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Forbidden Attraction
Ariel


It’s my best friend’s birthday and I can’t wait to celebrate with her. Emily has always been the life of the party, and her annual brunch gatherings are legendary. As I step into the quaint café, the warm aroma of freshly brewed coffee and pastries fills the air, mingling with the soft hum of conversation and clinking cups. I scan the room, searching for Emily’s familiar face.

Near the back, I notice a tall, broad-shouldered man. His dark hair is slightly tousled, and his relaxed yet alert stance makes him stand out. He’s alone, his gaze moving thoughtfully over the busy café. A strong jawline and intense brown eyes draw my attention, and I feel an unexpected attraction. There’s something rugged and magnetic about him, an air of mystery that quickens my pulse.

Before I can dwell on him further, a flash of brown curls catches my eye as Emily rushes over.

“Ariel!” she calls, her wide grin lighting up the room. She pulls me into a vanilla and champagne-scented hug.

“You’re finally here!” she squeals.

As I think of a reply, her gaze flicks between me and the man I’d been watching, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

“There’s someone you have to meet,” she giggles. “Ariel, remember my brother, Alex?”

Heat rushes to my cheeks as I realize the stranger is Alex—Emily’s older brother, recently returned from deployment.

“It’s great to see you again, Ariel,” he says, his deep voice warm and confident. He flashes a faint, almost shy smile, and when his piercing gaze meets mine, a shiver races down my spine.

“Alex, it’s been ages!” I manage, keeping my tone light even as my heart pounds. He’s even more handsome than I remember, his rugged features setting him apart from everyone else in the café. Tattoos peek out from beneath his shirt sleeves, hinting at a rebellious streak that contrasts with his disciplined military background.

“Ready to celebrate?” Emily chirps, breaking the charged moment. Linking her arm through mine, she leads us to the table and launches into her usual animated chatter, filling me in on the latest town gossip.

As we settle in, I can’t help stealing glances at Alex. The way his muscles flex beneath his T-shirt, his easy confidence—it’s impossible to ignore. Once or twice, he catches me looking, and a flicker of forbidden excitement passes between us each time.

When the afternoon winds down and guests begin saying their goodbyes, I realize it’s also time for me to leave.

I open my app to call an Uber, but a notification pops up: “No drivers nearby. Please try again later.” I frown and refresh the screen, but it’s clear the few drivers in town are already busy.

As I debate my options, someone steps behind me.

“Having trouble getting a ride?” Alex’s voice is low and close. I turn to find him watching me with a faint smirk.

“Yeah, looks like the whole town’s booked up,” I reply, attempting a casual laugh, though his presence makes my pulse quicken.

He nods toward the exit, his lips curving slightly. “I’m heading that way if you want a lift. My bike’s parked around the corner.”

My heart jumps at his offer. Motorcycles have always intrigued me, and the thought of riding with Alex is thrilling.

“Sure, why not?” I say, feeling a surge of adrenaline. “I’ve always wanted to ride on a motorcycle.”


two
Forbidden Passion
Alex


She stands there, her dress blowing lightly in the breeze, eyeing the motorcycle with curiosity and hesitation. How she looks at it, like she’s deciding whether to take the leap, stirs something protective inside me.

I step closer, brushing lightly against her shoulder as I drape my leather jacket over her. My fingers linger for just a second, teasing the softness of her skin. “Here,” I say, my voice low and even. “This should keep you warm.”

The jacket hangs off her shoulders, way too big, swallowing her frame in leather. Somehow, it makes her look even more stunning, like it’s a part of her now. There’s something undeniably sexy about the way it engulfs her, yet she pulls it off effortlessly—probably because it’s mine. Seeing her in it gets me more excited than it should. In a twisted way, I feel like I just claimed her.

I hand her a helmet, securing my own before returning to face her. “First time on a bike?” I ask, already knowing the answer. “Yep, so go easy on me,” she replies with a small, adventurous smile. “Don’t worry; I’ve got you. Hop on,” I instruct, my voice more commanding than intended. “I’ll take you for a ride you won’t forget.”

I swing my leg over the motorcycle and settle in first, then gesture for her to do the same. “Step up carefully and get on behind me.” Once she’s seated, I guide her hands to my waist. “Wrap your arms tight around me, like this,” I say, ensuring she’s secure. “Hold on.”

As we take off, the cool air hits us—sharp, exhilarating, full of potential. I twist the throttle, gradually picking up speed and feel her grip tighten around my waist. Her body presses closer as she adjusts to the momentum. The thrill is infectious, coursing through me as the small-town streets blur into streaks of light and shadow.

A rush of adrenaline prompts me to steer one-handed, letting my other arm slip back to rest casually on her hip. Each twist and turn of the road pulls her closer, my fingers curling slightly into the softness of her body as she inches forward.

Her gasp turns into wild and free laughter. Her legs press tightly on mine, holding close as she leans into the ride. Then, releasing her grip, she stretches her arms wide. “I can fly!” she shouts, her voice catching in the wind.

Her laughter sends a jolt through me. I instinctively reach back to steady her with one hand. Seconds later, she wraps her arms around me again, her fingers pressing into me—hesitant yet strangely perfect.

Her bravery feeds my boldness. I ease up the speed just enough for her to hold on tighter. Where her touch was tentative at first, it clings now with a curious intensity that feels just right. My hand slips down, my fingers splaying slightly against the fabric of her clothes.

“This isn’t the way home,” she yells from behind me. I pull over to the side of the road, glancing back at her. “This is the perfect spot. Let’s take a break and enjoy the view.”

She swings off the motorcycle, her legs shaky as she steadies herself by holding onto my shoulders. I reach up to take her helmet off. As it slips free, our eyes meet. Her gaze lingers, wide and searching and something tightens in my chest.

Her hair is wild from the ride and she looks incredible—more fuckable than just minutes ago. What does she do to me? It’s like she’s put some kind of spell on me. “You look even more beautiful with the wind in your hair,” I murmur, my voice rough with the need that’s been clawing at me since I saw her.

