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ONE
A SLUT FOR MY EX’S DAD


Karissa

The chandeliers are too bright. That's the first thing I notice when I step into the ballroom. Crystal streams drip from the ceiling like frozen waterfalls, throwing fractured light across tables draped in cream linen. Everything here costs more than my rent. Probably more than three months of my rent.

I smooth down my black uniform shirt and adjust my tray, trying to look like I belong.

I don't.

The guests glide past me in their tailored suits and cocktail dresses, speaking in low, cultured voices about things I can't relate to. They talk of vacation homes in the Hamptons, upcoming gallery openings, investment portfolios. I'm invisible to them, just another server refilling champagne flutes and clearing appetizer plates.

That's fine. I need to be invisible tonight. I need to do my job, collect my paycheck, and get the hell out without incident.

Rent is due in four days. I'm $380 short.

My stomach clenches at the thought. I've already pushed my landlord twice this year. One more late payment and I'm out. And finding another apartment in this city with my credit score and lack of savings? Impossible.

So I smile. I balance my tray. I weave through the crowd offering canapés to people who barely glance at them.

This is my life now.

A year ago, I was in a relationship. I had stability, or at least the illusion of it. My ex, Trevor, talked about our future constantly. We had plans of moving in together, maybe getting a dog, eventually marriage. I believed him. I trusted him.

Stupid.

I found out he'd been cheating on me for eight months. Eight months of lies, of coming home late smelling like someone else's perfume, of telling me he was working overtime when he was actually fucking his coworker in her apartment across town. All the while, I was dreaming of someday getting out of the hellhole of poverty together.

The breakup destroyed me financially. We'd been splitting costs on everything—groceries, utilities, nights out. When he left, I suddenly couldn't afford my half of the life we'd built. I had to move to a shitty studio in a worse neighborhood. I had to pick up extra shifts wherever I could find them.

Hence tonight. A corporate fundraiser for some tech company I've never heard of, paying $22 an hour plus tips. I can't afford to fuck this up.

I'm so focused on not fucking up that I don't see him at first.

Then I do, and my breath catches.

A tall, distinguished man whose voice sounds like a sex god's. Everybody he's talking to is as captivated by him as I am. He's standing near the bar, turned slightly away from me, talking to another man in an expensive suit. But even from behind, he commands attention. He's tall, easily over six feet, with broad shoulders that fill out his charcoal suit jacket perfectly. His posture is impeccable, relaxed but authoritative, like he's used to owning every room he enters.

I should look away. I should focus on my job.

Instead, I stare.

He turns slightly, gesturing as he speaks, and I catch a glimpse of his profile. Strong jaw, sharp cheekbones, a nose that's been broken at least once, and healed with character. His hair is thick and dark, shot through with silver at the temples. He has to be in his early fifties, maybe older, but age has only refined him. He looks like he's been carved from stone and polished to a dangerous sheen.

Then he turns fully toward me, and our eyes meet.

My heart slams against my ribs.

Jesus Christ.

His eyes are dark brown or maybe hazel, I can't tell from this distance. They hold mine for just a second too long. Long enough for heat to pool low in my belly. Long enough for my brain to conjure an extremely inappropriate image of that mouth between my thighs, those large hands gripping my hips, that commanding presence focused entirely on making me⁠—

A waiter brushes past me, jostling my tray.

I stumble.

Time slows down in that horrible way it does when you know you're about to fuck up and there's nothing you can do to stop it. I watch in horror as the wine glass on my tray tips, spills, and sends a cascade of deep red liquid directly onto the crisp white shirt of the man I've been eye-fucking for the past thirty seconds.

Oh God. Oh no. No, no, no.

The wine spreads across his chest like blood, soaking into the expensive fabric. He looks down at himself, then up at me, and I want to disappear into the floor.

"I am so sorry," I gasp, setting down my tray with shaking hands. "I'm so, so sorry. I'll—I'll clean it. Just give me a second, I'll⁠—"

I grab a napkin from a nearby table and start frantically dabbing at his shirt, my hands trembling. This is a disaster. My manager is somewhere in this room. If he sees this, if someone complains, I'm done. I'll lose this gig and any chance of getting booked for future events. I can't afford to lose this job. I can't⁠—

"Hey. Calm down." His voice cuts through my panic—low, rough, with an edge of command that makes me freeze mid-dab. But more than his voice, it's the way his fingers are tightly gripping my wrist now. The touch should be shocking and bruising. Instead, it feels grounding because he's subtly rubbing the inside of my wrist with his thumb, soothing me. I feel his masculine touch being injected into my veins like a relaxant. "It's okay. People make mistakes."

Every light brush of his calloused finger against the sensitive inside of my wrist sends an electric current through my system. The spot between my thighs throbs with an inexplicable weight. I feel every touch between my legs, like he's stroking my throbbing pussy instead of my skittering pulse. The way he touches is deliberate, but not lustful, like he's trying to push away the terrible thoughts in my head by giving me pleasure that could anchor me to the present.

I look up at him, my hand still pressed against his chest. Up close, he's even more devastating. Those eyes are definitely hazel, flecked with gold, and they're fixed on me with an intensity that makes my knees weak. His face is all hard angles and weathered handsomeness, the kind that comes from decades of living, not from youth. There's a scar cutting through his left eyebrow. His mouth is full, expressive, and currently pressed into a slight frown of concern.

Suddenly, recognition hits me. I've seen this man before. He visited Trevor, my ex twice. He's Trevor's dad. Daniel Hale. I remember finding out after our breakup that Trevor was loaded because his dad was a multi-millionaire or something.

The weight of Daniel Hale's hand is wrapped around my wrist feels both pleasurable and like torture. He's rubbing the lower curve of my palm now. I never knew that spot could feel so sensitive, but when he presses his finger into my soft flesh, my pussy jerks immediately.

The contact sends a jolt of heat straight to my core. His grip is firm, not painful, but absolutely in control. His fingers are warm against my skin, and I can feel the rough calluses on his palm. These aren't soft executive hands. These are hands that have worked, that have gripped things, that would feel like heaven when they're buried inside my cunt, stroking my G-spot and caressing my inner walls. I'd probably come instantly.

"I said calm down," he repeats, his voice dropping even lower. "You're making it worse."

"I have to get the stain out," I say, hearing the desperation in my own voice. "If my manager sees this, I'll⁠—"

"It doesn't matter. And you're not getting the stain out with that napkin."

"It matters to me!" The words come out sharper than I intend. "This could cost me my job. I need the money. I can't afford to fuck this up."

Something shifts in his expression. His frown deepens, and his thumb strokes once across the inside of my wrist, probably unconsciously. The small gesture makes my pulse spike. My blood feels thicker somehow, and it feels like it's impossible for it to crawl through my arteries and keep me breathing when a man this gorgeous and dominant is trying to cut off my air supply with his hotness alone.

"You won't lose your job," he says firmly, and when he says it, I feel myself trusting him. I have no reason to believe him. He's the dad of the guy who cheated on me. But there's something that tells me that this man keeps his word and delivers on his promises with no exceptions. He has that air of dominant leadership around him, the kind that makes you feel safe to just exist and let him take care of your problems. "I'll deal with it."

I want to believe him. God, I want to believe him. But I've been burned before by men who make promises they have no intention of keeping. Including his son. Like father, like son, they say.

"I can't trust you," I say, my voice barely above a whisper. The heat of his hand is distracting. The smell of him—something expensive and woodsy with a hint of whiskey—is distracting. Everything about him is distracting, and I hate it. Because my pussy won't stop clenching like a slut, yearning for the sensation of his rough fingers teasing my inner walls and stretching me. "What if you're a liar? What if you're just like your son?"

The words are out before I can stop them.

His grip on my wrist loosens slightly, and his eyes widen with genuine surprise. "My son?"

Oh fuck. Oh fuck, I've really done it now.

"Trevor," I manage. "Trevor Hale. We dated for two years. He cheated on me. Lied to me for months. So forgive me if I don't exactly take you at your word just because you're telling me not to worry."

For a long moment, he just stares at me. Then his hand drops from my wrist, and he takes a step back, running his fingers through his hair.

"Jesus Christ," he mutters. "You're Karissa?"

Hearing my name in that rough, authoritative voice does something to me that I absolutely cannot examine right now.

"Yeah," I say. "So you know who I am. Great. That makes this even more humiliating. I'm really sorry I spilled that drink on you. Now will you let me do something so I won't get caught?"

"I didn't know," he says, and he sounds genuinely shaken. "Trevor told me you two broke up, but he didn't tell me he cheated on you."

I laugh bitterly. "Of course he didn't. Why would he admit that to his father?"

Daniel shakes his head slowly, his jaw tight. "I guess I believe you. He's a bit immature, and trust me, I have lectured him about how he needs to treat women better. I'm sorry. For what he did to you. That's inexcusable."

