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Chapter one
Unexpected Turbulence


Things always work out differently than I want them to. It’s something I’ve had to live with for the past twenty years. I’m used to it. The more I want something, the less likely it seems to happen. So, I learned to ask for the exact opposite. This tactic usually works, but not today.

The plane is shaking with turbulence and I’m scared shitless. Beside me, the man sits calmly, tapping on his phone as if nothing is happening. While everyone else is panicking, he remains composed. Well, if I were to put my trust in someone, it might as well be him.

"Please hold me," I say as I stretch out my hand.

"What?" his gruff voice retorts in confusion.

"I don't want to die."

"Okay?" His brows furrow.

"You don’t look shaken when we are about to fall out of the sky, so you must have a plan, yeah? Can you take me with you when you escape?" I ask selfishly, but he says nothing.

Suddenly the plane tilts; my body flings to the other side, my hand landing on his cock.

"Oh, wow. I’ve never had sex before," I blurt out, still holding onto the bulge in his pants. Fuck, it is rock-hard.

"How old are you?"

"Old enough," I answer defensively.

"Well, I have a situation down here, and you aren’t helping right now. But I think we can assist each other. We both need a distraction," he says as I remove my hand hastily.

"Sorry," I manage. My heart thumps rhythmically as my mind deciphers the meaning of his words.

Since we're about to die anyway, I might as well have some fun. I feel his hand move gently under the blanket, that covers me.

"Open your legs," he demands.

"Wider," he whispers. I can feel his hand slide under my skirt, his touch sending a shiver down my spine. "Fuck, you are so wet."

His palm rubbing against my panties before he moves them to one side.

“Do you like that?” he asks as he pushes one finger inside my pussy.

Moaning I arch toward him, craving more.

“I bet your pussy is nice and tight. I can already imagine how it will feel around my cock,” he murmurs as he leans close to my ear.

My body trembles with jittery anticipation. I’ve never done this before, yet it seems so natural.

For clarity, I’ve never spoken to a stranger for more than ten minutes. I’ve never thought that a particular man is smoking hot, I’ve never allowed a man to pat my pussy, and I’ve never been on an airplane.

So, why the hell am I having a conversation with a stranger who is fingering me on a plane ride? I don't know. Today, I'm a little outside my comfort zone, breaking all the rules I've lived by over the years.

Oh, I forgot a not-so-important detail: my best friend, Trisha, is merely three seats behind me. There was a mix-up with our seating.

Everything he is doing to me feels so familiar, yet strange: the way his breath smells of mint when he leans in turns me on. Sensing my pussy tighten and clench around his finger, I think there must be something wrong with me. I know what I’m doing is morally wrong, but man hypnotizes me.

"Do you like when I do this?" he asks as he pushes a second finger inside me.

Oh, my lord, it feels good. But I can’t say that, so I nod.

"What about this?" he whispers as he gently taps my pussy. The way his fingers work is nothing short of sheer expertise.

I'm amazed by the intensity of my physical reaction, trembling and quivering. It's like my essence is wrapping into a fuzzy ball before exploding in fireworks. The sensation is overwhelming and beyond my control. My body seems to have a mind of its own, responding with a wave of pleasure I never knew was possible.

"Ooooh, baby, you drive me wild!”

"What was that?” I ask still a little confused.

"I would say you just had an orgasm," he simply says with a smile.

I had never been interested in the idea of joining the mile-high club. Wait, that sounds wrong! You can’t be interested in something you’ve never experienced. Let me rephrase: I’ve never thought I would join the mile-high club, but I’ve read plenty about it and understand what it entails. Why would anyone think having sex inside a tiny cubicle laboratory on a plane is a good idea?

I could not even comfortably pee in that shit-sized pathetic excuse of a “convenient room,” not to mention fitting in two grown adults jerking back and forth in the rigorous exercise of fuckery.

Then again, I’ve never put myself out there, because I’m Lena, the geek. My best feature is my thick wavy dark hair that falls beautifully to my waist. Plus, I’m very smart - I’m talking the kind that cuts across everything. I know something about everything and a little about anything.

The downside to this awesomeness is my absolute lack of social interaction. I’ve been to only one party in my twenty-one years alive – thanks to Trisha, my best friend. It has been fun, but I felt out of place looking at the boys and girls doing stupid things. If that’s the price of a social life – hum, hell no. Hard pass.

I'm an avid reader, devouring anything I can get my hands on. But it's the books that make my pulse race and my cheeks flush that really get to me, the ones that make my panties go damp. Unfortunately, no man has yet had the pleasure of seeing that side of me.

Glancing back at Trisha in the back row with her purple headset and closed eyes, she seems to be asleep.

"Why do you keep looking back." His voice floats around me. It is deep yet soft as he looks at me curiously. His hands are still underneath the blanket and inside my skirt as he tortures me with two fingers.

I feel a pang of guilt as I recall sharing my pact with her: to pop my cherry with the right guy this summer. It's difficult to admit, but I'm enjoying this far more than I should.

Biting my lower lip, I shake my head. "Nothing," I reply softly.

"I want to fuck you hard," he growls.

Turning abruptly toward me, his body blocks the view of the passengers on the other side of the center aisle. With his free hand, he invades my cropped top, snaking it gently from my belly to my braless breasts.

"Wild," he says.

I laugh.

"I’m anything but wild," I manage to say, though a moan slips out as his hands explore my small breasts, eliciting a delicious response from my body. Sensations stir in my lower abdomen, and I revel in them.

"You like it?" he asks again.

"Love it," I answer softly.

My pussy craves more, wanting deeper movement. I feel like such a slut. Tilting my head back as he takes hold of my nipple, a quiet moan slipping out. His touch sets me ablaze, my skin flush with desire. How come he looks so in control, while I'm aching for more?

"You are so sexy." He murmurs in my ear.

"You think?" I ask.