I step closer, my eyes locked on hers, my hand reaching around her waist. She opens her mouth, but before she can speak, I close the gap, capturing her lips with mine. It’s hungry, unapologetic—I need her to feel everything I’ve been holding back.

She softens, melting into me, her mouth parting as her hands curl into my shirt. My fingers move over her curves, resting on her ass through the thin fabric of her dress. She arches into me, breathing hard, her heart pounding against my chest.

Leaning down, I whisper, “You have no idea what you do to me.” Her gaze says she feels it, too. Pulling me toward the bike, her intentions are clear.

I lift her onto the seat, my hands sliding up her thighs, feeling her warmth as I inch closer. Her breath catches when I find her panties and I make quick work of them, ripping them off and leaving her bare. Her eyes widen with excitement, her body trembling for me.

My hands move in slow, deliberate motions as I unbutton my pants and slide them down, freeing myself to her gaze. Her crimson cheeks and parted lips captivate me, every flicker of her expression feeding the tension between us. Each brush of my fingers and every one of her shallow breaths only fuels the growing intensity.

“You’re so wet, Ariel,” I whisper, my voice thick with need as I press my lips to the soft skin of her neck. Her eager body melts into mine, driving me to the brink of madness.

“I’m gonna make you cum right here on my bike.”

Shifting slightly, I position myself between her legs, leaning closer to feel her breath hitch as I tease her with the barest touch. My fingers graze her wet folds, coaxing a shiver and a moan from her lips. I flick my thumb across her clit and she gasps, her grip tightening on my shoulders. Taking that as my cue, I slowly slide one finger inside of her.

“Oh, Alex,” she breathes, her voice trembling. “Your finger fills me so good.”

I kneel down, my lips seeking her clit, sucking and swirling my tongue over the sensitive bud. Her hips buck, her back arching as she presses herself into my face. I hold her firmly, one hand gripping her ass to draw her closer while the other plays with her drenched heat. Sliding a second finger inside her, I stretch her tight walls, her cry of “Fuck, yes!” echoing in my ears.

Her head falls back and her pleading voice urges me on. “Finger me, Alex. Please!”

I curl my fingers inside her, hitting her sweet spot as my tongue relentlessly teases her clit. Her body trembles, her breaths coming in rapid gasps, every moan and cry spurring me forward.

When I stretch my fingers deeper, pushing to her limit, her soft moans turn into breathy cries. “Cum for me, baby,” I murmur, my voice rough with desire. “Let me feel that sweet pussy clench around my fingers.”

Ariel’s body tenses as her orgasm crashes over her, her walls contracting around my fingers while her juices flow freely. I don’t stop, my tongue and lips working to draw out her pleasure.

“Alex, I can’t...,” she pants, her words breaking as another wave of sensation washes through her.

Though I know she’s sensitive, I want to push her further. My fingers move in and out of her, twisting and curling, as I suck her clit harder.

“Oh my God, Alex,” she cries, her voice raw. “I—I can’t take much more.”

But I don’t let up, my determination unshaken. “You can take it, baby,” I growl, the heat in my voice undeniable. “Cum for me again. Let me feel you squeeze my fingers.”

Her entire body tightens as she surrenders to the overwhelming sensations. A loud, desperate cry escapes her as another climax wracks her, her body trembling uncontrollably.

“That’s it, Ariel,” I whisper against her soaked folds. “You’re so fucking sexy when you lose it like this.”

When her legs finally give out, I catch her, pulling her close. “Easy,” I murmur, my voice low and protective. “You’re not going anywhere.”

“I want to feel you,” she breathes, her eyes half-lidded with desire. “I want your cock inside me, Alex. Now.”

I grin, my dick throbbing in anticipation. “As you wish, baby.”

I help her stand, her legs shaky from the intense orgasms. Turning her around, I position her against the bike, her hands gripping the seat as I step behind her. I kiss the back of her neck before reaching around to cup her breasts.

“You like it rough, don’t you, Ariel?” I whisper, my lips brushing against her ear, the heat building between us.

“Yes,” she pants, her voice thick with need, her body arching against mine. “Fuck me, Alex. Take me hard. I want to feel you deep.”

I pull back slightly, reaching into the motorcycle pannier to retrieve a condom. She lets out a needy whimper as I rip the foil open, rolling it down my length.

“You want me that bad, huh?” I murmur, the tension crackling between us.

“Please,” she breathes, rocking her ass back against me. “I need you.”

I grip her hips firmly, lining myself up with her drenched entrance, teasing her, letting the tip just press against her, feeling her shudder beneath my touch.

“Say it again,” I demand, my voice low and rough.

“Please, Alex,” she whimpers. “I need you. Now.”

With one swift thrust, I bury myself inside her, claiming her as mine. Ariel cries out, her head thrown back, her body welcoming me as I fill her completely. I hold still, savoring the sensation of her, hot and tight. She drives me wild as I move deeper, harder and faster, giving her exactly what she begged for.

“You feel so fucking good,” I growl, my grip on her hips tightening. “But I’m just getting started.”

I begin to move, slowly at first, withdrawing almost entirely before slamming back into her, my balls slapping against her ass with each hard thrust. Ariel’s moans turn to desperate cries, her body meeting mine with each powerful stroke.

“Harder, Alex,” she begs. “Fuck me harder.”

I oblige, pounding into her, my hips snapping forward as I fuck her with abandon. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the air, mixed with our grunts and moans. I reach around, find her clit and begin to rub it in circles.

“Cum with me, Ariel,” I growl, my own orgasm building. “Squeeze my cock with that hot pussy.”

Ariel’s fingers dig into the leather as she cums, her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic pulses. The sensation is too much and I follow her, my cock twitching as I fill the condom with my hot cum.

We stand there, panting, our bodies still joined, the weight of the moment heavy in the air. Ariel turns in my arms, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction. She presses her lips softly against mine, whispering, “That was incredible, Alex.”