I don't know what to say to that. I wasn't expecting an apology. I wasn't expecting him to care. I wasn't expecting his eyes to soften, for the creases around them to deepen, and for that to make my pussy convulse so hard.

"It's not your fault," I finally manage. "You didn't cheat on me. He did."

"Still." He looks at me, and there's something raw in his expression, something that makes my chest ache. "Let me make this right. Let me pay you back for whatever damage this causes."

"You don't have to⁠—"

"I insist." He glances down at me. “Come on, let’s talk in private.”

"You don't have to do that," I insist, but even as I say it, I know he won't listen.

"I do." His tone leaves no room for argument. "Come with me."

He doesn't wait for my response. He turns and starts walking toward the hallway that leads to the restrooms, and after a moment's hesitation, I follow.

He doesn't touch me, but I can feel him behind me like a physical presence. His footsteps are steady, measured, while mine are shaky. I'm hyperaware of every breath he takes, the way the air shifts when he moves. His cologne wraps around me. It's cedar and leather and something darker, more primal. It's intoxicating, and I hate how much I notice it, how much I want to turn around and bury my face in his neck to breathe it in properly.

My pussy is already wet. I can feel the dampness between my thighs, and it's mortifying. This is my ex's father. I shouldn't be reacting to him like this. I shouldn't be imagining what those hands would feel like on my bare skin, what that voice would sound like whispering filthy things in my ear.

But I am.

He pushes open the door to a single-occupancy bathroom and holds it for me. I slip inside, and he follows, locking the door behind us with a soft click that makes my heart rate spike.

The bathroom is as elegant as the rest of the venue. It has marble countertops, gold fixtures, a full-length mirror that reflects both of us. Me, looking flushed and disheveled in my server uniform. Him, looking composed despite the wine stain spreading across his chest.

"Give me your hand," he says.

I extend my hand without thinking, and he takes it gently, turning it palm-up. There's a sticky residue of wine on my fingers from when I was dabbing at his shirt.

"You got some on yourself," he murmurs, pulling a white handkerchief from his inside jacket pocket.

I watch, mesmerized, as he carefully wipes the wine from my skin. His touch is methodical, thorough, and impossibly gentle. He cleans each finger individually, his large hands dwarfing mine. His thumb brushes against my palm, and I have to bite back a sound that would be far too revealing.

"There," he says softly, tucking the handkerchief away. "Better."

I nod, not trusting my voice. My heart is racing at a speed that could give me a heart attack. I'm hyper-aware that I'm all alone in this small powder room with a man who is huge, handsome, powerful, and has the power to make me do whatever he wants.

He's still holding my hand. His thumb traces absent patterns against my wrist, and I wonder if he can feel how fast my pulse is racing.

"Turn around," he says.

"What?"

"Turn around. Face the mirror."

I obey before my brain can catch up, and suddenly his hands are on my shoulders. I can see both of us reflected in the mirror—me, wide-eyed and breathing too fast, and him, standing behind me like some kind of dark guardian. He undid his top two buttons and took off his tie. A glimpse of his tanned chest makes my mouth go dry. There's a hint of muscle and hair, and my tongue longs to lick those perfect collarbones.

"You're too tense," he says, his fingers pressing into the tight muscles of my shoulders. "You're going to make yourself sick carrying this much anxiety around."

"I have a lot to be anxious about," I manage, but my voice comes out breathless as his thumbs dig into a particularly tight knot.

"I know. But right now, in this moment, you need to calm down. Can you do that for me?"

The way he phrases it—for me—sends a shiver down my spine.

"I can try," I whisper.

"Good girl."

Oh fuck. Those two words shouldn't affect me the way they do, but heat floods my core, and I have to press my thighs together. I am shaking on the inside. My belly is shivering from just being around him and experiencing his touch. His voice makes my stomach knot because it's so gorgeous. Deep, raspy, and authoritative. Just the way I fantasize about.

"I want you to breathe with me," he says, his voice low and commanding. "In through your nose, slow count of four. Can you do that?"

I nod, and he begins to count.

"One. Two. Three. Four."

I breathe in, my chest rising, hyperaware of his eyes on me in the mirror.

"Hold it. One. Two. Three. Four."

His hands continue their massage, working the tension from my shoulders with practiced ease.

"Now out through your mouth. One. Two. Three. Four."

I exhale slowly, and some of the tightness in my chest eases.

"Again," he commands. "In. One. Two. Three. Four."

We repeat the pattern several times, and with each breath, I feel myself settling, grounding. His hands are magic, firm but gentle, and the combination of his touch and his voice is doing something to me that I can't quite name.

"Better?" he asks.

"Yeah," I admit. "Better."

"Good. Now I want you to roll your shoulders back. Open your chest."

I do as he says, and his hands slide forward slightly, his fingers brushing the top of my collarbone.

"That's it. You hold too much tension here." His fingers trace along my collarbone, then down slightly. "And here."

His hand is dangerously close to the swell of my breasts, and my nipples tighten in anticipation.

"Let your shoulders drop. Relax them completely."

I try, but I'm too aware of his proximity, too aware of the heat of his body behind mine, too aware of the ache building between my thighs. When I press my thighs together, I feel the stickiness clinging to my skin. It has soaked through my panties and is running down my thighs like a waterfall.

"You're still too tense," he murmurs. "Right here."

He presses his palm flat against my sternum, between my breasts, and I nearly moan.

"I can feel your heartbeat," he says quietly. "It's racing."

I can see in the mirror that my chest is heaving, my breasts straining against my shirt with each breath. His hand is warm through the fabric, and I want it lower, higher, everywhere.

"That's because—" I start, but I don't finish.

Instead, I turn my head slightly and ask, "Are you as bad in bed as your son was?"

The question hangs in the air between us.

He makes a choking sound, his hand freezing on my chest. His eyes meet mine in the mirror, and I watch his pupils dilate, swallowing the hazel until they're almost black.

"What?" His voice is rough, strained.

"You heard me." I'm playing with fire, and I know it, but I can't seem to stop myself. He's clearly into me, too. I can feel it in the way his gaze has been glued to my body in the mirror, the way he has been tracing my curves with his gaze when he thinks I'm. not looking. "Your hands are on my tits, and you're clearly flushed. So I'm asking. Are you as bad as Trevor? Because he was terrible. Selfish. Never made me come. Not once in two years."

"Jesus Christ, Karissa."

"That's not an answer."

His hand twitches against my chest, his fingers flexing like he wants to grab me but is holding himself back.

"Why do you want to know?" he asks, his voice dropping an octave.

"Because you're touching me," I say simply. "And I'm wondering if it'll be worth my time to let you touch me more."

He should pull away. He should tell me this is inappropriate. He should leave.

Instead, his hand stays exactly where it is, and I can feel the heat of it burning through my shirt.

"I should go," he says, but he doesn't move.

"You should," I agree. "But you're not."

"This is crazy. I have never felt such an instant, animalistic attraction to any woman. We met minutes ago, and I already want to feel your legs wrapped around me as I fuck you slowly and make you cry."

"Well, at least your dirty talk game is better than Trevor." I chuckle, but his expression darkens. I love his filthy mouth and the way he's honest about his attraction to me.

He withdraws his hand slowly, and I almost whimper at the loss. But then he takes a step back, and I turn to face him.

"I apologize," he says stiffly. "That was inappropriate. I shouldn't have touched you like that."

"I didn't say I hated it," I tell him. "And I like honest men. I instantly felt lust when I looked at you, too. So what's wrong with letting ourselves give into our sexual desires? I'm not with Trevor anymore."

His jaw clenches. "Karissa⁠—"

I don't let him finish. My hands move to the buttons of my shirt, and I start undoing them one by one. His eyes widen, and he opens his mouth to protest, but no words come out.

I shrug the shirt off my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. I'm wearing a black lace bra underneath, sheer enough that he can see my rosy areolae and the hard peaks of my nipples pressing against the delicate fabric.

"What are you doing?" he asks, his voice hoarse.

"Testing a theory."

I take his hand—the same hand that was just pressed against my chest—and bring it to my breast. His palm is warm and rough, and when I press his thumb against my nipple through the lace, I can't suppress my gasp.

"At least you seem to affect my body more than your son ever did," I breathe.

He should pull away. He should tell me to stop.

But he doesn't.

Instead, his thumb starts moving, rubbing slow circles around my nipple through the lace. The sensation is electric, sending sparks of pleasure straight to my core. My pussy clenches, and I feel more wetness pooling between my thighs.

"Fuck," I whimper.

His other hand comes up to cup my other breast, and now he's touching me with both hands, teasing both nipples in slow, maddening circles. Each rotation sends another jolt of pleasure through me, and I can feel my clit throbbing in time with his movements.