His dark eyes bore into me. I feel exposed as he gazes down. There's a fiery passion in his eyes, something I hadn't realized I craved until now. My body on the other hand made the decision minutes ago. Needing to get fucked by this man.

"I love the way your pussy is squeezing against my fingers, and your hard nipples," he murmurs, his voice low and husky, sending a shiver down my spine.

"That's quite arrogant of you," I stammer in an attempt to deflate his ego even if everything he says is true. I want more. I need him.

"But it is the reality, no?"

"How big is your cock?" I ask boldly to change the subject.

"Your tight pussy might not be able to take it even if I put only half of it in you."

"You are one arrogant bastard."

"Yet this bastard has made you feel relief within a few minutes of touching you," he chuckles. I don’t like this man’s attitude, but maybe that is his charm. It is working because he makes me curious.

"Want to show me?” Wait, did I just ask that? I clap my mouth shut in horror. This isn’t me: I’m smart Lena, the nerd and the virgin.

"Yes, I’ll go to the lavatory, come four minutes later to join me," he says as he withdraws his hands from my body. My pussy protests and my breasts ache from the absence of his warmth.

He winks at me as he gets up to leave. My head is reeling…what am I doing? I look at my digital watch, counting in seconds and minutes. One minute passes. What the hell am I doing? How can a stranger have this much effect on me? I think about the handsome man who has managed to break down a wall I didn’t know I had put up.

"One minute late," he says as he pulls me into the lavatory, his eyes brimming with anger. But I’m not scared. I’m feeling naughty.


Chapter two
The Wildling's Ecstasy


His eyes are darker than the night, the kind some of my books would describe as soulless and evil. I should be scared, but as I hold his face and press my mouth against his wide lips, fear is the last thing on my mind. His mouth envelops mine with a passion I've never experienced. My body tingles with electricity, from my hair down to my feet.

With each kiss, my craving for him intensifies. Needing to pull back to catch my breath, my eyes search his. All I can see is hunger and a deep desire.

A few minutes later, he seizes my lips once more, his kiss urgent and needy. He's an amazing kisser, and his touch leaves me feeling exposed. I hear a sharp inhale before he takes my right breast in his mouth, pinching the other.

By the heavens, it feels amazing. He's so careful, purposefully sucking. He fondles them gently, repeatedly, playing with my nipples in a trance-like state.

Lust gleams in his eyes, and the way his hands rub against his bulge turns me on even more. I smile and bite my lower lip, then relax my back against the wall near the tiny toilet, gazing at him.

I prop my leg on the small seat, exposing my thighs. I’m not brave by nature, and this level of confidence is new to me. Also new is the need I’m feeling underneath my logic.

The fear of being caught adds to the rush of blood flowing to all my sensitive parts. I’m more than excited and feel reckless.

"You smell so good," he says as his tall body leans closer, taking a sniff. Of course, I do! I represented one of the biggest perfumeries in North Carolina.

He doesn’t wait for further invitations as he discards my top in the sink. Taking my skirt up to my waist, he kneels before me; my exposed pussy is directly in his face. He inhales, and I feel his warm breath against my thighs.

"Open your legs wider," he commands.

"Okay," I respond in a voice that is not mine; it’s light and squeaky.

He keeps sniffing and blowing warm air into my exposed slit; my heart is beating erratically, and my body is tense and needy. I crave more, so I hold his head down and push my center even more into his face.

"Kiss me there, now," I growl.

"So impatient my little wildling," he says, as I feel a new sensation between my legs. A wet warm slobbery thing slides across my fold: his tongue is long and wide. It feels harder as he inserts it directly, going back and forth. I moan out loud, fully aware that I have to be quiet.

I want to run my hands through his sleek hair, but I hold myself back so as not to alert anyone of what we are doing when we return to our seats.

There is a knock on the door. He calmly stands up, opens the door slightly, and mutters something to whoever is there. In the meantime, I try to get dressed, but his hands stop me.

Back on his knees, he places my legs on both sides of his shoulders. I’m sitting on the covered toilet, my back resting against the cold wall. He drags my skirt a little higher, so it is on my waist. Next thing I know, he inserts a finger into my pussy, going in and out while kissing my thighs and moaning loudly. This is the sexiest thing ever.

The finger of one hand continuously drives into my pussy while his other palm teases my boobs with such pleasure. Sitting there, I do nothing but writhe and moan quietly.

“Touch me,” he commands, as he continues to torture me. One hand instinctively finds its way into his hair and the other one shyly wanders down his neck, scratching his back. Losing control over my actions is new to me.

His tongue is warm in contrast to his very cold lips. When it strikes my clit, it sends shivers through every inch of my body. I arch my back in pleasure. He is biting and licking my pussy. The desire for more builds in the pit of my stomach. I can feel the need to release, but I hold on.

My body trembles and my hips press against his mouth. Everything happens so quickly, and I feel overwhelmed. It's like my body is operating independently, with a mind of its own.

"Yes, my wildling, spill that juice," I hear him say in the distance.

There is no holding back: I’m too far over the edge.

As sensations swirl around me, my head feels light, my body is exposed, and my pussy drips with anticipation. All I crave is to feel him, to experience the pleasure of him deep inside me.

As I fumble with his pants, my hands shaking with nervous excitement, his cock springs free, and I gasp. It's everything I've seen in porn and more—big, long, and thick. I can hardly believe my eyes as I awkwardly reach out to touch it. My movements are clumsy and uncertain. Shivers of excitement and a touch of fear run down my spine as I realize that I’m about to have my first time.

"You do have a huge cock," I say with a shaky voice.

"I told you,” He says. "Scared?" he presses further.

"Very" I whisper, a little embarrassed.

"Yeah, I sort of expected that."

"What do you mean by that," I ask, feeling upset for some reason.

"You did not strike me as the kind of girl that is up for a challenge."

Yes, he is right, I’m not, but I’m feeling insulted by this man’s arrogance. Scared, I want to prove him wrong.