Then, I feel her knees give way, her body going limp as exhaustion hits her all at once. I catch her instinctively, pulling her against me. She’s delicate in my arms.

I tighten my hold, my voice low and steady. “Got you, baby. Rest, you’ve earned it.”

She leans into me, her breath shaky as I steady her. “I’m fine, just... too good,” she murmurs, gripping me for support.

I wrap my arms around her, ensuring she’s secure. “Take a minute,” I murmur, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “You’re wiped out.”

Ariel rests her head against me, still panting, but I can tell she’s physically spent. Slowly, her breath steadies as she regains her strength, leaning into me. “I’m good,” she whispers, a small smile tugging at her lips.

I keep her close, letting her rest in my arms, feeling the weight of her body. She deserves a moment to recover.


three
Forbidden Detour
Ariel


It feels like an eternity until the weekend arrives. The thought of Alex’s plan alone makes my heart race. Always full of surprises, this time, he’s taking me on a picnic. And yeah, he’s my best friend’s brother, but that only makes it more thrilling. Who wouldn’t want to get naughty with a hot ex-military guy like Alex?

“Ariel, you ready?” His deep voice rumbles over the phone, sending a shiver down my spine.

“Yeah, just finishing up. I’m really looking forward to this picnic!” I reply, already blushing at the thought of what might happen.

“Good, I’ll be there in ten. Just wear something comfortable. We’ll be going for a little ride.” He hangs up, leaving me alone with my imagination running wild.

Moments later, the unmistakable roar of his motorcycle engine cuts through the quiet of the neighborhood. Without thinking, I rush to the window, pulling back the curtain just enough to get a clear view. I spot the sleek, black Harley as it turns the corner, and instantly, I recognize him. The way he rides, his posture full of confidence—it’s unmistakable. As he gets closer, the details sharpen. The worn leather jacket that hugs his frame, the dark sunglasses shielding his intense eyes yet still radiating heat. His broad shoulders, the way the jacket stretches across his chest, the subtle flex of his muscles with each shift—it all screams strength.

And then there’s that grin. The cocky, dangerous one; the one I know means trouble. Alex’s scruff darkens in the late afternoon light, making his jawline even sharper and that dimple—the mischievous mark on his cheek—makes my heart race. As he pulls up, it’s clear: this isn’t just a ride. This is him in control, and I’m about to go along for the ride of my life.

“Hop on, Ariel. Let’s make some memories.”

I swing my leg over the bike and settle behind him, instinctively wrapping my arms around his waist. The moment I do, the engine roars to life beneath me, sending a deep, satisfying thrum through my body. It isn’t just the bike’s power; it’s the vibration, pulsing right where I need it, sending heat to all the right places. I can’t help but grind against it a little, feeling it in the most intimate of ways.

The wind in my hair can’t compare to the steady hum against my hips. It’s constant, relentless, and I can feel it all the way down to my core. I wonder if he feels it too. Is he as turned on as I am? The question nags at me, and though I try to ignore it, it keeps coming back. I bet I’m soaked and I can’t decide if I should be embarrassed or not. My body reacts to him in ways I can’t control, every inch of him making me ache for more.

Each shift of gears makes it worse—or better, depending on how you look at it. Every little bump, every slight movement of his body sends sparks of heat coiling lower inside me. I wonder if he’s hard right now. The thought almost makes me blush, but I can’t stop thinking about it. I almost want to check, to make sure he’s feeling the same pulse of need, but I don’t. Instead, I press closer, trying to steady myself. Unsurprisingly, it has the opposite effect, the heat in my panties building up.

I rest my cheek against his back, inhaling the intoxicating mix of leather and cologne. The scent of him scatters my thoughts. I want to push them away and focus on the ride, but it’s impossible. Every part of me is overwhelmed by him—the way he feels against me, the way he handles the bike with such control, like he’s in charge of everything—including me. And damn, I want to be in control too... but in a completely different way.

I can’t stop thinking about how I’d love to ride him like we’re riding this bike.

When we reach the secluded spot by the lake, the perfect oasis tucked away in nature, I am still wound tight, hoping this isn’t where the fun ends. Alex reaches into the pannier, pulling out a blanket with that same devilish grin. I take it from him, our fingers brushing, sparking something electric between us. He grabs a couple of containers filled with treats and a chilled bottle of champagne.

“I thought we could start with a little bubbly,” he says, his eyes sparkling with mischief.

I nod eagerly, my pulse quickening as he gently guides me to sit on the blanket. Alex pops the cork and fills two flutes with the golden liquid, handing me one as our eyes lock.

“Cheers,” he toasts, breaking the silence.

I take a sip, feeling the bubbles dance on my tongue. Alex’s gaze darkens with desire as he watches me, his eyes never leaving mine. He sets his glass down and moves closer, his warm breath caressing my neck.

“I’ve been thinking about this all week. About tasting you, feeling your skin against mine.” His words are like a sensual whisper.

I close my eyes, savoring the anticipation. Alex’s hands grip my hips, pulling me tighter, pressing me flush against him. The heat between us is undeniable. When I shift slightly, I feel it—his erection, hard and insistent, pressing against me through his jeans. A smile tugs at my lips, the realization sinking in that he’s as hungry for me as I am for him. Does every inch of him want me the way I want him? The thought sends a shiver down my spine, a rush of heat spiraling through me. My pulse quickens and all I can think about is how badly I want more—how badly I want him.

“Let’s play a game,” he murmurs, his lips brushing my ear. “For every sip of champagne you take, I get to kiss a part of your body.”

I giggle, my heart racing. “And what if I want to kiss you?”

“Oh, you will, believe me. But first, let’s see how far that bottle will get us.”

I take a slow sip of champagne, feeling the cool liquid slide down my throat. His hands rest on my waist as his lips find my neck, soft at first, then hungrier. He sucks as if marking me, his tongue tracing the spot as I gasp. Instinctively, I tilt my head, giving him better access.