"Did he ever do this to you?" he asks, his voice rough with barely controlled desire.

I shake my head, unable to form words.

"Did he ever make you feel like this?"

"No," I manage. "Never."

He leans in, so close I can feel his breath on my lips. His beard brushes against my skin, and the rough masculinity of it makes me ache. My thighs tremble, and it's a miracle my knees don't buckle.

"Good," he growls, and then his mouth is on mine.

The kiss is rough, demanding, nothing like the tentative kisses I remember from Trevor. Daniel's mouth claims mine with a hunger that steals my breath. His beard scratches against my skin, raw and masculine, and I love it. I love the way he tastes—whiskey and mint—and the way he kisses like he's starving for me.

His hands move to my back, and I feel him unhook my bra with practiced ease. The lace falls away, and then his hands are on my bare breasts, kneading them, his thumbs still working those maddening circles on my nipples.

I moan into his mouth, and he swallows the sound, deepening the kiss. His tongue pushes past my lips, exploring, claiming, and I open for him willingly. My hands grip his shoulders, feeling the solid muscle beneath his shirt, and I wish he was naked already so I could feel his skin against mine.

One of his hands slides down my stomach, tracing the curve of my waist, my hip. He finds the zipper of my skirt and pulls it down in one smooth motion. The fabric pools at my feet, and I step out of it, leaving me in just my black lace panties and my sensible work heels.

He pulls back to look at me, and the sound he makes is almost a growl. His eyes rake over my body, dark with lust, and I feel powerful under his gaze.

"Fuck," he breathes. "You look like a slut. Like the kind of slut I'd want to fuck in a powder room all night."

My pussy clenches hard at his words. No one has ever talked to me like this. Trevor certainly never did.

"I would like to be your slut for tonight," I hear myself say, and I can't believe how bold I sound.

His eyes flash. "Careful, Karissa. I have a filthy mouth when I'm turned on."

"Then use it on me," I challenge. "I like my men dirty and my sex rough."

He grins, and it's predatory. "You're so young and beautiful. I'm going to turn your pussy inside out and leave you unable to walk. Is that what you want?"

"Yes," I gasp.

I can feel his cock now, hard and thick, pressing against my thigh through his pants. The contact sends shockwaves of pleasure through me, and my core contracts painfully. I need him inside me. Now.

I reach down and cup his erection through the fabric, and he groans, his hips jerking forward involuntarily.

"I want to see it," I tell him.

"Then show me that pretty pussy first," he demands, his voice rough. "Take off your underwear."

I hook my thumbs into my panties and slowly drag them down my legs, stepping out of them. I'm completely naked now except for my heels, and the cool air against my wet pussy makes me shiver.

He makes quick work of his belt and pants, shoving them down along with his boxers. His cock springs free, and I actually gasp.

He's huge. Thick and long, with prominent veins running along the shaft. The head is flushed dark with arousal, already leaking pre-cum. It's the biggest cock I've ever seen, and I have no idea how it's going to fit inside me.

But I want to find out.

He reaches between my legs, and when his fingers brush my pussy, he curses.

"You're dripping for me, you needy little whore," he growls, sliding two fingers through my folds. "So fucking wet. Is this all for me?"

"Yes," I whimper as he circles my clit. "All for you."

"Good."

He spins me around and pushes me back against the wall. The cool marble is a shock against my heated skin. His fingers work my clit in tight circles, and I'm already so close to coming it's embarrassing.

"Look at you," he murmurs against my ear. "So desperate. So needy. You need a real man to fuck you properly, don't you?"

"Yes! Please!"

"Please what?"

"Please fuck me!"

He grabs my thigh and lifts my leg, hooking it around his hip. "Lock your legs around me. I want to go deep."

I do as he says, wrapping both legs around his waist. The position opens me completely, and I feel the head of his cock nudge against my entrance.

"No condom," he says, but it's not really a question. "Are you on birth control?"

"Yes," I pant. "And I'm clean. I haven't been with anyone since Trevor."

"I'm clean too. Tested regularly." His eyes search mine. "I want to feel you bare. Want to fill you up with my cum. Is that okay?"

"Yes! God, yes, just fuck me already!"

He doesn't need to be told twice. He thrusts forward, and I cry out as he stretches me open. He's so big, so thick, and even as wet as I am, there's a burn as my body struggles to accommodate him.

"Fuck, you're tight," he groans, working himself deeper with shallow thrusts. "So fucking tight. Like a vice around my cock."

"You're so big," I gasp, my nails digging into his shoulders. "I've never taken anything this big."

"You can take it," he says firmly. "Your pussy was made for this. Made to be stretched and filled and fucked. Just relax for me, baby. Let me in."

I try to relax, and with one more thrust, he's fully seated inside me. I feel impossibly full, stretched to my limit. My pussy flutters around him, trying to adjust to the intrusion.

"That's my good girl," he praises, and the words make my core clench. "Taking my whole cock like a perfect little slut."

He gives me a moment to adjust, then pulls almost all the way out and slams back in.

I scream.

The pleasure is overwhelming, bordering on too much. My back hits the wall with each powerful thrust, and I know I'll have bruises tomorrow, but I don't care. All I care about is the feeling of his thick cock dragging against my inner walls, hitting spots inside me I didn't even know existed.

"Look at those pretty tits bounce," he growls, watching my breasts as they move with each thrust. "Love watching them while your greedy pussy eats up my dick. You're taking me so well, Karissa. Such a good little whore for me."

The dirty talk makes me wetter, makes my pussy clench around him even tighter. He leans down and captures one nipple in his mouth, sucking hard, and I nearly come right then.

"Daniel!" I cry out, my hands fisting in his hair.

He bites down on my nipple, not quite hard enough to hurt, but enough to send a jolt of pleasure-pain straight to my core. At the same time, he adjusts his angle, and suddenly he's hitting my G-spot with every thrust.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, right there!" I chant, my body wound so tight I'm about to shatter.

"Let go and let me hear you scream in pleasure," he commands against my breast. "Come on my cock. Let me feel that pussy squeeze me."

His words push me over the edge. My orgasm crashes over me like a tidal wave, and I see actual stars. My pussy convulses around his cock, clenching and releasing in waves of pleasure so intense I can't even scream. My whole body goes rigid, every muscle locked as ecstasy floods through me.

I've never come this hard in my life. Never even knew it was possible to feel this good.

"Fuck, yes," Daniel groans, his thrusts becoming erratic. "That's it, milk my cock. Fuck, I'm going to come inside you. Fill you up. Make you mine."

He buries himself as deep as he can go and comes with a shout. I feel his cock pulse inside me, feel the hot spurts of his cum painting my inner walls. It's a sensation I've never experienced before. No one has ever come inside me. It's incredible. Intimate. Primal. I feel claimed, owned, defiled in the best possible way.

He keeps thrusting through his orgasm, fucking his cum deeper into me, and it triggers another smaller orgasm that has me whimpering and trembling in his arms.

Finally, we both still, breathing hard, our bodies slick with sweat.

He kisses me then, slow and deep, a contrast to the rough fucking we just did. When he pulls back, he's smiling.

"You're such a perfect slut," he murmurs, brushing hair off my forehead. "I'm going to fill you again and again tonight. Would you like that?"

Reality intrudes slightly. "I have a job. I'm supposed to be working."

"I'll pay you double what you'd make tonight if you let me play with you instead," he says immediately. "Let me take you home. Let me fuck you properly in a bed. Let me make you come until you can't remember your own name."

I should say no. This is crazy. This is my ex's father. But he just blew my mind with the most amazing sex of my life. And I have more left in me. I want to see more of what he can give me. An opportunity like this may never come again.

Plus, the rent is due, and he's offering to pay me. More importantly, I want him. I want to feel his hands on me again, his cock inside me again. I want to explore this incredible chemistry between us.

"Okay," I whisper. "Yes."

His smile is triumphant. "Good girl."

He carefully sets me down, and my legs nearly buckle. I can already feel his cum starting to leak out of me, running down my thighs, and the sensation makes me shiver.

"Can you walk?" he asks, amused.

"I think so."

"Liar." He helps me get dressed, his touch gentle now, careful. When I'm presentable again, he tucks himself back into his pants and leads me out of the bathroom.

We slip out of the venue without anyone noticing, and I text my manager a quick excuse about a family emergency.

Then I follow Daniel Hale to his car, my pussy still aching and full of his cum, knowing I'm about to have the best night of my life.
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Daniel's penthouse is everything I expected and more. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, sleek modern furniture, art that probably costs more than I'll make in a decade. But I barely register any of it because within minutes of walking through the door, he has me naked and spread out on his king-sized bed.

And now his head is buried between my thighs.