"Can you take it?" he asks as if he knows what I’m thinking.

"Yes," I say weakly as he chuckles.

He laughs softly as he lifts me gently, puts my discarded top on, and arranges my skirt.

"We need to get out; the plane is about to land. You go first," he says as he drops a business card into my hands. I open my eyes wide as I look at the gold-like plated rectangular card with only a phone number in silver lettering on it. He pushes into my hands a wad of cash.

"What are you doing?" I ask in annoyance.

"Have a good vacation, my little wildling" he replies as he places a simple kiss on my head before shoving me out. I walk back to my seat with many emotions: relief, anger, and guilt. He never returned to the seat beside me.

A sense of loss and confusion engulfs me.


Chapter three
The Seduction Begins


Axel

"Her name is Lena," my secretary informs me.

"She is here on vacation with her best friend," he continues.

The image of the young woman from yesterday lingers in my mind. Her purity calls me. Perhaps she isn't as innocent as she believes, but something about her ignites excitement in my body. She hasn’t reached out yet, but I know she will. I saw the hunger in her eyes, confirming that she was ready for a challenge. I know she wants to feel my cock inside her. I certainly want to torture her. I want to see her on the edge once more and then fuck her hard as a reward.

"Best friend," I repeat. Images of what I could, and would do, flood my mind. I started dreaming about how I would play with the two of them. Their begging for mercy echoes in my head.

After envisioning the scene of having both women beneath me, I conjure a scenario where Lena is tormented by both her friend and me. There's an intriguing quality about her that captivates me. I need to fuck that tight pussy of hers as soon as possible

The memory of her taste, when I sucked on her wet fold, is etched in my mind as heavenly. The soft, silent moans that escaped her lips when I touched her sent a thrill through me. Yearning to pin her down in my room, I want to lose myself in her completely. I can almost hear her cries and feel her begging me to continue.

It took a lot of restraint from me not to fuck her in the lavatory. But I knew she was scared and we ran out of time. I want to hold her long hair and twist it in a coil while pounding into her. Fuck, why isn’t she calling me? Could it be that she lost my number?

"Find out what hotel she is staying at," I growl.

***

In need to find a woman for tonight, one to make me release my frustration in the form of a cum, I walk into the bar of one of my hotels. Quickly, I found the girl who had been fawning over me. This is home. Many know me down here as Axel, the owner of Axel’s hotels and airlines.

"Yes, fuck me."

"Yass."

"Don’t stop."

"Ahhhhh, you feel so good."

The red-haired doggy style in front of me keeps yelling out loud. She is beautiful, but my mind is fixated on someone else. Her boobs are round and firm, but her moans are forced and exaggerated: they sound like noise to my ears.

"You talk too much woman," I snap angrily.

"Let's put your mouth to better use," I say as I remove my dick harshly. I watch as she heaves a sigh of relief. My mind wanders to Lena. She was honest about it all: she was human compared to this doll. I saw the fear in her eyes when she saw my cock.

I recall her pleasure when I tortured her underneath the blanket, the ecstasy as I kissed her, and the way her pussy tightened around my fingers. It was so fucking hot. I wonder how her small pussy will react when I enter her; the thought of a whimper escaping her lips gets me excited.

The red-haired girl puts my erection in her mouth. Expertly she moves her head up and down against it. There is no denying that it feels good when she plays with my balls, massaging and teasing them.

I moan, "just like that."

My shaft is enjoying the warmth of her mouth, but my mind is on Lena, whose smell is torturing me. It’s her I envision.

"Get out," I yell at the woman before me.

Quickly she grabs her stuff and scurries out. Sensing her fear like a tangible presence, I revel in the moment, relish it. I love my power and am unafraid to make use of it. I need Lena. It isn't typical for me to crave a woman in this way, but my body demands her, and only her.

***

"Drive down to Abby’s," I command my driver.

"Yes, sir."

The drive is quiet as usual; my eyes are closed. Thoughts of Lena flood my mind, vivid and enticing. Imagining her naked, her body sprawled on the floor, her hands reaching out to me, I can almost hear her voice. In my dream, she is begging me to take her, to make her mine in every way possible.

In my mind's eye, I envision myself with another woman, our bodies entwined as I move inside her. It's a cruel fantasy, a way to torture Lena the way she's been torturing me. I want her to see me with someone else, want her to know how powerful I am. Even though she makes me feel weak and almost insecure, no woman before had such an effect on me. My body reacts violently, and my dick hardens. I need her tonight.

Making myself at home in the hotel lobby. I’ve been sitting only a few minutes before I see her walking down the grand staircase. She has the biggest smile I’ve ever seen in my life.

Information is power, and power can be bought. Satisfied with myself, I watch her as she speaks with her friend, animatedly. My body stirs at the sight of her curvy hips and full lips. I moan and adjust my pants as I wave at her.

Her eyes widen in shock, and a blush creeps up her cheeks as she turns to her friend. This innocent gesture ignites a surge of desire within me.

"We will meet here at four?" I hear her friend asking.

"Yeah," Lena answers.

Then she stares at me.

"Hey, Lena."

"Hey."

"You didn’t call me," I say calmly.

"Was I supposed to?" she asks shyly.

What is she doing? No one plays games with Axel. "I gave you my number, didn’t I?"

She is about to answer when I cut her short.

"Come here," I beckon; she does and I whisper, "I believe we have some unfinished business." As I challenge her, blood travels visibly from her neck to her face. She turns in a deep shade of red. Taking her hand, I lead her to my car outside the hotel.

"Where are we going?" she asks.

"Somewhere I can fuck you hard…you’ve been naughty," I say as she turns even redder. So innocent and sweet.

Lena

My heart is thumping hard in my chest. My body is betraying me and wants to jump on him right here in the backseat. I want to press myself against him violently. This man has been on my mind for the past 24 hours. Trying to keep my cool, I watch him make several phone calls to cancel meetings for the next few hours.