Alex trails his lips down my neck, igniting a line of fiery kisses as his hands roam over my body, caressing my breasts through the thin fabric of my top. I arch into his touch, craving more.

“Take another sip for me, Ariel,” he whispers.

I obey, my fingers trembling as I lift the glass. His lips find the sensitive spot behind my ear, teeth gently nipping at my lobe. My body trembles as his hands slide under my shirt, thumbs brushing my erect nipples.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmurs.

I can only nod, breath coming in short gasps. Alex’s kisses become more demanding as the champagne flows. He wraps his arms around my waist, pulling me close. His lips find my neck again, kissing and nipping along my skin, while his hands slide up to cup my breasts. His fingers tease and pinch, sending shivers through me as he brushes over my sensitive nipples, making them throb for more.

I arch back against him, gasping as his hands explore. His touch becomes more insistent and he kisses a line from my shoulder to the base of my neck, his warm breath and gentle bites leaving a trail of sensation.

“You’re beautiful, Ariel,” he murmurs, his voice thick with need. “I want to taste every inch of you.”

I bite my lip, arousal coursing through me. Alex hooks his fingers in my panties and I lift my hips slightly to help as he slides them down my thighs.

Alex shifts, leaning me back on to the blanket and positioning himself between my legs, his hands sliding over my skin. He lowers himself and says, “I love how wet you are for me. I’m going to make you beg for my cock.”

With that, he leans forward, his tongue flicking my clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through me. I grip his hair, my hips thrusting forward involuntarily. Alex’s mouth is hot and wet, driving me wild with need.

“Oh, Alex...,” I moan, my head thrown back in ecstasy.

He continues to tease and please me with his skilled tongue, bringing me closer and closer to the edge. I’m trembling, my body on the brink of explosion.

“Get it, girl,” he whispers against my entrance.

His words are all it takes. I cry out, my orgasm crashing over me in waves of pleasure. Alex doesn’t stop, his tongue still working over my sensitive spots as my body shakes with aftershocks.

“That’s it, baby, let it all out,” he encourages.

As I calm down, Alex looks up, his lips glistening with my essence. He smiles, looking incredibly satisfied.

“Your turn to taste something sweet,” he says, reaching for one of the containers.

He feeds me a bright red strawberry, his fingers brushing my lips. I suck the fruit into my mouth, savoring its sweetness. Alex’s eyes are fixed on mine, his expression intense.

“Now, for the whipped cream,” he murmurs, his voice low.

He squirts a generous amount of cream onto his fingers, then slowly traces it along my collarbone, down between my breasts. I shiver, my skin tingling at the cold sensation. Alex’s tongue follows the path of the cream, licking it off my skin, his hands cupping my breasts.

“Mmm, delicious,” he murmurs, his eyes locked on mine.

The game continues, each sip of champagne leading to more intimate exploration. Alex’s hands and mouth roam my body, igniting a fire within me. He’s an expert at pleasure, knowing exactly how to touch and tease me.

A lazy warmth settles over us in the midday sun with the champagne bottle finally empty. Suddenly, Alex reaches into the motorcycle bag and pulls out a small, sleek vibrator, holding it up with a mischievous grin. My eyes widen, excitement stirring inside me as I catch his playful look.

“I thought we could add a little extra fun,” he says, his voice husky. “Do you trust me, Ariel?”

I nod, heart pounding. I trust Alex implicitly and the thought of him using a toy on me is incredibly arousing.

He positions me on the blanket, my legs spread, open to his gaze. Alex kisses his way down my body, his hands caressing my inner thighs. Pausing, he looks up at me with a devilish grin.

“Are you ready for this?” His voice is low, with a playful edge.

I bite my lip, nodding, barely able to contain the excitement. “Yes, Alex, please.”

He smiles, eyes dark with intent. Slowly, he drags the vibrator over my soaking wet folds, teasing me with its cool, sleek surface. A gasp escapes my lips, my body arching into him as he circles it around my clit before moving lower, gathering my wetness.

With a soft chuckle, he presses the vibrator against my entrance, just teasing the tip, making me squirm. Then, with deliberate ease, he pushes it inside, filling me with delicious pressure. As he turns it on, my body trembles, sending me into a new realm of pleasure. His fingers find my clit, teasing it in sync with the vibrating toy.

“Oh my God...,” I moan, my head thrashing from side to side.

“That’s it, baby, let it take you,” he whispers, his breath hot against my skin.

The combination of his touch and the toy overwhelms me. I arch my back, body tense, riding the waves of pleasure, but I can’t quite reach the peak. Alex kisses me deeply, his tongue coaxing mine as my orgasm teases the edge, just out of reach.

“I won’t let you cum, Ariel,” he breathes against my lips, voice thick with hunger. “Not yet.”

The words spark a mix of frustration and desire within me. My body aches for release, but he holds me just shy of it, keeping me on the edge. I squirm beneath him, desperate for more.

“You’ll have to work for it,” he murmurs, his hand guiding my hips, urging me to move. “Ride me, Ariel. Take control and show me how badly you want it.”


four
Forbidden Touch
Alex


With swift movements, I unbuckle my belt, unzip my jeans and push them down my thighs. My cock springs free, hard and aching, already slick with anticipation. Her eyes widen and I catch a flash of awe in her gaze. I’m ready to show her just how good it will feel to have me inside her.

I reach into my pocket, grab the condom and tear open the packet with a quick motion. With a steady hand, I roll it down my length, breathing shallowly as I focus on the sensation of preparing for her. The tension between us heightens and I can’t wait any longer.

“Now it’s your turn to enjoy the view,” she whispers. I watch, entranced, as she straddles me, settling herself above my throbbing cock.

Her fingers wrap around my thick length, guiding me to her entrance. Slowly, she lowers herself, taking me inch by inch, her warmth surrounding me. I fight to hold back, letting her take control, even though the feeling of her encompassing me nearly pushes me over the edge.

“Oh, Alex,” she moans, her voice thick with need.