"Oh God," I moan, my fingers tangling in his thick hair as his tongue makes another long, slow pass through my folds.

His beard scratches against the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, and the rough sensation combined with the soft heat of his mouth is driving me insane. Every time his tongue flicks across my clit, it feels like fire, like electricity, like something I've been waiting my whole life to experience.

"You taste so fucking good," he growls against my pussy, the vibration making me whimper. "Like honey. I could eat this sweet cunt all night."

"Please," I gasp, not even sure what I'm begging for anymore.

He sucks my clit into his mouth, and my hips buck off the bed. He pins me down with one strong arm across my lower stomach, holding me in place as he devours me.

"Stay still," he commands between licks. "Let me enjoy my meal."

His tongue pushes inside me, fucking me with it, and I nearly scream. He's thorough, exploring every fold, every sensitive spot, learning what makes me gasp and what makes me cry out.

Then he focuses on my clit again, circling it with the tip of his tongue before sucking hard, and I come apart.

My orgasm rips through me, my back arching despite his arm holding me down, my thighs clamping around his head. I scream his name, not caring if his neighbors hear, not caring about anything except the overwhelming pleasure coursing through my body.

He doesn't stop. He licks me through it, drawing out every last tremor, until I'm a boneless, trembling mess on his sheets.

"Beautiful," he murmurs, pressing kisses to my thighs, my hip bones, my stomach. "You're so fucking beautiful when you come."

I'm still catching my breath when he positions himself between my legs. His cock is hard again, the head already pressing against my oversensitive entrance.

"I need to be inside you again," he says, his voice rough with need. "Can you take me, baby? Can you give me one more?"

"Yes," I breathe, even though I'm not sure my body can handle another orgasm. But I want him inside me. I want to feel that incredible fullness again.

He grabs my thighs and throws them over his shoulders, folding me nearly in half. The position opens me completely, and when he pushes inside, he goes so deep I gasp.

"Fuck, this angle," he groans, pulling back and slamming in again. "I can feel everything. Every clench. Every flutter. Your pussy is perfect, Karissa. Absolutely perfect."

He fucks me hard and deep, each thrust hitting spots that make me see stars. My hands grip the sheets, my body moving with each powerful stroke. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, mixed with our moans and gasps.

"You feel that?" he growls, grinding his hips against mine. "Feel how deep I am? I'm in your fucking stomach, baby. Filling you completely."

"Yes! God, yes!" I cry out, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes from the intensity.

He leans forward, pushing my legs even further back, and the new angle makes me scream. He's so deep it almost hurts, but in the best possible way.

"That's it, take it," he commands. "Take every inch of my cock. You're doing so well, such a good girl for me."

I can feel another orgasm building, impossible as it seems. My pussy clenches around him, and he groans.

"That's it, baby. Come on my cock again. Let me feel it."

His thumb finds my clit, rubbing tight circles, and that's all it takes. I shatter, my body convulsing, my pussy gripping him like a vice. The pleasure is so intense it's almost painful, and I'm sobbing with it.

"Fuck!" Daniel shouts, and I feel him pulse inside me, filling me with another load of his cum. He grinds against me, making sure every drop goes as deep as possible, and I love it. I love feeling him claim me this way, marking me from the inside.

He collapses on top of me, careful not to crush me, both of us breathing hard. After a moment, he carefully lowers my legs and pulls out. I can feel our combined fluids leaking out of me, and I should be embarrassed, but I'm too blissed out to care.

"I've lost count of how many times I've come," I murmur, my voice hoarse from screaming. "I can't even remember."

He rolls to the side and pulls me against him, tucking me into his chest. His hand strokes my hair, gentle and soothing.

"I love your body," he says quietly. "The way you respond to me. The sounds you make. Everything about you."

I tilt my head to look at him, surprised by the tenderness in his voice.

"I want you for longer than just tonight," he continues. "More than just one day. I know this is crazy. I know you have every reason not to trust me. But I want to keep seeing you, Karissa. I want to take you to dinner. I want to learn everything about you. And yes, I want to fuck you senseless on a regular basis. But I want more than just sex."

My heart does something complicated in my chest.

"I won't be like my son," he says firmly, his eyes meeting mine. "I won't lie to you. I won't cheat. If I make you a promise, I'll keep it. Always."

I search his face, looking for any sign of deception, but all I see is sincerity. And something else. Something that looks a lot like genuine affection.

"Okay," I whisper. "I'll keep seeing you."

Relief floods his features, and he pulls me closer, pressing a kiss to my forehead.

"Thank you," he murmurs against my hair.

I snuggle into his warmth, feeling safe and satisfied in a way I've never felt before. His arms wrap around me, strong and protective, and I feel myself drifting.

"Sleep, baby," he whispers. "I've got you."

As I slip into unconsciousness, my body sore and used in the best possible way, my pussy still full of his cum, I know one thing with absolute certainty.

I will never forget Daniel Hale or this night for as long as I live.

And maybe, just maybe, this is the start of something real.

Something worth holding onto.


TWO
SNEAKING AROUND WITH MY EX


Cassandra

The house smells the same as it always has, like lemon polish and something sweet baking in the oven, and for a moment it almost convinces me that nothing has changed. The same framed photos line the hallway. The same low murmur of voices drifts from the living room. My parents’ laughter rises above it all, warm and easy, the sound of people who have been choosing each other for thirty years and still mean it.

Thirty years of marriage. Thirty years of shared space, shared habits, shared history. I feel proud of them, genuinely proud, but I also feel like an outsider standing in the middle of proof that love can last if you let it.

I smooth my dress over my hips and force myself to keep smiling as I greet people I have known my entire life. Neighbors I grew up with. Old family friends who still see me as the girl who used to ride her bike up and down this street. I catch fragments of whispered conversation as I move through the room.

“She came all this way just for the party.”

“She looks so grown up now.”

“Such a shame about her and…”

The sentence always trails off before the name is said, but I know exactly who they mean.

Alaric Whitmore. My teenage boyfriend. My first love. The love of my life, whom I’ve been trying to replace for almost a decade. But nothing comes close to the connection we shared. Or the chemistry.

It was almost a scandal when we started dating. I was in the final year of high school, but he had already graduated and was working at his parents’ small business. I felt so grown up, dating an adult, dating someone with an actual job. Back then, I had been so desperate to grow up and move out of this small town.

I take a glass of wine from the table and tell myself I am fine. I tell myself that I expected this, that a night like this would stir things up. I tell myself that I am not here to relive the past. I am here to celebrate my parents and then go back to the life I built far away from this house.

I beam at them, congratulating them on thirty years of wedded bliss while feeling hollow on the inside.

Then I feel it. That subtle shift in the room that has nothing to do with sound. It’s like a premonition. The hair at the back of my neck stands up, as if recognizing his presence instantly.

I look up.

He stands near the doorway, half turned toward my father, listening politely, smiling in that restrained way that used to be only for strangers. It takes a moment for my mind to catch up with my eyes. When it does, the air feels thinner.

Alaric.

I have not seen him in years, and the man standing in front of me is not quite the one I left behind. He is broader now, his posture more confident, his suit perfectly tailored in a way that speaks of intention rather than effort. His hair is shorter, darker, styled with care, and his face has settled into something sharper and more assured. He looks like someone who knows where he is going, even when he pauses to look around the room that once held our entire world.

People say men grow into themselves with time. Standing here, watching him laugh softly at something my father says, I realize how true that is. He looks like a man now, not the boy who used to sit cross-legged on my bedroom floor while we planned futures that felt endless.

My chest tightens, and I hate myself for the way my body reacts before my mind can intervene. Desire is not loud. It is quiet and persistent, a memory that lives under the skin. It reminds me of how easily he used to read me, how familiar his presence still feels even across a crowded room.

He looks up.

Our eyes meet, and the moment stretches longer than it should. Something passes between us that does not belong to the present. His expression shifts, surprise giving way to something softer and heavier, and then he excuses himself and starts walking toward me.

I do not move. I do not trust my legs to do anything but betray me.

“Hi, Cass,” he says when he reaches me.

It should not undo me. It does anyway.

“Hi,” I answer, keeping my voice even and polite, as if this is not the first time I have heard his voice echo in my head in the quiet moments before sleep.

He looks me over, not rudely, but thoroughly, as if he is memorizing the differences. “You look well,” he says.

“I am,” I reply, because it is easier than unpacking the truth. “You do too.”

There is a pause, weighted and careful.

“Thirty years,” he says, glancing around the room. “They really did it.”

“Yes,” I say. “They always said love was a decision.”

His mouth curves in a way that is almost a smile. “We used to say that too. That we’d choose each other, that we’d celebrate our own anniversaries for decades to come.”

The words land between us, fragile and unguarded. I feel them settle in my chest. I remember the optimism I felt when I said those words, and I’m shocked to discover that that girl still lives somewhere within me.