His voice is cold and menacing. I can hear the fear in the receiver’s voice. Minutes later we arrive at a big building, labeled Axel’s.

The elevator ride is tense with just the two of us. As soon as we step into the large office, he grabs my mouth in a desperate, demanding kiss. His tongue seeks dominance, his hands winding around my neck.

My tongue reacts on instinct to his. Our connection is fueled by raw desire as if we are savoring each other as a final feast. One hand finds its way into my hair, while the other travels to my waist and then further down to my buttocks. His fingers massage my rear, gently squeezing one butt cheek after the other.

When he pulls me in tighter, I notice his bulge against my thighs. A moan escapes my lungs as I feel his hot breath against my ear.

"See how hard you make me," he mutters as he directs my hand to his throbbing cock. It is so hard and big that my hand can’t grab it all.

In a swift move, he pushes everything from the table to the ground. My OCD trait hitches, as I worry about the mess.

No time to freak out, he pulls me closer, his tongue in my mouth once more. I can barely control my thoughts as he invades them blissfully. All my worries fly away as my hormones begin screaming and clamoring for more. I need him so badly. Feeling his arms and torso hard as if made of steel, drawing me in deeper.

As the thought of escaping briefly crosses my mind, it's more about asserting my independence than a genuine desire to leave. All I truly crave is to feel his rock-hard cock inside me. Unfortunately, he seems to sense that, and it only adds to the tension between us.

He hoists me effortlessly, carrying me to his desk. With a swift motion, he pulls my skirt down to the floor, then tears my panties off - like a beast. My blood rushes south, igniting sensations I've never experienced before, eliciting a moan from deep within me. He guides me gently, my back meeting the desk, and my legs lifting off the ground. Kneeling before me, he grips my waist, bringing it to the edge.

"Fucking beautiful," he says as he looks at my pussy. My heart is beating hard as I feel his cold lips on my hot center.

"Hmmm, I need you so bad," he says. Using his tongue he opens my fold. His hands move up to my hips while he skillfully bites and licks all around my vulva.

"Oh wow," I moan, trying to bear the pressure of his mastery. All of this is new to me. My toes curl in pleasure when he stops to lick his lips. Eyes do not leave me when he stands up. Staring into my soul, he removes his pants and bends over my thighs. I watch him closely as I take in a deep breath.

"I missed your smell," he murmurs, a look of pure lust on his face. I practically convulse.

The thought of making this powerful man horny fills me with pride; his face meets mine as he helps me to sit up.

"Do you want this?" he asks, looking down at himself.

"Yes," I answer without hesitation.

After giving him the permission he needs, his demeanor changes and he tears at my blouse.

I notice the sounds of the button landing on the hardwood floor. Feeling my blood rush from the force, I watch his primal instinct take over the best of him making me want him more than anything. The way he unhooks my bra hastily turns me on.

"I’m going to fuck you hard, so be a good girl,” he orders gruffly, almost soullessly. Fear initially washes over me, but it is quickly replaced with lust as his cock springs free from his underwear.

"Come down," he orders while giving me a hand.

“Hold the table."

"Stand on your toes," he demands.

I’m panting, enthralled, wanting, and needing. Listening to his instructions I push my hips towards him.

Then with no warning, I feel his cock ease into me; it is a painful sensation as he breaks the barrier. I wince in pain.

"Ah" I cry out, but he does not seem to care as he pushes in deeper and deeper. More and more until I feel that I can't take it anymore. My head reels with a faint pleasure mixed with pain and my legs become numb when he stops. "Are you ok?”

"Yeah," I say truthfully. The initial pain slowly fades, replaced by a deep awareness of his penetration that surprisingly feels good. My body seems to be adjusting to his shaft, welcoming the sensation as he continues to move in and out.

"Ahhh" I whimper, trying to relax into the motion.

My mind is confused between pain and pleasure. His hardness fills me, dominating my senses. Then he moves, but this time he doesn’t stop. Shifting his hands from my waist to the table, I sense his weight pressing down on me, keeping me restrained.

He moves slowly at first, thrusting in and out of me.

While my body adjusts, I allow my mind to let go and focus on the inexplainable ecstasy. I arch my back, offering myself to him, inviting him to take me deeper. The rhythm between us becomes primal, a raw, instinctual dance of desire. My hips move in sync with his, meeting each thrust with a hunger that consumes us both. An animalistic urge is rising within me, a need to be taken, to be claimed. His movements become more urgent, and more demanding when he suddenly stops.

"Fuck you are so tight, Lena."

“I need you to turn around,” he orders between breaths.

Once he pulled his thick dick out, I feel almost empty. Relief of some kind, but longing for more at the same time.

No time to think, he swings me around and pushes my upper body down on the table. After spreading my legs slightly, I can feel the tip of his shaft against my ass. Next thing I know he invades me with force.

A scream in surprise and release leaves my lips.

For a few seconds, I can see stars.

“Yea, fuck me!” I hear myself cry out.

He quickens his pace. I moan, as he thrusts in and out. Escalating the rhythm, he is thrusting hard and relentlessly. He spanks my ass, then pulls my hair. His other hand moves to my breasts as he continually pounds my pussy. I’m dripping wet, making a sound that fills me with pride.

With each thrust, I can feel the tension building, coiling tighter and tighter until it's almost unbearable. I'm on the edge, teetering on the brink of something powerful and all-consuming. I start to stiffen while he keeps going. And then, with one final, desperate push, I surrender to the primal ecstasy that consumes me. I can feel my pussy tighten around his cock while climaxing.

My thoughts scatter, overtaken by bliss – consumed by him, by me, and the lingering scent of sex.

"Holy fuck," I yell and feel my body tense up more.

Shortly after, he reaches his peak, calling my name as he thrusts with increasing force. Then he pauses, releasing himself inside me. I'm still catching my breath, trying to calm my racing heart. My mind is filled with just one word:

"Wow."