I can only stare up at her, chest tight, watching her begin to move. My gaze locks onto her breasts, bouncing with each roll of her body and I can’t resist reaching up to pinch one of her nipples. She gasps and the sound makes me pulse harder inside her.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” I grunt, sliding my hands down to her waist, my fingers brushing over her lower back.

Her rhythm picks up, her body moving faster now and my breaths come in shallow bursts. The sensations rush at me as I guide her with firm hands, urging her to move more urgently against me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she cries out, her voice frantic. “Deeper, Alex!”

I grip her more firmly, pushing deeper as her body shifts over mine. I feel her walls tightening, her pace quickening with every thrust.

“Get it, girl,” I growl. “Scream for me.”

She throws her head back, blonde hair flying as she rides me harder, faster, her movements desperate.

“Oh my God, Alex! I’m close!”

Reaching up, I pinch her nipples and give them a gentle tug.

That’s all it takes. She arches her back, her body tightening around me and cries out, her voice breaking as she shatters, her orgasm sweeping over her.

“ALEX! I’M CUMMING!” she screams, her body trembling in pleasure.

I feel her pulse around me, warmth flooding me as her orgasm takes hold. The sensation pushes me to the edge.

“Fuck, Ariel,” I groan, my own release building quickly. “I’m so close...”

She meets my gaze, flushed face glowing with satisfaction. “Cum for me, Alex. Fill me up.”

The words push me over the edge and I let go with a guttural roar, my hips thrusting upward as I release into the condom. The intensity surprises me and I collapse back, feeling her warmth press against me as she falls forward, breathless.

We lie there, tangled together, our hearts racing in sync, our bodies slick with sweat. I press a kiss to her forehead, a deep sense of satisfaction settling over me, but it only fuels the hunger for more.

“That was incredible,” she whispers, her voice soft, almost reverent. “I’ve never felt so free.”

I smile, a surge of something more profound than desire rushing through me. I know this is just the beginning of our forbidden rendezvous, but there’s so much more I want to explore with this daring woman.


five
Forbidden Submission
Ariel


Alex and I planned this spontaneous meet-up earlier this morning. I suggested it, eager to see him again after yesterday’s unforgettable ride. But this time, I want more. My mind’s been racing with thoughts of pushing boundaries and I can feel the tension building with every passing second.

“I’m on my way over. Get ready for me.”

A grin spreads across my face, excitement bubbling up inside me. I pace up and down my apartment, my mind racing with a whirlwind of thoughts. Should I act casual? Play it cool? Or just let the excitement take over? The anticipation is almost too much to handle, like a tight coil wound inside me, ready to spring.

A few minutes later, the familiar rumble of his bike echoes through the street below. My heart leaps, pounding harder with every step as I make my way to meet him downstairs. A mix of nerves and thrill courses through me as I leave my apartment.

When I open the main door, the sight of him steals my breath. He’s in the middle of swinging his leg off the bike, the motion fluid and effortless. He looks up and that smirk—a blend of confidence and mischief—spreads across his face. His eyes lock on mine and for a moment, everything else fades.

My thoughts scramble. He’s here, looking even better than yesterday. My stomach flips as I walk toward him.

“Did you miss me, Ariel?” he asks, his voice rough with need.

I nod. “More than you know.” I step forward, meeting him halfway and his hands immediately find my waist, pulling me close. His lips crash against mine in a slow, hungry kiss and I melt into him.

His hands move to the back of my neck, deepening the kiss and I let out a soft moan as I feel him press his body against mine, the solid warmth of him stirring something deep inside me.

“You’re unbelievable, “I whisper against his mouth. “Let’s go in before someone sees us.”

He grins, “Are you embarrassed of me?”

Before I can say anything, he sweeps me into his arms, carrying me effortlessly inside. His strength and determination leave me breathless, but I’m not complaining. He kicks the apartment door shut behind us, his lips never leaving mine.

Then he gently lowers me onto the couch, his hands lingering for a moment, steadying me as if making sure I’m really there. The warmth of his touch spreads through me and I let out a shaky breath, trying to calm the swirling nerves and excitement in my chest.

His eyes search mine, soft but undeniably intense. “You okay?” he asks, his voice soothing.

I nod, nervously brushing a hand through my hair. “Yeah, I’m good,” I say, though the flutter in my stomach betrays me.

I clear my throat, trying to find my words. “Alex…,” I pause, biting my lip as I work up the courage to continue.

His brows lifts lightly, his gaze curious and patient. “What’s on your mind, Ariel?”

I hesitate, the weight of the moment hanging between us. “Can I ask you something?”

His expression softens further and a small smile tugs at his lips. “Of course. You can ask me anything.”

The sincerity in his tone settles some of my nerves, but the tension crackles just beneath the surface, making my words catch in my throat. I lean closer, drawn to him like a magnet, our faces now only inches apart.

“What do you think about… trying something new?” I finally ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

He leans in closer, his voice husky with anticipation, “What do you have in mind, sweetheart?”

I take a steadying breath, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. “Have you ever thought about letting someone else take the lead? You know ... just giving up control, even for a little while?”

Wrinkling his forehead in confusion, he answers. “I can’t say I’ve given it much thought. Why do you ask?”

I bite my lip, emboldened by his reaction. “I’ve always had this fantasy of being the one in control. I don’t know why, but the thought of taking the lead, of being the one to guide someone strong, someone like you… it’s always been something I’ve wanted to try.”

His brows lift lightly, surprise flickering in his expression. He doesn’t pull away though, his gaze steady on mine.

“I don’t mean to make you uncomfortable,” I add quickly, feeling my nerves spike. “It’s just that... if you’re open to it, maybe... we could try it? Together?”

He chuckles softly, his gaze dropping as if he’s considering my words. When he looks back at me, there’s a hint of vulnerability in his eyes I didn’t expect.

“I’ve always been in charge,” he admits, seeming to be lost in thought. “I don’t think I even know how to let go, not really. It’s not something I’ve ever done.”

