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Chapter one
Highway Heatwave
Ellie


Having a car accident in the middle of nowhere is my biggest fear. The second biggest one is a road trip without a smutty audiobook to keep me company. Nothing keeps me engaged on a long drive like a steaming love story.

A shiver runs down my spine as the narrator’s voice fills the car. The male protagonist is fucking the female lead hard, and I can feel the heat building inside me. I take a deep breath, letting the words flood my brain; my body is responding to every detail of the story.

“Jared slides his hands between her legs, pressing gently against her clit. Tina curls her toes in lust with every movement of his fingers, but she remains still against the wall as he pleasures her,” the narrator reads.

Picturing myself as the female lead, I squeeze my legs together and let out a small chuckle, feeling a wetness between my thighs. Disappointment sets in as I realize my arousal is going to waste, untouched and unused. I long for someone to enjoy them. I want to be claimed… to have my desire met with fervor and passion… just like in the book.

My T-shirt, once neatly in place, is now rumpled and pushed aside from the constant caressing of my sensitive nipples. Each brush of fabric sends a jolt of pleasure through me, heightening my sexual need.

My fingers trail down my body, teasing the edge of my waistband, as I lose myself in the fantasy. The voice in my ears becomes my reality, every word a promise of the ecstasy I crave. The book might be fiction, but the desire it stirs within me is all too real, leaving me breathless and aching for more.

In the most unexpected moment, my car jerks. My pulse quickens with each sputter until the engine finally gives out, stopping on the lonely open road. I realize that I'm several miles from any major city, essentially stranded in the middle of nowhere.

My biggest fear has arrived. I guess it's true that the things you imagine will come true–and not just when it comes to positive thinking.

After taking a few deep breaths to calm myself down, I recall spotting a small signpost for an auto shop a few miles back. The idea of trekking back there drives me crazy, but it's my best shot, especially since getting cell service out here would be like finding a needle in a haystack.

I step out of the vehicle, wiping a bead of sweat from my forehead. The air is thick with humidity, making me uncomfortably damp in several places. I give my truck a quick once-over, but I'm too tired to spot any immediate issue.

I wait on the roadside for a few minutes, hoping for someone to stop and lend a hand, but no such luck. With the sun hiding behind the trees, walking becomes an option. Feeling tired and desperate, I set off on foot, determined to reach that signpost I saw earlier.

Strolling along the winding road, lost in my thoughts with my headphones on, the steamy audiobook I was listening to earlier plays in my ears. The narrator's words keep me company. My nipples are still hard and blood flows to my cheeks as the narrator explains in detail the sexual chemistry between both lead characters as they fuck.

"Tina lies on the other side of him, her body warm and inviting, as she takes his thick, throbbing dick into her mouth. Matching the fervor with which he had devoured her pussy, her tongue swirls in a teasing rhythm that drives him wild.

Her moans, low and sultry, echo in the small space, a symphony of pleasure that spurs him on. Each grunt he releases is a confirmation, a sign that she’s hitting all the right spots. Tina’s mouth works over his length with a sloppiness that only heightens his arousal, her lips sliding and sucking with desperate hunger.

His breath hitches, and she feels him tense, a warning before he spills into her mouth. The sudden rush of his cum fills her, warm and salty, but she doesn't stop. Her head continues to bob up and down, her tongue milking every last drop. Tasting him fully, she savors the essence of his release, even as his dick begins to soften between her lips.

Jared lets out a deep, satisfied groan, his body relaxing as the waves of his orgasm subside. But Tina remains relentless, her mouth a haven of wet heat that refuses to let go, sucking and licking until his dick is completely spent. Jared’s hands tangle in her hair, a silent plea for mercy, but she’s not ready to give up her prize just yet. When she finally pulls back, her lips are swollen and glistening with his cum, a satisfied smile playing on her face as she looks up at him," the audiobook continues.

After thirty minutes of walking and following hand-painted arrow signs, I reach the auto shop. A sigh of relief escapes my lips as I knock on the door. The place is eerily quiet, but I can see a light inside, through the cracks in the door.

Unplugging my headphones I move closer, taking careful steps. My body is humming in the aftermath of the erotic narrative. I catch a hint of my own arousal, the scent unmistakable in the air. The wetness between my thighs is impossible to ignore, soaking through my panties and making my desire all the more obvious. The smell is intoxicating, pulling me in and heightening my awareness of how turned on I am.

"Hello." I knock desperately. "Sorry to bother you, I just really need some help-"

The door swings open, and I’m faced with the most handsome man I’ve ever seen, wearing nothing but body-hugging shorts that leave little to the imagination.

My eyes immediately lock on his exposed, chiseled chest, rising and falling with each deep breath; his abs are a sculpted masterpiece. His skin glistens slightly, either from sweat or the dim light playing tricks, but it only adds to his rugged appeal.

Traces of grease plaster his sexy, strong neck, indicating he had just recently finished working on a car. A light stubble adorns his strong jawline, and the faint shadows under his eyes give him a raw, unpolished charm that makes my heart race. I finally tear my gaze away from his torso and look up to see his hair – the darkest shade of black, perfectly tousled giving him an edge that even Channing Tatum couldn’t match.

His eyes are a mesmerizing shade of amber; they burn with an intensity that sends shivers down my spine. There's a gentle curiosity in his gaze that I can't quite decipher, but it’s clear that he’s noticed me checking him out. He watches me with a look I can’t catch, but I’m utterly captivated by the sight of his taut muscles and the way his shorts cling to his body. He is the epitome of raw, masculine beauty, and I am completely entranced.


Chapter two
Mechanic's Temptation
Ethan


Ismile coyly as I notice her staring me down like a hungry predator. Deciding to take the bait, I relax into her look, giving her a chance to see all of me.

Staring back at her, I take in the details of her appearance. Her hair is a fiery cascade of red, falling in waves around her shoulders like molten copper. It frames a face that could stop time: high cheekbones and a soft, inviting smile. A faint dusting of freckles across her nose adds to her charm, giving her a playful, girl-next-door vibe.

Then I notice her eyes. They are like emeralds, but not the shiny, polished kind you find in a jewelry store… more like the deep, rich greens you see in the heart of a forest.

Her figure is equally captivating, with curves that defy logic in their perfection. Her jeans hug her hips and accentuate her waist in a way that feels almost sinful. Every movement she makes is graceful and alluring, like a siren luring sailors to their doom.

Do I just see her this way because it's been months since I've had sex? Or is it that I'm so used to seeing the same women around town that this new face gets me extremely excited? I can't help but feel a stirring deep within me.

This woman is not just beautiful; she's a force of nature. A mix of emotions washes over me: surprise at finding such a stunning woman standing alone on my doorstep, followed by a surge of pride as her narrow, cat-like eyes openly check out my body. But then, embarrassment hits when I realize that my thoughts are turning dirty.

Nevertheless, I continue to stare, noticing every detail. She’s slender, but those jeans clinging to her long legs show that she is anything but too thin. Her boobs are covered, but if I squint, I can make out the lining of her bra and possibly guess that she’s a B-cup. My thoughts drift off again, imagining how her tits would fit perfectly in my hands.

I know I’m an okay-looking guy, but most women aren’t subtle with their stares. This woman’s bold gaze makes me question my initial read: she's definitely not delicate. “Fierce” suits her better. If I didn't know any better, I'd say she's horny as fuck.

This night just turned interesting, I think to myself. "How can I help you, miss...?" I ask, raising my brows.

"Ellie," she says.

I notice a slight delay in her response; her gaze remains fixed on my chest. I'd be lying if I said that I didn't enjoy this. Ellie clearly likes what she sees, boosting my confidence. I decide to let her keep staring and just soak it all in.

"That's a beautiful name," I say.

“Thank you. My truck broke down a couple of miles from here. I could use some help,” she stutters.

"You want me to check it out?" I ask her to confirm.

"Well, if you don't mind. I’m tired, and it was dark when I opened up the hood, but I suspect a damaged radiator," she continues.

"Oh, you know your way around cars," I say, bemused.

"Yes, a little bit. My dad was a mechanic."

I look at her, impressed.

“You are one of the triple threats, eh?” I ask her with a sexy, suggestive smirk.

“Triple threats?” she asks confused.

“Gorgeous, handy, and intelligent,” I say as I whistle.

"Okay, cool. We can take my pickup," I say in a rush as I turn to grab a shirt while reaching for a few tools to see if we can salvage her vehicle.

As we drive to her stalled car, an uncomfortable silence settles in my truck. I want to say something, but I'm at a loss for words. The night grows darker, with crickets chirping in the bushes around us. There is no way we can fix anything right here, right now.

"This highway can be dangerous at night. I will call the tow truck to bring your car to the shop, and we can check it out tomorrow morning," I advise her, noticing her nod in agreement.

When I feel her gaze lingering on me again, I can't help but feel a surge of desire. She must be thinking about where to sleep. When she starts saying, "I will need to find..." I interrupt her.

“There is no need for that,” I blurt out, hoping not to scare her off.

"No need for what?" she asks, perplexed.

I'm deliberating whether or not to continue, when she smiles at me, urging me to go on.

"No need to find a hotel. Suppose that was what you were thinking. You're welcome to stay at my place. I have a good shower and some food; you look like you could use both," I offer, noticing the sweat-soaked hair clinging to her neck and face.

She gazes at me warily. “No, I can't possibly take you up on your offer. I will call an Uber to get me to town.”

“Well, first of all. We don’t have Uber out here. And second, it will take at least forty-five minutes to get anywhere. You can have my bedroom. I’ll sleep on the couch.”

“You’re sure about this?”

I have never been more sure about anything. Because all I want is to kiss your fiery lips and claim your body. I don't say that, of course. I only nod and look away, before she can read my mind.

I can already feel her hard ass in my eager palms. I can also feel my dick growing in my pants. Shit.

"Okay, thank you," she answers shy but relieved.

The drive back to the mechanic shop is quiet before I turn on the radio and a solemn voice fills the air.

"She wanted to be fucked good, and Jared would do anything to have that pussy wound around his dick…"

Blood runs down my face as I look at her, embarrassed.

"I’m sorry."

"Don't be," she says amused. "I actually listened to the same audiobook," she continues with a wink.

Growing uncomfortable, I harden as I listen to the narrator's voice. I steal a glance at her and notice her mouth agape, her neck flushed, and her head tilted back slightly. A small sigh escapes her lips when she looks at me and then at my torso.

When we arrive at the shop, I make a quick call to the tow company before I gesture to the stairs.

"Up here is my place," I beckon, leading the way to my cozy apartment.

Like the gentleman I believe I am, I step away from the door and let her in. Ellie's eyes wander around the place and then back to me.

I know we will fuck. Her eyes are practically undressing me, and the way she bites her lip as she looks at me tells me everything I need to know. Her body is begging for it… those nipples poking through her tank top? It's like they're calling out to me. I've never felt this way with any other woman who's come here for help; but with her, it's different.

She needs me to take care of more than just her truck. She needs me to take care of her body and take her over the edge. I can practically smell her arousal and can't deny the primal urge building up inside me.

Oh wow, my thoughts are racing. I can't think straight anymore. All I want is to fuck this woman hard. Make her mine for the night. Stretch her wet little pussy and do it over and over again.

I never regretted the decision to locate my auto shop in the middle of nowhere. It meant people would be willing to pay any price to get their car fixed, with no negotiating. But if I'm honest with myself, the real satisfaction comes from being available to help stranded people, a situation that occurs more often than I can count. Yet never before has such a beautiful woman landed on my doorstep.

"The shower's this way," I say, leading her through the rooms. The kitchen and living room are connected, giving the place a spacious vibe. My bedroom's on the left, just a simple setup; on the right is a small office nook, where I work on my projects.

"You can leave your stuff here," I say and gesture to the bedroom. "I'll grab you a towel and something to change into."


Chapter three
Pit Stop Passion
Ellie


If only I could wrap my hands around his cock, I think to myself. Or wait, did I say that out loud? His laughter suggests that I might have.

My mind is playing tricks on me, conjuring several scenarios of how he would straddle me across the kitchen counter. I revert to the smutty book I was listening to, mentally comparing the male character's description with this gorgeous man – automatically concluding that the mechanic in front of me is sexier. The character was described as perfect, but this man has imperfections that make him even more interesting: that small scar just above his brows and subtle wrinkles that appear when he smiles.

As I make myself comfortable, slipping off my shoes, I notice the queen bed in the bedroom. Leaning against the wall, I catch him staring at my ass as I bend over, his gaze sending an electric shock through my body. Feeling emboldened, I decide to take control: if he wants a show, I'll give him exactly that.

Slowly, I stretch my arms over my head to relieve the tension building in my muscles. I begin to strip, starting with my tank, revealing my black lacy bra now soaked in sweat. He looks away, attempting to leave the room. A flush of disappointment rushes through me. Does he not like what he sees? Or is he a real gentleman?

As if he can sense my dismay, he pauses in the doorframe. Glancing at him, I notice the bulge growing in his shorts. His now hungry eyes don't leave my body. I decide to tease him some more. Unstrapping my bra, my left forearm slides over my small breasts before I drop it. Playing with my nipple, I bite my lips in enjoyment.

I watch his reaction from the corner of my eye. I can see desire stirring within him, overpowering any semblance of restraint. With his gaze lingering on my breasts, I sense his struggle. My desire grows even fuller, and I can't control myself anymore. Confident that I am reading the signs right, I walk to him, slowly but tantalizing.

What was it that the audiobook said about men when they see a naked woman? I can't remember the details, but I know that I'm on a mission. I can see the outline of his dick through the fabric of his shorts. His fingers grab it to adjust it, while I imagine what it'd feel like inside me.

I wait, wanting to draw him in further; just when it seems he might resist, he straightens with determination. Lunging toward me, his arms envelop me while his hands seize my neck and hair firmly. The intensity of his embrace momentarily takes my breath away, and I feel a primal heat coursing through me. It's raw and powerful, and I know that we both need this. Kissing like a storm, our lips meeting hungrily, our bodies crashing together in a dance of desire.

Wrapping his arms gently around my waist, he lets them wander down to my ass. His fingers trail across the stiff jeans fabric, moving slowly to cup my rear. I'm on fire, the wetness between my thighs undeniable as his touch ignites a raw need within me. He grabs me with a fierce intensity, his fingers not gentle but possessive, sending electric shocks through my body. I've been waiting for this… I crave to be dominated.

As he presses against me, I can feel his hardness against my lower abdomen. I rub against him, seeking more of that delicious friction, my breath coming in shallow gasps as I close my eyes, lost in the sensation.

With its seductive narrative and steamy scenes, the audiobook had already set my body ablaze with desire, priming me for this moment. Now, his touch is like a match to a flame, intensifying every sensation. I almost feel him inside me already, the thought alone sending a wave of pleasure through me.

I want more… need more… my body aching for release. A soft moan escapes my lips, a mix of pleasure and frustration. I teeter on the brink, craving the ecstasy that lies just beyond reach.

"Look at you, and I haven't even started yet," he groans, his voice thick with lust.

His touch sends waves of arousal through me, but he hasn't even reached the spots that really get me going. I'm surprised at how quickly I'm losing control; but damn, the thought of him inside me...

"Let’s shower together," I manage to croak, my voice barely audible over the pounding of my heart. Grabbing my hand, he leads me into the bathroom, his eyes burning with desire. With a swift motion, he starts undressing, kicking off his shoes and socks. His shorts come off next, leaving him in just his boxers, his bulge straining against the fabric, begging to be freed.

Leaning in close, his breath hot against my ear, he whispers. "You have no idea what you do to me."

I can feel my pulse quicken, my whole body aching for him. With a hunger that matches my own, he captures my lips in a searing kiss. I melt against him, lost in the sensation.


Chapter four
Shower Seduction
Ethan


Inever realized that a shower could be so intimate. Her small hands glide down my stomach, washing away the day's grime, while the water cascades over us. From the moment I opened the door, I could see the need in her eyes.

As my hands roam over her soft skin, I notice the way she bites her lip, her eyes locked on my arms. When my thumbs brush over her tits, she arches her back, letting out a low, sultry moan. The raw, primal response from her body sends a jolt of lust straight to my dick, each gasp and shiver making me harder. Her nipples pebble under my touch. I can't resist the urge to tease them further, reveling in the way her moans grow louder, more desperate.

Unable to restrain myself any longer, I lower my mouth to her boobs, capturing a nipple between my teeth. Her gasp is immediate, her fingers tangling in my hair as I suck gently, then harder, flicking my tongue over the sensitive bud. The taste of her skin and the way her body responds to my touch is making me lose control. I move to her other breast, lavishing it with the same attention, relishing every shiver and gasp. She's like a spark plug, igniting with intensity.

“Fuck, I’ve been craving this,” she whimpers.

Feeling her knees buckle under the weight of my touch, I tighten my hold on her, lifting her and drawing her closer.

“I thought I saw you looking at me like prey,” I answer while planting a soft, gentle kiss on her lips. She responds wildly, her mouth capturing mine with a fierce intensity. It’s like she is starving and I’m her feast. As I ease my tongue into her mouth, I'm afraid she might devour it.

"I want you in me right now," she whispers.

"Not yet, Sparks, be patient."

My voice is a soft murmur against her skin, soothing her as I lift her small frame gently away from the water stream and place her on the built-in marble step on the other side of the shower. Her body relaxes against mine, and I spread her legs open.

As I trail kisses down her neck and chest, I have to resist the urge to grab my dick. My hunger for her is tempting beyond belief. All I can think about is burying myself deep inside her, feeling her tightness around me. But I want more than just a quick release. I want her to get what she needs.

Fucking her hard and fast would be so easy, especially because she's already given me permission. But I don't want this to be over in three minutes. I want this moment to last all night. I want to pleasure her multiple times and watch her come undone under my touch.

I take my time, exploring her wetness with deliberate precision. My fingers glide through her slick folds, feeling the heat radiating from her core. I circle her clit with my thumb, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. Ellie's moans are music to my ears, each one fueling my rising desire.

She's so wet that her cream coats my fingers as I slip one inside her. The tightness around my digit is intoxicating, her muscles clenching in response to my every movement. I curl my finger, finding that spot inside her that makes her cry out.

Adding a second digit, I watch her greedy pussy stretch wide around my fingers, swallowing them whole. Her hips move in rhythm with my hand, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

Her clit throbs beneath my caress. I grin as I keep teasing it with gentle strokes. The way she responds and the way her body melts into mine is everything. I can feel her getting closer, her walls tightening around my fingers; it takes all my self-control not to push my cock into her right now.

"Please," she begs, her voice barely a whisper. I know that I've got her right where I want her.


Ellie

Feeling his tongue brush the surface of my wet pussy, I jerk in pleasure. His warm lips and expert organ work on my inside like a duo made in heaven. His mouth maneuvers me like a pro, making my pussy the star player in his game of pleasure.

I cling to the bench beneath me with a soul-clutching desperation, my knuckles white as they drain of blood. When his hand finds my hot spot, I lose the last bit of control. My body forces me to arch my back, pushing my hot center closer to him. He sucks and pinches, his thumb pressing lightly against my clit as his tongue works its magic. A scream of relief leaves my lips when he pushes one finger deep inside me.

Grunts escape his lips as he looks up at me.

"Please," I beg desperately, "I need you to fuck me."

Ethan's response is immediate, slipping another finger into me. The sensation is overwhelming, sending shockwaves of pleasure throughout my body. I’ve been craving this for so long.

Slowly he pushes in and out while his finger curls upward to brush against my G-spot. The feeling is phenomenal, and I can't stop whimpering. He inserts a third one, careful at first, and then harder and deeper.

“Is that what you need, Sparks?” I hear him ask from a distance.

“I need you deeper, harder…” Mid-sentence, I scream.

"That's it! Right there!" I gasp, guiding him as I press my hand over his, pushing his fingers in as deep as possible while I grind my mound against our intertwined hands.

He called me Sparks. I like that nickname. If I remember later, I want to ask him how that came to his mind. For right now, I’m trying to muffle the uncontrolled noises that escape my lips.

“You don’t need to hold back, Sparks. Let it out. There are no neighbors to worry about,” he whispers, his voice low and soothing.

Being able to scream as loud as I want makes everything more intense.

“Ohhhh! Yeah!” My pussy develops a mind of her own, wrapping around and grinding against his hand with an increasingly rapid rhythm.

I feel the tension building, and my breaths release in shallow gasps. After a final, powerful thrust, I cry out, surrendering to the intense climax that follows. I pant hard and fast, looking at his proud, reassuring smile as he leans in for a kiss.

His kiss rejuvenates me and brings me back to life. Steam swirls around us, a hazy curtain in the shower. With him now standing in front of me, I trace a fingertip over his sculpted chest. I follow a path, savoring the contrast between his smooth skin and trail of light hair. My touch lingers where his body tightens with anticipation, feeling his muscles tense beneath my fingers.

My breath hitches as my eyes catch his massive dick, right in front of my face. I try to evaluate its size, maybe seven inches, but the thickness is what stands out. He’s really thick. Good thing he stretched me with three fingers just a second ago. The smooth, rosy head contrasts with his darker skin, making it look raw and powerful. Veins run along its length, adding to its strong, masculine vibe. His cock stands proudly, demanding attention, and I’m more than ready to give it.

Looking up at him, he casts an "I dare you to take it all in" smirky look. I accept his dare without a word as I seductively lean in to plant a kiss on his crown. Licking his precum from my lips, I see the smirk on his face slowly fade. He tastes surprisingly good, almost sweet, and it only makes me want more.

"So, what's your name, handsome?" I randomly ask as I continue to lick his erection.

"Ethan," he answers in a voice laced with pain and pleasure. His massive cock makes my hands look small. I stroke him gently from the top to his balls. With every jerk, I feel his dick pulsating. I need both hands to grab the full length, his exposed head now glistening with more precum. He's nicely shaved down here, his skin soft and smooth.

"I love your big cock," I confess as I climb down from the bench and get on my knees. Starting gently, I suck and swirl my tongue around his head, keeping it moist with each movement. His taste is like a drug, addictive and arousing, urging me to suck harder and savor more of his sweet, salty flavor. His moans of pleasure drive me wild, spurring me to take him in deeper. There's something about a guy who vocalizes his enjoyment. I'm consumed with the desire to please him to the fullest and make him scream.

My tongue starts a dance of desire, part of our celebration of pleasure. With every inch of me, I worship this man. His hardness in my mouth sends a thrill through my body. I recall the vivid description from my audiobook, where the girl deepthroated the guy. I wonder if I can take him all the way in. Pushing myself, I take him deeper until I feel him hit the back of my throat. It's a bit uncomfortable, almost choking me, but hearing his moans is worth it.

"Damn, girl," he exclaims as I go all out. The slurpy sounds and the use of both hands to work his dick only make me hornier. Tilting my head to the side I take him into my cheek, feeling the weight of him on my tongue.

"Don't stop. You suck so good," he moans, throwing his head back. Wrapping my hand around his shaft I feel the heat and hardness. Slowly, with a firm grip, I start stroking his base while his head still pushes into my cheek. I alternate my pace, teasing him with slow, deliberate movements, then speeding up just enough to make him groan in pleasure.

Every so often, I lean in and lick his balls. I take one into my mouth, rolling it gently with my tongue before moving to the other. His reactions spur me on, his hips jerking slightly every time I switch from my hand to my mouth.

I return to his shaft, my fingers curling around the base as I slide my lips over the tip, sucking gently. I use my other hand to fondle his balls, massaging them with some pressure. The combination of my hand, mouth, and tongue seems to drive him wild. I hear his moans filling the air. I can feel the tension building in his body, and I know he's close.

"You are mine," I chant possessively, reverently referring to his manhood. I spit on his hard length and suck eagerly, taking as much as I can into my mouth.

“I’m so close! Let me fuck your pussy,” he growls.

Next thing I know, he is helping me up, turning me around, and pushing me violently against the wall. My face is turned towards the wall and my breasts press against the cold tile. Taking control, he spanks me. Ethan holds my waist, puts on a condom, and then enters me almost violently from behind.

Strings of curses escape my throat as I feel pain and pleasure at the same tempo.

"Jeez, fuck…oh hell…This feels so good. Goddammmn."

My body collapses into the wet wall as he hits me hard.

"Yes, just like that. You feel so good. Don't stop!"

His dick feels like it's been dipped in warm, melting butter; my dripping pussy envelops him snugly, like a pea in a pod. While hitting me in the deepest part of my core, his balls jiggle against my ass. I move one hand to the back and wrap it around his big frame in a silent plea to hit faster as my body vibrates. Energy is surging through my entire body, especially in my G-spot, where a strong wave of orgasm threatens to burst.

"Oh damn, your pussy is so warm. So tight."

His body shudders with each thrust, driving me closer to the edge of total bliss. The friction is unbearable, every stroke hitting just the right spot inside me. I feel the tension coil tighter and tighter, and I know I can't hold back much longer.

"Yes, just like that," I moan, my voice barely a whisper as the sensation overwhelms me. My fingers dig into his back, while I brace myself for the explosion.

He pounds harder, his rhythm becoming erratic as he chases his own release. The pressure in my core builds until it’s unbearable, and then it happens—a wave of pure ecstasy crashes over me, my body convulsing with the force of the orgasm. My walls clamp down around him, milking him for all he's worth.

"Fuck," he groans, his hips slamming into me one last time before he lets go. I feel his cock twitch inside me as he moans my name, the condom capturing his warm release. The sensation pushes me even farther, my body shaking with aftershocks as he continues to thrust, riding out both our orgasms.

We collapse together, our exhausted bodies trembling, our breaths mingling as we come down from the high.


Chapter five
Shadows and Sensations
Ethan


As we both regain control of our bodies, we enjoy a simple dinner of cup noodles and beer.

"Stop biting your lips like that," I command, trying to keep my voice cool. Ellie sits across from me in the small space, her eyes glued to the TV.

I gaze at her wearing one of my T-shirts, knowing she's got nothing on underneath. My hands itch to touch her… to slide her under me and make love to her right here on the sofa, slowly and sensually.

"What’s going on in your head, Ethan?" Ellie asks, her voice clear and curious.

"You really want to know?" I ask, standing up to sit down right next to her, wrapping her in my arms.

Finally, I get to admire her up close. Her clear skin is dotted with freckles. Most are on the bridge of her nose, cleavage and shoulders.

"Yes, tell me," she says with wide eyes.

“How about I show you,” I answer, taking her mouth in mine. It feels soft and willing against me. Not sure what she expects, but I want her to remember this kiss… this night. I lean in and press my lips to hers, kissing her slowly and passionately. My mouth moves with intent, exploring every inch of her lips and tongue. I want to savor this moment and make it last.

She grips my neck with purpose, pulling me close as if she wants to eat me alive. My heart races at the intensity of her desire and the urgency of her touch. Her grip tightens, her nails digging into my skin. I can feel the heat of her body, her breath hot on my skin. The world fades away, leaving only the two of us lost in this moment of raw passion. I deepen the kiss when my palms find her neck. In a choking motion, I pull her head up and closer to me. Pleasure-filled moans escape her lips, revealing how much she enjoys the roughness.