He withdraws abruptly, and a hiss of longing escapes my lips at the sudden emptiness. Desire flares anew, compelling me to turn and watch as he pants and staggers towards the large, black couch on one side of his office. Despite the soreness that lingers, my body moves of its own accord, driven by an insatiable craving.

With instinct as my guide, I approach him. My mind is a haze of need, operating on a primal level. Gently, I push him down onto the couch, eager for more.

"Lena."

"Hush," I whisper, placing my finger on his lips. I gradually unbuttoned his shirt, revealing broad shoulders. I marvel at his defined biceps. His physique is a sculpted masterpiece, each muscle defined with precision. A testament to dedicated hours in the gym, his abs showcase a chiseled core, hinting at great strength beneath the surface.

The contours of his body speak of hard work and discipline. My hands explore his body briefly, noting that his cock is still hard and glistening from our previous encounter. I can see the juice inside the condom; so I remove it and toss it into the trash.

I kiss his tiny nipples, one after the other. He inhales sharply, as I kiss his belly button and then the bridge between his waist and cock. Soft hair surrounds his hard length like a dense pool. His breath catches as I kiss his balls.

My hands are on his thighs. I kneel before him and take his huge length into my mouth. I can taste his cum. I suck on it like I’ve seen it in porn and allow my subconscious to take over.

Axel

Her mouth surprises me, warm and eager, a mix of impulse and uncertainty that drives me wild. There's a certain charm in her beauty and innocence as she struggles to take all of me with her petite mouth.

"Ah," escapes my lips, and I quickly clamp my mouth shut. I’m not a man to moan, but fuck this feels so good. Placing my hand on the back of her head I press it down so I can feel her gagging over my cock. She pauses to catch her breath every thirty seconds, but I will not complain.

Warm tears cascade down onto my throbbing length, adding an unexpected sensation to the heat between us. With a firm grip, I guide her head in rhythmic movements, savoring her attempt to bring me to climax. Unable to contain myself any longer, I surrender to the rush of release, watching intently as she eagerly takes it all in, swallowing my hot juices.

Her eyes, brimming with tears, meet mine in a gaze filled with intensity and desire. As she licks her lips, a subtle innocence lingers in her glance, adding to the allure of the moment. She is a keeper at least for now. No one else has left me craving for more. I feel the urge to lead her into unknown pleasures, to break her in and make her mine in every sense. I ache to be the one who molds her, who teaches her, who shows her my world, so she craves only me, wanting everything I have to give.


Chapter four
Forbidden Ecstasy


Lena

The room is small, emphasizing the aura of danger that surrounds him. His presence fills the space, commanding attention. There's something undeniably dreadful about this man, a sense that he walks a fine line between chaos and control. My brain registers the warning signs, but my body betrays me, instinctively trusting him. It's as if I know deep down that he won't harm me, yet every move he makes, every gesture, every glance, radiates an unmistakable air of danger and power.

"What do you want to drink," he asks in a husky voice.

"Soda," I answer.

"You should try this," he says, handing me a clear glass bottle filled with a red liquid. It looks like blood but smells like wine with a hint of mint. Curiosity gets the best of me, and I take a cautious sip. The taste is surprisingly refreshing, but it burns my throat on the way down.

"Take another gulp," he commands, his voice firm and compelling. I find it hard to refuse him, so I take another big sip before setting the bottle down on the counter.

Suddenly, my head feels light, and the room begins to spin. Realizing that I'm sweating I wonder if the air conditioning is off. His voice calls out to me from a distance, and I struggle to focus, feeling both hot and dizzy.

"You good?"

"Yeah, I’m ok."

"How do you feel?" he asks.

"Free!" I exclaim, raising my hands in the air. Everything feels different, in a good way. It's like I'm floating, weightless. My vision is slightly blurry, and for a moment, he seems to blur too, but then he sharpens, and... did he just get more handsome?

The buzz of the alcohol fades quickly, leaving me remarkably clear-headed. But the next thing I know, a wave of confidence washes over me, and I feel incredibly sexy and powerful.

"Fuck me," the words come out of my mouth brazenly, surprising even myself with my boldness.

"Come here," he says as he pulls me closer to his hard body.

"Take off your dress.”

Obeying, I stand before him in nothing but my sandals and thong. I put my hands on my waist looking at him, trying to gauge his reaction. If I didn't know better, I'd say he looks impressed.

"Now what?" I ask boldly.

"Lie on the sofa and pleasure yourself," he replies.

"How?" I ask, feeling a mix of confusion and arousal.

He takes my hand and leads it to my breasts, showing me how to caress myself. As his hand guides mine, gently massaging my boobs, a shiver of excitement runs through me.

My nipples respond intensely, hardening beneath his touch. The warmth of my fingers on my bare skin, all beneath his sensual gaze, is exhilarating.

I relish the audacity of my actions, the thrill of the unknown consequences only adding to the rush. It is time to throw all caution to the wind. Whatever was in that drink made me feel invincible and wild. Finally feeling like myself, I debate whether I am a “wildling” after all.

"Damn, your body is sexy. Now, play with yourself," he says, his tone oddly casual compared to his usual arrogance. Strolling to the other end of the sofa he sits, crossing his legs. A cup of half-drunk whiskey in one hand; his tie loosened, two buttons of his shirt are undone, and his eyes are fixated on me.

This behavior isn't typical for me, but strangely, it feels natural, like this is the true me. I love it. I enjoy myself. Whatever he does to me makes me feel desired.

I begin by slowly removing my sandals, savoring the feeling of each strap sliding off my skin, leaving me barefoot and exposed. With a deliberate and sensual motion, I then move to kneel on the sofa, my body angled towards him, my hips pushing forward suggestively.