I nod, my heart pounding but hopeful. “That’s okay. It doesn’t have to be perfect. We could figure it out together… if you want to try.”

He exhales slowly, a small, tentative smile tugging at his lips. “With you?” he murmurs, his voice soft but sure. “Yeah, I think I would like to try it.”

His words light a fire in me, a warmth spreading through my chest and down to my fingertips. I can’t say for sure if this is what he’s been waiting for, but I know it’s what I want. The idea of offering him this side of me feels bold and a little reckless, but I can’t resist the pull.

“Then let’s begin, shall we?”

I lead him to the bedroom, trying to stay calm, but inside, my heart races. “Stay here for a moment,” I murmur, stepping inside first, then glancing back at him. “I’ll guide you.”

He hesitates only for a second before stepping in after me. The soft light from the bedside lamp creates a warm glow and I can feel my pulse quicken. “Kneel for me,” I say, trying to sound sure of myself, though there’s a tremor in my voice I can’t hide.

He falters for a heartbeat, but then he lowers himself to his knees, his eyes focused on me.  I swallow, trying to steady my nerves. I take a deep breath.

“Good,” I whisper, my voice softer now. I move closer, resting my hands gently on his shoulders, feeling the muscles beneath my touch. “Relax, okay? Just... trust me.”

He nods, but I can see the tension in his body, the uncertainty in the way he holds himself. I give his shoulders a gentle squeeze. “Let go,” I whisper, “It’s okay.”

I start to undo the buttons of his shirt, my fingers trembling slightly and I can’t help but look up at him now and then, checking for any sign of discomfort or hesitation. “Is this okay?” I ask, my voice soft, as I peel the fabric away.

He nods again, but his breath hitches as I touch his chest. I watch him closely, my own heartbeat loud in my ears. This is new for both of us.

“I’ll take care of you,” I murmur, trying to soothe him as much as I am soothing myself. “Let me guide this... please, just trust me.”

His gaze softens and I can see the slightest flicker of vulnerability in his eyes, but he doesn’t pull away. The tension in his shoulders slowly starts to ease.

“You’re mine for tonight,” I whisper, leaning down to press a kiss to the back of his neck. “All mine to command, to play with, to please.”

I step closer, positioning myself in front of him. My fingers find his belt, fumbling slightly in the quiet intensity of the moment. The metallic clink of the buckle seems louder in the stillness. I ease the belt free and unbutton his pants, tugging gently at the waistband. With a firm but careful motion, I work them down over his hips and thighs, pausing as they gather at his knees. His boxer briefs come into view, the prominent bulge beneath them impossible to miss.

I run a single finger along the length of his erection, watching it twitch in response. His breath catches and his head tilts back slightly.

“Oh,” he murmurs, his voice hoarse with need. “Please.”

I kneel in front of him, my fingers gently lifting his chin, meeting his gaze with a soft smile. “Uh, I think I like this,” I whisper, my voice filled with a mix of excitement and uncertainty. “Are you okay? Does this feel alright for you?” I ask, my voice low but steady, scanning his face for any sign of discomfort. His gaze meets mine and he nods, a small smile forming.

“Actually, yes,” he admits. “I never thought I’d give up control, but this is... pretty relaxing.” His lips curl into a gentle smile.

“I’m glad,” I reply. “I wasn’t sure how you’d feel about this.” A sly smile plays on my lips as I stand and step back, admiring the sight of him kneeling, vulnerable and exposed. “You’ll get what you need... when I decide you’ve earned it.”

His chest rises and falls rapidly as he nods, his hands resting obediently on his thighs.

“Good boy,” I praise, my voice smooth. Turning, I walk to the dresser, pulling out a silk scarf. “I’m going to blindfold you,” I say, trailing the soft fabric through my fingers before stepping back to him.

Leaning close, I wrap the scarf around his eyes, tying it gently but firmly. His breath hitches as I secure the blindfold, taking away his sight.

“Now, my strong soldier,” I whisper, running my fingers through his hair, tugging just enough to make him gasp, “Are you ready to let go some more?”

“Not sure sweetheart, but I will try. Do we need a safe word?”

After thinking for a second, I answer, “I don’t think so. This is my first time and I’m not planning to hurt you. But if it makes you feel better, just choose your word.”

Without hesitation, he says “Harley. Harley Davidson is my safe word.”

“Ok, noted.”

I kneel behind him, pressing my thighs against his hips as my hands explore his body. My fingers trace his collarbones, gliding to his nipples, which I pinch lightly. He jolts, a low moan escaping his lips.

“You like that, don’t you?” I ask, my breath hot against his ear.

“Yes, I do,” he breathes.

I chuckle, enjoying the power I hold over him. “Patience. We’re just getting started.”

Standing up, I retrieve a bottle of massage oil, pouring some into my hands. I rub my palms together, warming the oil before placing them on his shoulders. My fingers knead his tense muscles and he sighs, his head falling forward as he relaxes into my touch.

“That’s it,” I coo. “Let me take care of you.”

I work my way down his back, easing the tension from his body. My hands glide lower, slipping beneath the waistband of his underwear. I grip his firm ass, kneading it and he moans softly.

“You know you drive me crazy,” he murmurs.

“Good,” I reply, my voice steady. “Now stand up and take off your pants and boxers for me.”

He obeys, rising smoothly to his feet. I reach out, holding his hand to steady him as he moves.

When he pulls his boxers down, his cock springs free, unapologetically bold. I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to keep my reaction silent as my eyes take him in. His powerful, muscular frame—this strong, ex-military man, standing naked in front of me—is almost too much to process.

I’m in charge. The realization hits me like a spark to dry kindling.

Without warning I wrap my hand around his thick shaft, claiming what is mine. Slowly I stroke him, while I observe him. He moans in enjoyment.

“You like it when I touch you here, right?”

I grip him slightly tighter, increasing the pace. My thumb glides over the sensitive tip, gathering the bead of pre-cum that has formed there. His breathing grows ragged, his body trembling under my control.