“I thought you would be married by now,” he says quietly.

I swallow. “I thought you would be.”

He nods once. “I guess life didn’t work out the way we wanted it to.”

“I used to imagine our kids running through this house,” I confess, the words slipping out before I can stop them.

His eyes darken, not with anger, but with feeling. “I still do.”

Silence stretches between us, thick and electric. Somewhere behind us, someone laughs, and music swells, and life continues without regard for the way my heart is threatening to crack open.

“I do not know what we are doing,” I say.

“Neither do I,” he answers. “But I know what we are not doing.”

I look at him, waiting.

My pulse quickens. The awareness between us feels almost physical, like a current humming just beneath the surface.

“Do not,” I say, my voice low.

“Tell me to leave,” he replies. “And I will.”

I do not say anything. I do not step back.

He studies my face, searching, the way he always used to, and I realize with a startling clarity that the years apart have not erased what we were. They have only sharpened it, polished it into something more dangerous because we are no longer young enough to believe love is simple, but not old enough to stop wanting it anyway.

Around us, my parents’ party goes on, full of congratulations and easy affection. Inside me, something old and tender wakes up, and I know this night is only beginning.

“If you really want something, come to my room after everyone has gone to sleep.” I lean close, whispering that challenge into his ear. “But I can only give you my body.”

Alaric looks at me. His pupils are pinpoints of lust, dark and expanding like two new moons. “Fuck, Cassandra. How the hell do you turn me on with one line after years of ghosting me? It’s not fair.”

“It’s all I can give you,” I say. “One night. Then we have to go back to our lives. I can’t leave my job in the city.”

I don’t have to say the rest. “If that’s not enough for you, stay away,” I say, then I turn and walk toward my aunt. My heart is still beating fast, hoping Alaric takes up my offer because the thought of fucking my ex in my childhood bedroom while my parents sleep across the hall is hot enough to make my body feel like it’s on fire.
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I lie in bed staring at the ceiling, listening to the house settle into silence. The party ended hours ago. My parents retired to their room. The last of the lingering guests said their goodbyes. Now there is only the tick of the old clock downstairs and the sound of my own breathing.

I should not have said what I said to him.

I should not have invited him here.

But I did, and now I am lying here in my childhood bed wearing nothing but a thin nightdress, wondering if he will actually come.

The minutes stretch. I tell myself he won't. I tell myself it is better if he doesn't. I tell myself I can go to sleep and pretend this whole night never happened.

Then I hear it. The softest creak of a floorboard outside my door.

My breath catches.

The door opens slowly, carefully, and Alaric slips inside. He closes it behind him with barely a sound, then turns to look at me. The moonlight coming through the window catches his profile, and I see the tension in his jaw, the way his chest rises and falls just a little too fast.

He wants this as much as I do.

"You came," I whisper.

"Did you think I wouldn't?" His voice is low, rough, and it sends a shiver down my spine.

He crosses the room in three strides and sits on the edge of the bed. For a moment, he just looks at me, his eyes tracing the shape of me under the thin fabric.

"I have thought about you every single day," he says quietly. "Every. Single. Day."

My throat tightens. "Alaric⁠—"

"I know you said one night," he interrupts. "Just your body. Nothing more. I heard you. But I need you to know that is not what this is for me. It never was."

"Don't," I say, my voice breaking. "Don't make this more than it can be."

"Then tell me to stop," he challenges, leaning closer. "Tell me you don't want this, and I will walk out right now."

I open my mouth, but no words come. Because I do want this. I want him. I have wanted him for years, and I am tired of pretending otherwise.

He takes my silence as permission. His hand reaches out, fingertips brushing my collarbone, trailing down over the swell of my breast. Even through the fabric, his touch ignites something in me that I thought had gone cold.

"I missed touching you," he murmurs, his thumb circling over my nipple until it hardens into a tight peak. "Missed the way you respond to me."

I bite my lip to keep from moaning, but he sees it. He always sees everything.

His other hand slides under the hem of my nightdress, fingers trailing up my thigh with agonizing slowness. My legs part instinctively, and he makes a low sound of approval.

"Still so responsive," he says, his fingers brushing higher, teasing the crease where my thigh meets my hip. "Still so perfect."

"Alaric," I breathe, my hips shifting restlessly.

"Tell me what you want," he commands softly.

"Touch me," I whisper. "Please."

His fingers slide between my legs, and I gasp when he finds me already wet. He groans, his forehead dropping to rest against mine.

"Fuck, Cass. You're soaked."

"I know," I admit, shame and desire warring inside me. "I've been wet since you walked into the party."

"Good," he growls, his fingers stroking through my wetness, circling my clit in slow, deliberate movements. "Because I've been hard for you all night."

He works me with practiced ease, knowing exactly how to touch me, where to press, how to make my body sing. My hands clutch at his shoulders, and I am lost in sensation, lost in him.

"I missed this," I gasp as pleasure builds. "Missed you."

"I know," he says against my ear. "Your pussy is telling me everything you won't say out loud."

His fingers move faster, and I feel myself climbing toward release. But just as I am about to tip over the edge, he pulls his hand away.

I whimper in protest, and he smiles darkly.

"Not yet," he says. "I want you to come on my cock. The way you used to."

He climbs on top of me, his weight settling between my thighs, and I feel the hard length of his erection pressing against me through his pants. With one swift movement, he grabs the neckline of my nightdress and tears it open, the fabric ripping easily.

"Alaric!" I gasp, but he is already kissing me, swallowing my protest.

His mouth is hungry, demanding, and I open for him willingly. His tongue sweeps inside, claiming me, and I kiss him back with equal desperation. Years of longing pour into that kiss, years of wanting and missing and pretending I was fine without him.

He breaks away to kiss down my neck, my collarbone, the swell of my breasts. When he takes my nipple into his mouth, I arch off the bed, my fingers tangling in his hair.

"God, I missed these," he murmurs against my skin, his hand cupping my other breast, thumbing the nipple. "Missed every inch of you."

He continues his path downward, kissing my stomach, my hip bones, the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. I am trembling now, desperate for him.

"Please," I beg. "I need you inside me."

He looks up at me, his eyes dark with lust. "Do you remember the first time we did this?"

"Yes," I breathe. "Right here. In this bed."

"I was terrible," he says with a self-deprecating smile. "Fumbling fifteen-year-old who barely lasted two minutes."

Despite everything, I laugh softly. "You were sweet."

"I'm not that boy anymore," he says, his voice dropping lower. "I'm going to fuck you properly this time. Make you come so hard you forget your own name."

He stands and quickly strips off his clothes, and I watch hungrily as his body is revealed. He has filled out, become harder and more defined. When he pushes down his pants and his cock springs free, thick and hard and leaking, my mouth waters.

He climbs back onto the bed, positioning himself between my legs. The head of his cock brushes against my entrance, and we both groan.

"No condom," he says, his voice strained. "I want to feel you bare. Are you still on birth control?"

"Yes," I gasp. "And I'm clean. I haven't been with anyone in over a year."

"I'm clean too," he says. "Haven't been with anyone since the last time I saw you."

My eyes widen. "Alaric, that was years ago⁠—"

"I know," he says simply. "I couldn't. Not when the only person I wanted was you."

The confession breaks something inside me. I pull him down into another kiss, pouring everything I cannot say into it.

He rubs the head of his cock through my wetness, coating himself, teasing my entrance but not pushing inside. I whimper and try to tilt my hips to take him in, but he holds himself back.

"Beg for it," he demands. "Beg me to fuck you."

"Please," I gasp. "Please fuck me, Alaric. I need you. I need your cock inside me."

He pulls back suddenly, and I whimper at the loss of contact.

"Not so fast," he says, his voice rough with authority. "You don't get my cock that easily."

I look up at him, confused and desperate, and he smirks.

"You want it?" he asks, moving up the bed until his cock is level with my face. "Then get on your knees and prime me with that pretty mouth first."

Heat floods through me at the command. The old Alaric, the sweet boy I lost my virginity to, would never have talked to me like this. This version is confident, dominant, and it makes my pussy clench with need.

I scramble onto my knees, and he positions himself in front of me, his cock thick and heavy, the head glistening with pre-cum.

"Open up," he commands, tapping the head against my lips. "Show me what a good girl you can be, and maybe I'll give you what you need."

I part my lips, and he slides just the tip inside. The taste of him explodes on my tongue—salt and musk and something uniquely him that I remember even after all these years.

"That's it," he groans, one hand tangling in my hair. "Suck me like you mean it."

I take him deeper, hollowing my cheeks, using my tongue to trace the thick vein running along the underside of his shaft. He is big, bigger than I remember, and my jaw stretches to accommodate him.