Maintaining eye contact, I reach for the tiny string holding my panties together. With a teasing slowness, I tug at it, feeling the fabric give way. As I discard the damp fabric, I throw it towards him, a bold and provocative gesture. The act of baring myself to him in this way makes me feel a rush of power.

Swaying to the faint beats of a Rihanna song in the background, I let my hips move in a seductive rhythm. My hands find their way to my breasts, cupping them gently as I tease myself with featherlight touches. The heat of his gaze intensifies, sending a wave of desire through me.

With a sultry gesture, I tug at the band holding my hair in a ponytail, letting it cascade down my back in a silky wave. My hands glide over my neck, eliciting a soft moan as I surrender to the ecstasy coursing through me.

The sensation is intense, a heat that makes me yearn for his rock-hard dick.

Stretching out my legs, I sensually guide my hand from my toes, slowly caressing up my thighs. Crossing one leg over the other in the air, I block his view of my face, offering an unabashed display of my bare pussy.

With a delicate touch, I insert one of my manicured fingers into my core, feeling a rush of relief and pleasure that escapes in louder moans. Lost in the satisfaction of self-indulgence, I revel in the pleasure of my touch.

“Move your finger.” His voice is low and dreadful.

I do as I’m told, feeling the warmth and moisture inside me. Instinctively, I add another finger, the sensation intensifying. It feels so good, so tight, that my mind reels from the pleasure.

I run my other hand over my face, dragging it sensually over my lips before trailing down to my stomach. With a seductive wiggle of my body, I move around the fingers inside me, lost in the overwhelming sensations.

"Look at me, Lena," he demands. I lift my eyes to see him undoing the button of his pants; his cock springs out to reveal its majestic size. My body tightens at the sight of his impressive length, anticipation coursing through me.

With one hand, I give my breasts some good squeezes and playful teasing, starting slowly and then picking up speed, heightening my arousal. My other hand, two fingers deep inside me, works tirelessly to push me over the edge.

As everything becomes a blur, my eyes mist over, my head feels lighter, and the room starts spinning. I'm on the brink of that moment of release, the edge of ecstasy. And then it hits me—I cum, waves of pleasure crashing over me as I lose myself in the intensity of my climax.

“Do you like what you see?” he asks, calmly.

“Yes.”

“Do you want me?”

“Badly,” I hear myself saying.

“Come, suck my dick,” he says.

With my wobbly feet, I walk toward him; it’s like floating. He is sitting with his legs apart, his fully erected cock twitching in excitement. I kneel before him and grab his length, slowly massaging it. Building up his want by increasing the pace by the second, I lean in to take it in my mouth.

"Oh yeah," he moans while guiding my head down to his shaft, urging it deeper into my mouth. Before I know it, I feel him in my throat, and breathing becomes a struggle. But I don’t stop. With both hands, I grab the base of him and massage his balls.

I'm uncertain about my performance, but the grunts and huffs escaping him signal his satisfaction. I manage to release my hold from the pressure of his palms to catch my breath.

I curl my tongue around his cock, mimicking the techniques of the porn actresses I watched last night. With my palm wrapped around his cock, I jerk my head forward and backward, fully committed to pleasuring him. My mouth hurts from sucking, but his moans give me the willpower to continue until he spills his warm juice in my mouth and on my hands.


Chapter five
Elevator Ecstasy


Axel

Ablaze with desire for more of her touch, her essence, my body refuses to let her go as she prepares to leave. She's like an addictive drug, intoxicating and maddeningly irresistible.

Even though her body shows signs of exhaustion, mine feels electrified, the blood rushing through my veins like a tempest, I know I won't survive the night without one final taste of her, one last moment of ecstasy to hold onto.

On the mirrored elevator walls, her curves are visible from every perspective. She stands with her arms akimbo, the rise and fall of her chest accentuated by the rhythm of her breath.

My hands travel down her back, landing on her buttocks for a tender squeeze, earning me a bashful smile.

“Get out,” I yell at the staff as I ferociously tap the button. I watch them scurry out in fear.

“Why did you do that?” she asks with a pout as the door closes.

“To do this,” I say, pushing her against the glass wall for a kiss. When her mouth opens as she gasps, I take the opportunity to push my tongue in further, while I mold my body to hers. Responding to my touch I can feel all her feminine curves soften. Her hand is in my hair as she wraps her right leg around my legs, her moans filling my ears.

“Someone might see us,” she warns in between the kisses.

“No one will,” I assure her, my desire overriding any concern for being caught. With urgency, I lift her dress and massage her ass, feeling her readiness as I insert a finger into her wet pussy. As my digit explores inside her, she grips me tightly, her teeth grazing my earlobe, sending a shiver down my spine.

After a few minutes of teasing and pinching her pussy, I put her other leg around my waist and lift her off the ground. With her back still pressed against the glass walls, I press myself into her and watch as her lips part in a loud moan.

“Harder,” she screams.

That makes my primal instincts take over, I can't hold back any longer. With a fierce hunger, I pound into her without mercy, consumed by the raw, intense desire. Each thrust is violent, fueled by an overwhelming need to possess her completely. Her moans of pleasure only drive me further, pushing me to the edge of control.

My body trembles as I spill my juice inside her. I make a mental note to discuss her contraceptive plan.

After regaining control of myself and ensuring that she is okay, I hear her say: "Wow, that was exciting. You lost control there for a second."

She is right but there is no way I can admit that, so I change the topic.

“This was nothing little Wildling. Don’t think I'm not done with you yet. You have not reached your peak of pleasure.”

Gently, I place her down and kiss her softly, a new emotion blossoming inside me as I hold her body close to mine.

"Do you like my kisses?" I ask.

"I love them," she replies eagerly.

"Where do you want me to kiss you next?" I tease playfully.

"Here," she says, touching an exposed thigh. I kneel and plant soft, kisses, lingering to inhale her intoxicating scent.

"Then here," she moves her hand further up.

"And here," I respond, placing a tender kiss on her wet pussy.

