smaller, shuddering climax — her body convulsing around him, drawing out every last drop.

Their mouths found each other again — softer this time, but no less passionate. Tongues slid together in slow, deep strokes as he stayed buried inside her, both of them trembling through the aftershocks. Tori’s legs stayed locked around him, holding him deep, unwilling to let go even as his cock softened slightly inside her flooded pussy.

After long minutes of shared breaths and gentle kisses, Tori finally spoke — voice hoarse, dazed, satisfied.

“I’m… really happy I got the Triple Black Diamond package,” she murmured against his lips, a small, breathless laugh escaping her.

Damien pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. A faint, almost amused smile curved his mouth.

“That add-on,” he said quietly, “was supposed to stop with the happy ending — my fingers. That’s all it was meant to be.”

Tori blinked, confusion flickering through the haze. “Then…?”

He leaned in, brushing his lips against hers once more.

“I fucked you because you were irresistible,” he said simply. “From the moment I walked in and saw how aroused you were getting — the way your body responded to every touch, every word… I couldn’t stop myself. I wanted you. All of you.”

The confession landed soft but heavy. Tori felt a fresh flush creep across her skin — not shame this time, but something warmer, deeper. She tightened her legs around him one last time, keeping him inside her as she kissed him slowly, lingeringly.

Neither of them moved to separate.


Chapter 10: Epilogue

Later that night, the penthouse suite glowed with the soft amber light of the fireplace. Outside, fresh snow fell silently against the floor-to-ceiling windows, blanketing Aspen in quiet white. Inside, the scent of seared steak and red wine filled the air.

Richard sat across from Tori at the small dining table, still flushed from the mountain air, his cheeks ruddy, a satisfied grin on his face as he cut into his filet. He wore the same cashmere sweater he’d left in that morning, now slightly rumpled from a long day on the slopes.

“Best powder I’ve seen in years,” he said between bites, gesturing with his fork. “The private runs were empty. I must’ve done the ridge line six times. Felt like I was the only one up there. You should’ve come out, even for a little while.”

Tori smiled, cradling her glass of Cabernet. She’d showered twice since returning from the spa, changed into a soft silk slip and cashmere robe, her hair still damp at the ends. Her body felt languid, heavy with satisfaction, every muscle loose in a way she hadn’t known was possible.

“Maybe next time,” she said lightly. “I was happy where I was.”

Richard nodded, chewing thoughtfully. “So how was your day? You said you hit the spa?”

Tori took a slow sip of wine, letting the rich notes roll over her tongue before answering.

“It was amazing,” she said, voice soft but steady. “I’ve never felt more relaxed. Honestly, Richard… it was exactly what I needed.”

He raised an eyebrow, pleased. “Yeah? What’d they do? Mud bath? Hot stones? The full treatment?”

She laughed quietly, a small, private sound. “Something like that. All of it, really. The whole package.”

Richard leaned back in his chair, swirling his glass. “Well, you look incredible. Glowy. Whatever they did, keep doing it.”

Tori set her glass down, fingers tracing the stem absently. “Actually,” she said, meeting his eyes with a calm, almost serene smile, “I already booked it again. Every day we’re here.”

Richard blinked, then chuckled. “Every day? Damn, they must be good. What’s the package called again?”

She paused for only a heartbeat, the memory of Damien’s voice — low, knowing, promising — flickering through her mind like a secret flame.

“Triple Black Diamond,” she said simply.

Richard laughed again, raising his glass in a mock toast. “To my wife and her newfound spa obsession. May it keep you this happy the whole trip.”

Tori lifted her glass to meet his, the clink soft in the quiet room.

“Believe me,” she said, eyes sparkling with a private satisfaction he would never understand, “it will.”

Outside, the snow kept falling. Inside, the fire crackled, and Tori smiled — small, satisfied, utterly content — as she took another slow sip of wine.

The end.
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