Our kiss is passionate, raw and full of hunger. Her lips are soft and inviting, and I can't get enough. When we finally break apart, she looks at me with shiny eyes.

Getting on my feet, I stand before her, our gazes locked. I want her so badly, and I can tell she wants me just as much.

Slowly, I discard my underwear, revealing my hard, throbbing cock. As she watches me, I notice her biting her lips again. I love that she reacts like this, seeing me naked. It makes me want her even more.

"You look perfect," I state out loud.

"And you look like you are too far away," she whispers.

I kneel before her, running my hand lightly along her legs and slide them apart. Her moans grow louder, and I can feel the warmth of her skin against my cold hand. Fire ignites in my core as my palm creeps deeper between her thighs, then up to her belly and breasts. I brush against one of them lightly, earning a soft yelp from her.

"Don't stop," she begs when my hands attempt to move forward. I oblige, teasing her nipples some more. Her small, round breasts feel perfect in my palms. She adjusts further into the couch as I shift my weight. My hands keep wandering and exploring Ellie’s body, from her neck and ribcage to her breasts and down to her hips.

Her breasts fit perfectly in my hands like they were made just for me. Her nipples are already hard, pressing urgently against my palms. I can't stop pinching them, drawing a gasp from her lips.

Not able to wait any longer, my mouth descends to her already wet pussy, my tongue exploring her eagerly. My hands remain under her rumpled shirt, continuing to worship her tits. My fingers tease her stiff nipples as I pleasure her.

My tongue enters her juicy cunt with glee. When Ellie grinds her hips against me, I groan in satisfaction. I can feel her pussy tighten, like a trap catching its prey. The possessiveness of it fuels me to swipe my tongue harder and add my index finger.

As I push my finger into her, Ellie reacts immediately. She bites her lip, trying to stifle a scream; her body moves with mine, matching the pace of my fingers. I can feel her arousal… her need for more. She grabs my head, pushing me down onto her pussy. I take it as a cue to take her harder.

Increasing the intensity, I use more force and pressure and a second finger. Her moans grow louder, her body writhing beneath me. I focus on her pleasure… on taking her to the edge and beyond.

"You feel so good," she moans, her voice muffled as she bites into a nearby pillow.

With force, I grab the pillow from her and toss it to the side, wanting to see her face… needing to hear her scream.

"Let it all out, Sparks," I growl, my voice low and husky. "Scream for me. I want to hear you scream my name.”

My cock throbs hungrily as I spread her lower lips wide, revealing the glistening, pink flesh beneath. Her slick cream flows freely, coating my finger. Ellie's swollen labia twitches with anticipation, begging to be stretched and filled with my hard cock.

As her body shudders for release, I have to hold back the burning sensation building at the edge of my balls. I suck all the cum from her center and my fingers. Ellie tries to catch her breath as her body collapses. She watches me suck my fingers before donning a condom.

After taking her shirt off, I guide her down to the floor.

"On top of me, Ellie," I command gently, my voice filled with urgency.

She positions herself above me, her eyes glazed with lust. "I want you to ride me hard," I order, my hands gripping her hips. She lowers herself slowly onto my cock, taking me inch by inch, her slick heat enveloping me completely.

Ellie begins to move, her hips rocking back and forth, riding me with increasing intensity. "That's it, Sparks," I groan, my hands guiding her rhythm. She leans forward, her breasts so tantalizingly close that I can't resist capturing one with my mouth. My lips wrap around her nipple as I savor the taste of her skin.

"You're so deep," she gasps, her voice trembling with pleasure. "I can't get enough of you."

"Ride me harder," I urge, my own release building. She obeys, her movements becoming more frantic, her body slamming down onto mine with fervor. I can feel her tightening around me, and I know she's close.

"Come for me, Ellie," I whisper, my hands gripping her hips tightly. "I want to feel you explode around my cock."

With a final, powerful thrust, she cries out; an orgasm rips through her, her body shaking uncontrollably. The sight and feel of her climax push me over the edge. I release into the condom with a deep groan, my body tensing as waves of pleasure crash over me.

She collapses onto my chest; both of our bodies are slick with sweat. "This was incredible," I murmur, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

"And you're insatiable," she mocks with a satisfied smile, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest.

We lay there, our bodies entwined, savoring the afterglow of our intense passion.

***

In the wee hours of the morning, I wake up in a cocoon of warmth, Ellie's small frame wrapped protectively in my arms. Small snores escape her lips.

"Good morning," I murmur against her skin, my voice thick with desire.

"Mm, definitely a good morning," she whispers back.

I reach over to the nightstand to retrieve a blindfold and a delicate feather. She raises an eyebrow, a playful smile tugging at her lips.

"Trust me," I whisper. I gently tie the blindfold over her eyes, plunging her into darkness. Her breathing quickens, and her anticipation is palpable.

I trail the feather lightly over her breasts, watching her shiver in response. The soft touch teases her sensitive skin, eliciting sweet whimpers from her lips. I circle her nipples with the feather.

"Please," she breathes, her body arching toward me.

"Patience," I murmur, my voice low and commanding. I continue to tease her, the feather dancing over her stomach and down to her thighs, before finally brushing against her slick folds. She moans, her hips lifting off the bed.

With deliberate slowness, I part her legs, revealing her glistening pussy. I replace the feather with my mouth, my tongue flicking over her clit in a maddeningly slow rhythm. Her moans grow louder, and her hands grip the sheets as I torture her with pleasure.

"You're so beautiful," I whisper.

With her chest rising and falling I know she's already close. Without warning, I slide two fingers inside her, curling them to hit her sweet spot while my tongue continues its relentless assault on her clit. Her body tenses as she screams my name.

"Yes, just like that," I murmur, feeling her inner walls contract around my fingers. Her hips buck wildly.

I feel her arousal flood over my hand as she teeters on the edge. "Oh my God," she gasps, her voice trembling. "I'm so close..."

With a final, powerful stroke of my fingers and a firm flick of my tongue, I push her over it. Her scream echoes throughout the room. Her body convulses as her orgasm crashes over her in waves. Her thighs clamp around my head, her entire body shuddering with the force of her release.

I watch her with a mix of awe and desire, her face contorted in pure ecstasy. The sight drives me wild, and I can't resist. I pull my fingers out of her, sucking them clean before positioning myself at her entrance.

"Ready for more?" I whisper, my voice thick with lust.

"Yes, I need you so badly," she murmurs in a trembling voice.

With her still blindfolded, I stay in control of guiding her pleasure.

“Do you trust me?” I ask.

She nods eagerly.

“I need you to say it,” I command.

“I trust you, Ethan,” she says, biting her lips.

Getting out of bed, I tread to my closet and grab a tie.

“Where are you going? Don’t leave me here,” I hear her whimpering in fear.

“I’m here, Sparks,” I reassure her while I gently bind her hands above her head; her wrists secured, she is naked and exposed.

She shivers as her body responds to my dominance. I press myself against her, feeling her warmth and the urgency between us.

In one swift motion, I slide a condom on. Teasing her with the tip of my cock, I growl. "You're mine," I moan.

She moans in response, arching toward me. Without warning, I thrust deep inside her, claiming her completely.

"Ethan," she cries.

“Take what you need, Ethan.”

I set a relentless pace, driven by the need to dominate her. Our bodies move together, each thrust asserting my control. Her moans intensify, echoing against the walls as she surrenders to the new sensations.

Feeling her climax approach, I withdraw, leaving her to whimper. She strains against the tie and arches her back.

“Ethan, I’m so close. Please don't leave me hanging like this.”

“I know, Sparks. Don’t worry, I’ll make you come good. Just not yet,” I answer, trying to hide how close I am myself.

I place my cock on her lips, commanding her to taste her arousal. She eagerly complies, sucking me greedily. I could play this game for hours, but she has me on the edge, and my cock is begging for release. Unable to resist, I plunge back inside her, nailing her hard and fast. She tightens around me, her body yielding to mine as we both reach the peak of ecstasy. With a primal groan, I release inside the rubber, only seconds after she cries out and strains against me in release.

We collapse in a heap, breathless and spent.

"This was incredible," she says with a smile. Still blindfolded, I hold a satisfied submissive in my arms.


Chapter six
Grease and Desire
Ellie


Upon hearing the word, "earth," I look at him, confused. "What? I must have been dreaming."

"I said, come back to earth. The truck is almost fixed," he repeats, using the small towel hanging around his neck to wipe off the grease and sweat from his face.

"You've done a good job. Let me reward you."

"Ooh, I love rewards," I say, suddenly fully awake.

Ethan holds my hand, gently pushing me against the workbench and removes the band holding my hair together.

"You look so hot in overalls," he stammers.

"I would look even hotter without it."

"I know," he confirms, his eyes boring into mine, his steady hold on my hand still intact as he moves my palm over his dick.

"Look what you do to me."

Closing my eyes for a second longer than needed, I can feel my heart rate go up.

"Look what you do to me," I offer, pulling my shirt down to expose a breast. I did not bother putting on a bra this morning. Biting my lips, I push my tits up.

He puts his mouth on my already hard nipple; his tongue swirls around it, sending shivers down my spine. I grab his dick through his pants, feeling it harden even more under my touch. His hand trails down my side, squeezing my waist before slipping under my shirt to cup the other breast.

My breathing quickens as he teases my nipple with his teeth, and I moan softly. I rub him again through the fabric, feeling his arousal grow with each stroke. He groans against my skin, the vibration adding to the intense pleasure.

Our bodies collide a few seconds later, our lips meeting in a long kiss. Ethan's hands still massage my breasts while I work my way into his underwear, pressing his balls and playing with his dick.

"I want to fuck you, hard," he murmurs into my mouth as his body presses against mine. His hands quickly unclasp the buttons holding my blue overalls in place, while my hands tug at his shorts, pulling them away from his ass. There's an urgency in our movements; neither of us is able to hold off the desperate desire for a good fuck.

My vision blurs with hunger, fixed on the sole purpose of fucking him hard and non-stop. Ethan peels off my overalls, leaving me in just a T-shirt and underwear. With a swift movement, he lifts me onto the workbench; our bodies are pressed together in a heated embrace. We hastily strip each other down, shedding clothes until we're both in our birthday suits.

“Are you open to try something new,” he asks a little shy.

“Yes, sure. What do you have in mind?”

“It’s almost embarrassing,” he continues. “But I have this fantasy. Well, no,” he stutters.

“Come to the point, Ethan, I’m dripping. Whatever it is, I want it. I need it!”

“Whenever I put on those blue latex gloves,” he says while reaching for the gloves, “the feel and smell gets me all horny.”

“What are you waiting for?” I smirk with a mischievous smile.

Ethan reaches for the gloves, a momentary pause filled with anticipation. He meets my gaze, his eyes smoldering with need as he rolls them over his hands.

I watch intently as he pours lube into his hands, spreading it slowly, making sure every inch of his gloved skin is coated. With deliberate care, he wipes my folds, starting at the front and trailing sensually toward the back. Kneeling before me, he teases with his tongue before sliding at least two fingers inside me. I gasp, captivated by his every move, wondering what he has planned.

“Can you help me put a condom on, please? My hands are way too slick.”

Nodding, I reach for the condom he had placed on the workbench earlier. I watch him intently, jumping down from the workbench and kneeling in front of him. With a slow, deliberate motion, I run my tongue along his length, savoring his salty taste. His breath quickens as I take him deeper, teasing and pleasuring him with each caress of my lips.

As I draw back slightly, I open the condom wrapper, maintaining eye contact the entire time. My fingers deftly roll the condom down his shaft, ensuring a perfect fit. Before letting go, I press a gentle kiss on the tip of his dick.

Seconds later, just after I get back up, he grips my hips and plunges inside me. The sensation of him filling me up sends shockwaves of pleasure through my core. I moan, intoxicated by the delicious friction as he thrusts hard and deep… just how I like it.

With his body slamming against mine, the only sound filling the air is the rhythmic collision of our bodies. I grab his hair instinctively, pulling him closer as I grind against him, completely lost in the overwhelming rush of pleasure radiating from between my legs.

Ethan's touch is electric; his hands are moving over my back and down to my ass, gripping me gently but firmly. Each squeeze makes me want to feel him deeper, and I moan loudly. My body moves instinctively, craving more of his touch… and more friction.

He surprises me by sliding one slick, latex-covered finger into my rear. A sharp jolt of discomfort makes me tense up immediately.

"Ethan, wait," I gasp, the new sensation feeling more painful than pleasurable.

"Relax, baby," he coos soothingly, his free hand gently stroking my back. "I’ll go slow. Just breathe."

I take a deep breath, trying to relax as he slowly moves his finger in and out. The initial discomfort gradually eases as I focus on his calm, reassuring presence. "Okay," I whisper, "just... just go slow."

"I will," he promises, his voice soft and tender. He continues his gentle movements, allowing me to adjust to the sensation. Slowly, my body begins to relax and the pain subsides, replaced by a strange mix of discomfort and growing pleasure.

"That's it," he sighs, kissing my neck softly. "You're doing great."

I nod, feeling myself relax further into his touch, my breathing steadying as I start to trust the new experience. "Okay," I say more confidently, "keep going."

Ethan smiles against my skin, continuing to move slowly, letting me get used to every inch. The sensation still feels unfamiliar, but his patience and care make it easier to handle. "How does that feel now?" he asks.

“Surprisingly good,” I confess.

Without pulling his finger out, he pushes me down onto the rough wooden bench, catching me off guard. My legs instinctively part as his cock slips out, leaving me aching for more. Feeling my pussy throb with need, all I can think about is how badly I need him back inside me.

Right now, all I can focus on is the sensation of his finger in my ass. It's a new, overwhelming feeling, filling my heightened senses. The pressure is intense, and the stretch feels foreign and uncomfortable. I take deep breaths, relaxing into it as he moves slowly and carefully, letting me adjust.

A surprised gasp escapes my lips as his big, hard dick slides back in. The sudden intrusion sends a shiver through my body, leaving me trembling with lust. My primal desires take over completely.

Then to my surprise, his finger in my rear suddenly feels really good. The initial discomfort melts away, replaced by a growing sensation of pleasure that intensifies with each movement.

The dual sensations overwhelm me, a blend of fullness and friction that drives me wild. "Oh, Ethan," I moan, my voice trembling with newfound pleasure, "don't stop."

He smiles, his eyes filled with a mix of lust and satisfaction. "You like that, huh?" he murmurs, his finger moving gently in sync with his thrusts.

I nod frantically, my body arching to meet his every movement. "Yes, yes, oh God, yes,"

I scream, overwhelmed by the intensity of his thrusts. “Ohhhhh. Don’t stop. Please…oh yeah…yes.”

My hair clings to my neck and face; everything is blurry; only his grunts and the pounding inside my pussy matter at the moment. My pussy tightens as the walls experience an increase in pleasure. The feeling starts to be unbearable, but the lingering afterglow in the pit of my stomach leaves me craving more.

Ethan’s breath becomes ragged as my pussy hisses; the feeling of wetness increases with every thrust, making the movement uncontrollable. His body hardens as his muscles contract with the rush of the need to cum.

The tension builds until it explodes in an intense orgasm. I cry out, pleasure washing over me as my body trembles beneath him.

Gazing up at Ethan, I see his eyes grow dark with desire. He looks like he wants more… just as much as I do.

I lie on the bench, my body is red with hickeys from his touch; my pink nipples are flushed with color while my small belly heaves up and down. Ethan has one leg bent on the bench and the other firm to the ground. Freshly fucked, he looks even more gorgeous.

"69?" I ask, my voice breathless and filled with anticipation.

Ethan doesn't require more of an invitation. Climbing on top, he squats over me, his dick close to my face, his mouth hovering over my lower lips. He pauses for a moment, then reaches down to pull off the latex gloves, discarding them with a quick motion. The gloves land with a soft thud on the floor, leaving his hands free to explore my body.

I use one hand to hold his balls, touching them lightly as I take his dick into my mouth while Ethan eats my pussy. His warm lips over my wet folds make me momentarily lose my grip on his dick. They don't come close to my skin, but that tongue is fire! My breathing seizes when I feel him curl it and attempt to enter deep inside – the source of all pleasure.

After regaining composure, I take him into my mouth, slowly and deeply, savoring every inch as I go. My lips wrap around his shaft, creating a tight seal, while my tongue caresses the underside. I begin to pleasure him with long, slow strokes, sliding up and down, exploring every ridge and vein.

Next, I move my mouth down to his balls, taking them in gently. With my tongue twirled around one at a time I give them soft, tender licks. My hand cradles them, providing a gentle squeeze as I continue to tease and please with my tongue.

After thoroughly attending to his balls, I glide my tongue back up his shaft, savoring every inch with slow, intentional movements. Circling the tip before taking him back into my mouth I groan.

He yelps loudly and nips my pussy gently, arousing me even more.

“Fuck, do that again,” he requests between manly moans.

I take my time pleasuring his dick and repeat the same motion. Meanwhile, he pushes a finger into my pussy. He spreads my lips open and watches intently. His tongue follows, teasing and tasting my slick, sensitive folds. The scent of my arousal fills the air, even I can smell it.

He begins to move his finger inside me, curling it to seek out my most pleasurable spots. Tingles run throughout my body as he adds a second finger, stretching and filling me even more. He alternates between thrusting and gently massaging my inner walls, making me crave more and more.

I moan softly as pleasure builds, my body responding eagerly to his skilled touch. The sensations overwhelm me, pushing me closer to the edge. Arching my back, I lift my hips to meet his mouth and fingers. He increases the pace, his tongue flicking over my clit while his fingers work magic inside me.

After building up for so long, the release doesn't come as a surprise, but the intensity of the orgasm still catches me off guard. Within seconds, I’m screaming, shivering, and losing all control over my body. My nails dig into Ethan's flesh, though I don’t even know where exactly, since my head is thrown back and my eyes are closed. For the first time in ages, I see stars. It’s as if the whole world narrows down to this single, overwhelming moment of bliss. Every nerve feels electrified, and all I can do is ride out the waves of pleasure, grinning and gasping as the intensity slowly subsides.

With unsteady movements and a weary body, Ethan eases himself off the workbench and collapses to the floor, catching his breath. I lie back, gazing absently at the ceiling, still lost in the aftermath.

“That was freaking awesome!” I yell with a loud laugh. “This is even better than my daydreams,” he says and joins me laughing.


Chapter seven
Heat of the Moment
Ellie


Working on the truck is taking longer than I expected, especially after we thought we almost had it.

"I'll drive to town to exchange the parts; this doesn't seem to fit," Ethan states.

My hair is pulled back in a sweaty ponytail, flighty strands sticking to my skin in the damn heat. I spot a smear of black oil on Ethan's cheek, making him look downright irresistible. I don't know what it is about those hard-working men getting all dirty, but it definitely turns me on.

I wipe the sweat from his face with a few wipes from my purse before doing the same for myself as we peel off our overalls.

"I'll come with you," I say, feeling a surge of closeness as we prepare to head into town.

As we get into his truck, we share knowing smiles. Ethan starts the audiobook with a playful smirk, and the narrator’s voice fills the car, drawing me into the story.

“His hands glide around her waist, lifting her by her ass before gently placing her on the twirling chair. Her skirt rides up, and he places her legs over his shoulders. The tiny lacy panties barely cover her as he kneels before her, steadying the chair with one hand while pushing the fabric aside, exposing her pussy.

"Still so thick and juicy," Jared murmurs.

"Do you like it?" she asks, a hint of uncertainty in her voice.

"Love it," he replies, sliding his fingers into her. The warmth and softness drive him wild. Her eyes close as her inner muscles tighten around his fingers. He adds another finger, pushing deeper. Strings of curses and moans escape her lips as her head falls back against the chair.

He touches her in all the right places, each stroke igniting a fire within her. As her climax builds and her body begins to tighten, he slips in another finger, pushing her closer to the edge. Tina can't hold back any longer. The relentless teasing reminds her of all the times she yearned for this exact moment.

Her muscles begin to loosen as she melts into his touch, surrendering to the waves of pleasure he brings. Just when she thinks she can't take anymore, he replaces his fingers with his wet, warm tongue. Jared folds it in half, penetrating her deeply, sending her spiraling into ecstasy.”

“Pull over,” I demand, my body burning with lust for him. Ethan doesn't hesitate, stopping the car in a secluded spot behind a giant tree.

I climb over to the driver's side, straddling his leg. With a quick flick, I release the lever under his seat, sliding it back for more space. His arms wrap around my neck, tilting my head up as he kisses me.

The narrator's words guide our movements like a beacon.

Ethan expertly removes my panties and shorts, baring my ass, while I peel off my tank top. Each of my tits find their way into his mouth. Teasing my nipples gently, his hand slips between my thighs. I grind my hips against him, feeling his throbbing bulge beneath me.

I waste no time undoing the loose belt holding his jeans together. He lifts slightly, affording me easy access.

"Wait, not so impatient," Ethan murmurs, with a husky voice.

He scrambles to get a condom out of his wallet, quickly tearing it open and rolling it over his throbbing cock. Without wasting any time, I sink down onto him, making him curse and moan as I grind against him, just like the female lead in the story: back and forth, up and down.

I can feel every inch of him filling me up as I move. His head falls back, eyes squeezed shut, and his grip on my arms tightens as he struggles to hold back the urge to come.

"The feel of your wet, warm pussy around me drives me wild," he murmurs.

I’m lost in the heat of the moment, feeling every bit of his hardness pressing into me. His moans and growls urge me on. Shifting my position I angle myself so he hits even deeper. For a moment, there’s a sharp sting, but then the intense pleasure quickly kicks in, making me gasp.

His hands grip my hips, guiding me as I move, each thrust bringing me closer to the edge.

I feel the tension building, a delicious ache that intensifies with each stroke. My breath quickens, and I lose myself in the rhythm of our bodies moving in tandem. I moan softly, my hands gripping his shoulders for support. Riding him faster, I feel my body tense, the pleasure building until it finally crashes over me. My head hits the headrest and a cry escapes my lips as I reach my peak, trembling with the intensity of my release.

Biting my lips, I can feel the urge to come again.

“I need one more,” I moan while my hips, already start moving by themselves.

“Oh you got me so close,” Ethan whispers.

Seconds later, we both cry out in release.

The narrator says, “…The feel of her wet, warm pussy around his dick drives him to the edge; he moves his waist slowly and rhythmically, meeting her every grind. Their moans and grunts fill the air, forming a rhythm of pleasure until they reach the climax together…”

Sweat clings to my skin despite the blaring car air conditioning.

"Wow, I really needed this after listening to the audiobook."

"I know, right," he says with a smirk, his arm wrapping around me while he fumbles with the glove compartment to find some paper. After cleaning me, he helps me into the passenger seat before tidying himself up.

I have no idea how he can drive now. I’m fighting to keep my eyes open. The dealer in town didn't have the fitting fan for my broken radiator; they had to order it, and it should arrive within the next forty-eight hours. Secretly, I thank the universe for this update. I’m not ready to leave.

***

"I will get dinner started," he announces with a big smile when we get back to the shop.

"You'll be my dessert, but let me shower first," I say with a suggestive smile.

"The night just went from great to the best," Ethan affirms, carrying me into the apartment.

Feeling his hungry gaze on me while I shower, I decide to give him a little show. I dance and sing, swinging my hips provocatively. With my eyes closed, I tilt my head back and run my fingers through my hair, down my neck to my tits. My other palm joins in, and I massage myself.

“I thought you said you’ll make dinner?” I ask with closed eyes, enjoying the shower.

"Well, I just couldn’t miss this show," he barks and laughs.

"You are one lucky man," I answer.

"You know, I think I should join you in there; looks like you could use some help," he suggests, already coming out of his jeans.

"You are right. I could use some capable hands here. And while you are at it, you could fuck me."

"You are so naughty. For those dirty thoughts, I need to punish you," he says full on serious.

“I need you to give me a blow job to make up for it,” he continues.

Okay, let’s play this game. I love his dominance.

Stepping under the water stream, he pushes me onto my knees. Without hesitation, I open my mouth wide, taking in his dick halfway. My little dance has him rock hard, and I need both hands to grab him properly while I lick his crown.

He tastes like a fantasy come true. Gripping his dick firmly with one hand, I massage his balls with the other. I spit on his erection repeatedly, gagging and swallowing the mix of my saliva and his pre-cum.

After a while, I feel his body tense beneath me; his orgasm is building. "I can't take it any longer," Ethan groans, the words heavy with anticipation. "It feels like swarms of butterflies are escaping my belly." His whole body shudders with pleasure; he doesn't hold back, cumming all over my face as he releases.

"You are one bad, bad girl," he says between pants as he lifts me halfway, then leads me out of the shower.

“Lean over the vanity for me and watch me in the mirror,” he demands as he pushes my upper body down.

Instinctively, I catch myself with both palms resting on the cold granite counter, my ass facing him. My body braces for a quick doggy-style fuck; instead, I'm met with the unexpected sensation of Ethan's mouth. Blood rushes through me as I realize that no one has ever eaten me out from behind before.

Ethan's lips close over my asshole; he releases warm air before his tongue swipes upward between my ass and pussy. Embarrassment quickly gives way to pure pleasure. His hands circle my swollen mound, gently rubbing my clit, while his tongue moves up and down in a tantalizing curve.

My body, from my waist down to my feet, has completely been taken captive by his touches, but my breasts ache for the attention. I manage to steady myself with one arm as I rub my boobs, one after the other. With my sensitive parts so thoroughly pampered, I throw my head back, my toes curling against the cold tile.

His words sound muffled against me, my eyes spin in a dizzying cycle, making my body weak.

"How about dessert before and after the main course?" he mocks as he stands, his lips covered in my clear, slimy cum.

Instead of answering, I push my ass up and back. After spitting on his fingers, he slides two of them into my pussy, his tongue circling my asshole.

"Your pussy is so tight and delicious," he grunts.

"All yours," I manage to croak.

He teases me, alternating between slow, deliberate motions and quicker, more urgent strokes. My breathing becomes ragged, and I grip the edge of the counter for support. His fingers work their magic, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

"Watch me in the mirror," he demands, his voice now a low growl.

I meet his gaze in the reflection, feeling a rush of excitement. With a final, perfectly-timed motion, he increases the pace, sending me over the brink. My body shudders with the intensity of my climax. I cry out, overwhelmed by the waves of pleasure coursing through my veins.

Ethan holds me steady, his fingers never faltering until the last tremors of my orgasm subside. I collapse against him. My eyes are locked with his in the mirror, never breaking the connection.

~ THE END ~
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Chapter one
Between Business and Pleasure


Tanya

What are the odds of running into the stranger who completely rocked my world three years ago? The last time we met, our rooms got mixed up during a brief trip to Athens, where I was trying to salvage my struggling company. Although the trip didn’t achieve its original purpose, I had gained two things.

First, I had one orgasm after another—too many to count. Second, my company’s problem mysteriously got fixed right after I landed in the USA, something I still can’t figure out.