Lifting one of her legs over my shoulder, I bear her weight as I'm drawn to the smell and moistness of her pussy. I kiss and lick the juices pooled around it, eliciting a sigh of pleasure from her as one hand grips my hair for support while the other leaves marks on the cold glass.

I tease her relentlessly, alternating between gentle licks and fervent thrusts with my tongue, worshipping every inch of her with fervor. The intensity of her lust fuels my arousal, my cock hardening with each passing moment.

As her cries of ecstasy grow louder, I feel her body tense with impending release. With a final surge of passion, I continue to pleasure her with my tongue and fingers, pushing her closer to the edge of bliss.

"Holy fuck!" she gasps, her body trembling with the force of her climax. I feel the warmth of her release sliding down my tongue and fingers.

Exhausted but euphoric, she collapses into my hand, her body spent from the overwhelming sensation


Chapter six
Threesome Temptation


Lena

He is sitting on the bed with a golden stopwatch in his right hand. The suite is beautifully decorated, and scented candles light up the place. I never would have guessed that he would be a romantic kind of guy.

I glance at Trisha, her mouth hanging open as she scrutinizes every nook and cranny of the room. It's clear she's never seen anything as fancy as this before, and neither had I until I met him. His world is a stark contrast to ours.

His eyes find mine, and the intensity of his gaze feels like a physical touch, sending a shiver down my spine. I can't help but remember the promises he made the last time he fucked me. My pussy is still sore from our last encounter.

When his gaze falls on her, he nods in approval before his eyes turn stone cold. It's a transformation I've seen before, the shift from charming to commanding, from approval to indifference. I feel naked under his scrutiny, exposed to the full force of his demanding, arrogant personality.

But there's a danger in his demeanor that's strangely endearing, a reminder of the power he holds and the thrill of being near it. Despite the fear that coils in the pit of my stomach, there's a part of me that's drawn to him, to the risk and excitement he represents.

"Take off your dresses." His voice cuts through the silence, and we slowly remove them. Something about his tone has changed, it’s commanding yet soft.

"Come," he invites us to the bed with a lazy wave of his hand. As we get closer, my eyes widen in shock at the enormous bed's array of toys and devices.

Trisha walks ahead, and I can't help but appreciate the curves of her petite and perfectly proportioned backside. The outline of her perky and flushed breasts is visible through her bra. As she draws near, he swiftly pulls her into his lap, and she settles in comfortably.

"I told you not to be late. Get on your knees," he commands, and I simply obey.

From down here I watch helplessly how he presses Trisha into the bed and handcuffs her to the frame. She squirms as he traces his fingers along her skin, stopping for a few seconds where the line of her bra starts before pulling out a ball gag from beside him.

She lets out a soft moan from his teasing, her skin blushing pink as she arches her back under his touch. His intense kisses guide his hands to the back of her bra, where he fumbles to unhook it. When revealed, her small yet firm breasts with their prominent, large nipples stand exposed. The red color on her body deepens from the impact of his caresses.

"Don't want you making too much noise now," he says with a smirk and gags her.

Standing up he observes his work like a proud artist that looks at his most treasured work. "Lena, get up." He motions to me.

I stand up and move toward him, avoiding direct eye contact. In the short time since we parted, he has transformed into a predator. Standing just inches away from him, he places his hand on my cheek, gently lifting my chin to meet his gaze.

“Do you want this?” he asks for approval.

“Yes.”

"Good, because I'm not going to give you any mercy," he whispers in my ear and then pushes me onto the bed without giving me a second to process his words. Both hands on my hips he moves in for a kiss.

His lips feel heavenly, and the slight smell of whiskey on his breath turns me on. Instinctively, my body presses into his. As he undoes my bra, I can feel my breasts seeming to jump out, as if they are lucky to be freed and ready for his touch. I lift my back from the bed, giving him extra room to slip it off.

“You have a perfect body, Lena. It fits right into mine.”

His hands move expertly. I can’t help but moan into his mouth as his thumb brushes over my nipples. My body responds to the warmth enveloping me, and I instinctively grasp his erection, applying gentle pressure as our mouths engage in a passionate battle. His hands leave my breasts to lift me, then start to massage my buttocks tenderly.

“A perfect ass,” he murmurs, his words igniting a desire for more. My body responds to his caress, the earlier tension melting away. I arch slightly, pressing myself into him. For a moment, I forget we are not alone, simply reveling in the warmth of his touch.

“Do you like this?”

I nod eagerly as he cups my ass and gives it a hard squeeze. I move to unbutton his pants, but his hands hold mine. I want more, but he has other ideas. He pulls down my panties and holds up a dildo. It is purple and wickedly long – the longest I have seen.

My body reacts violently to the gigantic toy. In the background, I hear a faint moan from Trisha. She has always been the wild one of the two of us.

“Are you into this?” he asks, looking at her. She nods her head eagerly.

“Open your legs,” he commands.

"Use this on her," he says, looking at me.

My eyes widen in shock, but I recover quickly. It is a little strange, but it feels right. I oblige and take the dildo from him. After removing her thong, I brush my fingers over her wet pussy. Trisha is drenched, clearly aroused from watching us.

With a wink, she encourages me as I slowly slide the dildo into place. Though muffled by the gag, a soft moan escapes her. Her body sinks further into the bed as I push the dildo in deeper. Initially resistant to penetration, it eventually glides in smoothly and gently. Another moan escapes her lips.

Axel nods approvingly and smiles as he watches me fuck Trisha with the toy. I slide the dildo in and out of her slowly, then faster. My hands and body shake as I increase my thrust. She is so fucking wet; the pink part of her pussy pulsates and forms cream on the dildo and my hands.