“I’m close,” he pants.

I stop abruptly, letting go of his cock. He whimpers, his body tensing in frustration.

“Not yet,” I say, my voice soft but firm. “Tonight, I decide when you cum.”

I take his hand, guiding him carefully toward the bed. “This way,” I say, my voice low and steady, steering him until the backs of his legs touch the edge. “Sit.”

He obeys, lowering himself onto the mattress, his hands resting awkwardly at his sides. I step back for a moment, slipping out of my clothes, letting them pool silently on the floor.

“It’s your turn,” I say, pushing him back. He is lying on my bed now. Helpless and horny as can be. Positioning myself beside him, I take his hands and guide them slowly to the heat between my legs. His fingertips brush against my folds and I shudder at the contact.

“Feel how wet I am for you?” I say, my voice low and firm. “Make me cum.”

His hand moves down slowly like he knows exactly what he’s doing. I feel his fingers teasing the inside of my thighs, getting closer, making me wait. Then, he slides a finger inside me, slow and easy. I feel released and can’t stop the gasp that slips out.

He pauses for a second, his fingers still, before he adds another. The deeper he goes, the hotter it gets and I can’t ignore how badly I want more.

He curls his fingers and that’s when it hits. Deep. Intense. The kind of pleasure that takes over and I feel it in every inch of me. His touch never stops, each movement steady, making me tremble with every push.

“Don’t stop! Make me cum hard.”

And he does. Using his other hand, he stimulates my clit while his fingers inside tickle my G-spot. I let myself lose control and ride out my orgasm.

“Now, my sweet Alex,” I pant, sinking to my knees between his thighs. “I’m going to return the favor.”

I take his cock into my mouth slowly, savoring the taste of him. My tongue swirls around the head before I slide further down his length, taking him deeper. A low groan escapes his lips, his fists clenching tightly at his sides.

“Oh fuck,” he moans. “Your mouth feels so good.”

I hum in response, the vibrations making him shudder. My hands cup his balls, massaging them gently as I bob my head, setting a steady rhythm. His hips twitch, but he holds himself back, his submission absolute.

“Ariel,” he rasps, his voice trembling. “I can’t hold on much longer.”

I release him with a soft pop, licking my lips as I rise to my feet. “Not yet, my love,” I say, trailing a finger down his chest. “I’m not done playing with you.”

I fetch leather cuffs from the dresser, fastening them around his wrists and securing them to the bedpost. He’s entirely at my mercy now, his muscular body restrained, his cock throbbing with need.

“Please,” he pleads, his voice raw. “Let me cum. I’m so full.”

I straddle his thighs, my wetness brushing against his erection as I lean forward. My breasts press against his chest and I kiss him deeply, my tongue claiming his.

“You’re so sexy when you beg,” I whisper against his lips. Grinding my hips down, I rub my clit against his cock, teasing us both.

“Please,” he gasps, his voice desperate. “Let me fuck you. I need to be inside you.”

Smiling wickedly, I position myself above him. “You’ve been a good boy,” I purr, lowering myself onto his cock.

Without warning he jerks his hips up and pushes himself deep inside me. As good as it feels, I pull back and let him slip out.

A slow, dangerous smile curls across my face. “Did you just try to take control?” I ask, my tone deceptively sweet.

Alex shifts beneath me, a flicker of realization crossing his face. “I—“

“Shhh.” I press a finger to his lips, silencing him. “Tonight, I am in charge.” I slide off him gracefully. “A little reminder might be necessary,” I say, my voice firm and unwavering.

“Yes,” he breathes, his voice trembling with submission.

I watch him carefully as I move away, then return with the vibrator in hand. His breath hitches, but he remains still, blindfolded, waiting. I kneel in front of him, the vibrator buzzing in my hand and I let the sound fill the air between us.

“Touch it,” I command softly, handing him the vibrator. “Feel it. This could be your cock if you didn’t try to take control. But you didn’t, so now... I’m going to make myself cum instead.”

He hesitates momentarily, his fingers brushing the vibrator’s smooth surface and I see him react to the subtle power shift.

“That’s it,” I purr, my voice heavy with desire. “You feel that? It could’ve been you inside me, but now it’s just me... making myself cum while you listen.”

I move slowly, guiding his hand, my body teasing itself with each stroke, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through me.

I continue, each movement deliberate, knowing he’s desperate, needing to feel what he’s lost. He stays still, only able to listen.

“You are doing well. Would you like to watch me?” I ask, my voice low and teasing.

“Yes, please,” he responds, his voice filled with need.

“Good boy,” I purr, my smile dark and satisfying as I remove his blindfold. His eyes immediately lock onto me, wide and eager.

I position myself in front of him, the vibrator in hand and let the slow, deliberate rhythm begin. I ride it nice and slow, making sure he sees every inch of me move, my body shifting with each soft, steady motion. I let out a quiet moan as I press the vibrator against me, my pleasure building with every slow stroke.

He watches intently, his body tense with restraint, his breath shallow. I know what he wants, but he has to earn it. For now, it’s all about me—letting him witness my pleasure.

“You’ll watch and remember,” I say, my voice thick with lust. “This is what happens when you try to take over.”

“I understand. It won’t happen again,” he says, his voice heavy with genuine remorse.

Instinctively, I pause, holding the vibrator just slightly away from me. I let him stew in the moment, watching the way his body strains against the bindings, desperate and eager.

“You’ve been good,” I murmur, tilting my head as if weighing his worth. “How about you guide the toy? Think you can make me cum with it?”

His breath catches and his hands flex instinctively, testing the restraints. “Yes! For sure. Please let me,” he says, voice trembling with need.

I take my time moving behind him, my fingers brushing his wrists as I untie the knots. Slowly, deliberately, I loosen each one, letting him feel the care in my touch. “Don’t make me regret this,” I warn, my voice low and commanding.

“I won’t,” he promises, his hands falling free, immediately reaching for the vibrator as I hand it to him.