Now, staring into his piercing eyes, my body reacts violently under the thin piece of clothing I have on. My mind is fuzzy as I look at the man whose lips were on my pussy about three years ago. If I close my eyes long enough, I can almost taste his cum in my mouth and smell his sweat against my skin. The hint of mild ginger lingers on his breath.

Memories of his cock flood my mind—God, it was the best sex I’ve ever had, both before and after our encounter. He ruined me, and now he stands here, looking at me as if he has no idea who I am.

“Come,” I command the man who is here to buy my company. Back then, he acted like he came from generational wealth, but I didn’t expect him to come after my small insurance firm. We parted on good terms. I remember how we fucked the morning before I checked out.

Now the question is, why is he doing this?

My body tingles with the sexual satisfaction of seeing him again after so many years. If I weren’t wearing panties right now, my pussy would be dripping. But the bastard wants to take everything from me with a measly five-million-dollar offer.

Prayers run through my mind. I hope that I can win this battle without my bodily cravings betraying me. I watch him closely as he stands before me, his intense gaze fixed on me. He’s aged a bit; the wrinkles at the corners of his eyes are more evident as he raises his brows, silently asking, “What do you want?”

The subtle gray in his hair makes him look even sexier, and those eyes—damn, they’re as blue as the painting of the sea staring back at me. They have to be contact lenses; I remember his eyes being green. I can’t decide which is sexier. The impatient look on his face starkly contrasts with the former calm and playful expression.

“Why are you doing this?” I ask with a sad smile.

“I told you earlier. We think TT firm has great potential.”

“Yes, I heard you. But I don’t want to sell it.”

“Looks like you missed the point, Miss Turner. I’m not asking you to sell; one way or another, I will have it,” he says coldly, with a demanding edge.

Nothing has prepared me for this version of the man whose name I had moaned years ago. He had easily been one of the best men I’d ever met; but then again, I blame myself. I didn’t really get to know him before I let myself be fucked by him.

“Did you approach me deliberately all those years ago?” I ask, my tears welling up. This company is everything to me. Of course, I wouldn’t let myself be tossed aside so easily, but my body can’t let go of the hurt from being such a fool—believing him when he stumbled into my hotel room. And it hurts even more that, even now, standing before him, my treacherous body still craves him.

He looks at me like I’ve lost my mind, his brows furrowed in frustration.


Troy

I hate this part of my job. Acquisitions are a grueling process that takes an emotional toll on me. My brother doesn’t understand the tough side of what I do. He sees it as just buying companies, but it’s far more complex. Sometimes, it’s straightforward, and my clients are relieved to get a deal. But more often than not, it’s a challenging and emotionally taxing experience dealing with people’s achievements and dreams.

The owner of this particular company is a woman. A beautiful woman. A sexy woman. And what in God’s name is she wearing? The fabric clings to her skin like nylon, just a shade darker than her skin. The way it hugs her curves leaves little to the imagination.

Judging by her numbers, it’s clear Miss Turner not only has a pretty face, but is smart. I’ve gone through the figures and am sincere when I say that the firm has immense potential.

“Did you?” she asks again.

“What do you mean?” I question.

“I’m not a forgettable woman,” she says with a smug and sad smile.

“I don’t know you, Miss Turner,” I say, staring at her retreating figure as it moves toward the door. Is she walking out on me? I ask myself frantically, but my surprise returns when I see her bolt the door shut and walk back to me.

“Surely you remember me, Mr. Alexander,” she insists before grabbing my face in her hands and kissing me senselessly. I’m taken aback for only a few seconds but recover quickly as I feel her body molding against mine. Her smooth skin is cool against mine, and damn, her lips make me curious about the secrets they might have whispered.

Her mouth envelops mine with expert precision, and my mind races, wondering what kind of woman kisses so passionately at a first meeting. I won’t stop; I can’t stop. She tastes like berries and lavender when her small, round mouth opens wide to take all of me in.

Tentatively, I move my hands, wrapping them around her waist, as if afraid I might burn if I touch her.

“Do you remember now?”

“No,” I answer almost immediately as I miss the warmth of her breath against my skin.

This is the time to think logically and tell her that I’m not interested in letting her cajole my decision by giving herself to me, but the words don’t escape my throat. I don’t want her to leave my arms. I want to fuck her on the desk.

My hands wander over her skintight dress, which barely skims two inches above her knees. My breath catches in my throat as I gaze at the tall woman, just a few inches shorter than me. Slowly, I pull her dress up with one hand while the other glides under it, touching her bare thighs and ass.

Fuck, I think, she is a wild cat. How come she doesn’t stop me? Get upset at me? My brain stops thinking as all my blood rushes south. Without even realizing what I’m doing, my hand moves to the zipper of her dress and pulls it down. Seconds later, it slides off her shoulders and lands in a puddle at her feet.

I gasp as I look at this gorgeous woman in my arms. She’s wearing a matching red bra and thong, and her full breasts are nearly spilling out of her bra as if begging to be freed. Her hips are round and perfectly shaped, creating an irresistible silhouette. The red thong contrasts vividly against her white skin, highlighting the smooth lines of her sleek form.

I can feel my pants straining with my arousal, the fabric tight and pressing against me as if ready to burst the zipper. On autopilot, my hands meander to her breasts. I’ve never seen anything so perfect in my life.

I don’t know what is going on, but I surely know that this woman will make me break my rule of “no sex with a client.”

I see a gleam of lust in her eyes. Her fingers move with a deliberate grace as she takes off my suit jacket. She slides it off my shoulders, her touch both teasing and confident. The jacket drops to the floor, and she immediately moves on to my pants, unfastening them with a practiced ease. As she pulls them down, her gaze lingers on my exposed cock, but I can’t see her reaction.

I’m guessing that she’s surprised, and hopefully in a good way. I’m hard as a rock, and the fact that I never bother with underwear usually drives women wild.

“You like what you see?” is all I can think to ask.

When she says, “I always have, Atlas,” the name rings in my head, but there’s no time to react. She captures my mouth with hers, her hand winding around my neck, and I lose all sense of reasoning. Her kiss is so passionate that I have no choice but to reciprocate. My skin burns where she touches me, like sitting too close to a campfire, but I don’t pull back.

My hands continue to roam her body, landing on her ass as she pushes against me. Not able to resist, I squeeze her butt gently before delivering a series of soft spanks. I shove her against the table, taking control of our passion. My cock presses against her thighs, and the way she tilts her hips, pulling me closer, tells me everything I need to know—she wants me inside her

I push her bra down, partially releasing her tits in my hands; I knead and tease them as her nipples harden beneath my fingers. She moans softly, arching her back and pressing her breasts further into my hands. My fingers glide down her body, tracing the curve of her hips before slipping between her legs. Finding her pussy, I part her folds and stroke her, feeling her wetness as she gasps and squirms under my touch.

My fingers trail along the edge of her thong, which is soaking wet. The lacy fabric clings to her, drenched with her arousal. In a wild, out-of-control move, I rip the thong from her body, the fabric tearing easily as I expose her completely.

I’m shocked by my own actions, but I haven’t felt this intense need in years. As I look at her—the way she arches her back and the sound of her gasp mix with her eager screams—I realize that she’s loving every second of it.

“Fuck,” I mutter, as I look at her. I can barely contain my own cravings.

I turn my attention back to her bra, the tight material straining against her full breasts. “Let me see those babies. I need to see all of you,” I growl, my voice rough with need. With a swift motion, I tackle the constricting bra, pushing the straps down her shoulders. Her tits spill out even more, full and enticing.

Her moan of approval fuels my desire. I admire how her body responds to my touch. Unable to resist any longer, I grab a condom from my pocket, tear open the wrapper and quickly roll it onto my hard cock. Lifting her onto the desk, I guide myself to her entrance and push inside her eager pussy.

Her tightness grips me as I stretch her inch by inch, feeling her body adjust around me. The pressure is intense, and I can feel every bit of resistance giving way as I fill her completely, making her gasp and curse in pleasure.

“Oh fuck, Atlas! I missed you,” she moans, her voice growing louder the deeper I push into her. With her legs wrapped around me, the pleasure intensifies. I bury my entire length inside her.

I let her body adjust for a moment. Her pussy is snug and warm, slick with her wetness, and the intoxicating scent of her sex drives me crazy. I start moving slowly, my hips rolling back and forth, savoring the feel of her tightness.

Her silent moans are muffled as she clings to my neck, her face buried against it. Each thrust sends waves of pleasure through me; her pussy throbs as I fuck her gently against the table. The way her body molds into mine, with her breasts pressing against my chest, drives me to the edge.

Losing control, my rhythm speeds up as I slam into her. Her pussy takes all of me, and she matches my thrusts with her own movements. If it’s even possible, her reaction turns me on more as her hips push up to meet mine.

“Yeah, Atlas,” she whimpers, her voice strained with the approach of her first orgasm. Each slam of balls against her ass gets me closer. Aching as I grip her tightly, she quivers lightly. Then her orgasm hits with overwhelming intensity. Her entire body shudders as her pussy clamps down on me, her walls pulsing rhythmically.

She gasps and cries out, her breaths coming in ragged bursts as her muscles contract uncontrollably. Her moans become desperate and raw, her body shivering with every aftershock of her climax. That exquisite sensation pushes me to the brink. As her climax grips me tightly, I come undone with a deep, guttural growl erupting from my lungs. My release surges through me, hot and powerful, and I feel every wave of it wash over me as I hold her close.

She looks up at me in surprise. I meet her exhausted gaze as she points to the cabinet on the wall where her wipes are.

I clean her up, my mind still reeling from how incredible the sex was. I want to tell her it was the best fuck I’ve had in a long time, but what comes out is, “I’m not Atlas.”


Tanya

My mind can’t let go of what just happened, even though I should be embarrassed and pissed at him. I’m confused and still aroused. How can brothers look so much alike?

I sent him out of my office because… why not? I just fucked a stranger. Mortification doesn’t quite capture the emotions I feel; the problem is that the sex was perfect. His dick fucked me as good as his brother had three years ago. My pussy is still pulsing at the memory of him inside me. Images of his shaft springing out of his pants blur my vision.

Wow, I love that he didn’t wear underwear. The thought of him being so available for me, and so ready, makes me wet all over again. And the idea of him going all caveman as he ripped my thong gives me goosebumps.

It’s been less than five minutes since he was inside me, and my pussy is already craving him again. When he pushed inside me, stretching my hole, I felt an intense relief, like he was exactly what I needed. Every inch of him filling me up, making me moan and curse in pleasure, was everything I had fantasized about and more.


Chapter two
A Seductive Twist


Troy

Iwonder about that sexy business woman who had given herself to me, thinking I was Atlas. Jealousy fills my mind. She is perfect. Her pussy tightened around my dick as if it were the best thing that had ever happened to her, and the way her body responded when I thrust into her drove me insane. The look of regret on her face when I told her the truth still lingers in my mind.

Atlas sure knows how to pick his women, but I can’t recall ever seeing Tanya among the faces he’s introduced to me. He must have hidden her. I don’t blame him; I would have kept such a classy woman away from him.

Our resemblance isn’t uncanny—I’m two years older than my brother, our eye colors are slightly different, and I’m an inch taller.

My phone vibrates in my pocket just as I’m reminiscing about what happened yesterday. When I see the caller ID, my heart skips a beat—it’s her, the woman who haunted my dreams all night. I didn’t expect her to ever talk to me again. I wonder what she wants.

“Hello,” I ask tentatively.

“Hello Mr. Alexander, I think we need to talk. I’m sorry about how I reacted yesterday. I was in shock at the realization of my mistake,” she says coldly.

She said “Mistake.” My heart drops, but I try to keep it together.

“I understand. Do you want to meet in person? I’m free now; would you like me to come to your office?” I ask.

“No, I’ll come to you.”

“I’m staying at the Marriott Hotel downtown. I would suggest meeting at the rooftop bar, but the wind is especially brutal up there,” I say hastily.

I want her in a private space. Want to grab her face and kiss her again… show her that yesterday was no mistake and slip a finger into her juicy pussy. Of course, I don’t say that, but I’m banking on her suggesting to meet me in my suite.

“I’ll meet you in your room. I’m twenty-five minutes away,” she states.

“Okay, I’ll inform the lobby of your arrival. I’ll see you soon.” I look around and arrange the papers on my desk before hurrying to the bathroom to freshen up. Staring at my reflection in the mirror, I wonder what I’ll tell Atlas when I get home.

A few minutes later, I hear a gentle tapping on the door. One more glance at the mirror before I open it.

“Wow,” is all I can say, staring at the woman standing before me. I don’t know what I was expecting, but certainly not this. She is wearing the sexiest jumpsuit I’ve ever seen. Something must be wrong with me. I’ve seen plenty of women in similar outfits, but all I can think now is how I’m going to peel her out of hers.

“Like what you see? Or have you never seen a woman look good in pants?” she teases, while the corner of her brow lifts slightly.

“Oh no, I-I...” I stammer awkwardly. Of course, I like what I see. I’ve certainly seen women look good in pants, but none made my dick hitch and throb like she does.

“Can I come in?” she interrupts my thoughts, brushing past me. Her eyes scan the hotel room briefly as I watch her from behind. The pants accentuate her ass perfectly, but they don’t do enough justice to what lies underneath.

“I’m sorry for the mix-up yesterday. I should’ve said something the first time you called me, “Atlas”. But I couldn’t, and I don’t regret what happened,” I say as she turns to face me, her eyes clouded with lust and need.

“I don’t regret it either,” she confesses, openly staring at my lips before looking at me suggestively.

So, it was no mistake. What a huge relief.

I gently guide her toward the small seating area in the corner of the room, my eyes lingering on her as I reach for a bottle of wine on a nearby table. “Would you like some wine?” I ask, trying to catch my breath and calm the storm of lust surging through me.

“Yes, please,” she replies, her voice just a whisper.

I pour the wine into two glasses, handing one to her as I settle into the chair beside her. Her eyes never leave me, a smoldering look of need still evident. She sips her wine slowly, her gaze flickering between the glass and me.

Reaching over, I grab her hand and start massaging her palm gently. Not sure what to say, I shift and take her mouth in mine. My hands grab her ass and squeeze it as if she might disappear if I wait any longer. Fueled by burning desire, my lips hungrily devour hers, as I pull her closer.

“Wait,” she says as she places her wine down to reach into her bag. Seconds later, she pulls out a small bottle with some liquid inside. My curiosity is piqued, and I raise an eyebrow. “What’s that?”

She meets my gaze. “It’s massage oil.”

My eyes widen slightly, in excitement. “Am I getting a massage, or are you asking me to give you one?”

“I was hoping for both.”

After a pause, she continues. “Let me be honest with you. It’s been a while for me. Yesterday was incredible, and I need more. I want to feel your hands on me and feel you inside and out. I need you to fuck me all night.”

I take a deep breath, my mind racing with the implications. The idea of spending the night with her, indulging in every fantasy and craving, is almost overwhelming. “Are you sure? I mean, we should keep this professional,” I offer, getting hard just thinking of having sex with her.

“I know,” she interrupts, her voice firm but filled with need. “Let’s not make this complicated. I want you more than anything,” she says, gesturing to my bulge. “And if I’m not mistaken, you want me too.”

Nodding, I take the oil from her, my fingers brushing hers as I hold it. “Alright. Let’s make tonight unforgettable.”

She looks at me with a mixture of relief and excitement. What a woman. She knows what she wants, is all I can think. She leans in, her lips capturing mine in a passionate kiss. Her hands roam over my chest, and I can feel the heat radiating from her body.

“Take it off,” she murmurs against my lips. Without breaking the kiss, I pull the straps from her jumpsuit over her shoulders, leaving her in a simple black silk camisole that hugs her skin perfectly.

Tanya’s hands are on my shoulders; she pulls me in close before her lips land on mine again. I fumble with a zipper on the side of her pants; while she lifts her arms, I pull the camisole over her head.

Her hands move to my shirt, unbuttoning it with a sense of urgency. “I want you so bad Troy,” she breathes, her eyes locking with mine.

Grabbing her palm to place it on my bulge I counter with, “I want you too, baby.”

Watching her cheeks flush, I break the kiss and gaze into her eyes. “Let’s take this somewhere more comfortable,” I murmur.

She nods, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps. I take her hand and help her to her feet, guiding her to the plush couch in the corner of the room. She sits down, her dreamy eyes on me.

Kneeling before her, my hands slide up her thighs and spread them gently. Her breath hitches as I kiss the inside of her knee, my lips trailing upward with deliberate slowness. I can feel her heat intensify as I move higher, my mouth tracing the path of my hands.

When I reach the apex of her thighs, I pause, glancing up at her. Her eyes are half-closed, her lips parted in a soft moan. Watching her hands gripping the edge of the couch, I anticipate moving her black panty to the side. When I realize that she is wearing one of those sexy lingerie bottoms with an opening right by her fold, a surge of excitement pulses through me.

The sight of her already exposed and ready makes my heart race and my arousal intensify. I let out a low growl of approval, my hands sliding up her thighs to gently part her legs wider.

“You’re full of surprises, aren’t you?” I murmur. She bites her lower lip, her eyes locking onto mine with a look of pure, unadulterated lust.

The sight of her so vulnerable and ready makes my erection strain painfully against my pants. After a few seconds, I return to part her folds with my fingers, my tongue flicking out to taste her. She shudders, a gasp escaping her lips as I begin to delight her with my mouth. Taking my time, I explore every inch of her, finding the spots that make her cry out with pleasure.

Her hips begin to move, her body responding to my touch, and her moans growing louder and more desperate. I increase the pace, my tongue and fingers working in tandem to bring her closer and closer to the edge. Her hands tangle in my hair, pulling me closer as she rides the rush of bliss. When she finally comes, it’s with a cry that echoes through the room, her body arching off the couch as she shatters around me.

“Don’t stop,” she pleads, her voice a breathless whisper.

I have no intention of stopping. I continue to lick and kiss her lower lips, drawing out her orgasm until she’s spent. Then I move up, kissing her deeply, letting her taste herself on my lips. She wraps her arms around me, pulling me close, her body still quivering from the intensity of her release.

I can hardly contain myself, my need for her having reached a fever pitch. As she catches her breath, I stand and quickly undo my belt, my fingers fumbling with the button and zipper in my haste. As I strip off my pants, my cock springs free, hard and ready.

Her eyes widen with desire as she takes in the sight of me. Her look makes my cock twitch with need. Unable to wait any longer, I position myself between her legs, my erection brushing against her sensitive folds. She gasps, her body arching toward me, urging me on.

“Wait,” I murmur, reaching into the nearby drawer and pulling out a condom. With practiced ease, I tear open the wrapper and roll the condom over my length, the sensation of the latex heightening my arousal.

“Wow, I can see how ready you are,” she breathes, her eyes locked onto mine with a look of pure desire.

I glance down at her lace panties, knowing my cock might rip right through them. “These need to come off,” I command, my voice rougher than anticipated. She nods, lifting her hips to help me slide them off.

With the condom in place, I position myself once more, my erection now feeling enormous. Guiding myself to her entrance, the moment of anticipation is savored before slowly pushing into her. When the tight, wet heat of her body envelops me, I let out a low groan.

She moans, her hands clutching at my back, her nails digging into my skin. “Yes,” she whispers, her voice trembling with desire.

I start to move slowly and deliberately. The sensation is almost overwhelming: my cock feels incredibly hard, filling her completely. Her body responds to mine perfectly, her hips rising to meet each thrust, her moans growing louder, more desperate.

As the rhythm builds, my movements become more urgent, more frantic. I can feel her tightening around me, her body shuddering with each thrust. This sight of her, so eager and ready, drives me wild, the pleasure almost too much to bear.

Her eyes are half-closed and her lips parted in a soft moan as I continue to penetrate her; the sound of our bodies moving together fills the room. With each movement, I can feel myself getting closer, the pressure building within me, driving me to the brink.

When I finally reach the climax, it’s with a shattering intensity that leaves me breathless, my body quivering with the force of my release. I hold her tightly, feeling her pulse around me, her body convulsing in ecstasy. My mind is a haze of satisfaction and lingering desire.

After a moment, she lifts her head, her eyes drifting down to my erection. A sly smile spreads across her face. “Looks like he is ready for round two.”

Her words send a fresh wave of arousal through me. She shifts, straddling my hips, positioning herself over me. “Time for me to ride you,” she announces.

“Let’s move this to the bed,” I insist.

Carrying her into the bedroom, I savor the way her body molds to mine, her legs wrapped tightly around my waist, her warm breath grazing my neck. Carefully, I lay her down on the bed. Before I can say a word, she pushes me back and straddles my hips, her movements fluid and confident. She doesn’t waste a second, gripping my cock with purpose, guiding it to her entrance.

The condom is still full of my release, and the slickness makes it easier for her to slide the tip of me against her wetness. Slowly, she lowers herself onto me, inch by inch, and I can feel her tight heat gripping me as she takes me deeper. Her breath hitches, and her eyes flutter closed. I can feel her body shudder slightly when I’m fully inside her.

Her hands rest on my chest as she pauses for a moment, letting out a soft moan as she adjusts to the fullness. Then, with a wicked grin, she starts to move, rolling her hips with a slow, teasing rhythm, completely in control.

Her eyes are shut and her head tilts back as she grinds against me. Seconds later her breaths come out in sharp gasps, and her nails dig into my chest. Her ass is firm under my hands as I grip her, trying to guide her pace, but she’s fully in control now, riding me exactly how she needs it. Her breasts bounce with each movement, teasing me, and the sight of her completely lost in her desire—her body taking over—makes me want to lose myself all over again.

Her moans grow louder and more ragged as she moves with increasing urgency, each thrust becoming more frantic. I can feel that she’s close, so close.

“Come for me,” I urge, my voice low and rough.

With one final grind, she throws her head back, her whole body shuddering as her orgasm crashes through her. She cries out, her walls clenching around me. I feel her collapse forward as she sinks onto my chest.


Tanya

His gaze is intense, sending a thrill down my spine. Then, without a word, he kneels beside me, reaching for the bottle of oil I brought. The click of the cap is the only sound in the room, followed by the soft drip as he pours the oil into his hands.

With his palms gliding over my back, slick with oil, I feel my body instantly relax. His hands are firm yet gentle, kneading the tension from my muscles, each stroke coaxing a soft sigh from my lips. The oil amplifies every sensation, making his touch even more intoxicating.

I feel his warmth spreading through me as he slowly works his way down my back. The oil lets his hands move smoothly, while I arch, craving more. His big, strong hands hit all the right spots, teasing and pleasing until I’m completely lost.

After loosening every knot of tension, I feel him shift behind me, his hard length brushing against my ass cheeks. The unexpected sensation makes my breath hitch, a sharp intake of air that I’m sure he notices.

Pausing for a moment he lets his cock linger against me, without moving any further. The heat of him is undeniable. It takes all my willpower not to push back against him, desperate for more contact. But before I can act on the impulse, I feel his lips brushing my ear.

“How does that feel?” he murmurs, his voice low and smooth, laced with a hint of playfulness.

I swallow hard, my voice barely above a whisper. “Amazing.”

His hands slide up my sides, tracing the curve of my waist before they return to my back, continuing their slow, sensual massage. Now, I’m hyper-aware of his cock pressed against me, hinting at the promise of what’s to come.

He lowers himself further, his breath hot against my ear again. “You know,” he begins, his tone shifting, “I offer special services. Something a little...extra for my best clients.”

I bite my lip, suppressing a smile as I play along. “Oh, and what would that be?”

His hands slide down to my lower back, fingers tracing slow, deliberate circles as he speaks. “A happy ending,” he whispers, the words sending a jolt of excitement through me. “Just for you.”

I can’t help the soft moan that escapes my lips as he speaks.“That sounds...intriguing,” I reply, my voice trembling with anticipation.

“Good,” he says, his tone dropping to a husky whisper. “Because I make sure to satisfy you.”

Feeling his cock more firmly against my ass now. “Just relax and let me take care of you,” he adds, his voice a mix of command and reassurance.

I close my eyes, surrendering to the moment, my entire body craving him. His hands work their way down to my thighs, squeezing gently. With agonizing slowness, he begins to guide his cock between my legs, sliding against my slick heat as he continues to massage my butt and inner thighs.

“You feel so good,” he murmurs. “So ready for me.”

I moan softly, unable to hold back the sound. “Please,” I whisper, my voice heavy with need.

“Patience, sweetheart,” he murmurs playfully. “I’m going to take my time with you.”

Like a professional massage therapist who knows exactly how to unravel every knot of tension, his hands glide over my skin. “You’ve had a long day, haven’t you?” he asks. “Let me take care of you.”

More than anything I can feel his cock pressing against me, brushing me with every movement.

“How does that feel?” he asks, his tone perfectly calm, as if we’re still in the middle of a professional session. The growing pressure between my legs is anything but professional.

“It feels…incredible,” I murmur needily.

He chuckles again, the sound sending a shiver down my spine. “Good,” he says, “but I think it’s time for your special treatment. You’ve been such a good client.”

He pulls back slightly, reaching for something on the nightstand. I hear the familiar sound of a condom packet being torn open.

I feel the cool latex as he rolls the condom over his length; then he’s back, pressing his cock against my slick entrance. “Are you ready for your happy ending?” he asks, his voice low and heated, as he slowly pushes inside me.

“Yes,” I gasp, barely able to speak as he begins to move, slow and sensual, just like the rest of the massage. But this time, there’s no doubt that he’s no longer the therapist. He’s the one in control. I’m completely at his mercy, ready to receive every bit of pleasure he’s about to give me.

As he picks up the pace, his hands move to my hips, pulling me up onto all fours. The change in position heightens my hunger. I can’t moan, my body quaking with every thrust. He takes full advantage, his cock sliding in and out with a rhythm that drives me wild.

“Are you enjoying this, sweetheart?” he asks, his voice a rough.

“Yes,” I moan, my voice breaking.

“Good,” he replies, his tone full of satisfaction. “I want you to come for me.”

His thrusts grow faster, harder. I feel the pressure building inside me until it’s almost overwhelming. With a final, powerful push, he hits that perfect spot, and I come, my body trembling as waves of ecstasy crash over me. The intense sensation makes me cry out, every muscle in my body tensing and then releasing in pure bliss.

As I come down from the high, he continues to fuck me from behind. His breaths become ragged, and I can feel the tension in his bodybuilding. After another extremely deep thrust, he lets out a guttural groan, his body shuddering as he releases inside the condom. The warmth and sensation of his climax trigger another ripple of ecstasy through me, intensifying my aftershocks.

He collapses against me, his breath hot and heavy on my back.


Tanya

There is something about those Greek men. Despite just coming, Troy’s cock is rock hard. The sight of it makes my pulse race. I’m exhausted on the one hand and poised for more on the other; who knows when I’ll have sex again? Determined, I rise from the bed.

“Are you ready for another round?” I ask.

He grins, wincing slightly. “I’m a little sore, but take what you need.”