"Fuck, your mouth feels incredible," he breathes, his hips rocking slightly. "I used to dream about this. About you on your knees for me."

I moan around him, and the vibration makes him curse. His grip in my hair tightens, not painfully, but possessively.

"Deeper," he commands. "I want to feel the back of your throat."

I relax my jaw and take him as deep as I can, but he is too big. I gag slightly and pull back, but he does not let me go far.

"You can do it," he encourages, his voice strained. "Breathe through your nose. Relax your throat. Let me in."

I try again, focusing on his instructions, and this time I manage to take him deeper. The head of his cock hits the back of my throat, and I swallow around him. He groans loudly, his head falling back.

"Jesus Christ, Cass. That's perfect. You're perfect."

He starts to move, fucking my mouth in slow, controlled thrusts. Each time he pushes in, I feel him hit the back of my throat, and tears prick at the corners of my eyes. But I do not pull away. I want this. I want to give him pleasure, want to feel him lose control.

"Look at you," he murmurs, looking down at me. "Looking so pretty with your lips stretched around my cock. Do you know how many times I've jerked off thinking about this? About you?"

I whimper, my hands gripping his thighs for balance. My pussy is throbbing, aching to be filled, and I press my thighs together seeking friction.

"Touch yourself," he orders, his voice rough. "Play with your clit while you suck me. I want you dripping when I finally fuck you."

I slide one hand between my legs and find my clit, rubbing it in tight circles. The dual sensation—his cock in my mouth and my fingers on my clit—has me moaning around him.

"That's my good girl," he praises, his thrusts becoming harder, faster. "Take it. Take all of it."

He is fucking my throat now, not gentle anymore, and I love it. I love the way he is using me, the way he is losing control. Saliva drips down my chin, tears stream down my face, and I have never felt more aroused in my life.

"I'm close," he warns, his voice breaking. "I'm going to come⁠—"

But just as I feel him start to pulse, he pulls out abruptly. I gasp for air, looking up at him in confusion.

"Not in your mouth," he pants, his chest heaving. "I want to come inside your pussy. Want to feel you clench around me when you come."

He pushes me back onto the bed and positions himself between my legs again. This time, he does not tease. He lines himself up and pushes inside in one hard thrust.

I scream, not caring if anyone hears. He is so big, stretching me almost to the point of pain, but it feels incredible.

"Fuck, you're tight," he groans, holding himself still to let me adjust. "So fucking tight. Like your pussy was made for me."

"It was," I gasp. "It always was."

He starts to move, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. Each thrust hits deep, hitting spots inside me that make me see stars.

"Is this what you wanted?" he growls, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. "Wanted me to fuck you in your childhood bed while your parents sleep across the hall?"

"Yes!" I cry out. "God, yes!"

"Such a dirty girl," he says approvingly. "My dirty girl."

He picks up the pace, fucking me hard and fast, and the bed creaks beneath us. The headboard bangs against the wall, and I know we are being too loud, but I cannot bring myself to care.

His thumb finds my clit, rubbing it in time with his thrusts, and I feel my orgasm building rapidly.

I cry out, louder than I should, and he clamps a hand over my mouth. The reminder that we are doing this in my childhood home, with my family sleeping nearby, only makes it hotter. I nod against his hand, and he slowly removes it.

He pulls almost all the way out and slams back in, setting a brutal pace. The bed creaks beneath us, and I bite my lip to keep from screaming. He feels so good, so right, stretching me perfectly, hitting spots deep inside that make my vision blur.

"Come for me," he commands. "Come on my cock like you used to. Let me feel it."

"Alaric," I gasp. "I'm—I'm⁠—"

My orgasm crashes over me, and I come harder than I have in years. My pussy clenches around him in waves, and I hear him curse as my body milks him.

"That's it," he groans. "Fuck, that feels so good. You're squeezing me so tight."

He keeps fucking me through my orgasm, prolonging it until I am a trembling, incoherent mess beneath him.

"I'm going to come," he warns. "Going to fill you up. Is that what you want?"

"Yes," I sob. "Please. Come inside me."

With a few more hard thrusts, he buries himself deep and comes with a shout. I feel him pulse inside me, feel the warmth of his release filling me, and it triggers a warm sensation that spreads throughout my belly. My nerves feel calm and sated. I haven’t felt so blissful in years.

He collapses on top of me, both of us breathing hard, our bodies slick with sweat.

For a long moment, neither of us speaks. We just lie there, tangled together, our hearts racing in sync.

Finally, he lifts his head to look at me. His eyes are soft now, vulnerable.

"I love you," he says quietly. "I never stopped."

My chest tightens. "Alaric⁠—"

"I know," he interrupts. "You said one night. Just your body. But I'm telling you anyway. Because I need you to know. When you leave tomorrow, when you go back to your life in the city, I want you to know that I love you. That I have always loved you. That I will wait for you as long as it takes."

Tears prick at my eyes. "I can't promise you anything."

"I'm not asking you to," he says gently. "I'm just asking you not to rule it out. Not to close the door completely."

I look at him, this man I have loved since I was sixteen, this man who knows me better than anyone, and I realize I cannot lie to him.

"I love you too," I whisper. "I never stopped either."

His smile is brilliant, transforming his face. "Then that's enough. For now, that's enough."

He kisses me softly, tenderly, and I let myself believe, just for this moment, that maybe we can find our way back to each other.
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Morning light filters through my childhood curtains, the same ones that have hung here since I was twelve. My body aches in the best possible way—muscles sore, skin sensitive, a pleasant throb between my legs that reminds me of everything we did last night.

And this morning.

And an hour ago.

Alaric lies beside me, his arm draped possessively across my waist, his breathing deep and even. We are both naked, tangled in sheets that smell like sex and us, and I cannot remember the last time I felt this thoroughly satisfied.

Or this terrified.

I trace my fingers along his jaw, feeling the roughness of stubble, the sharp line of his cheekbone. He stirs at my touch, his eyes opening slowly, and when he sees me watching him, he smiles.

"Hi," he murmurs, his voice rough with sleep.

"Hi," I whisper back.

We lie there for a moment, just looking at each other, and I feel my chest tighten with something that feels dangerously close to hope.

"I've been thinking," I say quietly.

"Dangerous," he teases, but his eyes are serious.

I take a breath. "I'll try. A long-distance relationship. If you promise not to break my heart again."

His expression shifts, surprise giving way to something fiercer. "Cass⁠—"

"I don't want to go another four years without you," I continue, the words spilling out now. "Without this. Without you fucking me until I can't remember my own name."

He laughs, a warm, genuine sound that I have missed more than I realized. "Well, when you put it that way, how can I refuse?"

"I'm serious," I insist, even as a smile tugs at my lips.

"So am I," he says, propping himself up on one elbow. "I'll visit you every weekend. And on Friday nights, we're not leaving your bed."

"That's not healthy," I protest, but I am already imagining it.

"It is when it includes sex marathons," he counters with a grin. "Very healthy. Cardio. Stress relief. Excellent for flexibility."

I laugh despite myself. "You're ridiculous."

"You love it," he says confidently, and he is right.

He leans down and kisses me, slow and deep, his hand cupping my face with a tenderness that makes my heart ache. When he pulls back, his expression is serious again.

"I'm going to prove to you that I'm worthy of keeping," he says quietly. "I'm going to show up, every weekend, every chance I get. I'm going to love you so well that you won't ever want to leave me again."

Tears prick at my eyes. "Alaric⁠—"

"I mean it," he interrupts. "This is not just about sex. This is about building a life together. Maybe not tomorrow. Maybe not next month. But eventually. Because you are it for me, Cass. You always have been."

I look at him, this man I have loved for more than a decade, this man who knows every part of me, and I realize something has shifted inside me. The fear is still there, but it is quieter now, drowned out by something louder.

"Okay," I whisper. "Let's try."

His smile is brilliant. "Yeah?"

"Yeah."

He kisses me again, and this time I kiss him back with everything I have, pouring years of longing and love and hope into it. When we finally break apart, we are both breathless and grinning like idiots.

"I should probably get dressed," I say reluctantly. "My parents are going to wonder where I am."

"Let them wonder," he murmurs, pulling me closer. "Five more minutes."

I should protest. I should be responsible.

Instead, I curl into his warmth and let myself just be. Just feel. Just exist in this moment with him.

Because for the first time in years, the future does not feel like something I am running toward or away from.

It feels like something I am choosing.

And I am choosing him.


THREE
ALWAYS HIS SUBMISSIVE


Dara

The rain hits me the moment I step off the bus, cold and relentless, soaking through my jacket before I can even think about finding shelter. I duck into the first open door I see. When I look around, I realize I'm in a a bookstore, its windows glowing warm against the gray afternoon.