“Now,” I say, reclining in front of him, spreading myself open for his view. “Show me how eager you are to make me cum. Make it good.”

He positions the toy carefully, pressing it against me with a mix of reverence and determination. The vibrations hit me just right and I let out a moan, my hips shifting instinctively toward him.

“That’s it,” I breathe, guiding him with my voice. “Take your time. Feel every inch of me.”

He adjusts his grip, the motions becoming steadier, more confident, as my pleasure builds. “Good boy,” I purr, letting the rising tension in my body take over.

The vibrator presses against me perfectly, its unrelenting hum sending shivers up my spine. My body starts to tremble, my thighs tightening around his hand as the heat inside me coils tighter and tighter.

“Alex.” I purr, my voice trembling now, the tension in my body reaching its peak. My breaths come faster, shallow and uneven, as the pleasure grows insistent, unstoppable.

And then it happens—a rush of pure, unfiltered ecstasy crashes through me. My back arches, my hips bucking against the toy as my body takes over, trembling uncontrollably. I cry out, my moans raw and uninhibited, filling the space between us.

Every nerve feels alive, the sensations radiating outward as my release consumes me, leaving me breathless and tingling. My fingers dig into the sheets, clutching at anything for grounding as the waves of pleasure slowly ebb, leaving a delicious afterglow in their wake.

When I finally come down, my chest rises and falls with heavy breaths. I glance at him, his hand still steady, his eyes wide and reverent. “You did well,” I murmur, a satisfied smile curling my lips.

“I think you’ve earned a reward.”

I trail my fingers down his chest, letting my nails graze his skin lightly, eliciting a shiver from him. His arousal is undeniable, his cock standing proudly between us. I press a kiss to his lips, then guide him to lie back on the plush rug.

“Stay still,” I command, my voice soft but firm.

“Ok,” he whispers, his voice trembling with anticipation.

I climb over him, my knees on either side of his hips and lower myself slowly until his hardness is pressed against my wet heat. I rock my hips, teasing both of us, letting the slickness of my arousal coat him. His head falls back, a moan escaping his lips as he grips the rug beneath him, clearly struggling to obey my command to stay still.

“Do you want me?” I ask, leaning down to whisper in his ear, my lips brushing the sensitive shell.

“More than anything,” he groans, his voice thick with need.

“Then beg for it,” I demand, my hand wrapping gently around his cock, guiding it to my entrance but not letting him inside.

“Please,” he pleads, his voice desperate. “Please let me feel you. I need you so badly.”

I smirk, pleased by his surrender and slowly lower myself onto him, inch by inch, taking my time to let him feel every part of me. The sensation of him stretching me, filling me completely, sends a shiver of pleasure through my body.

“Ariel,” he moans, his hips twitching. I can see him fight the urge to thrust upward.

“Good boy,” I praise, running my hands over his chest as I begin to move, rolling my hips in slow, deliberate circles. The friction is exquisite and I can feel my own pleasure building with each movement.

I lean back, placing my hands on his thighs for balance and increase the pace. His hands twitch and I know he’s fighting the urge to touch me, but he remains obedient, his eyes locked on me with a mixture of awe and desperation.

“I want to hear you. Tell me how it feels.”

“It’s amazing,” he gasps. “You feel so good, so perfect. I can’t—“ His words cut off in a groan as I clench around him, my movements becoming faster, more urgent.

I reach down to rub my clit, the added stimulation sending jolts of pleasure through me. My breathing quickens and I can feel the familiar tension building in my core.

“Don’t cum until I tell you,” I command.

“Ok,” he chokes out, his body trembling beneath me as he struggles to obey.

I ride him harder, faster, chasing my own release. My body tightens, release rushing through me as I cry out, my orgasm consuming me with intense force.

As I come down, still trembling from the intensity, I lean forward and whisper in his ear, “Now, cum for me, my soldier.”

His body tenses and he lets out a deep, guttural moan as he finds his release, his hips bucking beneath me as he fills me completely.

I collapse onto his chest, both of us breathing heavily, our bodies slick with sweat and satisfaction. I run my fingers through his hair, kissing his forehead softly.

“Wow, that was good,” I whisper.

The hum of our shared satisfaction lingers in the air as the room settles into a comfortable silence. Alex shifts beneath me, wrapping his strong arms around me.

“How was it for you?” I ask, concerned. “Did you enjoy it at least a little bit?”

“This was incredible. You’re incredible, Ariel,” Alex murmurs, his deep voice breaking the stillness. His lips brush my temple and I feel the rumble of his words against my skin. “I never thought I could let go like that. You… you made it so easy.”

I lift my head, meeting his gaze. “You’re not exactly the type to give up control,” I tease.

“Not at all,” he admits his tone both serious and laced with humor. “But you? You made me forget everything around us. It felt good for once not to be in charge. I’ll let you take over again.”

I laugh softly, propping myself up on his chest. “Is that right?”

His hands slide to my waist, holding me in place as his expression softens. “Yeah,” he says, his voice dropping lower. “You surprised me, Ariel. You’re my sister’s best friend, the strong woman who always seems so composed. But tonight…,” he pauses, a slight, crooked grin spreading across his face. “You’ve got a wicked streak. I didn’t know you had it in you.”

I raise an eyebrow, leaning closer until my lips hover just above his. “Maybe there’s more you don’t know about me.”

Alex chuckles, pulling me down into a kiss, slow and deliberate. “If tonight was any indication, I’ve got a lot to learn. But one thing’s for sure—you’re the only one I’d ever let take control like that.”

My smile widens against his lips, my fingers tracing lazy patterns along his jawline. “Good. Because I’m not done with you yet, soldier.”

His laugh is low and warm as he rolls me onto my back, his weight pressing me into the mattress. “Not done with me? Careful, Ariel. You’re playing with fire.”

“Maybe I like the heat,” I challenge, my hands trailing down his muscular back before nestling into his strong arms.

~The End~
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