Just looking at him makes me ache with desire. His cock stands proud and thick, almost as if it’s craving release. I reach out to touch him, my fingers brushing over the bulging veins of his firm shaft. The texture of him is hot and tantalizing against my skin, and the way his cock twitches only heightens my anticipation. His eyes meet mine with a hungry glint, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he watches me.

I roll the condom onto him, not breaking eye contact. “My turn now,” I murmur, positioning myself over him again. The anticipation makes my core tighten with need. Slowly, I sink down, guiding him back inside me. My breath hitches as I wiggle my hips, feeling the delicious stretch. A soft whine escapes my lips as I take him deeper, my body trembling with need.

As I sink down further, I can see the tension in his muscles—the way his entire body seems to flex and strain with the effort of holding back his pleasure. His cock fills me to the brim. A soft moan escapes my lips as I start to move, rocking my hips back and forth with purpose. I close my eyes, losing myself in the moment.

Troy’s hands find my hips, guiding me in a steady rhythm. Riding him harder, I take his hands and place them on my boobs. He squeezes and massages them with just the right amount of pressure. When he grazes my nipples, my body shakes involuntarily.

I lean forward, my hands braced on his shoulders for support. I can feel him deep inside me, the intensity building with each roll of my hips. His groans and moans mix with mine, creating a symphony of pleasure that drives me further to the edge of bliss.

“Fuck, Tanya,” he murmurs, his voice raw and hoarse. “You feel incredible.”

“And you fill me perfectly. I’m going to take you for another wild ride,” I whisper, feeling satisfied.

I ride him harder, faster, feeling the pressure building between my legs. His cock is relentless, pushing me toward an orgasm that feels almost too intense to bear. My movements become more frantic as I chase the peak.

“Oh fuck!” I yell. My body jerks violently as he pinches and spanks my ass.

“I love this dick,” I whimper, holding my orgasm back. I can feel that he is not quite there yet. I turn 180 degrees without withdrawing his dick. My ass faces his face now, while I ride him.

“Tanya!” he yells, spanking my ass again.

“You like this, don’t you?” I ask.

“Yes,” he answers.

Grabbing his legs for support I ride him hard, my pussy squeezing and milking him for all it’s worth. Just when I think I can’t take any more, a tide of euphoria sweeps over me. My moans become desperate and loud as I come, my muscles clenching tightly around him.

I cry out his name as I ride out my climax. Seconds later, he follows me over the edge. His release is intense, his body shuddering. I slowly pull off him, my legs shaky, and turn around to face him. Leaning down, I press my chest against his, and Troy wraps his arms around me, pulling me close. The steady beat of his heart against mine is a calming rhythm.

“Can you spoon me?” I ask softly, my voice barely above a whisper.

He shifts behind me. I settle onto my side, his warm body pressing against my back. The closeness is comforting, but when he leans in and whispers, “Spread your pussy for me,” my brain goes into overdrive.

Horny just from his words, I obey, parting myself for him. I feel him guiding his cock back inside me, slowly sliding in; the sensation makes me gasp, my body already craving more. As I start to rock back and forth, he matches my movements, his hands gripping my hips to guide me.

The friction between us is electric, and when he murmurs, “I love your ass, Tanya,” I arch my back to take him deeper.

My moans become more urgent as the pressure builds inside me. “Don’t stop,” I whisper, moving faster, feeling him swell even more within me. With a final thrust, I shudder and feel the release, the pleasure overwhelming. I stay like that for a moment, breathing heavily before I turn my head to look at him. “That was incredible,” I murmur.

He smiles, pulls me closer, and whispers, “You’re incredible.”


Chapter three
Double Trouble


Troy

Almost a week has passed, and my plans aren’t coming together yet. The only thing coming is a whole bucket load of cum every night when I meet Tanya in my hotel. We never talk about the sale of her company, but we both know that’s an inevitable conversation for another day.

The pressure from my brother increases every day. It’s unlike me to take this long to turn in a report with a big label splayed across it in bold red letters: “Sold.”

I’ve been rejecting calls from the company for days now. “Just a few more days with her before I get into work mode,” is my mantra.

Atlas has been asking if I need help and what is going on. I ignored him. What am I supposed to tell him? I met his fling from three years ago and have been fucking her every single day since I got here? I can’t think clearly with her around and have no idea what to do with her or her company.

Tanya

Troy has not talked about buying my company since the day he arrived. I guess distracting him works well. But I know it will not last forever. The more I think about his offer, the more I think he might have a point. I’m getting tired of running a business. Selling might be an option.

Leaning back in my chair, I think how sex would be a good distraction right now. Coincidentally, my PA pops her head into my office and announces, “Mr. Alexander is here.”

Surprised, I reply, “Let him in.”

“Well, the universe is certainly in my favor,” I mutter under my breath, arranging my hair as best as I can.

“Hey, Mr. Alexander,” I say, standing up from my chair and walking over to him. I move behind him to lock the door. “We do not have an appointment today,” I continue, my voice lower and more intense than before. I feel his breath catch when I wrap my small hands around him, the memories of the five days we spent together clearly flashing through his mind. His pants are getting noticeably tighter; if it were up to me, I’d be ready to free him right here and now.

The million-dollar question “What are you doing here?” is stuck in my throat as my hands move from his waist down to the bulge in his pants. His heart pulses as his dick throbs from my touch.

Lifting my chin, he looks into my eyes and my flushed, horny face. “I missed you,” he says.

“Is that why you are here?” I ask; he distracts me with a kiss instead of answering.

I unbutton his faded jeans, and his cock springs out, fully erect and straining for attention. His hands slide around my frame, firmly grabbing my ass. With a teasing smile, he lifts me up and gently places me on my twirling chair, making my heart race.

My skirt rides up as he places my legs on his shoulders. A tiny lacy piece of fabric is all that covers my pussy as he kneels before me. Holding the chair steady with one hand, he pulls the thong to the side with the other.

“Thick juicy pussy as always.”

“You like it?”

“Love it,” he stammers before placing his hand into my fold. His eyes close as my pussy tightens around his finger. He inserts another one, this time pushing it in further. Strings of curses and moans escape my lips as my head falls back against the chair.

He’s touching me in all my right spots, his fingers finding every sensitive nerve. When he feels me getting closer to orgasm, he inserts another finger, stretching me even more.

“Please, don’t stop,” I beg, desperately. My hips move involuntarily, grinding against his hand, seeking more of the exquisite sensation he’s giving me. Troy’s thumb finds my clit, rubbing in slow, deliberate circles that send electric shocks through my body. My breathing quickens. I can feel the pressure building inside me, coiling tighter and tighter with each stroke.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmurs. He curls his fingers inside me, hitting that perfect spot that makes me see stars. My body tenses, every muscle contracting as I teeter at the edge of release.

“Yes, oh wow, yes!” I cry out, my hands gripping the edges of the chair. His movements become more urgent and insistent, as he drives me closer to the brink. The world around me fades away, leaving only the intense sensation of his fingers working their magic inside me.

With one last deep plunge, I come undone. My orgasm crashes over me like a tidal wave, my entire body shaking with the force of it. I scream, “Troy!” but he quickly places his other palm over my mouth, muffling the sound. “Shhh, sweetheart, we’re in your office.”

He doesn’t stop, continuing to stroke me through the aftershocks. Desperate to ground myself, I grab his hand and stop his movement, pushing him in as deep as I can. I hold him there, feeling his fingers pulse inside me as I come down from my high.

As I finally release his hand, he slowly withdraws, leaving me feeling deliciously empty and satisfied. Licking his fingers a wicked grin spreads across his face.

“You taste so good,” Troy says, his eyes locking onto mine with a promise of more to come. I can only nod, still lost in the lingering euphoria of my orgasm, my body aching for him to take me again.

As if in a rush, he lifts me from the chair, setting me on the edge of the table. I slowly push all the documents to one side, making room for what’s to come. His cock stands tall and proud, a darker shade of brown compared to his naturally tanned Greek skin. Veins pulse beneath the taut surface, showcasing his arousal. He pulls a condom from his wallet, the hunger in his eyes as he tears it open with his teeth. Swiftly, he rolls the latex on, while his eyes never leave mine.

With my legs spread wide, he positions himself between them. Without another word, he pushes inside me, filling me completely in one smooth motion. I gasp at the sudden fullness, my fingers gripping the edge of the table for support.

Troy isn’t taking his time. He’s nailing me fast and hard. The thought of making him this needy and desperate gives me a rush of triumph. With his hands on my hips, he guides me back and forth onto his cock. My hot channel tightens hard against his dick, gripping him as he pounds into me. Table creaking and moans fill the room.

“I’m about to cum,” he announces, his voice strained, his thrusts becoming erratic.

“I got you,” I say, clenching over his throbbing and jerking dick. The pressure inside me builds again, and I feel myself on the brink of another orgasm.

“Oh wow,” I moan as my legs almost give way, but he catches me just in time. His thrusts become erratic, matching the wild rhythm of my heartbeat.

“Fuck,” he screams, his breath hot against my ear. I feel his cock pulse as he comes, triggering my own orgasm. My body trembles in his arms as I ride out the storm.

Troy’s hands roam over my body, his touch possessive and adoring, as if he can’t get enough of me. He finally pulls out, discarding the condom and pulling me into his arms. His eyes are filled with satisfaction

***

Later that day, the office is quiet. I’m buried in paperwork, my focus sharp and unyielding, when a gentle knock interrupts my concentration. My PA peeks into the office with a polite smile and says, “Mr. Alexander is here.”

Surprised I reply, “Did he forget something? Let him in.”

“I missed you, Agapitós.”

My head jerks up as I stare at the man before me, his green eyes boring into my soul. It’s him: the other brother from three years ago.

“Atlas?”

“Tanya,” he greets with a beautiful smile.

Atlas steps into the office, the familiar aura of his presence enveloping the room. I stand up, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. It’s been three years since I last saw him; seeing him now feels like a whirlwind of memories and emotions.

“Atlas, it’s really you,” I say, trying to keep my voice steady. “I didn’t expect to see you here.”

He chuckles softly, taking a few steps closer. “I know, you expected my brother, right?”

“Y-yes…I mean, no,” I stutter.

His eyes scan me first in an angry kind of way, but then he smiles.

“Have you two…” he asks.

“Yes,” leaves my lips without even thinking.

“I fucked him. I thought he was you when I first met him,” I say coyly.

“I thought something was off. Troy usually does not take more than three days to buy a company and return home. He’s never stayed longer than five days anywhere. He always reports back, but he has been ignoring my calls. At first, I thought maybe something had happened; then I looked closer and saw your name as the owner of the company we were going for. So, I came to see for myself.”

“Are you angry?” I ask before I walk closer to him.

“Angry? No. I missed you and I’d be lying if I said that I don’t care. I’m jealous. But I also understand.”

With a swift motion, I wrap my hands around his neck, threading my fingers through his hair. My grip is firm yet tender as I pull him closer until our faces are mere inches apart. Our eyes lock, and I feel his breath mingling with mine. Without another word, I close the gap, capturing his lips in a passionate kiss.

The kiss is different. Several emotions are conveyed through it: familiarity and need, mainly. Atlas knows he doesn’t own me, but I can feel the tension radiating off him. What is he thinking right now? Is he jealous, possessive, or just caught up in the heat of the moment? I wonder if he’s struggling with the idea of sharing me or if the thought excites him in some twisted way.

“Did he fuck you well?” he asks.

“Yes,” I say, looking at him smugly.

“Who fucks better?” he asks as he removes the headband holding my thick hair together, his hands running through my silky tresses.

“I don’t know,” I say as I lean in to kiss him again.

“Want to remind me just how good you are?” I tease as I bite his lips.

“Yes,” he simply says as he gently undoes the button from my shirt, taking it off my shoulders quietly as he places gentle kisses on the space between my exposed shoulder and neck.

With every kiss that follows, he loosens a hook of my bra, and my breasts fall free from the entrapment. He throws the tiny piece of clothing on the chair where my shirt sits.

“Did he touch you like this?” he asks as he pinches one of my pink, hard nipples before letting his big hands cover and lift my breasts, squeezing them fondly. I am losing my mind with the pleasure building inside of me.

“Yes,” I say in a moan.

He looks at me with an intense, possessive gaze, his touch igniting a fiery trail of sensation. “And did he make you feel like this?” he growls, his voice rough with desire.

Before I can answer, he leans in, his lips brushing against my ear as he murmurs, “Tell me I’m better. Tell me I make you feel things he never could.”

His words send a shiver down my spine. “You’re better,” I gasp, my voice trembling with the intensity of the moment. “You make me feel so much more.”

His eyes darken with satisfaction as he pulls me closer, his grip tightening around my throat, not enough to hurt but enough to make me gasp. His lips crush against mine in a wild, demanding kiss, his tongue claiming mine with an intensity that leaves me breathless.

The sensation of his fingers wrapped around my neck, combined with the fierceness of his kiss, sends a thrill of forbidden excitement through me. Each powerful thrust he delivers is matched by the dominance of his touch, making me lose myself completely in the moment.

He pulls back just enough to look into my eyes, his gaze fierce and possessive. “You’re mine,” he growls, before plunging back into the kiss, his hands continuing to assert their dominance. The combination of his kisses and unrelenting thrusts overwhelms my senses, pushing me to the edge as I surrender to the wild, exhilarating ride.

Possessive he guides me down onto the desk. As he explores every inch of my body with an urgent hunger, he pushes my skirt up and pulls my panty off, discarding it with a rough but eager gesture. He aligns himself with me, his bulge pressing against me with delicious pressure.

I reach down and wrap my fingers around his cock, feeling the heat and firmness through his clothes. I pull his pants and boxer shorts down with a playful urgency, tossing them aside. Now, fully exposed, I take a second to admire him. Compared to his brother’s, his shaft is slightly thicker, with a prominent vein running along its length that seems to pulse with each heartbeat. The head is more pronounced and slightly darker; it curves just enough to hint at a different kind of pleasure.

Shaking my head, I push aside the comparison and focus on the present. After his brother’s daily visits to my office, I’ve become accustomed to having condoms stashed in every corner. I grab one from the desk drawer and hand it to Atlas, making sure we’re both prepared for the moment.

Without further hesitation, he enters me with a forceful thrust, his body pressing me down onto the desk. The sensation is overwhelming. I gasp as he starts to move with a relentless rhythm.

He grips the desk behind me, his movements powerful and precise as he pushes in as far as he can. The sensation is intense and exhilarating; he stretches me more than his brother ever did. Each thrust fills me completely, taking me to the brink and making me feel like he might just tear me apart.

“Tell me,” he murmurs, his voice rough with desire, “does my dick feel better than my brother’s?”

His thrusts are relentless, and the intensity makes it hard to think. I gasp, struggling to catch my breath. “Yes,” I moan, “your cock is bigger. You stretch me in ways he never could.”

I can see the satisfaction in his gaze, a dark, triumphant glint. My moans grow louder with each powerful stroke, and I can barely hold onto reality as he drives me to the brink. I feel the pressure building, my body trembling with need and pleasure. When he is deep inside me, I shudder and come undone, exploding from within.

He continues to fuck me senseless, his own release coming with a deep, satisfied groan.


Chapter four
Double the Pleasure


Tanya

Why settle for one when I can have two? My house is located in a peaceful estate downtown. The serenity and comfort of my home make the daily fifty-minute commute to the company worth it.

“So, let me get this straight, you are currently sleeping with both brothers?” my best friend asks through the speakerphone.

“Yes,” I say proudly.

“Oh, you slut,” she screams.

“Which brother do you prefer?” Kylie pushes me.

“Both. They are different. With one I have history, he calls me Greek names and worships my body, and the other one just knows how to fuck me,” I say dreamily.

“Holy fuck, T, you are living the dream,” she gushes.

“This weekend, I’m inviting them both to my apartment for a game night,” I reveal.

“Shmuck! You’re gonna bang both of them, aren’t you?”

“Why settle for one brother at a time when I can have both?” I laugh.

“Let me live vicariously through you, give me all the juicy details later. Bye, girl,” she says giddily before disconnecting.

***

“Come in,” I invite both brothers. Troy is wearing khaki pants with a plaid shirt rolled at the sleeves with three buttons undone. He looks fucking sexy, followed by his brother in his signature jeans hanging low on his waist and a white polo shirt. His hair is wet, and those green orbs of his glisten as he smirks at me, making my pussy throb.

As I look at them standing next to each other, I see the slight height difference; Troy is at least an inch taller than Atlas. Both place small kisses on my lips. Atlas gives me a quick love bite as he smirks again.

“We brought some wine,” Troy says as he hands me a bottle.

“And a few snacks,” Atlas adds. “These are stuffed grape leaves. We had them in Greece together, remember?” Of course, I remember, but I just nod. I don’t need Troy to get jealous. I want them both. I know they want me, but I’m not sure If they can do me together.

“I also brought these just in case,” Troy says as he moves closer and puts my hand in one of his pants pockets. I feel foils of condoms, and I hit him playfully before moving to the kitchen to get some glasses.

“Wow, you guys thought of everything,” I say. Relieved they got the memo—why I invited them together.

“You look so sexy, Agapitós,” Atlas says following me into the kitchen.

“Thank you. Thank you for coming over, you two. I’m so excited for our game night,” I answer with an ambiguous smile.

One brother more charming then the other. They are so different and yet so similar at the same time. I certainly cannot decide which one I like better.

We eat and drink wine, the tension palpable, but unspoken. The way their eyes linger on me and the subtle touches as they pass the dishes—it’s a prelude to what’s inevitably coming. My heart races with anticipation, my body already responding to the unspoken promise in the air.

After dinner, while Troy is cleaning up, I feel Atlas’s hands creep under the table to touch my exposed thighs. My breath catches, and I am thrown into a mental euphoria. Without many words and a clouded mind, I move away from his touch, go around the kitchen island, hop on it, and spread my legs wide as I look back and forth between both brothers.

Like moths attracted to a flame, they walk over to me and watch lustfully as I lick my lips and pull down my dress zipper. I hold out my hand to Troy; he leans in, his hand gently cups my face as I kiss him softly. His mouth captures mine carefully, our tongues entwining as he allows me to dominate the kiss.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Atlas watching us, his gaze intense. I can almost feel his arousal. The way our lips move in sync is hypnotizing. Just as suddenly as it started, I pull away from Troy and turn to his brother, drawing him in for a kiss.

Atlas grabs the back of my head and kisses me hard, our teeth clashing with the urgency. His hands wander to my ass, squeezing gently as he takes control. My hands wrap around his neck, deepening the kiss until we break apart for breath. The tension in the room is maddening.

“You’re both so sexy,” I announce. Troy stands between my legs; as he takes off my silky sundress, it falls to the floor, revealing my black lacy bra and thong.

I reciprocate by removing his t-shirt, my hands roaming over his hard, chiseled chest. His hands linger on my cleavage, massaging me gently before embracing me in a kiss. Atlas walks around me. His hands move to the hook of my bra, unclasping it as I work my way down his brother’s torso.

With my free hand, I unfasten the belt on Troy’s pants and push them down as he steps out of them. Still surprised that he’s not wearing underwear, my hand moves to his exposed bulge. I gently massage his firmness, while Atlas’s hands move to my chest, teasing my breasts. I moan softly, arching into his touch and tilting my head back. With my head on his shoulder, his mouth presses against my neck, lips nibbling slowly along the skin with teasing bites.

Troy’s hands roam over my exposed thighs. I believe he is attempting to massage them. I can see the frustration and desire in his eyes, as he struggles to keep control. My hand job must be quite distracting. Instead of stopping, I tease him more by gently playing with his balls.

“Ahhh,” my moans intensify when Atlas bites my earlobe fairly hard. His fingers graze my areola while his other hand fumbles with my hair.

Troy finally rips my thong from my waist, his hands gingerly caressing my ass and thighs as I open my legs for him.

“So wet,” he moans.

My head reels as I focus on the pleasure both brothers are giving me. Atlas’s big, manly palms massage my left breast and move down to my sides and under my ribcage. Meanwhile, his mouth sucks on the right one like a reward is awaiting him. Troy’s fingers begin their exploration with a teasing touch, his fingertips brushing lightly over the sensitive folds of my pussy. He starts with firm, slow strokes, easing one finger inside me slowly.

“How could I live without you two pleasuring me?” I whisper, as my head falls back again.

Troy gradually increases the pressure, his finger moves in a rhythmic motion, curling and stretching me. His thumb circles my clit with a firm yet gentle touch while his brother works on my tits. He pinches them hard before I can feel his hand on my throat. I’d never noticed until the other day that choking gets me extremely aroused. Moaning loudly, I stretch my neck and expose it for him even more.

Troy also becomes more insistent, slipping a second finger inside me to join the first, stretching me just right.

“Ahh, don’t stop, Atlas.”

“Mm, just like that, Troy,” I moan, my hands running through the hair of both brothers who seem lost in the intensity of pleasing me.

In a moment of clarity, I unfasten Atlas’s belt and pull his pants down. Walking around the island he removes his underwear, and I watch as his cock throbs with growing arousal. As my orgasm begins to build, my body starts to shake uncontrollably. I clutch Atlas’s head, my fingers tangling in his thick hair as I pull him closer. He responds by pressing his lips against mine, the kiss fierce and passionate, heightening the sensation.

At the same time, Troy’s fingers work their magic, slipping a third finger inside me. The added pressure pushes me closer to the edge. My pussy tightens reflexively around his fingers, gripping them with a desperate need.

The mingling scents of our desire and my own arousal fill the air. I can’t hold back any longer; the building pressure finally explodes into a powerful climax, my body trembling and convulsing as I come undone. Feeling empowered, I climb down from the island and take turns discarding the remnants of both brothers’ clothes. Their hard dicks begging for attention.

“Think you can handle both of us?” Atlas asks with a wink.

I nod, excitement coursing through me as I gaze at the two gorgeous brothers: one has a dick that is a little longer and lean while the other thick and girthy. I start by taking the longer one into my mouth, my lips parting and enveloping him with a warm, eager sensation. I swirl my tongue around the head, savoring his taste and the way he starts to throb with pleasure.

As I focus on him, my hands move to Atlas’ thick cock. I wrap my fingers around his shaft, stroking him with a firm yet gentle motion, feeling the pulse of his arousal. My movements are deliberate, matching the rhythm of my mouth on the other. I switch my attention, sliding the first one out of my mouth and turning to take the thick, girthy member in, savoring how he fills my mouth.

With a practiced hand, I continue to pleasure the longer one, my strokes becoming more urgent. I switch back and forth, my mouth and hands working in tandem. With a spark of determination, I glance up at the two brothers.

“I want to suck you both at the same time.”

I take a moment to adjust, then angle my head just right, bringing their cocks closer together. I start by taking the longer one in my mouth again, stretching my lips around him. Then I lean over, opening wider to accommodate Atlas’ dick beside it.

It’s a challenge, but I manage to get both tips into my mouth; my lips are stretched to the limit as I begin to move, sucking them. The sensation of their cocks rubbing against each other inside my mouth sends a thrill through me. I alternate my attention, swirling my tongue around both heads.

I bob my head slightly, taking them as deep as I can, while my hands reach up to gently stroke the bases of their shafts. The sounds of their pleasure only heighten my own. I push myself to take even more of them, relishing the fullness as I please both brothers simultaneously.

Before giving them the chance to come I say, “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

All three of us, naked and holding hands, head upstairs. I’ve prepared the room with wine, condoms, a dildo, and a vibrator. Without a word, I open the door and let them in. Everything is white, from the walls to the carpet, making the space feel larger. Troy pushes me silently onto the bed, his hand roaming possessively from my shoulders down to my waist. I lock eyes with Atlas, who watches us from a chair, a small smile playing on his lips as he sips his wine.

A loud moan escapes my lips as Troy positions himself at my entrance. Before he can push in, I quickly reach over and grab a condom from the pile. With shaky hands, I tear it open and roll it onto him, feeling the heat radiating from his arousal. Once it’s in place, he enters me slowly, the sensation overwhelming as he jerks his hips back and forth, making my head spin. I wrap my legs tightly around his waist, taking every thrust with silent hums and aahs.

I think Atlas is turned on by watching his brother fuck me. It turns me on to know he is watching us. I also want him to be more involved, so I call him over, “Atlas, come here, give me a taste of this big thing.”

Atlas downs his drink and smirks, licking his lips as he walks over. Troy’s dick feels so good inside me, moving in a slow rhythm that hits my core with each thrust, making me moan. When Atlas stands next to the bed, I reach out and wrap my hand around his thick shaft. I look up at him, our eyes locking as I slowly bring him closer. My tongue darts out, licking the tip and tasting the salty precum.

With Troy’s steady rhythm inside me, I open my mouth wide and take Atlas in deeper. I suck gently at first, swirling my tongue around the head, teasing him. When I feel the tension in his body and his hips jerk slightly in response, I take him in deeper.

Atlas groans, his hand resting on the back of my head, guiding me as I bob up and down on his cock. I love the way he fills my mouth—the way he tastes and groans my name. The combination of Troy’s slow, sensual thrusts and the feel of Atlas’s cock in my mouth overwhelms my senses.

Troy picks up the pace, nailing me more urgently. I match his rhythm with my mouth, sucking Atlas harder and faster. My hand pumps the base of his shaft, my fingers wrapping around his length as I take him as deep as I can. Atlas’s grip on my head tightens, his breathing ragged as he watches me pleasure him.

“Fuck, you’re so good at this,” Atlas groans.

I hum around his cock, the vibrations making him shudder. I can feel his tension building, the way his muscles tighten and his cock twitches in my mouth. I know he’s getting close, and so is Troy. These two are among the most powerful men in the business world; but here, they act cute like puppets with me pulling their strings. Right now, their mission is to please me. I have that much power over them.

I withdraw, pulling back from Atlas’s cock and gently pushing Troy away. “Not yet,” I command, my voice firm and filled with authority. “You’re both close, but I want you to make me come first.”

Atlas and Troy exchange a glance, disappointment in their eyes. They look at me, and I can see the fire and determination. I lie back, spreading my legs, presenting myself to them.

“Troy, I want you to use your mouth and fingers,” I direct, my voice leaving no room for argument. “Atlas, I want your hands and your tongue on my breasts.”

Without hesitation, Troy lowers himself between my legs; his hot breath on my inner thighs makes me tremble. He starts with gentle kisses, teasing me before his tongue finds my clit. I moan, my hips arching toward his mouth, needing more.

Atlas moves to my side, his hands roaming over my breasts, squeezing and massaging. He takes one nipple into his mouth, sucking and nibbling, while his other hand pinches and teases the other. The combined sensations make my head spin, a hot pleasure building rapidly within me.

Troy’s tongue works skillfully, flicking and swirling, driving me closer and closer to the edge. I can feel the tension coiling in my belly and the pressure mounting. Atlas’s mouth on my breasts only intensifies the sensation, sending jolts of pleasure through me.

“Yes, just like that,” I moan, my voice breathy and desperate. “Don’t stop.”

The brothers obey, their sole focus on bringing me to orgasm. Troy’s fingers join his tongue, sliding inside me, curling to hit that perfect spot.