I hear a low, guttural sound from behind me and instinctively glance back. For a fleeting second, our eyes meet, and in that moment, I can see the raw desire in his dark gaze as he watches us. The sight of him, lost in his own arousal, touching his bulge, sends a powerful surge of empowerment through me

I savor the moment as my hands slowly slide down, teasingly tracing the curves of my body, before sensually discarding the last piece of clothing, my thong. With a playful flick, I toss it in his direction, a silent invitation. As I climb onto the bed, I feel his gaze intensify, pure lust.

Kneeling before Trisha, I position my legs on either side of her, arching my back slightly and pushing my buttocks upward, creating a provocative curve. With my derrière exposed in the air, I can feel the cool air against my intimate parts, sending a shiver of excitement through me.

“Fucking hell,” he curses.

I lean into the dildo, which is still suspended in Trisha's pussy, and continue fucking her with it. One hand is on her breast, squeezing and playing with her nipples as I move my hips in rhythm with the movement. Her body is writhing under me with muffled moans.

I tease him deliberately, pushing him to the brink until he loses his composure in our presence. The sound of his belt clanking fills the room, a prelude to his pants cascading down his legs, followed by his underwear. As he frees his cock, my heart skips a beat. His hand moves to his fully erected length, mirroring the rhythm of my hips as I continue to tease. I want him here with us, I need to feel his touch and I can see in his eyes that he wants the same.

“Yes, just like that Lena,” he says as he glides his hand further, his eyes fixated on us as he continues to stroke passionately.

As my eyes land on him, my body reacts violently. My heartbeat races, torn between the pleasure of the heat emanating from Trisha's pussy and the moans from the man behind me. In that moment, I realize I don't have to choose; I can bask in the ecstasy of my two lovers.

I part the soft folds of her pussy, craving a taste. Moving closer, I push my hips higher, eager to explore. She hisses in pleasure, opening her legs further, granting me access. The scent of her arousal fills my senses, overpowering his grunts.

At that moment, all I want is to take and feel her and then him. I allow myself to fall in tune with them. It into an out-of-body experience.

I slide my tongue into her pussy and use one of my fingers to part her labia as I suck on the juice coming from her. It is slimy and salty. I take more and more as I feel his hands around my waist.

Expecting him to penetrate me from behind, I instead feel a wet, sloppy sensation against my pussy. He's crouched underneath me, face up, planting long, wet kisses on my sex.

My head spins with pleasure, yet I persist, maneuvering my tongue and fingers back and forth inside Trisha. The grip of my other hand on her thighs tightens, responding to the cold sensations generated by his mouth on my intimate parts. As he continues kissing me, a subtle tremor courses through my body when he introduces a finger into my still-moving pussy.

“Ahhhh,” is the only sound that escapes my mouth.

His fingers move in swish-swish movements. I don’t think I can hold back any longer. Her hips sway suddenly as the dildo hits her G-spot. I look back at him, and he smiles approvingly. A surge of pride floods my brain, like a marathon runner crossing the finish line after months of training. A look of animalistic lust is plastered on his face; his lips are wet with moisture as he stands erect, watching me.

Engaged in passionate intimacy with my best friend, our connection is reaching a fever pitch. I drive the dildo even deeper, the warmth emanating from her passion fueling my heat. The expression on her face, constrained by the ball gag, adds an intense and exhilarating element to the experience.

I've never witnessed anything like it before. She looks ethereal, tears of ecstasy and pleasure glistening in her eyes. It makes me wonder—is this how he sees me when we're together? Each thrust of the sex toy elicits jerks from her body, her hips grinding into the bed, her muffled groans growing louder. He watches silently, his eyes seemingly memorizing every spasm and contraction of her body, finding pleasure in her unrestrained desire.

Trisha's eyes roll back as she reaches her climax; but before she can cum, he grabs my hand and quickly stops the thrusting. He smiles and looks between the two of us.

"Not yet,” he says, shoving his dick into my mouth before I can protest. My senses are numbed as he thrust it into my throat. His cock tastes sweet and salty; it also holds a hint of body soap. His natural scent seeps into my sinuses; and before I know it, he is all I can perceive.

He plunges his substantial length deep into the back of my throat. I convulse in a mixture of pleasure and discomfort, coughing up saliva and mucus. Yet, he doesn't withdraw. Instead, he allows my fluids to cascade down his shaft, compelling me to meet his gaze. In his eyes, I witness a transformed persona: lustful with slightly labored breaths.

He continues to jerk in and out, going deeper with each motion until I start to feel his balls slapping against my face. The more liquids I cough out, the more geared up he gets.

Moments later, his body spasms, and a small release of cum lands on my tongue. He gradually withdraws his cock from my mouth, leaving trails of spit and cum along its length. He is seemingly unfazed. Next thing I know, he lifts me and cradles me in his hands before gently inserting his rigid shaft into my eager pussy. The sensation is insane.

My body quivers with desire as his cock hits my sensitive spot. Although I am unsure of the effectiveness of this position with my legs raised on his shoulders, he seems to know precisely what he's doing. As he starts thrusting, his moans of pleasure reach my ears, syncing with mine.

My head hangs off the bed, next to Trisha. I observe her wet pussy creaming as he continues his rhythmic thrusts. After a few more, my body shivering in ecstasy, and I cum, waves of pleasure shaking my entire being. I crave more of him when he gently withdraws.

As he moves closer to Tricia, I catch my breath. His fingers enter her soaked pussy, the squelching sound audible. He stimulates her with his fingers, adding another; her body reacts with tremors and rolling eyes. As she approaches a climax, he unexpectedly removes his hands, repeating this process twice until her body is left spent.

As I watch him, it dawns on me what he's doing. It's a game of pleasure, but it means something entirely different to each of us. He expertly brings me to climax again and again, each wave of pleasure more intense than the last.

But for Trisha, he withholds that same release, teasing her, denying her the satisfaction she craves.

It's a tantalizing dance of dominance and submission, pleasure and denial. Trisha's moans grow louder, her body writhing with need, while I surrender to the ecstasy he offers me. His control over us both is intoxicating.

~End
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