The bell chimes softly as I enter, and I pause just inside, shaking water from my hair. The scent hits me first: old paper, leather, coffee, and something woodsy like cedar or sandalwood. It's intimate here, almost sacred. Tall shelves create narrow aisles that disappear into shadow. Soft jazz plays from somewhere I can't see. Rain drums against the windows, blurring the world outside into watercolor smears.

I'm alone. Or I think I am, until my gaze sweeps the room and lands on him.

My breath catches.

He's crouched on the floor near the back, restacking a pile of books that must have fallen. His back is to me, but I recognize the shape of him instantly. I know those broad shoulders, the way he moves with deliberate precision, even doing something as mundane as organizing a shelf.

Then he reaches up to place a book on a higher shelf, and his sleeve pulls back.

Tattoos.

Black ink winds up his forearm. There are geometric patterns, script I can't read from here, something that might be a compass or a map. The designs disappear under the rolled fabric of his dark gray henley, sleeves pushed up to his elbows, revealing thick forearms corded with muscle and marked with art.

My heart slams against my ribs.

It can't be.

But it is.

I would know those hands anywhere. The way his fingers grip the spine of a book with the same control he once used on me. The way he tilts his head slightly when he's focused. The quiet, contained energy that radiates from him even when he's still.

Kael.

That was his scene name. Master Kael.

Here, in a bookstore, wearing jeans and a henley like a normal man, he looks nothing like the leather-clad Dom who commanded me in the dim corners of the club. And yet he looks exactly the same. The control. The gravity. The way my body remembers him before my mind fully catches up.

I've been searching for him for months.

He disappeared from the club without a word. No explanation. No goodbye. Just gone, as if he'd never existed outside those nights when I knelt for him and felt, for the first time in my life, completely at peace.

I take a step closer. Then another.

My shoes squeak slightly on the hardwood, and he freezes.

"Kael," I say, my voice barely above a whisper. I sound young, and that’s because I am young, at twenty-seven. At least younger than Master Kael. He must be in his mid-forties at least. His age was one of the things that drew me to him when we first met at the club. I felt like I could trust him instinctively because he had more life experience.

He jerks his head up, and our eyes meet.

For a moment, neither of us moves. His expression shifts through shock, recognition, something that looks like pain, and then careful neutrality. He stands slowly, the book still in his hand, and I see all of him now—tall, lean, broad through the chest and shoulders. His hair is longer than I remember, dark and slightly messy, curling at his collar. His jaw is shadowed with stubble. And those eyes—stormy gray, intense, the kind that see straight through you.

"Dara," he says, and hearing my name in his voice for the first time outside the club makes my knees weak.

"You followed me," he says, his tone carefully controlled.

I shake my head quickly. "No. I didn't even know you worked here. I just—" I gesture vaguely toward the rain-streaked windows. "I needed to get out of the rain. This was the first place I saw."

He studies me, and I can see him deciding whether to believe me.

"It's true," I say quietly. "But I'm glad I did. I've been looking for you for months."

His jaw tightens. "Outside the club, I'm just a bookseller."

"I don't care what you are outside the club," I say, taking another step closer. "I want you to be my Dom again. I miss you."

Something flickers in his eyes—hunger, maybe, or regret. "Dara⁠—"

"The men since you have been inadequate," I interrupt, the words spilling out before I can stop them. "None of them understood. None of them made me feel the way you did."

His gaze darkens. "Inadequate how?"

I swallow hard, my pulse racing. "They didn't know how to touch me. How to command me. How to make me wait until I was shaking. How to edge me until I begged. How to use my body the way you did, like it belonged to you."

His breath hitches slightly. "They couldn't make you submit."

"They tried," I admit. "But it didn't feel the same. Following their commands felt... empty. I want to follow yours. I need to."

He sets the book down on the shelf with deliberate care, then turns to face me fully. "Why did you really come here, Dara?"

"I told you⁠—"

"Why are you here now?" he clarifies. "Standing in front of me, telling me you've been looking for me. What do you want?"

"I want you back," I say simply. "I want to be yours again."

He closes his eyes briefly, and when he opens them, there's pain there. Raw and unguarded. "I can't give you what I did before."

"Why not? What happened? Why did you leave the club three months ago? Nobody has seen you since then. There must have been a reason you suddenly disappeared."

He's silent for a long moment, and I watch his throat work as he swallows. "My mother died," he says finally, his voice rough. "Three months ago. Sudden. I was... I couldn't process it. I lost interest in everything. The club. The scene. All of it. I was emotionally incapable of giving to someone when I needed comfort myself."

My chest tightens. Without thinking, I close the distance between us and wrap my arms around him. He stiffens at first, surprised, but then his body relaxes slightly, and I feel his hands hover uncertainly near my back before settling lightly on my shoulders.

"I'm so sorry," I whisper against his chest. "I'm so sorry you went through that alone."

"I wasn't alone," he says quietly. "I had family. Friends."

"But not someone who could anchor you," I say, pulling back just enough to look up at him. "Let me be that for you. Let me be your anchor if you'll be my Master again. Dominate me. Use me. Let me serve you. Please."

His hands drop from my shoulders. "We're in a bookstore."

"I don't care."

"Dara—"

"The shop is empty," I say, glancing around. "The rain is hiding the windows. No one can see."

Before he can protest, before I can second-guess myself, I sink to my knees in front of him.

The hardwood is cold through my jeans, but I don't care. I lower my gaze, fold my hands in my lap, and let myself fall into the posture I know so well. The one that always made me feel safe. Claimed. His.

"Master," I whisper. "Please. Command me."

The silence stretches. I can hear his breathing, uneven now, and the faint creak of the floorboards as he shifts his weight.

"Stand up," he says finally, his voice strained.

"No," I say softly. "Not until you tell me what you need. I'll stack shelves for you if that's what you want. I'll organize your inventory. I'll do anything. Just let me serve you again."

"Fuck," he breathes, and I hear the book he was holding hit the floor. "You're not supposed to make me want this again. I'm supposed to be grieving."

"You can grieve while you dominate me," I say, still not looking up. "People are allowed to feel two emotions at once."

Another silence. Then I feel his hand under my chin, two fingers tilting my face up until I have no choice but to meet his eyes.

The look in them steals my breath.

Hunger. Conflict. Need.

"Are you really ready for this?" he asks, his thumb stroking along my jaw in a touch that's both tender and possessive. "Because if I take you back, I might push you beyond your limits. I might need more than I did before. I might not be gentle."

"I'm not just ready," I say, holding his gaze. "I crave it. I've been aching for it since the day you disappeared. Please, Master. Use me."

His eyes close briefly, and when they open again, the decision is made.

His posture straightens. His shoulders pull back. The careful neutrality in his expression hardens into something commanding, something that makes my stomach flip and my pussy clench with anticipation.

This is Master Kael.

"Stand," he says, and his voice has dropped into that tone I remember so well—low, controlled, absolute.

I rise immediately, my legs slightly unsteady.

He circles me slowly, his gaze assessing, and I feel it like a physical touch. "I do need help restocking," he says thoughtfully. "Perhaps my sub should assist me."

My breath catches. "Yes, Master."

"There are conditions," he continues, stopping in front of me. His eyes bore into mine. "You will remove your outer clothes. Work in your bra and panties. You will follow my instructions precisely. Do you understand?"

Heat floods my face. The bookstore is empty now, but anyone could walk in. The windows are fogged with rain, but not completely opaque. The risk makes my pulse spike, but underneath the nervousness is something else—thrill. The knowledge that I'm pleasing him, giving him what he needs.

"I understand, Master," I whisper.

"Then strip."

My hands tremble slightly as I unzip my jacket and let it fall to the floor. My shirt follows. Then my jeans, pushed down my hips and stepped out of carefully. I stand before him in just my simple black bra and matching panties, goosebumps rising on my exposed skin.

His gaze rakes over me, hungry and possessive, and I feel my nipples harden under the scrutiny.

"Beautiful," he murmurs. "Now, start with that stack there. Alphabetical by author. Move slowly. Let me see every line of you."

I move to the indicated pile and begin sorting, hyper-aware of his eyes on me. My hands shake slightly as I pick up the first book, and I force myself to focus on the task.

I've barely placed three books on the shelf when I feel his hand on my hip.

"Posture," he says, his fingers gripping firmly. "Arch your back more. I want to see that ass properly."

I adjust immediately, pushing my hips back, and his hand slides lower, cupping my ass through my panties.

"Better," he says approvingly, squeezing. "Keep working."

I reach for another book, but my hands fumble it slightly, gripping too hard. Immediately, his hand is there, covering mine.

"Gently," he corrects, guiding my fingers to handle the book with more care. "Books are delicate. You should know that."

"Yes, Master. Sorry, Master."

His hand doesn't leave mine. Instead, it trails up my arm, over my shoulder, down my spine. When he reaches my bra clasp, his fingers trace the band, making me shiver.