“Oh God, I’m so close,” I cry out, my hands gripping the sheets.

“Atlas help your brother down there,” I command.

Atlas’s fingers slide inside me, joining Troy’s in a seamless rhythm. The sensation of being stretched so fully by both of them is overwhelming. Troy’s fingers keep pumping in and out with steady, precise thrusts. At the same time, Atlas curls his fingers, teasing and rubbing my G-spot with expert precision. The contrast between the deep, insistent thrusts and the delicate, electrifying strokes is maddening, making every nerve in my body ignite with raw, uncontrollable pleasure.

I can feel my orgasm building, the tension in my core tightening as they work in unison, their fingers plunging deeper and moving in perfect sync to bring me to a shattering climax. The tension snaps, and I scream, my body convulsing as a powerful orgasm rips through me. My vision goes white as I lose myself completely in the overwhelming sensation.

“Oh, Agapitos, you look so sexy,” I hear Atlas say from far away.

Then I feel his hands on my breasts while Troy works his way to my knees, kissing each foot. I’m a moaning mess, every sensation sending shivers down my belly. My body can’t take it anymore. I kiss Atlas with all the strength I have as I grind my hips against the bed, my toes curling, and my breasts jerking. I’m still cumming!

“Let’s keep it going,” Atlas’s husky voice fills my ear as he kisses my earlobe. Troy’s lips trail down my thighs, kissing the moisture that has spread there, making me tremble. Atlas gently opens my legs wider, giving Troy full access to my pussy. I gasp as Atlas slips a finger into my wet folds, teasing me while Troy’s mouth moves closer, kissing and licking my pussy.

Atlas pulls me up from the bed, guiding me onto all fours. My hands instinctively grip the headboard; my ass is up in the air, my heart racing with anticipation. I hear the crinkle of a condom wrapper, and my breath hitches. The anticipation builds as I feel him roll the condom on, teasing me further with his fingers.

Finally, he aligns himself with me, his thick dick pressing against my entrance. With a slow, deliberate push, he enters me in the most delicious way, filling me completely.

“Oh wow,” I moan.

“You like that?” Atlas teases. I nod, tears filling my eyes.

The feeling is overwhelming, but before I can fully lose myself in it, I feel Troy’s presence beneath me. He crawls under me, his lips brushing against mine, and I instinctively lean down to meet his kiss. His tongue teases mine, deepening the connection. Then I feel something else—a sudden, intense vibration against my clit. My eyes widen in surprise as Troy expertly presses my vibrator to my most sensitive spot, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me.

“Ahhh.”

“Fuck.”

“This feels so good,” I moan as the brothers torture me in their own ways.

“You like my dick?” Atlas asks, increasing his pace.

“No! I love it.”

“You’ve been a bad, bad girl.”

“Yes, daddies,” I moan as my body shakes and cum trickles down my legs. I collapse on the bed in exhaustion, but they’re not done with me.

“Just relax,” Troy coos.

Atlas removes the condom and hovers over my head, his hard dick teasing my lips, prompting me to suck. My mouth forms an O over his dick, and I suck gently in rhythm. I can taste the aftertaste of the condom as my head bobs up and down, while Troy sucks on my pussy, biting and teasing.

“Faster, Agapitos. I’m about to cum.”

I use more spit on his dick…and more teeth. My body throbs, and I feel Atlas jerk. As he pulls out, I feel his hot cum splatter across my face, leaving a warm, sticky mess. Moaning, Atlas collapses beside me on the bed, watching Troy play with my wet pussy.

“So sexy,” Troy says.

He pushes himself inside me. Within seconds, his thrusts become erratic, and I know he’s close. He groans my name, his hands gripping my hips as he drives into me, pushing me to the brink. Tasting Atlas’s cum on my lips and Troy’s cock inside me sends me over the edge. I cry out, my body trembling as I cum hard around him.

After one more hard stroke, Troy pulls out slowly, his cock slick with my juices. He collapses on my other side, breathing heavily, his chest rising and falling with exertion. The sensation of his withdrawal leaves me feeling empty but thoroughly satisfied.

“Well, that was something,” Atlas murmurs, his voice full of admiration and lust.

I smile, feeling a deep sense of connection with both of them. “My first threesome.”

~The End ~
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Chapter one
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.”


Chapter 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.


Chapter 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.”


Chapter 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.


Chapter 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~


Taste of Temptation

Pleasure Series Book 9

Avalon Lust


Contents


1. Melt for Me
2. Sweet Surrender
3. Unstoppable
4. Sweet Temptations
5. Satisfaction Served
6. Dripping Desire



Chapter one
Melt for Me
Valerie


Where the hell is my phone? I retrace my steps, weaving through the maze of tables, scanning the one where I sat. My heart pounds as my eyes dart around the empty restaurant. The dinner rush ended long ago, leaving only me and my growing panic.

Did I drop it outside? Leave it in the bathroom? No—something deep inside tells me I placed it right here on my table. So where is it?

“Are you looking for something?” A deep, masculine voice breaks through the silence, and I turn to see the chef, still wearing his apron, leaning against the kitchen door.

“Oh, hi! Yeah, I think I left my phone earlier. My friends and I had dinner here for a bachelorette party,” I say, hesitating, unsure of what to do next.

He’s effortlessly hot—dark hair peeking from under his hat, tattoos barely visible beneath his rolled-up sleeves. Tall, built in all the right ways, with a half-smile that’s impossible to look away from. He must be the mastermind behind every dish tonight, each one better than the last, bursting with flavors I didn’t even know could exist.

I don’t know what it is about him—the quiet confidence, the way he handled the food, or maybe just the heat in his gaze—but suddenly, I can’t help wondering what else he’s good at.

“Don’t worry, I found it. I was about to call the number listed under ‘Mom’ if no one claimed it,” he says, holding up my phone with a small chuckle.

I laugh nervously as I reach for my phone, my fingers brushing against his for a moment. “Thanks for finding it. I’d hate to have to explain to my mom why some guy called her late at night from my phone.”

My cheeks flush as I imagine my mother’s frantic calls, checking to make sure I’m okay. I don’t want her to worry, but she’s a mom, that’s what they do, right?

The chef’s smile broadens. “Yeah, I can see how that would be a bit awkward,” he says, his gaze flicking over my face. “So, a bachelorette party, huh? Sounds like a fun night.”

I shrug. “Let’s just say the bride is wild enough for all of us. I’m not exactly the life-of-the-party type.”

“That’s a shame,” he says, a hint of disappointment in his voice. “But I’m glad you ended up back here.” He pauses, then extends his hand. “I’m Xavier.”

“Valerie. Nice to meet you.” I shake his hand, my fingers slightly damp against his warm, steady grip. I cringe inwardly at myself, silently hoping he doesn’t notice.

He doesn’t let go right away. Instead, his thumb brushes over my palm—so briefly I’m almost convinced I imagined it. Then he releases me, tucking his hands casually into his apron pockets.

“Well, Valerie,” he says, “since you don’t seem in a hurry to get back to your friends… how about a little hands-on experience in the kitchen?”

I raise an eyebrow. “That depends. Hands-on how?”

His words are smooth, almost teasing, and before I can stop myself, I’m intrigued. Hands-on? Hands-on what, exactly? Because I know what I want my hands on… Oh my God Val, stop. I shake the thought away, forcing my focus back to him.

“Chocolate mousse,” he says, a knowing glint in his eyes. “But the real magic is in how it’s made.”

“That’s a bold promise,” I manage to say.

“Then come see for yourself.”

He turns toward the back, and I follow before I can think too much about it. We move past the empty tables and through a swinging door into the kitchen. The air is warmer here, with lingering scents of butter, spice, and something faintly sweet. Most of the lights are off except for the soft glow above the prep station.

Xavier rolls up his sleeves a little further, revealing more of the tattoos winding up his forearms.

“Alright,” he says, reaching for a bar of dark chocolate. “First things first, we melt this down.”

He places the chocolate before me and then slides a cutting board closer. “Go ahead, break it into pieces.”

I snap off a square, but as I go for another, his fingers brush mine, lingering just a second too long. Heat sparks where we touch, subtle but unmistakable.

He steps closer, dropping the chocolate into a bowl over a simmering water bath. The metal clinks softly as he stirs, the rich aroma filling the air.

“Now comes the fun part,” he says, opening a carton of heavy whipping cream and pouring it into a bowl.

He hands me the electric mixer and plugs it in. “Here, I’ll let you do the honors. Just keep it on medium until it thickens.”

The beaters whir to life as I click them on, sending the cream swirling. His gaze stays locked on the bowl, watching as soft peaks start to form.

“Almost,” he says. “A little more.”

The cream stiffens just right, and he nods in approval before taking the chocolate from the water bath. He picks up a spatula and dips it into the glossy mixture.

“Now, we fold.”

He hands me the spatula, then steps behind me, his chest barely grazing my back. His fingers guide mine, as we work the chocolate into the cream.

“It’s all in the wrist,” he murmurs.

The motion is careful and intentional, each turn bringing the mousse to life. But with every stroke, the air around us thickens.

“Perfect,” he whispers, his breath warm against my neck.

Reaching around me, he grabs a small bottle of vanilla extract. “Just one more magic ingredient.”

He adds a few drops of vanilla extract to the mousse while I continue blending the cream and chocolate.

“Good,” he says, low and approving.

He dips a spoon into the mousse and lifts it to my lips, his eyes locked onto mine.

“Taste.”

I part my lips, letting the creamy mousse melt on my tongue—decadent, smooth—but it’s his gaze that leaves me breathless. The way he watches me, like he’s savoring every second, is far more intoxicating than the dessert itself.

“Sweet, isn’t it?” he whispers.

A thrill runs through me. Instead of answering, I dip a finger into the mousse and bring it to his lips.

“You tell me.”

Xavier’s expression darkens, his eyes locked onto mine as he parts his lips, his tongue flicking slowly over my fingertip. Heat flares low in my belly.

“Better than I expected,” he murmurs, his voice roughened with desire.

The air between us turns electric. He shifts closer, just enough that I feel his warmth, his presence pressing in, but he doesn’t touch me—not yet. A gradual, teasing pull hangs in the air between us though.

I tilt my chin up, our breaths mingling. For a moment, the kitchen, the restaurant, the rest of the world—all of it fades.

“Valerie,” he says, my name barely more than a husky breath. “You make it really hard to stay focused.”

With that, he steps away and places the mousse in the fridge, before starting a timer.

“Good,” I whisper, pulling him back to me, by the collar. My hands pressed against the solid warmth of his chest. “Because I don’t think I want you to.”


Chapter two
Sweet Surrender
Xavier


Iwas playing with fire, but I didn’t expect her to go for it.

Valerie presses closer, her unguarded movements drawing me in deeper. The scent of chocolate mousse still hangs in the air, but it’s her heat, her body pressing against mine, that has my cock twitching.

I slide my hands to her waist, gripping her with a raw, undeniable hunger. When our lips finally meet, I kiss her with a possessiveness I didn’t know I had, exploring her mouth with an intensity that makes her tremble beneath me.

As I press against her, my arousal is unmistakable as I grind into her. She hisses softly, a mix of surprise and pleasure.

Her hands tangle in my hair, and I nearly lose myself in the sensation. I hate how desperate I am, how badly I want her—but it’s been so long since a woman has turned me on as Valerie does. Shoving aside my inner conflict, I give in to the desire, slipping my hands under her dress. I trace the curve of her firm ass, my fingers brushing the string of her thong. A rush of excitement courses through me as I take in how little she’s wearing. My breath catches, and the knowledge only fuels my hunger.

Breaking the kiss, she says, “My turn,” her voice laced with playful intent.

I hold still as she tugs off my apron, her fingers already working the buttons of my chef’s jacket, popping them open with effortless ease. She slides it off my shoulders, her eyes drinking in every inch of my chest. I peel my shirt off and toss it aside, a low chuckle rumbling from me as her gaze lingers, full of appreciation.

“Got all that from tasting chocolate mousse?” she teases.

I’m about to answer when the timer buzzes, reminding me of the mousse cooling in the fridge. A growl rumbles in my throat, but I pull back, flashing her a grin. “Can’t let our hard work go to waste,” I say, the double meaning hanging between us.

Reluctantly, I open the fridge and grab the glass bowl of mousse, dipping a finger in for another taste. She watches with an amused smirk as I savor the sweetness. Just as I start to turn away, she reaches over, scoops a bit of mousse with her hand and draws a line across my bare chest. The chill of it sends a shiver through me, but it’s the way her fingers glide across my skin that makes it feel hotter than it should.

“Looks like you’ve got a little something there,” she murmurs, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

Without a word, she leans in, her tongue gliding over the chocolate on my skin. I close my eyes, fingers threading through her hair as her lips move with slow intent. The sensation leaves me tense and craving more.

“Valerie,” I murmur, my voice thick with need. “I want you…”

She looks up, a fire in her eyes that matches my own. “Then what are you waiting for?” she whispers, her brows lifting.

I pull her closer, my hands finding the zipper at the back of her dress. I slide it down, savoring the way every inch of fabric loosens around her frame. She shifts her shoulders, helping me guide the dress down until it pools at her feet. Reaching behind her, I unhook her bra, then trace my fingers down her hips, tearing her thong away.

She gasps, her eyes widening, and her hands move quickly to the waistband of my pants. Her fingers slide under the elastic, tugging them down. The fabric catches for a second around my bulge and I can feel its pressure. I watch Valerie bite her lip as her gaze drops. With a smirk, she guides the pants over my erection, her fingers brushing against the outline of my boxer shorts. I can see her breathing quicken, her gaze flickering between my eyes and the tight bulge beneath the fabric. Unable to resist, I tease, “You know you want to pull those boxers down.”

Her fingers freeze for a beat, then, with a small, mischievous nod, she pulls on my boxers. The fabric slides down, and I spring free, the cool air hitting my heated skin.

Her lips part in a soft gasp, and her eyes are wide with awe. Her hands hover just inches away, uncertain yet eager for more.

I take a step back, my gaze roaming over her flushed skin, savoring the way her curves catch the soft light. The bowl of chocolate mousse still sits on the countertop beside us, and I dip my finger into its rich, velvety texture. I bring it to her lips, teasing her with the sweet indulgence.

She watches me intently, then leans in, her mouth opening just enough to allow me to trace the mousse along her lower lip. Her tongue darts out, grazing my finger, a soft hum of satisfaction escaping her. Her eyes never leave mine.

Taking her cue, I dip my finger into the mousse again, this time circling it lightly around her nipple. She shivers at the cool touch, a soft gasp escaping her.

“Oops, looks like I got you all dirty,” I tease, leaning down to kiss and suck gently around her breast, trailing my lips over the chocolate. The sweetness mixes with the warmth of her skin, and I can hear her moan, feel her body jerk in response.

While I’m still teasing her hard nipples, she dips a finger into the mousse and trails it from her belly button down, her touch deliberate and unhurried. When I glance up, her hungry, approving gaze meets mine.

“Oh my,” she whispers, her voice soft and innocent.

With shallow breaths, I lower my mouth, running my tongue along her skin. It’s almost impossible to go slow, but I force myself to enjoy every inch. As my lips draw closer to her pussy, I feel her body quiver in anticipation. Her soft moans urge me forward and the heat between her legs is like a magnetic pull I can’t resist. And of course, that’s exactly where I end up. The moment my mouth meets her wet fold, a silent scream leaves her lips. The combination of her taste and the lingering sweetness of the chocolate drives me wild.

I circle her clit with the tip of my tongue, watching her reaction closely. She gasps, her hips rising to meet me, urging me deeper. Without hesitation, I dip into her wet cave, the warmth and slickness overwhelming my senses. She’s so soft and responsive, and I can’t help but lose myself in her taste. The way Valerie shudders beneath my touch only pulls me in deeper.

I want to finger her so badly, but I know if I do, I might cum before even being inside her. I hate how needy I feel, but I promise myself I’ll make it up to her later.

I pull back, retrieve a condom, and roll it on quickly. I gently lift her on to the counter, my hands sliding over her curves. Her body reacts to every move—her hips grinding against mine, hungry for more. Biting her lip, her eyes darken with need as she pulls me in for a kiss, fierce and urgent, almost violent. Her lips crash against mine, hot and insistent. The kiss is deep and hungry like she’s starving and I’m the only one who can satisfy her.


Chapter three
Unstoppable
Valerie


Oh, my god, he can kiss.

My brain short-circuits as Xavier’s lips press firmly against mine, deep and demanding, stealing my breath. The rough scrape of his three-day beard drags over my skin, scratching just enough to send shivers racing down my spine. Every stroke of his stubble against me adds another layer of heat, making the kiss feel raw—like we’re drowning in it, lost in the urgency of each other.

My skin is on fire as his fingers slip between my legs. A moan escapes as he parts my folds, teasing my swollen center. I writhe against him, my hips shifting in silent demand.

“Xavier,” I breathe, my voice a desperate plea.

I feel his smirk against my lips just before his fingers press deep inside me. His touch is relentless, his rhythm setting my body alight, building me up with every movement.

The tension coils tighter, pleasure winding through me like a live wire. My nails dig into his arms and my moans fill the space between us. He moves faster, harder, sending me careening toward the edge—

And then he stops.

A strangled sound of protest leaves me as he pulls back, his dark eyes gleaming with hunger.

“Not yet, baby girl,” he whispers.

Xavier positions his thick, throbbing cock at my entrance, his gaze locked onto mine. “I want us to finish together,” he says, his voice rough with need.

He pushes inside, inch by agonizing inch, the stretch hovering between pain and unbearable pleasure. My body trembles, every nerve sparking to life as he fills me completely. I gasp as he sinks to the hilt, the exquisite pressure making me tremble. And then—when he hits that perfect spot—the pleasure detonates, sharp and blinding, leaving me breathless and desperate for more.

A raw, needy moan escapes me as Xavier begins to move, each thrust setting off fireworks in my core. My head falls back as he pounds into me, harder, faster, and deeper.

The metal counter creaks beneath us, mixing with the wet slap of his balls against my skin. I’m on fire, teetering on the edge, pleasure coiling tight inside me.

Xavier’s jaw clenches, his muscles straining, his grip on me tightening as he drives himself deeper.

Then, without warning, he pulls out. His hands grip my hips, spinning me around. I barely have time to catch my breath before he bends me over the counter, my palms pressing against the cool metal as my heart races, aching for what’s next.

Before I can even react, he thrusts back into me—quick, relentless.

A gasp catches in my throat as my body jerks forward. Then, he smacks my ass hard, the shock of it making another moan leave my lips. The mix of pleasure and pain sets my skin ablaze, my mind reeling, and I find myself begging for more.

“Harder!” I scream, the word slipping from my lips as Xavier continues to drive into me, his length hitting that perfect spot.

“Don’t stop, I’m so close!” I plead. My legs tremble, my body arches, struggling to hold on as waves of pleasure crash over me.

Xavier groans, his movements becoming more erratic, more primal. He grips my hips tighter, digging his fingers into my skin, his pelvis meeting mine with each forceful push.

With a final, powerful thrust, he releases inside me, and I follow right after, my body shuddering as the intensity takes over.


Chapter four
Sweet Temptations
Valerie


Still shivering, my body buzzing with aftershocks of ecstasy, I stand up and turn around. I lean in for another kiss, but the sound of footsteps approaching pulls me back to reality.

“Val? Are you here?” Mia’s voice echoes from the front of the restaurant.

Shit.

Xavier and I exchange a look before I grab my dress. “Yeah, I’m in the kitchen,” I call back, trying to steady my voice.

Her footsteps approach, heels clicking against the tile. “Why the hell aren’t you answering your—“ Mia steps into view and stops short, her eyes widening as she takes in the scene. “Oh.”

I watch as Mia’s expression morphs from shock to embarrassment, her mouth still mid-sentence. “Val, I’m so sorry...I just, I mean, I...wow,” she stutters, her eyes darting from me to Xavier.

I approach her, my cheeks still flushed. “I’m sorry for not answering your calls. Things kind of...happened.”

Her eyes stay fixed on Xavier, who’s still standing there in his birthday suit, and she says, “I see.”

A sigh escapes my lips as if I need to explain. “Xavier, this is Mia, my best friend.” I continue, gesturing to her. “Mia, this is Xavier. He’s the chef here.”

Xavier, looking slightly sheepish, grabs his apron from the counter and ties it around his waist. “Hi, Mia. Sorry we had to meet under these circumstances. Your friend’s quite the distraction, you know.”

A small, enigmatic smile plays on Mia’s lips. With a playful smirk, she turns to me. “Who knew our chef was not only great with food, but looks pretty delicious himself.”

I feel my cheeks warm at her remark, but she’s right. “Now you know why I had to have a taste.”

Xavier chuckles, a glint of mischief in his eye. “Mia, how about joining us for dessert?” he says, gesturing toward the rich chocolate mousse we just made.Mia’s eyes flick between me and Xavier, clearly sensing the shift in the air. “You mean... join you as in... taste the mousse?” she asks, confused.

Xavier’s grin sharpens, his gaze intense.“Exactly. You can try the mousse.”

Watching her for a beat, his gaze shifts from her face down to her body. He brushes his fingers lightly over the top of his apron, slowly moving down.

“Or perhaps there’s something else you might like to try,” he adds, his voice a little lower.

Mia raises an eyebrow, her lips curling into a smile as she bites her lower lip, then looks at me for confirmation.

I nod, my heart racing a little at the unexpected turn of the conversation.

“Well, now I’m definitely intrigued,” she says, her voice dripping with curiosity. She glances at Xavier for a beat, then looks back at me. “Guess I’ll just have to see what’s on the menu.”

Xavier chuckles softly, stepping back, but his gaze doesn’t leave her. “The mousse is good, but there’s plenty more to explore,” he says, clearly enjoying the moment.

I take a step closer to Mia, my hand brushing against hers as I lean in slightly. “Why don’t you go ahead and take the first taste?”

I scoop up a generous bite of mousse, lifting it to her lips. Mia’s lips are slightly parted as she licks the chocolate from the spoon, a bit of it lingering at the corner of her mouth. “God, that’s good,” she whispers, her gaze now fixed on me, intense and searching.

Xavier watches quietly, clearly enjoying himself.

“You’ve got a little something,” I say, my voice soft.

She raises an eyebrow, glancing at me. “Where?”

I step closer, my thumb gently brushing against her lips, catching the chocolate. “Right here,” I murmur, before leaning in.

I kiss the corner of her mouth slowly at first, my lips lingering there. As I pull away, I glance at her, our eyes locking. A spark of something more hangs in the air, something we both recognize.

My breath catches as I lean in again, this time kissing her deeper, more passionately..

I reach for the collar of her shirt, undoing the button with a measured motion, letting the fabric fall open just a little to expose the smooth skin of her chest—before she shrugs it off completely, letting it slip down her arms and fall to the floor.

Her breath catches as I lean in, brushing my lips against her collarbone before pulling back just enough to meet her gaze. I can feel the heat radiating off her skin, the anticipation hanging in the air.

Without missing a beat, I reach behind her and unclasp her bra, letting it fall away as if it’s nothing more than an afterthought. Her skin, now bare, feels like a treasure waiting to be explored.

Xavier watches us, his gaze intense, and I feel his presence but keep my attention on Mia. The moment between us feels so familiar, yet charged with a tension we never explored before.

I glance up at her, my fingers still playing with the mousse on her skin. “You like that?” I murmur, my voice low.

Her lips curl into a seductive smile, eyes full of desire. “I’m loving every second of it,” she says, her voice breathy.

Xavier laughs, his eyes dark with interest. He steps closer, not saying a word, just watching as if he’s taking his time to savor the moment. His hand slides to the back of Mia’s neck, fingers threading into her hair, pulling her in just enough to make it clear he’s not just a spectator anymore.

“Can I get a taste?” he asks, his voice a little lower now, tinged with the same hunger I feel building in my chest.

Before Mia can respond, Xavier leans in, his lips brushing against hers. At first, it’s just a soft press of his mouth to hers. Then, he deepens the kiss, and I can’t help but watch as their mouths move together.

He pulls back just slightly, his gaze flicking to the chocolate mousse on the counter. Without breaking eye contact, he dips his fingers into the creamy dessert before bringing them up to her lips. She doesn’t hesitate, parting her mouth to take his fingers in, her tongue sliding over them slowly, savoring the sweetness as she pulls the mousse off with a soft, sensual draw.

I can’t help but feel a rush of heat watching her suck his finger.

Ready to take this further, I step behind Mia, my body pressing against her back as I place a kiss on her shoulder. She lets out a low moan, her skin heating under my touch.

As I bring my fingers to the mousse again, I lean in close, my breath warming her neck as I watch her and Xavier pull away from their kiss. “Want to try something else, Mia?” I murmur.

She glances over her shoulder, a smirk pulling at her lips. “Please,” she responds, her voice low with desire.

I look at Xavier then, silently motioning for him to take off his apron. He meets my gaze, understanding what I’m suggesting, and with a smooth, confident movement, he sheds it, revealing more of his toned body.

With a grin, I smear a line of mousse down his torso, from his chest to his navel. Mia’s eyes follow the trail, and the hunger in her gaze is clear. She leans forward, pressing soft kisses along the chocolate path, her tongue flicking out to savor it, inch by inch, leaving only faint traces of mousse behind.

I glance at Xavier, noting the way his chest rises and falls with his ragged breath. His hands grip Mia’s shoulders, his fingers digging into them. I can’t help but feel a spark of jealousy—not that I want him, but that I want to be part of this.

Mia shifts just enough to give me the space I need. Her attention is still focused on Xavier’s body, I take the opportunity to move next to her. With my hand around her waist, I start to help her clean up the chocolate from the chef’s body.

I bend down slightly, my fingers trailing down his torso, gathering the mousse that’s pooled near his navel. I feel his muscles tense. Mia is kissing her way back up to his neck now, her lips dragging over his skin like she’s claiming him.

I follow the chocolate trail down, kneeling between them. Then, I feel Mia’s hand in my hair, pulling me back so I’m looking up at them. A silent approval passes between them, and I take Xavier’s cock into my mouth, just the tip at first. I make sure he’s slick, working him a little deeper with each movement. His moan urges me to keep going. One hand on his balls, the other at the base, I start a steady rhythm, my head bobbing as I take him in deeper.

Then, Mia’s skirt falls to the floor—Xavier must have opened it. I pull away, turning on my knees to face her. Her bare pussy is right in front of me, and I can’t resist. My hand slides over her folds, parting them gently as I dip my tongue in, feeling the heat of her against me.

Mia’s hands tighten in my hair, pulling me closer as I kiss my way back up her body. Behind me, Xavier’s hands trace my curves, cupping my breasts.

Slowly, he turns me around, leaning in to brush his lips against mine. It’s tentative at first, but it doesn’t take long before the kiss deepens, our mouths moving together, hungry and insistent.

Reaching behind me, my hands slide down Mia’s back, my nails grazing lightly over her skin, pulling her closer. Her mouth moves to the nape of my neck, and she hugs me from behind, her breath warm against my skin. I feel her hands trailing down, building the anticipation, until they reach my soaking wet folds. Her fingers tease the entrance, feather-light, but I can feel her desire—her need to give and receive pleasure.

Without warning, Mia presses her fingers inside me and pulls right back out. Her index finger circles my clit in slow motions before she starts pumping in and out.

A low moan escapes my lips, my hips rocking against her hand, my breath shallow and ragged as she works me, each movement making me more desperate to let go.

“Fuck!” Mia hisses, her fingers stilling inside me for a brief moment before she picks up the pace, and I feel myself slipping closer to the edge.

My body trembles with satisfaction, riding the wave of pleasure as my hips buck against her hand, my breath coming in short, gasping pants.

Meanwhile, I hear the rustling of a condom being rolled on and judging by Mia’s moans, Xavier must be fingering her. I’m lost in my world, barely aware of what’s happening around me, until I feel Mia’s second hand from behind me stretching me open, while Xavier thrusts into me. The feeling is delicious—he fills me so perfectly.

A loud moan slips from my mouth as he fucks me, and Mia gasps from behind me, her body still pressed against mine. “Xavier...,” she breathes, her lips parted, close to the edge herself. “I need you inside me.”

He pulls out of me, moves behind Mia, and bends her over. As she grips my hips for balance, her mouth finds my pussy, her breath hot against me. Without missing a beat, Xavier slams into her from behind, and I feel the vibration of her muffled moan against me as she nears her release. Her body tenses, then gives out, and seconds later, she sinks to her knees, trembling and panting.

Xavier flashes me a wicked grin, his eyes flicking toward the counter behind me in silent invitation. He hoists me up effortlessly, trailing a slick finger between my thighs, spreading the moisture over my aching cunt. My head tilts back, a desperate plea spilling from my lips. “Make me cum, Xavier. I’m so damn close.”

And he does. After four or five hard thrusts, I feel my body tighten around him. “Yes!” I moan, as my orgasm hits me, pure and intense.

Xavier pulls out, stroking his cock a few more times before he cums into the condom. We all collapse on the floor, spent and gasping for air.

Mia’s fingers curl around my arm, her body pressing against mine as we lay in the afterglow. The air is thick with the scent of arousal, and our skin glistens with sweat. We’re all struggling to catch our breath, to come down from the high.

I wince as I try to sit up, “Damn, I’m sore—but in the best way.”


Chapter five
Satisfaction Served
Valerie


The next day, Mia and I reach the front door of Xavier’s apartment. Mia glances over at me, a playful smirk curling her lips. “Ready for round two?”

I nod, biting back a smile. “You know it.”

Before we even get a chance to knock, the door swings open, and Xavier stands there with an unapologetic smile. “Ladies,” he greets us, his voice smooth. “I hope you brought an appetite.”

Mia’s eyes widen, her voice seductive as she responds, “I’m starving.”

Stepping inside, we’re instantly greeted by the rich scent of garlic and spices, making my stomach growl in anticipation. But food is the last thing on my mind. We all know why we’re here.

“Make yourselves at home,” Xavier says, his tone suggestive, as he gestures toward the cozy living room. “Dinner’s almost ready.” With a lower voice, he adds, “But what I’m most excited about is dessert.”

Mia quirks an eyebrow, a mischievous gleam lighting up her eyes. “Dessert, huh? I think we’re all hungry for something sweet.”

“Let me show you my place.” Smooth and confident, Xavier leads us down the hall. “And here’s the bedroom,” he says, opening the door with a flourish as if he’s about to reveal something special.

Following Mia, I step inside, my eyes immediately drawn to the large mirror on the wall, perfectly positioned next to the bed. The thought of another threesome in here gives me goosebumps. My body reacts before my mind can catch up, and a rush of wetness pools between my thighs.

Xavier’s voice breaks through my haze of lust. “This is where the magic happens,” he says in a promising tone.

I glance over at Mia, and her eyes flicker with the same heat. We both know what he means.

Back in the living room, the scent intensifies—the rich aroma of melted cheese and the unmistakable decadence of pasta fill the air.

Xavier pulls out a chair for each of us before reaching for the wine bottle. With a practiced hand, he uncorks it smoothly and pours us each a glass. As he does, his eyes linger on me, a hint of a grin playing on his lips.

“To an unforgettable evening,” he toasts, raising his glass.

Mia clinks hers against his, then mine. “And satisfaction,” she adds, lips curving as she takes a sinful sip, her eyes locked on Xavier’s.

I take a sip, letting the rich, velvety wine linger on my tongue. Xavier watches me, eyes dark with something that has nothing to do with the drink.

“So,” Mia muses, leaning back in her chair, twirling her glass between her fingers. “What’s for dinner?”

Xavier sets his glass down, moving toward the kitchen. “Something simple, but… satisfying.” He turns back to us with a smile as he lifts the lid off a pot. “Fettuccine Alfredo.”

I bite my lip. Creamy, rich, decadent.

Mia hums in approval. “Mmm. I love something that just melts in your mouth.”

Xavier’s smirk deepens. “That’s the idea.”

Like a true chef, his presentation is flawless—pasta curled into perfect spirals, coated in just the right amount of sauce. A sprinkle of herbs and a dusting of cheese finish it off, making the dish look almost too good to eat. He sets a plate in front of each of us before easing into his chair, every movement unhurried and controlled, fully aware that we’re watching.

I pick up my fork and twirl the pasta around the tines, bringing it to my lips. The first bite is sinful—warm, creamy, melting against my tongue. A quiet, pleased sigh slips from my lips before I can stop it. “Mmm.”

Xavier watches, his jaw tightening just a fraction. “Good?”

I swallow, dragging my tongue over my bottom lip. “Mmm. Delicious.”

Mia takes her turn, lifting a bite with deliberate slowness. Locking eyes with Xavier, she savors the rich sauce before running her tongue over her lips. “So good,” she murmurs, her voice thick with satisfaction.

Xavier leans back, fingers tapping against his wine glass. “Glad you’re enjoying it. I wouldn’t want either of you leaving the table… unsatisfied.”

I reach for my wine again, my foot brushing against his under the table—light at first, then firmer. The moment I press against him, he stills, his breath catching just enough for me to notice.

Mia, of course, catches it too. She turns to Xavier, tilting her head. “Looks like someone’s already eager for dessert.”

Xavier chuckles, dark and knowing. “With you two, all I want is dessert.”

Mia twirls her fork through her pasta again, her foot sliding against my ankle under the table. “I like the sound of that.”

The meal winds down, but the tension doesn’t. If anything, it thickens, settling into the air like an unspoken challenge.

I start to rise, reaching for my plate, but before I can take a step, Mia beats me to it—except instead of clearing the table, she turns and pulls me into a kiss.

It’s not tentative or questioning—it’s full of intent, her lips soft but insistent, her body pressing against mine in a way that leaves no room for doubt. My breath catches, and just as I start to melt into her, I feel Xavier’s gaze on my skin.

Mia’s hands roam my body, her touch igniting something deep and electric inside me. The kiss lingers, drawn-out and teasing, until she finally pulls away with a mischievous grin. She takes my hand, glancing over her shoulder at Xavier.

“I think we need to adjourn to your couch,” she purrs, her eyes twinkling with wicked intent.

Xavier leans back, his glass of wine still in hand, watching us with quiet amusement. “And what exactly do you have in mind?”

Mia guides me toward the center of the room, turning to face him as she trails her fingers down my arm. “I think you should sit back and enjoy the show for a bit,” she murmurs, giving him a pointed look before tugging me closer.

Xavier smirks but complies, sinking into the couch with effortless confidence. He spreads his legs slightly, completely at ease as he takes a savoring sip of his wine. “I must be dreaming.”

Mia steps behind me, whispering in my ear, “Let’s give him something worth watching.”

Her hands slide down my sides, fingertips teasing the hem of my top before slipping underneath, dragging the fabric up and over my head. The air feels cool against my bare skin, my nipples tightening under his hungry gaze.

“Mm,” Xavier exhales, his eyes darkening as he takes in the sight of me.

Mia’s hands move lower, skimming my stomach before unzipping my skirt and letting it slip down my legs. I step out of it, fully exposed, the deliberate lack of underwear making both of them pause.

“Damn,” Xavier mutters, sitting forward slightly, his gaze roaming my body.

Mia hums in approval, her hands sliding up to cup my breasts, her thumbs brushing over my nipples. “She’s such a tease, isn’t she?” she muses, her lips ghosting over my shoulder.

Xavier watches, his fingers gripping the arm of the couch. “This is the best dessert presentation I’ve ever seen,” he says, his voice thick with intrigue.

Mia smirks, her hands drifting lower, down the curve of my waist. “And this is just the beginning,” she murmurs, turning my face toward hers before kissing me again—slow, deep, meant to be savored.

I melt into her, the warmth of her body pressing against mine. Xavier shifts slightly, adjusting his position, his breath unsteady as he watches.

With a teasing glance in his direction, Mia steps back. Her fingers trail down her sides as she takes her time unfastening her dress, letting it slip from her shoulders and pool at her feet. Standing before us, she reveals a matching lingerie set—black lace hugging her curves, delicate straps accentuating smooth skin. She turns slightly, giving Xavier the full view before shooting him a wicked smile.

“Let’s see how much he can take,” she whispers.

She kneels in front of me, her lips trailing down my stomach. My breath catches as her fingers ghost over my inner thighs, teasing, before finally brushing against my slick folds. A gasp escapes me as she traces small circles, her eyes flicking up to meet mine.

Xavier exhales sharply. “Fuck.”

Mia grins, her fingers dipping deeper. “Now, what would you like to see next?” she asks, her voice husky as she turns her gaze back to him.

Xavier doesn’t hesitate. His voice is rough, laced with raw desire. “I want to watch you make each other cum.”

Mia’s lips curl into a wicked smile as she rises to her feet. “That can be arranged,” she murmurs.

My fingers find the lace of her bra. Slowly, I undo the clasp, letting the straps slip down her shoulders before tossing it aside. My hands drift lower, tracing the curve of her hips, teasing the waistband of her panties before easing them down her thighs.

Xavier exhales sharply, his gaze locked on us, hungry and unblinking. His eyes devour the sight of Mia’s now-naked body. I reach for her, my hands gliding over her curves as I guide her toward the couch, anticipation crackling between us like a live wire. The hunger between us is electric, thrumming beneath my skin as I pull her closer.

I brush my lips along her neck, inhaling the faint scent of her perfume. My fingers skim over the softness of her skin, tracing every dip and swell. She tilts her head back, offering more, and I take it, kissing my way down, savoring every inch.

My hands slide down, gripping her hips as I sink to my knees between her parted thighs. The sight of her, breathless and needy, sends a rush of heat through me. Her fingers tangle in my hair, nails scraping lightly against my scalp, and I groan, loving the way she holds on.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Xavier murmurs from across the room, his voice thick with arousal. I glance up briefly, catching the way his hand disappears beneath the waistband of his pants, his gaze locked onto us.

Mia gasps as my tongue flicks over her clit, her hips jerking instinctively toward my mouth. I hum against her, the vibration pulling a desperate moan from her lips. She’s dripping, her body opening to me, welcoming every stroke, every slow, deliberate press of my tongue.

My fingers slide into her, stretching her as I curl them just right. My thumb circles her clit, teasing, coaxing her higher. Her moans grow louder, her body tightening, trembling as she edges closer.

“Cum for me,” I murmur against her, my voice thick with desire. My tongue presses harder, my fingers thrusting deeper, and then—she shatters, her cries echoing through the room as she tumbles over the edge.

Collapsed on the couch, she stares at the ceiling in a daze, her chest rising and falling as she struggles to catch her breath.

After a moment, a wicked smile spreads across her lips. Propping herself up on her elbows, she pulls me toward her, fingers trailing down my body as she straddles me.

“My turn,” she purrs, her eyes flashing with unmistakable desire. “And I want to taste you good.”

Her eyes lift to mine, dark and full of mischief, before she brings one delicate finger to her lips, tongue slipping out to wet it slowly.

Without hesitation, she dips her slick finger between my legs, pushing deep into my pussy. A sharp gasp escapes me as my body clenches around her touch, desperate for more.

In a sluggish motion, she pulls out, locking her eyes on mine as she brings the finger to her mouth. She licks it clean, her eyelids fluttering as she savors the taste, a satisfied hum escaping her throat.

“Mmm, you’re so sweet, Val,” she purrs, her voice thick with pleasure.

She repeats the motion, sliding her finger back inside me, curling it just right before pulling it out again. But this time, instead of bringing it to her lips, she turns toward Xavier, her gaze burning as she offers him her glistening finger.

“Ready for dessert, handsome?”

Xavier’s jaw tightens, pupils dark and hungry as he watches her. Without a word, he leans forward, taking her offered finger into his mouth, sucking the slickness from her skin with intensity. His tongue flicks over the tip before he releases her finger with a quiet, appreciative hum.

My breath catches as her lips graze my throat, her tongue sweeping over my collarbone before she moves lower. She kisses her way to my breasts, her mouth teasing each nipple, swirling and sucking with a gentle pressure that makes me gasp. A rush of heat surges through me as my body rises to meet her, craving the sensation of her mouth.

Her hands grip my hips, holding me steady as she continues her descent, pressing open-mouthed kisses down my stomach. My body trembles, anticipation coiling deep in my core as her lips hover just above where I need her the most.

Her breath is hot against my wet, aching folds.

And then, finally, her tongue darts out, tracing circles around my pussy, never quite giving me the pressure I long for.

Mia hums against my skin, savoring me as she licks and kisses her way along the sensitive edges, her hands spreading my thighs wider.

“Fuck,” Xavier groans in the background. His eyes never leave the sight of Mia’s tongue playing with my clit. I see his hand moving faster on his cock as he watches.

Mia’s tongue dips deeper, her fingers joining her mouth as she slides two digits into me. I gasp, my back arching as she begins to pump her fingers inside me, her tongue still circling my clit as she drives me closer and closer to the edge.

I cry out, my body trembling as I approach my climax. Mia’s movements become more urgent, her tongue and fingers working to bring me to the brink of ecstasy.

Xavier’s moans grow louder, as he watches us.

Mia pulls away with a satisfied grin, adjusting her position so her pussy hovers just above me. Her gaze locks with mine, a challenge in her eyes as she begins to grind, her hips moving in a sensual rhythm.

My hands grip her hips, rocking my own body in time with hers, the friction building deliciously between us.

Xavier’s breath comes in shallow gasps, his eyes glued to our movements.

Mia moans softly, her eyes fluttering shut as she picks up the pace, grinding against me with more urgency. “Val, you feel amazing,” she breathes, her fingers digging into my skin, heightening the electric friction between us.

My hips rock in sync with hers, each movement building the pleasure until I’m gasping, unable to hold back the waves crashing through me. “Yes,” I cry out, my voice raw with need.

Our moans mix, the sound of our bodies colliding filling the air as sweat glistens across our skin. Mia’s movements grow desperate, her hips pushing harder into me, as she chases her peak.

My hands tighten around her waist, my hips thrusting with frantic need as the climax builds. Together, we fall over the edge, a shared cry escaping us as our bodies shudder in release.

Xavier, fixated on the scene before him, quickly sheds his clothes, his hand moving with brutal force as he strokes his cock, watching us.

Still coming down from my high, I watch him stroke his massive erection.

“I want to ride you.” That is all I can say before rising to my feet. Xavier wraps a condom on before I straddle his lap. My hands tangle in his hair as my pussy hovers over his length. Our lips meet in a passionate kiss. I feel Mia’s fingers trail over my body, tracing lines of fire along my skin as she presses her breasts against my back.

Groaning against my lips, Xavier grips my hips tightly, pulling me closer into his lap. I reach between our bodies, my fingers guiding his extremely hard cock to my entrance, my breath catching as I sink down onto him. My walls stretch around his dick as I take him all the way in.

Mia’s hands remain on my skin, her lips and tongue leaving a trail of heat along my neck. She palms my breasts, fingers exploring with a slow, unhurried curiosity before rolling my nipples between them. The sensation sparks through me, and a breathless gasp tumbles from my lips.

Xavier groans, his fingers digging into my hips as I grind against him, setting a slow, tantalizing rhythm. His cock fills me completely, stretching me just right, each roll of my hips sending pleasure flickering through my body.

Mia kneels beside us, facing us, her eyes dark with heat.

Xavier’s hands leave my hips, slipping between Mia’s thighs. She gasps at the first touch of his fingers, her body instinctively shifting to give him better access. I watch, mesmerized, as his fingers disappear inside her.

Mia’s breath hitches, her grip tightening on my waist. “Oh yea,” she whispers, her head tipping back.

Keeping the rhythm slow, I watch how he pulls his fingers out of her. As I watch her reaction, he offers his slick fingers to me. “Taste her,” he murmurs.

I take them into my mouth, swirling my tongue around them before sucking them clean, making sure he feels every flick and tease. His jaw tenses, a low groan rumbling through him. The second I release them, he slides his hand back between Mia’s legs, pushing those same fingers inside her.

She lets out a sharp moan, her body trembling against mine.

“Xavier,” she gasps, her nails digging into my thigh as he finger fucks her.

I press a kiss to her parted lips, swallowing her sounds as I ride Xavier harder, the pleasure intensifying, the three of us tangled in heat and need.

His thrusts become rougher, more desperate, matching the way his fingers move inside Mia, the way she rocks against his hand. Her moans mix with mine, her breath hot against my mouth, and it’s all too much.

“I’m so close,” Xavier growls.

Mia shatters first, her body tensing, a long, breathless moan spilling from her lips. Watching her fall apart sends me spiraling right after, pleasure crashing through me in waves. My walls clench around Xavier, dragging him over the edge, his groan vibrating against my skin as he spills into the condom, his body rigid beneath me.

I collapse against his chest, breathless, while Mia sags against my side, her fingers lazily tracing my stomach.

“Round three?” she teases, a satisfied smirk on her lips.

Xavier chuckles, running a hand through his damp hair. “Give me a minute,” he smirks, his gaze flicking between us. “Then I plan to have both of you screaming again.”

“You better recover fast, big guy,” I murmur.

With my body humming, I rise from Xavier’s lap to sit next to him. My gaze flicks back to him, watching as he slowly stands, his legs shaking just slightly. He looks down at us, his voice thick with intent as he speaks, “By the time I get back, you two better be in my bed, laying on your back.”

A devilish smile curves his lips before he steps out, leaving us in tense silence.

Mia and I exchange glances, neither of us sure of what Xavier has planned. Hand in hand, we make our way to the bedroom, slipping onto the bed and stretching out beside each other.

A moment later, Xavier walks in, holding a sleek, black vibrator in his hand. His smirk tells me everything I need to know.

“I figured we could keep ourselves entertained until I’m ready to go again,” he murmurs, tossing the toy onto the bed between us.

A shiver of anticipation runs down my spine as I shift closer to Mia. We both sprawl out across Xavier’s massive bed, our bodies still flushed, trembling from the last round. Xavier sits on the edge of the mattress, his dark eyes locked on us, the intensity building in the air.

Mia picks up the vibrator, her fingers caressing its smooth surface. She flicks it on, and the low hum fills the room, sending a pulse of arousal straight to my core.

Then she leans in, her voice soft and commanding. “Get on all fours for me.”

I don’t hesitate. I shift, rolling onto my knees and propping myself up on my hands, my body arching in eagerness.

I glance up at the reflection in the oversized wall mirror, seeing Mia move behind me. Her body presses gently against my ass as she guides the vibrator between my thighs. I spread my legs, hungry for more.

The moment the vibrator touches my swollen clit, my breath hitches, my back arching against Mia. She moves it in gentle, teasing circles, her other hand sliding up my stomach to cup my breast, rolling my nipple between her fingers.

Xavier groans from behind us, his voice thick with lust. “Fuck, look at you two.”

He’s leaning back against the headboard, stroking his cock lazily, his gaze flicking between our bodies and the mirror, where he has the perfect view of Mia working me open.

When she pulls the vibrator away, I whimper in protest, but she only chuckles, turning to Xavier.

“Your turn,” she murmurs, offering the toy to him with a wicked grin.

Xavier takes it without hesitation, his touch rougher, more demanding as he slides the vibrator back against my clit.

“Look at me in the mirror,” he orders, his voice low and commanding. “Watch yourself. Watch what Mia and I are doing to you.”

The sight before me is utterly obscene—Mia’s hands all over me, Xavier in control, the vibrator sending sharp pulses of pleasure through my core. I can’t tear my eyes away, the reflection a mess of parted lips, heaving breaths, and desperate moans. The image of our bodies tangled together has me riveted.

Mia’s fingers trail between my legs, parting my folds as she leans in, her breath hot against my ear. “Looks like Xavier is hard again,” she whispers, her tongue flicking teasingly along my earlobe. The sensation sends a shiver down my spine.

Xavier growls in agreement, tossing the vibrator aside. His cock is fully hard now, thick and pulsing with need. He tears open a condom, rolling it down his length before moving behind me. His hands grip my hips, steadying me as he positions himself at my entrance.

The mirror catches the moment, his gaze locking onto mine, a smirk of pure dominance playing on his lips.

“I want you to watch yourself cum,” Xavier murmurs, his voice thick with promise.

A shiver runs through me, anticipation coiling tight in my belly. His hold on me is firm as he teases me with the thick head of his cock, pushing just enough to make me gasp before pulling back. The slow, torturous game has me panting, my body aching for more.

I push back against him, desperate, needy.

His grip tightens. “Patience,” he warns, his tone low and commanding. But I can hear the strain in his voice, feel the way his fingers flex against my skin. He’s holding back—just barely.

A moan escapes my lips, my fingers digging into the sheets beneath me as I push back, silently begging for more. Xavier holds me steady, his cock pressing deeper, stretching me inch by inch. He takes his time, letting me adjust, savoring the way my body clenches around him with each slow, deliberate thrust.

His breath shudders above me. “Fuck,” he groans, his control slipping. His grip tightens as he pulls back, only to slam into me again, harder this time. The force steals my breath, the sound of our bodies colliding echoing through the room—raw, urgent, unstoppable.

I can’t look away, my body frozen in place as Xavier fucks me hard, his cock sinking deeper into me with each stroke. The filthy sound of our bodies colliding is too much to ignore.

A shudder runs through me as Xavier holds me in place, his cock driving deep, stretching me until I’m trembling. His grip is firm, his pace deliberate, but just when I think I have him all to myself, he pulls out, leaving me aching and empty.

I watch through the mirror as he moves to Mia, his hands claiming her, guiding her beneath him. The shift is seamless—his cock sinks into her with a single thrust, and a sharp moan tears from her lips. I can’t look away, my body frozen in place as he fucks her hard, each stroke rougher, deeper.

My breath is ragged as I reach for the vibrator, coating it in my own slick arousal. Matching the rhythm of Xavier’s thrusts, I press it inside me, my hips rocking in time with every movement. A moan slips from my lips, my body tightening, pleasure building as I get lost in the scene unfolding before me.

Mia’s cries echo through the room, each one more desperate as her body quivers, climbing higher. Xavier fucks her even harder now, his groans deepening, the urgency in his thrusts growing.

His fingers dig into her ass, slamming her back against him as he pounds into her with a ferocity that leaves her breathless. Mia’s body bounces with each stroke, her back arched, eyes squeezed shut as she loses herself in the pleasure.

I can feel the heat building inside me, the need, the craving for release, but I can’t look away. I’m caught in this frenzy of sensation, completely consumed.

Her hand finds its way to her clit, rubbing in time with Xavier’s thrusts. Her moans grow louder, her body bucking, desperate for that final peak.

My bottom lip folds between my teeth as I stifle a moan, moving the toy faster against my pussy as I watch them, my own climax building. The vibrator pushes deeper, buzzing against my clit as I match Xavier’s rhythm, the heat of the moment consuming me.

Mia’s moans grow louder, her body trembling as she nears her release. Xavier’s thrusts grow more urgent, harder, and I can see his grip tightening on her hips, his cock driving into her to the brink. His groan fills the room, and I know he’s close.

I don’t hold back anymore, my body moving with the vibrator as I feel the pressure building inside me.

Mia’s body trembles, a scream ripping from her as her orgasm consumes her, her hips jerking against Xavier as he fucks her through it.

Xavier groans in response, his body stiffening as he spills inside Mia with one final hard thrust.

I finally reach the edge, my body convulsing as I cum with a cry, the vibrator sending me into my own mind-shattering orgasm as I watch them both come apart in front of me.

“Well, that was...,” Mia begins, her voice trailing off as she struggles to find the words.

Xavier finishes for her. “That was fucking hot,” he says, a smirk playing on his lips as he sits on the edge of the bed.

A giggle escapes Mia’s lips, a cheeky glint in her eye as she turns to look at me. “No offense, Val, but—I think Xavier has gotten to the top of fuck-list,” she says with a grin.

I shake my head, a laugh slipping out as I reach for my discarded clothes. “I love you, Mia,” I say, my voice soft but full of affection. Grinning, I add, “How about we save some water and shower all together?”


Chapter six
Dripping Desire
Valerie


Xavier chuckles, his eyes alight with excitement. “What a fabulous idea,” he says, racing out of the room and towards the bathroom.

Mia and I laugh as we follow him, my body still tingling with the aftermath of the threesome.

As we all pile into the shower, I can’t help but let my mind drift back over the events of the evening. It’s been a wild ride, and it’s not over yet.

Droplets glisten on Mia’s skin as she tilts her head back, letting the hot water cascade down her body. Turning to me, her hand reaches for the shampoo. “Want me to help you wash?” Her fingers graze my arm as she steps closer.

I nod, my voice suddenly thick with desire. “I would love that.”

With her palms on my head, she works the shampoo in before running her fingers through my hair. The warmth of the water and her scalp massage are so damn relaxing it’s hard to concentrate on anything else.

Xavier watches us, but he doesn’t move. Not yet.

After Mia finishes washing my hair, she moves to my neck, her fingers trailing down, her touch making me tremble. I close my eyes for a moment, savoring the feeling before I turn to face Xavier.

His chest rises and falls, his dark eyes locked on me. The heat in his gaze is unmistakable, and a shiver runs through me that has nothing to do with the hot water.

Mia steps aside slightly, giving him space, but her fingers linger on my skin, trailing down my arm before finally letting go. I barely have time to process the loss of her touch before Xavier purposefully moves in. The steam clings to his skin, droplets racing down his toned chest, disappearing lower. My breath catches as he reaches for me, his fingers tilting my chin up so I’m forced to meet his eyes.

“Didn’t think you could look any better,” he murmurs, his voice low and full of heat. His other hand slides up my waist, water-slicked and warm, leaving a trail of fire in its wake.

Mia presses against my back, her lips grazing my shoulder. “You should see yourself,” she murmurs, her hands trailing down my sides “Absolutely delicious. I don’t think we can resist.” Her voice is pure sin.

A soft, desperate sound escapes me, and Xavier grins like he loves seeing me unravel. His fingers slide up to my wet hair, tangling in it as he tilts my head back further, his mouth hovering just over mine.

“Let’s clean you up some more,” he suggests.

Mia’s hands move lower, and I swear my knees almost give out.

Xavier’s lips crash against mine, all heat and hunger. We meet in a quick, passionate kiss. With his fingers still tangled in my hair, he presses me back against Mia’s warm, wet body. Her hands skim my waist, nails dragging lightly over my skin as she presses a kiss to the side of my neck.

“God, you’re gorgeous like this,” Mia murmurs against my skin before biting down gently, just enough to make me gasp.

Xavier groans at the sound, his grip tightening as his tongue teases the seam of my lips again. The kiss is deep and consuming, stealing my breath.

Mia’s hands move between us, sliding down Xavier’s chest, over his abs, before trailing even lower. He breaks the kiss with a low curse, his head tilting back as Mia wraps her fingers around his shaft.

“Fuck, Mia,” he groans, his hips twitching forward into her grip.

I’m panting now, my body on fire, caught between them as their hands roam over every inch of me. Mia presses her lips to my ear.

“Think he’s ready for us?” she asks, her voice dripping with sin.

Xavier growls, grabbing my ass and pulling me flush against him, letting me feel just how ready he is. “So ready,” he mutters before lifting me effortlessly, pressing me against the warm tile.

Moving lower, Mia’s lips trail down my stomach as her fingers spread my thighs. She sinks to her knees, her tongue sweeping over my skin, giving me goosebumps. My head falls back against the wall, a strangled moan slipping free.

Xavier watches, his breath ragged, his fingers digging into my hips. “Fuck, that’s hot,” he murmurs, his mouth latching onto my throat as Mia’s tongue works its magic between my thighs.

Pleasure crashes through me, my body trembling, lost in the sensation of their hands, their mouths, the way they worship me from both sides.

Mia’s tongue circles and licks, pushing me right to the edge before she pulls back just enough to make me whimper. She’s savoring every reaction, taking her time, drawing it out, completely in control of my unraveling.

Xavier holds me steady from behind, his breath ragged as he watches her work. His fingers dig into my thighs, holding me open for Mia. My head presses against his chest as pleasure floods my senses.

“She’s close,” Xavier mutters, his voice thick with lust.

Mia hums in response, sending a shock of sensation straight through me, and that’s all it takes. My whole body tenses, then shatters, pleasure rolling through me so intensely that I cry out, my fingers clutching Xavier’s shoulders as I cum hard against Mia’s mouth.

She doesn’t stop until I’m trembling, until I’m gasping for breath, and even then, she licks one final, lingering stripe before pulling back with a satisfied grin.

“Delicious,” she purrs, wiping her mouth as she stands.

Xavier growls, his hands tightening on me as he spins us, pressing me against the glass, his body flush against mine. His cock throbs against my stomach, needy, desperate. “My turn,” he mutters before lifting me. His thick length pressed against my entrance.

Mia slides behind him, her hands gliding down his back, over his ass, teasing as she whispers something in his ear that makes his whole body shudder.

Then he pushes into me, stretching me to the brink in one slow, deep thrust. “Fuck, Val,” he groans, his forehead dropping against mine as he starts to move.

Mia seems to work his balls from behind him. His hips jerk forward, deeper and harder until I see stars.

“God, you’re tight,” Xavier pants, his pace quickening, the sound of wet skin and heavy breathing filling the shower.

Mia reaches between us, her fingers finding my clit, circling it in perfect rhythm with Xavier’s thrusts. My body is already so sensitive, still buzzing from my last orgasm, but the pleasure builds again, fast, intense, and overwhelming.

Xavier curses, his jaw clenching as he pounds into me, his muscles flexing under Mia’s touch. His rhythm starts to falter, his breathing turning ragged.

“You’re gonna make me—fuck—“ His grip on my ass tightens, his thrusts grow erratic, and then with a deep groan, he buries himself inside me, his body shuddering as he cums hard.

Mia moves faster, her fingers still working me even as Xavier presses hot kisses to my shoulder, panting against my skin. My orgasm slams into me, my body tightening around him as pleasure explodes through me, my cries swallowed by the sound of the water pounding around us.

Xavier sags against me for a moment before pulling back, grinning as he turns to Mia. “Your turn, sweetheart.”

Mia smirks. “Thought you’d never ask.”

Xavier pulls me close, his hands still roaming my body as we turn our attention to her. She leans back against the tile, her breath catching as our hands, our mouths, move over her delicate skin.

It doesn’t take long until her moans fill the shower, her body trembling under our touch. My fingers slide between her thighs, finding her slick and ready, while Xavier’s mouth trails over her breasts, sucking and biting just enough to make her cry out.

She grips my wrist, guiding my fingers deeper, grinding against me, her head thrown back, her lips parted in pure pleasure.

“That’s it, Mia,” Xavier murmurs against her skin, his voice dark and wicked. “Let go.”

Her whole body tenses, her back arching, a sharp gasp escaping her lips as she shatters. We don’t stop until she’s trembling, until every last aftershock has passed, and she finally sags against us, breathless and spent.

For a long moment, the only sound is the water still pounding around us, the heavy rise and fall of our chests as we catch our breath.

Xavier chuckles, running a hand through his wet hair. “Best shower I’ve ever had.”

Mia laughs, pressing a kiss to my lips before grinning at him. “Yeah? We might have to do this again, then.”

I smirk, already feeling heat coil in my belly again.

~The End~
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Chapter one
Caught in the Moment
Sienna


“Hey, I’m here. Where are you?” I tap the phone screen quickly, glancing around nervously as I enter the gym.

It’s busier than I expected. With the sounds of weights clanking and the rhythmic footfalls on the treadmills, I feel a little out of place. I’ve never been a fan of gyms—too much focus on strength, too many perfectly toned bodies around me. It’s hard not to notice how everyone else seems to know exactly what they’re doing while I’m just trying to figure out where I fit in.

A few guys glance my way, and I can’t help but feel their eyes on me. My white tennis dress feels... too much, too revealing. It clings to my body in all the wrong ways, too short to be modest, showing off my curves when all I wanted was to blend in. I’m not exactly thin, and I feel every inch of my extra weight in how the fabric pulls at my hips and thighs.

I check my phone again. No message.

“Where the hell is he?” I mutter under my breath, frustration creeping in. I can already feel my cheeks burning from the attention. I tap the screen again, but a message pops up before I can press resend.

"Get changed. I’ll catch u in 5."

I can’t help but roll my eyes. Typical.

Without looking at it I push a door open, my head still buried in my phone. Walking inside a room, not paying much attention to the surroundings, my mind preoccupied with a text I'm composing. It’s only when I hear a rustling sound that I look up.

Towel-clad bodies move in my peripheral vision, water droplets sliding down firm chests, muscles flexing as men dry off. Some are still half-dressed. Some are fully naked.

And all of them are staring at me.

And that’s when it hits me.

“Shit.”

I’m in the men’s locker room.

I take a breath and glance around. There’s no way I’m walking out of here now, not without some serious attention. So, I decide on option B and pretend I belong here. As far as they know I could be looking for someone. I dart toward the next best door, praying it’s some kind of hallway leading to a women’s locker room.

It’s not.

I’m in the damn bathroom. And there's no turning back now.

A man is in one of the showers, with the curtain left open. The water pours down his muscular frame like it’s trying to make him even more irresistible.

I freeze.

His body is incredible—tall, broad shoulders, chiseled abs, his skin glowing in the steamy light. And fuck, his cock—heavy, thick, and swaying with every movement of his body.

I shouldn’t be staring. I shouldn’t even be here, but my eyes are glued to him, unwilling to move, like I’m caught in some hypnotic trance. Every inch of him is on display, and all I can think about is what it would feel like to have him close, to touch him.

I swallow hard, fighting the instinct to step forward, run my hands over his sculpted chest, and follow the water trail down his abs. But it's his dick, hanging heavy between his thighs, that keeps drawing me in. It’s all I can focus on, my mouth watering as my mind races with dark thoughts.

I must have been reading too many books—or maybe it’s been too long since my last time—but all I can think about is worshiping this man. I want to trace every inch of his body with my hands, taste every part of him and feel him pressed against me.

My body is on fire, aching with need. I’m not even trying to hide it anymore—my desire is so obvious, so consuming, it feels like I can’t breathe without wanting him. The thought of him taking control, fucking me, fills my mind like a drug I can’t get enough of.

The way he stands there, completely unaware that I’m watching him... it’s maddening.

Slowly, his hand drifts lower, fingers brushing the smooth skin of his abdomen. My heart races, my breath shallow as I watch him touch himself. A deliberate glide, and I’m paralyzed. His hand wraps around his cock, the grip firm but not hurried. He strokes himself, his eyes closed, his head tilted back as if the touch of his own hand is the only thing he needs right now.

His strokes are deep and purposeful. Observing him makes my breath hitch in my throat. The way his cock twitches under his touch, the soft sound of his breath—it’s all I can focus on. He’s teasing himself, moving in a slow, hypnotic rhythm. His breath grows heavier, and I can see the subtle flex of his muscles with each movement. His left hand grips the tile to steady himself while his right works him.

Water trails down his neck, along the curve of his shoulder, and I watch as he tightens his grip, drawing out each pull. His body reacts with a soft, guttural groan. His dick pulses in his hand, thick and heavy, and I swear I can almost feel it, even from where I stand.

The heat between my legs intensifies, my body aching, but I can’t move. I don’t want to. I want to savor this moment, watch him, and feel the tension build. It’s like a drug, and I can’t get enough. His grip tightens, and I see his expression shift—jaw clenched, eyes fluttering closed. His strokes grow faster, more urgent as if he's nearing the edge.

The sound of his breath becomes more ragged, more desperate, and I watch in awe as his body begins to tense, every muscle rippling with the effort. His fingers dig into his skin, and I know he’s close. I can almost feel it too—how every part of him is on the verge of release.

His cock jerks in his hand, thickening in his grip, and then, with a low groan that sends a shiver down my spine, he cums. Thick streams spill from him, his body shaking with the force of it. I can’t look away, can’t tear my eyes from the sight of him—completely lost in his own pleasure.

Still panting, he opens his eyes, and my heart lurches in my chest.

His gaze snaps to me, locking in on mine. Time seems to stop, and every part of me is paralyzed by the realization that I’ve been caught.

Before I can think, before my body can process what’s happening, I spin on my heel and bolt.


Chapter two
Heavy Reps
Sienna


Finally in the women’s changing room, I lean against the lockers, taking deep breaths as I try to steady my pulse. My mind is a whirlwind, still processing everything that just happened. His eyes were on me. The raw, heated way he moved, lost in his world, completely unaware... until he wasn’t.

With a shaky breath, I reach for my clothes and begin changing.

I take a final glance at myself in the mirror—hair slightly damp, cheeks flushed—and step out of the locker room, my footsteps tentative at first. I’m still shaken, but I have to get a grip.

I head down the hall toward the training area, my mind buzzing with thoughts of him. The way he looked, the way he didn’t know I was there, and the way he’d stared at me when he caught me watching.

Before I can talk myself out of it, I pull my phone from my bag and send another text to my trainer. “Ready and changed, where are you?”

I need something—anything to distract me from the storm inside my head.

"Behind you," he texts back.

I turn around to see him looking down at me. His dark hair is damp, strands falling slightly over his forehead. His beautiful blue eyes hold mine, sharp and unreadable. His jawline is strong, a hint of stubble shadowing his skin. Broad shoulders fill out his plain T-shirt, the fabric stretching over his chest, hinting at the sculpted muscle beneath. My gaze drifts lower—to the way his shirt clings to his torso, the way his shorts sit low on his hips.

Then my heart starts racing as recognition slams into me. I know this body. I’ve seen it before—without the clothes.

He is the guy I just watched in the shower. Oh, my... awkward, I watched my new trainer jerk off. Wishing I could hide, I look from his hair down to his legs. Dressed, he is handsome as well. My gaze falls on his gym shorts curiously, picturing the seven-inch dick I saw minutes ago. I feel myself getting wet as my mind paints vivid and crazy Images.

He’s acting so cool, it makes me wonder if he recognizes me—or if he's really good at pretending not to.

“Sorry you had to wait,” he says, his tone way too casual for how I’m feeling. “I had to finish up on something important. You know, some things just can’t wait.” He winks. “Ready to work out?”

Yeah, the question is answered. We both know.

“Hi, I’m Nelson,” he says with a grin.

I reach out to shake his hand, my palms suddenly sweating. “Nice to meet you.”

He clasps my hand gently, but there’s something… there. A slight tickle against my palm, like he’s lingering a little longer than he should. Or maybe I’m reading too much into it. My head’s definitely overthinking it.

I quickly pull my hand back, forcing a smile that I hope doesn’t come off too awkward. “I’m Sienna—your student. I booked an appointment over the phone. Here for the, uh… whole body workout. The ‘lose ten pound in a month’ challenge, I mean.”

I mentally curse myself for stumbling over the words. Could I sound any more nervous?

"I'm glad you’re here, Sienna," he says with a friendly, encouraging tone. "I will help you achieve your goals." He gives me a small nod as if already envisioning the progress. “But if you ask me personally, you don’t need this program.” He looks me up and down, and my stomach does a flip. I swear I see him lick his lips. “I mean, look at you.” I feel a strange mix of self-consciousness and flattery. “Gorgeous is an understatement. You’re beautiful in every sense.”

His words make me feel warm, but also a little... uncomfortable.

“Thank you, coach,” I mutter, trying to keep my composure.

He flashes me a grin, like he's completely at ease. “You’re welcome,” he says smoothly, before motioning for me to follow him.

“Let's start with a little warm-up. Follow my lead.” We step in front of a large mirror, and he places his hands on his hips, looking as confident as ever. He starts stretching, and I try to copy his movements, watching him in the mirror out of the corner of my eye.

But, of course, I don’t get it right.

“You’re doing great, Sienna.” Giving me a nod of approval, he watches as I try to follow his stretch. “Right arm pulls to the left. Perfect.” A brief pause follows before our eyes meet in the mirror. “Sienna, take a second to look at me again and make sure you’re aligned right.”

Pausing, he meets my eyes in the mirror.

Glancing at him, I focus on nailing the movement. While he makes everything look effortless, I’m still struggling to keep up.

“Exactly.” His voice is steady and reassuring. “Now, tell me—what part of your body do you want to focus on?”

I think for a moment, feeling a little self-conscious but also determined. "Well... my belly, my butt, and my legs," I admit.

His gaze flicks to mine, a small nod his only response.

Then he guides me to the seated leg press machine, his hands briefly brushing mine as he adjusts the settings. “This one’s going to tighten those legs and firm up that gorgeous ass,” he says with a knowing smirk.

Without hesitation, he swings onto the seat, shifting smoothly into place. “Watch closely.” His muscles flex as he positions his feet. “Push through your heels, keep your back flat, and control the movement on the way down.” He executes a few reps, making it look ridiculously easy.

When he steps off, he comes close—so close I can feel the heat of his body. “Your turn.” His voice drops just enough to send a shiver down my spine.

I swallow hard, nodding as I step up. “Yeah… let’s do it.”

He stands beside me and helps me position my feet. “You got this, Sienna.”

"Now, press the weight slowly. Keep your movements controlled. You’ll feel it in your legs and glutes."

I push the weight easily.

“Perfect,” he says, his voice a little deeper than before.

After about ten or twelve repetitions, he says, “Actually, Sienna," his gaze lingers on my legs for a moment, “your legs are strong. Are you up for a challenge?”

I raise an eyebrow, intrigued. “Sure, why not.”

“Alright, let’s try the same movement without the machine. We’ll do a free squat using just your body weight."

I nod as I follow him back to the mirror wall. Standing beside me, he demonstrates the movement. "Feet shoulder-width apart," he says as he lowers himself, showing me the movement. "Sit back like you're going to sit in a chair, keeping your back straight. Ready?”

I take a deep breath, trying to shake off the nerves. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

He steps back a little, watching closely as I position my feet and try to mimic his movements. I squat down slowly, trying to keep my back straight.

“Not bad,” he says, his voice warm. “But you’re going to want to get a bit lower to really feel it. Try it again, but this time focus on going deeper.”

I nod and attempt the squat again, trying to push a little further.

“Can I?” he asks, his voice a little softer as he steps right behind me. His hands hover above my hips, waiting for permission. I nod, feeling a little self-conscious, but he gently adjusts my posture, placing his hands lightly on my hips to guide me. “There you go,” he says, his fingers brushing against my skin as he positions me. “Now, keep your weight in your heels and push your hips back.” I do as he says, but feel like I might lose balance. And that is not only from the exercise. He seems to make my head spin, and the touch of his hands does not make it easier.

“Better,” he says with a nod. “Push that ass toward me.” Trembling, I do exactly that. “Keep going, I got you. You won't fall, I promise.”

I try again, my legs starting to burn, but with him guiding me, I feel more confident. There’s a tension in the air now, something unspoken between us, and I can feel it with every breath I take.

“Perfect,” he says, his voice smooth and approving. “You’re doing great. Give me a couple more, alright?”

Half an hour passes, and I’m exhausted.

“You can take a five-minute break; we’ll continue afterward,” he says.

“Okay, sure.” I drop onto a nearby bench, stretching out my legs with a sigh.

Nelson stays close, leaning against the wall beside me, arms crossed over his chest. “How do you feel?”

I let out a breathless laugh. “My legs are on fire.” My gaze flicks up to his, and the smirk tugging at his lips tells me he caught the double meaning.

“Oh yeah?” He pushes off the wall, stepping closer—close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from him. “Guess we’ll have to stretch them out properly.”

His voice is smooth, and he knows exactly what it’s doing to me.

“Let’s move to the mat.”

I follow, my legs still trembling, but the real burn isn’t just in my muscles, it’s in the way my body reacts to him. Every glance. Every touch. Every inhale of his subtle, musky scent.

He kneels on the mat, thighs spread slightly apart, forearms resting on them as he watches me. I lower myself down, stretching out on my back, and the second I do, realization sinks in.

I’m beneath him.

The air between us shifts—thickens, tightens.

“Sit-ups,” he says, his voice lower now. He moves closer, one knee brushing against my thigh as he leans in, his hand settling lightly on my lower abdomen. “Engage your core. Don’t use momentum—control the movement.”

His palm rests there, and his fingers press firmly enough to make me hyperaware of every point of contact, making it hard to concentrate as I nod.

I lift, my core tensing, but my focus is scattered. His breath is warm. His scent is intoxicating. And the way he’s watching me—like he knows exactly what’s running through my mind—is making this impossible.

“Again,” he instructs, calmly.

I move, and this time, when I lift, his hand slides higher, below my ribs, tracking my movement. “That’s better,” he murmurs. “Feel the difference?”

I swallow hard. I feel everything.

“You’re shaking,” he observes. “Tired?”

“Yes.” The word slips out before I can stop it. But not because of the workout.

Knowingly, he smirks. “One more.”

I lift again, and as I reach the top, his palm skims down, fingers brushing above the waistband of my leggings. He is not guiding, not correcting, but lingering.

I suck in a sharp breath.

He holds my gaze.

“Good.”

A pause. His eyes flick over me, assessing.

“But I think you can handle more.”

I swallow hard, my body still humming from his touch.

Nelson doesn’t move away. Instead, he shifts slightly, staying right beside me on the mat, his body still close, his presence still heavy in the air between us.

“Let’s do one more exercise,” he says. “Something for your arms and whole body.”

Effortlessly, he shifts position, lowering onto his forearms, muscles flexing as he holds steady. Then, with controlled precision, he pushes up onto his hands before easing back down.

“Plank and up,” he explains. “Core tight, no sagging. This one works everything—from shoulders and arms to abs, glutes, and quads.”

I nod, still catching my breath, too distracted by the way his back and shoulders move with each push-up.

“Come on,” he urges, tipping his chin toward the space beside him. “Get down.”

I follow his lead, dropping onto my forearms to mirror his stance.

His hand rests lightly against my lower back. “Tighten here,” he instructs, his touch measured yet gentle. “You want a straight line.”

I inhale sharply at the contact and shift slightly. Acutely, I feel every point where our bodies almost touch.

“Now, push up.”

I do, my core and arm muscles burning.

“Controlled movement,” he reminds me, with a steady voice. “You’ve got it.”

I push up again, my body shaking, but his presence keeps me grounded.

“Good.” His voice dips lower, and I swear I hear something else in it—something more profound, maybe seductive. “One more.”

I grit my teeth and push through, arms trembling as I lift for the final time before dropping onto the mat, breathless.

Beside me, Nelson chuckles, shifting onto his side, one arm propped under his head as he looks at me.

“That is enough for today,” he murmurs. “Don’t want to wear you out on our first day.”

I roll my eyes, but I can’t fight the smile.

I’m still catching my breath when I notice his gaze lingering on me.

Then, his voice turns contemplative.

“You ever look at someone and wonder if they see you the same way?”

His words catch me off guard. My pulse is already racing from the workout, but now… now it’s something else entirely.

I glance at him, searching his expression. “What do you mean?”

His lips twitch like he’s deciding whether to say it at all. Then, instead of answering, he moves fluidly back into sit-ups. The effortless strength in his movements is impossible to ignore—with each rise, he gets a little higher and a little closer to me.

Then he stops at the top. “I mean, I know I find you attractive,” he says like it’s a simple fact. “But I guess I wonder…,” he goes down again, his eyes never leaving mine, “do you see me the same way?”

My throat goes dry.

It’s hard to focus on anything other than the sheer control in his body, the way his abs tighten with every movement, the way the dim gym lights catch the sheen of sweat on his skin. And how he’s looking at me now—like he’s testing the waters, like my answer actually matters.

“I…,” my voice falters.

That smirk makes a slow return, but this time, it’s laced with something else— curiosity, maybe even confidence.

“I mean,” he continues, tilting his head slightly, “I guess I already have some idea.”

I frown. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

His smirk deepens. “When you caught me in the shower earlier… you didn’t look away.”

Heat floods my face. “That was an accident.”

“Mm.” He pauses at the top again. “An accident that lasted a little too long?”

My pulse pounds.

Nelson doesn’t get up—he doesn’t have to. Instead, he turns onto his side, closing the space between us, his body still warm from the workout, and a little out of breath. His fingers find my waist, grazing over the curve of my hip before drifting even further down.

“You don’t have to pretend,” he says, his voice hushed, almost a growl. “I could tell you liked what you saw.”

I should deny it. I should laugh it off. But I can’t.

Because he’s right.

His voice dips lower. “As I said, I like what I see too.” His hands grow heavier on my skin. “How you looked standing there, watching me. How you bit your lip like you were imagining how I’d feel—”

“Nelson,” I whisper.

“Shh,” he motions, his lips warm against my skin. “Tell me to stop, and I will.”

I don’t.

Instead, my breath catches as he tilts my chin up, his gaze locking onto mine like he’s giving me one last chance to back out.

I look around to see if anyone is watching, but I don’t stop him.

His lips brush mine, teasing, testing. I exhale, and that’s all the permission he needs.

The second his mouth claims mine, all restraint is gone.

Nelson’s mouth is hot and demanding, his body pressing me back onto the mat, but just when I think he’s going to lose himself in this, he pulls away. His breathing is heavy, his pupils dark and blown with desire as he watches me.

“Come on,” he says, gripping my wrist and pulling me up. “You need a proper cooldown.”

I blink at him, dazed, my lips still tingling from his kiss. “A cooldown?”

His smirk is pure sin. “Yeah. You’re all tense.” He leans in, his voice turning seductive and private. “And I did say I’d help you loosen up.”

He doesn’t give me a chance to protest—not that I would. He grabs a towel and my water bottle before guiding me toward the back of the gym, his grip strong but not forceful. My pulse hammers with every step. I know where we’re going. The family changing rooms. Private. Secluded. No interruptions.

The second we step inside, the door clicking shut behind us, Nelson wastes no time. He presses my back against the wall, his body solid and flaming against mine, his mouth ghosting over my jaw.

“You’ve been teasing me all damn session,” he murmurs, fingers sliding down my arms, leaving a trail of warmth in their wake. “And since you saw me naked earlier… I think you owe me a little stretch.”

I shudder as his hands travel lower, gripping my hips before spinning me around. “Hands on the bench,” he instructs.

I obey, placing my palms flat against the wooden surface.

His hands move to my shoulders first, kneading the tension there, working his thumbs in slow, deep circles that have me sighing. “See?” he says. “This is important after a workout. Keeps your muscles from tightening up.”

I let out a soft breath, but then his hands slide lower, down my spine, over my waist, and settle on my hips.

“Spread your legs a little,” he whispers.

I hesitate.

“Trust me,” he coaxes.

Slowly, I shift my feet apart.

His hands slide down my thighs next, guiding me into a deeper stance, and then he presses himself against me—just enough for me to feel the pressure of him, the unmistakable hardness straining against his shorts.

I gasp.

“Still tense?” he asks, teasing.

My heart pounds. “Nelson—”

“Shh.” He moves one hand between my legs, teasing the inside of my thigh, while his other splays over my stomach, pulling me back into him.

He hooks his fingers into my leggings, dragging them down in one slow, deliberate motion, taking my underwear with them. A shiver races through me as cool air brushes against my bare skin. Instinctively, I arch, pressing closer to him, and he groans, his mouth finding the back of my neck.

“Fuck,” he mutters, voice thick with hunger. “I knew you’d like it…” His fingers trace lower, reclaiming the path he’s already marked. “I think you need more than a stretch.”

I exhale shakily, already lost in the fire of him. “Then help me out.”

His breath hitches. With a dark chuckle, he tightens his grip and pulls everything down.

Nelson moves at his own pace, his hands lingering on the newly exposed skin, relishing every inch. He traces my thighs with a lingering, possessive touch, claiming me with every stroke.

I shudder as he kneels behind me, his fingers gliding down the backs of my legs, teasing, claiming.

“Damn,” he murmurs, his voice hungry. “You are so fucking beautiful.”

He spreads his hands over my ass, kneading, squeezing, and then pressing a slow, lingering kiss to the curve of one cheek. My fingers tighten around the bench as his mouth moves lower, his breath warm against the sensitive skin of my inner thigh.

"Nelson..." His name slips from my lips in a breathy whisper, my body already trembling, betraying me. Another weak, futile attempt to resist the inevitable.

"Relax," he soothes, his lips brushing the back of my knee. "Let me take care of you."

His hands glide up the backs of my thighs, coaxing them farther apart. My core tightens in anticipation, and then—finally—his fingers find their way closer to where I need him most.

Slowly, he slides one inside, a delicious stretch that makes my chest tighten. Then, with a hungry growl, he adds a second, filling me more completely, the pressure building as he moves with a rhythm that has me gasping, my lungs struggling to keep up. Pleasure pulses through me, his fingers reaching deeper, pushing me closer to the edge.

“Nelson,” I whimper, pushing back against him.

“I love how needy you say my name,” Nelson snarls, tightening his grip, his fingers digging into my skin as he pulls me even closer to him. He devours me with his touch, his fingers swirling, his palm pressing down to make my knees shake.

The lewd sounds of his fingers in me fill the small room, and I can feel him watching me, feel the heat of his gaze as he drinks in every reaction.

“You like that?” he purrs, his voice rough and teasing.

I nod frantically, my breath coming in shallow gasps. “Yes—God, yes.”

He hums in satisfaction, the low sound rippling through me, sparking a deep, aching need. When I watched him in the shower earlier, I never in my wildest dreams imagined that I would have his fingers inside me. Yet here I am, trembling beneath his touch, every stroke making it harder to believe this is real. Maybe I am dreaming. Maybe I’ll wake up at any second, aching and empty. But the way he grips my hips feels too damn good to be anything but reality.

One of his hands travels down, his fingers slick with my arousal as he circles my entrance, teasing.

“That’s it,” he whispers, pressing kisses to my inner thigh between strokes. “Let go. Relax into my touch.”

And I do.

The orgasm rips through me, my legs shaking, my breath breaking as I cry out, my body pulsing around his fingers. He groans against me, fingering me through every aftershock, holding my body in place.

When I finally sag forward against the bench, boneless and spent, Nelson doesn’t hesitate. Strong hands grip my waist, pulling me up as if I weigh nothing.

After he spins me around again, I hear his commanding voice.

“Hold on to me.”

Before I can even process it, he shifts, pressing my back against the wall, his body locking me in place. My legs dangle for a second before his hands secure me, strong and steady, holding me up like I belong there.

And then—I see him. I’ve caught glimpses before, but this? This close, this hard, this thick? My pulse stutters, legs trembling, as he presses against me, the heat of him undeniable.

His mouth finds my ear, his exhale warm, teasing, sending shivers down my spine."You've seen me, honey," he murmurs, voice full of dark promise. "But tell me… do you want to feel me?"

My fingers tighten against his shoulders, my grip instinctive, steady.

A wicked chuckle escapes him. "I remember how you watched me in the shower. You couldn’t look away, could you?"

His hand trails down my stomach, lingering just above the desperate ache between my thighs. "I bet you imagined how good I’d feel stretching you open."

I gasp, my pulse hammering. There’s no denying it—not when he’s this close, his presence overwhelming, his cock thick and heavy against my bare skin.

Fingers dip lower, skimming over my still-sensitive core, drawing a sharp gasp from me. “Say it,” he coaxes, his other hand tightening on my hip, pulling me flush against him. “Tell me how bad you want me to fuck you.”

I whimper, already lost to the need clawing inside me. “So bad.”

A groan rumbles in his chest as he rolls his hips, making sure I feel every thick, pulsing inch. “Good girl. You’re so fucking wet for me.”

He shifts, pressing me back against the wall. His hands roam—over my back, down to my hips—positioning me exactly how he wants.

“You’re perfect,” he utters, his fingers tracing the curve of my ass before giving it a firm squeeze. “So damn soft… and all mine right now.”

The sound of fabric rustling makes my heart race. Then he’s there, his bare cock pressing against me, hot and aching.

His voice is a rough growl in my ear. “Tell me how much you want me to fill you up.”

I tilt my hips back, rubbing against him, teasing him the way he’s teased me.

“I want you,” I hiss. “I need you inside me. I need you to fuck me so hard I’ll feel you for days.”

Nelson rumbles, his fingers digging into my hips. “Then I’ll give you what you crave, sweetheart.”

He grips himself, rolling a condom down his thick length with one hand before brushing the head of his cock against my slick heat, dragging it over my sensitive skin. My body trembles, desperate for him, but he waits, drawing it out, letting the hunger consume me.

“Nelson,” I moan, struggling to speak as desire overwhelms me. He groans, his control snapping. A heartbeat later, he lines up and thrusts inside me. The stretch burns for a second, stealing my air, but then—fuck—it’s good. So good. He fills me completely, pushing deeper, wrecking me in the best way.

A sharp exhale escapes me as he pulls me closer, holding me against him. His grip is solid, muscles flexing as he presses me harder against the wall, sinking deeper with each thrust.

“Fuck,” he curses, forehead dropping to my shoulder. “You feel so damn good, baby.”

He slowly pulls out before pressing in again—deeper this time. The movement makes me bite my lip to stifle a moan.

"Don’t hold back," he demands, his voice low and rough as it vibrates against my ear. "I want to hear you."

His hips snap forward, harder, tearing a cry from my throat. My hands scramble for purchase against the wall, the force of him making me dizzy.

Nelson groans, his hands sliding up my body, grabbing my breasts, squeezing roughly and possessively as he pounds into me.

His pace quickens, his grip tightening, his body straining with each thrust. “Tell me how fucking good it feels,” he growls.

I can’t form words, only broken sounds of pleasure, desperate moans spilling from my lips as I press back against him, chasing the feeling of needing more.

“Fuck, sweetheart,” he growls again, slamming into me to the brim. “You’re gonna make me lose my damn mind.”

And God, I want him to.

I’m lost in the wild, intoxicating rhythm of him. I pull him even closer, desperate for more, drowning in the sensation of it all, moaning without restraint as we get lost in each other.

Nothing matters except us and the pure, perfect satisfaction of being exactly where we are.

His thrusts grow rougher, deeper, driving me higher until I’m nothing but sensation—heat, need, desperation. My body tightens, coiling like a spring, every nerve on fire.

“Nelson,” I whimper, my voice shaking, my fingers clawing at the wall. “I’m—”

“Yeah, baby,” he growls, his pace relentless. “Cum for me.”

A sharp thrust sends me spiraling. Pleasure crashes through me, my body locking up as I cry out, trembling, lost in the overwhelming rush of it. My walls pulse around him, gripping him tight, dragging him deeper into my pleasure.

“Fuck,” he groans, his rhythm faltering. His grip tightens, his body shuddering against mine. A guttural sound rips from his throat as he buries himself to the hilt, throbbing, spilling into the condom as he holds me close.

For a moment, we just pant—heavy, tangled, spent.

He presses his forehead to my shoulder, laughing softly as his hands slide down my sides. “Goddamn,” he murmurs, pressing a lazy kiss to my skin. “You just ruined me.”

I smile, breathless, leaning back against him. “Good.”


Chapter three
Stretching the Limits
Nelson


Showering hasn’t been the same for the last couple of days. My routine’s unchanged—water scalding hot, steam thick in the air, hands scrubbing over my skin—but my thoughts are far from clean. I kept replaying the way Sienna watched me, her eyes glued to me as I jerked off under the hot water. Her gaze faltered when our eyes met like she craved more than just watching.

Hell, I dream of it. I dream of her eyes on me, her lips parting, the slight hitch in her chest as I step out, dripping wet, with nothing between us but the heat of my skin and the hunger in her stare.

But dreaming isn’t enough.

I crave her again. I need to feel her body pressed against mine and hear her moan when I move inside her. The way her eyes locked with mine, daring me to go deeper, harder. I can’t shake the memory.

Today is finally Monday. The four-day stretch from Thursday to now has been unbearable, dragging on like an eternity. Too damn long. I want to see her, need to know if she’s been craving me the way I’ve been craving her.

I walk toward the free weights, my pulse already kicking up. And then I see her.

Sienna, standing there like temptation itself, stretching, tilting her head to the side as she rolls her shoulders, those leggings hugging every curve perfectly. Her lips curl when she spots me, and I swear there’s a glint in her eyes—like she knows exactly what she’s doing to me.

We start warming up, acting like nothing’s different. Like I haven’t been thinking about her, imagining her, since the last session. But she’s different today. There’s something in the way she moves, the way she lingers just a little too close.

And then the teasing starts.

She picks up a resistance band, looping it around her hands before giving it a slow stretch. "You know," she muses, glancing at me through her lashes, "I’m feeling… a little stiff today. Probably because I haven’t been worked properly in a few days."

My jaw tightens. "Is that so?"

She nods, tilting her head. "Mmm-hmm. Maybe you can help me loosen up." She pulls the band again, this time with a little smirk. "I could use a good stretch."

I exhale sharply, flexing my hands at my sides. She’s playing with fire.

I step closer, deliberately invading her space. "Careful what you ask for, Sienna. You might not be able to handle it."

Her lips part slightly, but she doesn’t back down. Instead, she moves to the dumbbells, running her fingers along the handles before choosing one. She lifts it, testing the weight, then glances at me again. "Think you can help me, coach?"

Fuck.

She knows exactly what she’s doing. When she bends to grab another weight, her back arching in a way that makes my blood heat, I lose all self-restraint. I step behind her, close enough for her to feel my presence—close enough for her to know what she’s doing to me.

"You're playing a dangerous game, Sienna," I murmur. She straightens and faces me, eyes gleaming with mischief.

"Oh, Nelson," she purrs, trailing her fingers along the dumbbell handle. "I love a good workout… especially when I’m dripping by the end."

And just like that, I snap. Her words send a jolt straight to my core. My jaw clenches, every muscle tightening as she tilts her head, daring me, waiting for me to break. Heat rushes through me, making my body hum with need. My cock stirs, the pressure building, and I feel it growing hard beneath my shorts. Fine. She wants to play? Let’s play.

She bends again to grab the dumbbells, her back arching in a way that makes my blood race. I watch the curve of her body, the fluidity of her movements, and all I can think about is how much I crave her.

Adjusting her grip, she glances over her shoulder, her voice barely a whisper. “Think I can work these, Nelson? Or are they too big?”

The way she says it hits me like a damn punch to the gut. I know what she’s asking. I know she likes it big, and that thought alone makes my head spin. My cock twitches, the pressure building, and suddenly I’m not thinking, I’m acting on instinct.

“I know you like it big,” I mutter, my voice low and thick with desire. “I know you can work it, what I’m worried about is, if I can handle this..." My brain short-circuits, and before I can stop myself, I move. “Let’s find out.”

Without another word, I press against her ass, grinding my rock-hard dick on her. Her breath catches, but she doesn’t move away. If anything, she pushes back, her ass grazing the front of my shorts, testing me, asking for it.

My hands settle on her hips, firm and possessive. "You keep teasing like that, Sienna, and I’ll have to give you a real workout."

She hums, rolling her hips ever so slightly. "Maybe that’s exactly what I want."

That’s the invitation I was waiting for.

I glance around—no one else is in the free weights section. Not that it would matter. My thoughts are consumed by her, by the need to be inside her.

I grip her waist, pressing her forward until her hands brace against the weight rack. The gym is nearly empty this late. Someone might see us, but I couldn’t care less. All that matters is claiming her— every inch of her—as I’ve imagined for days.

She shivers as I trail a hand down her spine, my fingers grazing over the dip of her lower back before grabbing a handful of that perfect ass. She gasps, pushing back into me, silently begging for more.

"You’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you?" I murmur.

She exhales shakily. "Maybe."

I slide my hand between her thighs, feeling the warmth of her through those tight leggings. "Maybe?" I taunt, pressing to make her squirm.

I notice her gripping the rack tighter. "Yes," she admits. "I’ve been thinking about it. About you."

With a swift motion, I hook my fingers into her leggings and peel them down, leaving her red thong teasingly in place. My hands roam over her ass, then slide lower, finding her hot, slick, and ready for me.

I push the thong to the side, the fabric barely moving as I trace the curve of her, teasing her with my touch, feeling her pulse beneath my fingertips.

"Fuck, Sienna," I groan. "You really need a good workout, don’t you?"

She whimpers, rocking her hips back in silent demand. "Nelson, please."

I free myself, guiding the thick head of my cock against her, teasing her entrance, rubbing against the slickness that’s waiting for me. She lets out a desperate sound, her body trembling with anticipation.

"You think you can tease me for days and get away with it?" I growl, gripping her hips harder.

She glances over her shoulder, eyes dark with hunger. "Guess you’ll have to teach me a lesson, coach."

That’s the last straw. Hardly managing to put a condom on, I thrust into her in one smooth motion, burying myself deep. She gasps, arching beneath me as I stretch her, claim her, give her exactly what she’s been asking for.

Her nails dig into the rack as I grip her hips, setting a fast pace. Every thrust sends a sharp jolt of pleasure through both of us. My hand slides over her mouth, stifling her soft moans, and I adjust our position, trying to keep it as discreet as possible, moving only slightly to hide the evidence of our action. The sound of our bodies colliding is drowned out by the music, the beat pulsing louder as we try to stay unnoticed.

"You are so tight," I groan, watching the way she takes me, the way her body molds to mine, perfectly, like her pussy is made for me.

"Harder," she pants. "Take me harder."

After checking the surroundings to double-check that no one is watching, I tighten my grip and oblige, slamming into her with force.

"Sienna," I growl as my head falls back.

She shudders, her body clenching around me as she cries out, her release hitting hard and fast. The way her pussy tightens around me sends me over the edge right after. A low groan rips from my chest as I empty myself inside the condom, holding her close while our bodies pulse.

For a few moments, neither of us moves, catching our breath, our bodies still tangled together, heat radiating between us.

Then, finally, she glances over her shoulder with a wicked little smirk. "Best workout I’ve had in a long time."

I chuckle, pressing a kiss to the back of her neck. "Good. Because we’re not done yet."

Sienna is still panting, her body slacks against me when the distant sound of voices drifts into the free weights area. I pull away and I help her straighten up.

"Good timing," I murmur, tugging her leggings back into place before giving her ass a firm squeeze.

She exhales a shaky laugh, smoothing her hair and adjusting her top. When she turns to me, her eyes are still hooded with satisfaction, but there’s a glint of mischief in them.

"Guess I should actually do some working out before people start asking questions," she teases.

I chuckle, stepping back as two guys walk in, chatting about their sets. Sienna clears her throat and casually grabs her water bottle from her bag. I shake my head, amused at how quickly she slips back into her normal demeanor.

"You’re up next," I tell her, nodding toward the squat rack.

She quirks a brow. "You sure you can handle watching me squat after… that?"

I smirk. "Try me."

We move to the squat rack, and I load up the bar with just enough weight to challenge her. As she steps under the bar, I position myself behind her, close but not too close—at least, not now.

She grips the bar, setting her stance, then gives me a look over her shoulder, eyes sparkling. "Hope you don’t mind if I take it nice and slow."

Damn, she’s going to kill me.

"Take your time," I say, my voice rougher than I intended.

She lowers into the squat, pushing her hips back, her ass grazing dangerously close to my crotch. I swear she does it on purpose. My hands hover near her waist, ready to support if needed, but mostly giving me the excuse to be right here.

"Good form," I praise. "Keep your knees aligned."

She lets out a soft hum as she comes back up, pressing through her heels. "Like this, coach?"

Fuck.

I keep my expression neutral, even though my body is already responding. "Exactly like that."

Her next squat is even slower. I can feel the heat rolling off her, replaying what we just did makes my pulse hammer. Her ass is right there, and all I want to do is grab it again, bend her over, and—

Focus, man.

I clear my throat as she finishes her set and racks the bar, turning to me with a knowing smirk. "Didn’t get too distracted back there, did you?"

I smile right back, stepping closer, calming my voice. "You keep pushing me, Sienna, and I will take you again. Just wait for it."

Her lips part, and for a second, she looks like she might challenge me. But then she says. "What if I behave now?"

“It makes no difference.” I shake my head, already thinking about what I’m going to do to her the next chance I get.

It’s late, and the gym is nearly empty. The last client finishes up, giving me a quick nod on their way out. I wave them off, locking the door behind them. The place is mine now. Ours.

Sienna is stretching by the mirrors, her curved body moving in ways that make it impossible to focus on anything else. The way her leggings hug her butt, the slight sheen of sweat on her skin—I’ve been holding myself back for the last half an hour. But now, with the gym closing and no one else around, there’s nothing stopping me.

I walk over to the TRX bands, rolling my shoulders like this is another part of the workout. "Ever used these before?"

She straightens, looking at the straps curiously before shaking her head. "No. Are they any good?"

I smirk. "Oh yeah. Full-body control, core engagement. You’ll feel it everywhere."

Her lips twitch like she hears the double meaning, but she doesn’t call me out on it. Instead, she steps closer, waiting for instruction.

"Let’s start with something simple," I say, guiding her through a few butterfly stretches and upper-body movements to get used to the suspension. She follows my lead.

But then, I push it further.

"Take your leggings off," I tell her, my voice commanding "You’ll need a full range of motion for this next part."

Her eyes widen, for a second. But then, with a slow grin, she peels them down, revealing that tiny red G-string.

Fuck.

I keep my expression neutral, but my hands flex at my sides. "Now, feet in the handles. Go into a plank position."

She follows my instructions, sliding her feet into the straps, and adjusting until she’s hovering above the floor, arms braced. I step behind her, my hands steadying the bands as I slowly pull them higher. Her legs lift, shifting her weight, guiding her from a plank toward a near handstand.

And now, her pussy is right in front of me. Just inches away and barely covered. My jaw tightens and my control snaps. My dick hardens in my pants, pressing against the fabric, desperate for contact, aching with the need to be inside her.


Chapter four
At His Mercy
Sienna


My arms start to shake as I press my palms into the mat on the floor, muscles burning to keep me steady while my legs hang in the TRX bands. The straps dig into my ankles, holding me open and completely exposed.

With a sharp tug, he lifts the bands higher, tipping me closer to a handstand. My balance is gone, my control slipping away, leaving me entirely in his hands. A shiver runs through me as the sensation takes over. I feel weightless, vulnerable, and completely at his mercy.

His hands skim up my thighs, slow and teasing, making my heart skip a beat. The contrast between firm restraint and featherlight touch sets my skin on fire. I can’t move or fight it. All I can do is surrender, but the challenge of holding myself up becomes almost unbearable.

He steps closer, the heat of his body hovering inches from mine. When his hands grip my legs and push them farther apart, my pulse spikes. The position leaves me exposed in a way that makes every sensation sharper, and every movement more intense.

A sharp gasp escapes me as I struggle to hold myself up. I have no control, no way to shift or brace myself beyond the trembling strength in my arms. At his whim to whatever he decides to do next.

Then I hear him fumbling with his pants. My breath catches as I glance up, my upside-down view giving me an unfiltered look as he pushes his shorts down. His cock springs free, thick and ready. Seeing him like this is new—exciting. I’m enjoying it more than I expected, just wishing I could touch him or take him in my mouth.

Nelson rubs his shaft while rolling a condom on. The anticipation coils deep inside me.

“Take me already, I don’t know how much longer I can hold myself up,” I gasp.

"I’ve got you," he murmurs, his voice laced with confidence. He lines himself up, the thick head of his cock pressing against me before he slides in, stretching me slowly, making me shudder. His hands grip my hips, lifting me just enough to ease the pressure on my hands. The angle shifts, and suddenly, I feel him deeper, the way he slides in with a perfect pressure that makes my body tremble. Each controlled thrust pushes me higher, the sensation of him filling me in just the right way, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me.

His grip tightens on my hips, steadying me as I tremble, unable to do anything but take what he gives. The burn in my arms is nothing compared to the way he stretches me, each roll of his hips precise and deep. I grip the mat, but there's no chance of control—not like this. Suspended and spread, I'm his to do with as he pleases. All I can do is hold on as he takes me deeper, my body bending and yielding.

The deeper he thrusts, the more my body is held in place, my back arching as a moan escapes me, impossible to hold back.

The way he controls me—guiding my hips, locking my legs tighter—makes every sensation feel sharper. The friction, the pressure, the way he uses my body— it overwhelms me, and I don’t want it to stop. It’s like every inch of me is tuned to him, responding to nothing but his touch. Each thrust drives me closer to the edge, deeper into a mix of need and pleasure I can’t escape.

Even though the bands hold me, keeping me unable to move or pull away, it’s like a freedom I’ve never felt—freedom to give myself to him completely, without hesitation, no questions asked.

His hold on me strengthens, each thrust driving deeper, sending me spiraling into the sensation. Blood rushes to my head, my hands tingling with numbness. Heat consumes every inch of me, my pulse pounding loudly in my ears.

I can’t move, can’t escape, and yet, I’ve never felt more alive. His hands guide me, his pace relentless. He shifts again, and the new angle has me gasping—so deep, so intense. My body hums, pushing me closer to surrender.

"Stay with me," he growls, his voice low and demanding as he slams into me again. His words are a command, but there’s something softer in them, a promise to take me further than I’ve ever been.

I’m so close, so unbearably close, my muscles tightening, pulse racing. I can’t hold back anymore. With one last deep thrust, my body shudders, tension snaps, and I explode around him. My mind goes blank, and I can’t stop the cries spilling from my lips as pleasure rips through me, my body still pulsing with the aftershocks.

He doesn’t stop moving inside me, slowing only when I’m completely undone, my body shaking with the last of my orgasm.

I’m losing it, my arms are about to give out. Just in time he wraps one arm around my waist, lifting me effortlessly, while the other works to untangle my legs from the TRX straps. I hardly notice any of it—too weak to focus—only feeling him holding me steady.

Then he carefully guides me down onto the floor. The moment my feet touch solid ground, my arms finally give out, and I collapse onto the mat, my chest heaving, my skin flushed and slick with sweat.

“Did you enjoy that?” he asks, his voice low and gravelly.

I can barely speak, my body still humming with the aftereffects of the intensity. But I nod, a slow, satisfied smile curling at the corners of my lips. “Yes,” I whisper back, my voice thick. “I liked it more than I can say.”

After a few more breaths and sorting my thoughts, I add, “I will definitely feel every muscle tomorrow. This was quite an exercise. Good workout, coach.”


Chapter five
Out of Control
Nelson


It’s damn near impossible to focus on anything in the gym with Sienna around. It's been two days since I had her in a handstand, fucking her deep, and just thinking about it has me hard all over again.

Today, I’ll show her the bench press. Walking her over I feel the heat radiating off her. “Alright, first thing’s first," I murmur, my voice low, brushing against her as I set up the bench. "Let me show you how it's done."

Laying down on the bench, my feet firmly planted, I grip the bar, hands set wider than shoulder-width apart. Exhaling slowly, I press the bar up, letting it hover above my chest. The weight feels light, and as I lower it back down, a familiar strain tightens in my muscles before I press it back up again.

"See? It’s all about control," I say.

She watches carefully, then steps forward with a cheeky grin. "How about this for control?" Without warning, she straddles my lap, her hands resting on my chest for balance.

I blink, breath catching. "Uh, that’s... definitely one way to test control," I manage, trying to keep my voice steady. Her mischievous smile makes it clear she’s enjoying this.

As she lowers herself onto me, my heart skips a beat. My muscles twitch in anticipation, and I’m painfully aware of how tight my shorts are becoming. Sienna’s eyes glimmer with a mix of playfulness and something darker.

"You're testing me now," I mutter, my hands gripping the bar tighter as if it’s going to keep me grounded. She grinds against me, and I swear the movement sends a bolt of electricity straight to my core. When her legs bracket my waist, I can feel every inch of her. She leans forward for her lips barely to brush against my ear.

"Control is overrated," she whispers, a hot draw of air against my skin. The teasing, sultry tone in her voice makes my pulse race. My heart pounds in my chest, and I struggle to keep it together.

My hands grip the bar as I try to push the weight up again, but it’s so much harder than before. Sienna moves against me, a teasing grind that knocks the breath from my lungs. My dick twitches, already straining, and I bite my lip to keep a groan from slipping out.

She pulls back, locking eyes with me, her grin widening as she rolls her hips in a steady, taunting rhythm. “What do you think? Can you control this?” she asks.

I swallow hard, my hands gripping the bar so tight my knuckles turn white. "I... I think I need you to move," I growl, trying to keep my focus on the workout, but it’s nearly impossible with her grinding against me like this.

“There is no one around. Why would I move? Last time you tested me and set me up in a handstand. Today is my turn.”

Sienna smirks, unbothered by my attempt to stay calm. She then pushes her shorts to the side, exposing herself, and my mind races, fighting the urge to touch her. Licking her finger, she does exactly what I want to do. Fingering herself on top of me. My dick was hard before, but now he is so big, it's hurting. I need to release.

Without warning, she shifts her weight and lowers herself, aligning perfectly with me. I push the weights up onto the rest, letting them settle securely before freeing my hands. With a grin, she tugs my shorts down. Her fingers move swiftly, her touch deliberate as she pulls them just far enough to expose my manhood. My breath hitches at the sensation of her hands on me, the friction of her fingers against my skin. After a few strokes, she rolls a condom over my twitching length.

"Better," she murmurs. A deep groan rumbles from my chest as she sinks down, her warmth enveloping me inch by inch. She’s tight—so damn tight—that every inch feels like a slow, sweet torture. My fingers twitch with the urge to grab hold of her, but I let her take control, savoring the hungry movements. She grinds against me, controlled at first, teasing, driving me mad with every slick slide of her body against mine. The sensation is unreal, and another groan slips from my throat before I can stop it. Then she picks up the pace, her movements growing bolder, faster.

"Fuck," I hiss, no longer able to keep my hands off her. My grip tightens as she slams down onto me with more urgency, her body moving with perfect rhythm. The tension builds fast, each thrust sending a shock of pleasure through me.

Sienna pants, the sound of skin against skin filling the gym. I’m close—so fucking close—and holding back is impossible.

She moans a breathy, desperate sound, her pace turning frantic. I lose myself in the rhythm, in the feel of her, and with one last desperate thrust, we crash over the edge together. My hands grip her hips tight as I let go, consumed by the sensation, by her.

"Guess you won. I clearly lost control," I manage to rasp.

~The End~


Did you like this book?

Then you’ll LOVE 22 Shades of Taboo.

[image: image-placeholder]

A quick and filthy collection of adult short stories…

Nothing is off-limits and every desire is explored.
From forbidden fantasies to seductive surprises, get ready for a world of passion that will leave you craving more.

No fluff, no filler—just 22 sizzling fantasies in one book.

Endless possibilities are waiting inside.
Get in the mood in less than 5 minutes.

From Escort to Firefighter here are just a few of the stories you’ll find inside:

	He gifts his brother to his girlfriend for one night.

	Two millionaires place a bet on the same woman.

	At a secret sex club, two couples become entangled in a night of ecstasy.

	Sexting with her one-night stand.

	The world’s best massage therapist offers more than relaxation.

	Dripping wet from the lifeguard, not the water.

	A morning quickie in the parking garage.




In these stories, you’ll discover how a little imagination and some hot gadgets can turn up the heat in the most unexpected ways. Whether it’s solo play, fun with a partner, or indulging in the pleasures of light BDSM.

Continue reading HERE!


For more information

Scan HERE

[image: image-placeholder]


To sign up for my Newsletter

Scan HERE

[image: image-placeholder]


https://shorturl.at/YFhVp

OEBPS/image_rsrc2CW.jpg
RO
SHORT
STOPIES

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE

AVALON LUST





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Roadside Rendezvous


    		Dual Seduction


    		Dirty Detour


    		Taste of Temptation


    		Changing Room Confessions


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221






OEBPS/image_rsrc2CX.jpg
EROTICA SHORT STORIES

AVALON LUST





OEBPS/image_rsrc2CY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2CZ.jpg
I [ ]
Made with Flodesk





OEBPS/image_rsrc2D0.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrc2CV.ttf


OEBPS/font_rsrc2CU.ttf