"Keep working," he reminds me.

I try. God, I try. But then his hands are on my breasts, cupping them through my bra, thumbs brushing over my nipples until they're painfully hard. My breath comes in short gasps, and I can barely focus on the books in front of me.

"Such perfect tits," he murmurs against my ear. "I've missed watching them bounce. Missed making you moan when I play with these hard little nipples."

His fingers pinch, and I cry out softly.

"Quiet," he commands. "Someone might hear."

The reminder that we could be caught sends another wave of arousal through me. My pussy is throbbing now, aching to be touched, and I press my thighs together seeking friction.

His hand slides down my stomach, over the front of my panties. "Already wet," he observes, his fingers pressing against the damp fabric. "Such a needy little slut. Getting soaked just from following orders."

I whimper, my hips jerking forward involuntarily.

"Did I tell you to move?" he asks, his voice hardening.

"No, Master. I'm sorry."

His hand withdraws, and I almost sob at the loss. "Keep stacking."

I pick up another book with trembling hands, but it slips from my grip and hits the floor with a loud thud.

Before I can apologize, his hand cracks across my pussy.

The sharp sting makes me gasp, pleasure and pain mixing until I can't tell them apart.

"Careless," he says coldly. "That book could have been damaged."

"I'm sorry, Master," I breathe, my voice shaking.

"An apology won't cut it." His fingers slide along my inner thighs, teasing, so close to where I need them. "You need to be punished."

Electric pleasure jerks through me at his words. "Yes, Master. Please."

His fingers hook into the waistband of my panties and yank them down roughly. They fall to my ankles, and I step out of them, now completely exposed from the waist down in the middle of the bookstore.

"Take off your bra," he orders.

I reach back to unclasp it, but my hands are shaking too badly. Before I can manage it, he spins me around and backs me against the bookshelf. His hands grip the front of my bra, and with one sharp pull, he tears it apart.

The sound of fabric ripping makes my blood roar with desire. This is what I needed. This wildness. This man who takes what he wants and doesn't accept hesitation.

"Master," I breathe, my chest heaving.

His hand comes down on my ass, hard and sharp. "That's for making me take it off myself. You listen when I give you a command. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Master!"

His hand strikes again, this time landing directly on my pussy. The pain ignites a fire in my core, and I feel wetness drip down my thighs.

"Fuck, you're drenched," he says, his voice rough with arousal. "Your thighs are slippery with it. You filthy girl. You love this, don't you?"

"Yes," I gasp. "Yes, Master, I love it."

He takes my hand and leads me to a chair near the back of the store. When he sits down, he pulls me over his knee, positioning me so my ass is in the air and my breasts hang down.

"You're getting ten slaps on your ass for dropping that book," he says, his hand resting on my ass. "Count them."

The first strike lands, and I cry out. "One!"

The pain radiates outward, turning into tingling pleasure that pools in my cunt. My skin feels raw and exposed, every nerve ending alive.

"Two!" Another strike, harder this time.

I can feel the solidness and warmth of his thighs under me, the rough fabric of his jeans against my bare skin. I lean into it, seeking anchor as each slap pushes me closer to the edge.

"Three! Four! Five!"

My pussy is leaking steadily now, dripping onto his pants, and I'm torn between embarrassment and desperate need.

"Six! Seven!"

What if someone walks in? What if they see me like this, naked and bent over his knee, being punished like a disobedient sub? The thought makes me clench with arousal.

"Eight! Nine!"

The last strike is the hardest, and I scream, "Ten!"

I'm breathing hard, my body trembling, and I realize his pants are soaked where my pussy has been pressed against them.

He lifts me off his lap and examines the wet stains with a frown. "You filthy whore," he says, but there's heat in his voice. "Now I'll have to punish you for soiling my clothes, too."

Before I can respond, he picks me up easily and carries me to a small room at the back of the store. It's cramped, barely bigger than a closet, with just enough space for the two of us.

He sets me down and strips quickly, efficiently. When his cock springs free, thick and veined and already leaking, I nearly moan. I've missed this. Missed him. His balls are big and swollen, hanging under that magnificent dick, full of cum that he's going to spill inside me soon.

"Turn around," he commands. "Hands on the wall."

I obey, my heart pounding. My breasts press against the cool wall as I brace myself.

I feel the head of his cock drag through my folds, gathering my wetness, and he groans. The press of his cock's head against my intimate, sensitive flesh triggers a sharp wave of ecstasy. My blood vessels seem to expand as anticipation dilates them. He's so close to my core, so close to my throbbing hole, and he's still making me wait.

"You're drenched. Absolutely fucking soaked." He head teases my entrance, tracing. the shape of my tight hole. "You're going to start leaking like a faucet and ruin my floors if I don't plug up this slutty pussy with my cock."

"Please," I beg. "Please, Master, I need it."

"Need what?"

"Your cock. I need your cock inside me. Please fill me."

"I was going to." He lines himself up and slams inside in one brutal thrust.

I scream, the air knocked from my lungs. He's so big, stretching me almost painfully, but it's perfect. Exactly what I needed.

His hand grips the back of my neck, pressing my face harder against the wall as he starts to move. Each thrust is deep and punishing, hitting spots inside me that make me see stars.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" he growls in my ear. "To be used. To be fucked like the desperate little slut you are."

"Yes! God, yes!"

"You belong to me," he continues, his grip tightening. "This body is mine. I can hurt it, defile it, use it however I choose. Because you gave it to me. Didn't you?"

"Yes, Master! I'm yours! I want you to hurt me and defile me. I only feel alive when you're touching me and reminding me of my place."

He pounds into me relentlessly, and I can feel my orgasm building, coiling tighter and tighter in my belly. My lungs feel tight, my whole body wound so tense I might shatter.

"Come," he orders. "Clench that perfect pussy around my cock."

The command pushes me over the edge. My body knows the consequences of not obeying so it obeys instantly. The fire in my core detonates and my pussy flutters so hard, my control shatters. My orgasm explodes like a firework in my belly, radiating outward in waves of pleasure so intense I can't think, can't breathe, can only feel. My brain goes numb, all the tension I've been carrying for months finally releasing. I can let go. I can just be.

My pussy clenches around his hard dick rhythmically, and he curses, his thrusts becoming erratic. "Fuck, I'm coming. I'm going to fill you up."

He buries himself deep. He plows into me, one hand on my hip to keep me in position as he hits deep spots inside my cunt. Spots nobody else has ever discovered or reached. Each scrape of his cock against my soft inner walls sends a pulse of friction. Sensations crowd me. My lower belly feels heavy and yet, with every thrust, he reminds me that I'm. his.

He pushes deep, fucking me like an animal, with wild frenzy. He bites my shoulder, as if he's trying to hold onto his last shred of control. But when I clench my pussy, I make him give in to his base urges. His cock twitches and spurts a rope of cum into my bare pussy. I feel the stickiness coating my insides. Then he begins to fill me up, draining those heavy balls inside my tight channel. He fills me with load after load, until my eyes are rolling back into my skull, until my pussy is crammed with semen and it's overflowing.

When he finally pulls out, his cum runs down my thighs in thick streams, mixing with my own wetness.

I slump against the wall, completely spent, and feel his arms wrap around me from behind.

"I've got you," he murmurs, his voice soft now. "You did so well. Such a good sub for me."

I turn in his arms and bury my face in his chest, feeling utterly sated. Grounded. Whole.

Rowan holds me for a long moment, his arms solid and warm around me, before he gently sets me back on my feet. I'm trembling, my legs unsteady, and he keeps one hand on my waist to steady me.

"Wait here," he says softly, and disappears briefly into the main part of the store.

I lean against the wall, my body still humming with aftershocks, my mind blissfully quiet for the first time in months. When he returns, he has a clean handkerchief in his hand and a tenderness in his eyes that makes my chest ache.

"Let me take care of you," he murmurs, kneeling in front of me.

The role reversal is jarring and beautiful. My dominant Master, on his knees, carefully cleaning his cum and my wetness from my thighs with gentle strokes. He's thorough and patient, and when he's satisfied, he looks up at me with such affection that I feel tears prick my eyes.

"Thank you," I whisper.

He stands and cups my face, his thumb brushing my cheekbone. "No. Thank you. For being exactly what I needed. For reminding me that I still need to live."

He helps me dress, his hands gentle now as he retrieves my torn bra with a sheepish expression. "I'll buy you a new one," he says, and I laugh.

"I have spares."

"Still." He hands me my shirt, and I pull it on, trying not to wince at the absence of a bra. "It's the principle."

As I zip up my jeans, he gathers my jacket and holds it open for me like a gentleman. The contrast between this version of him and the one who just fucked me against a wall makes me giddy.

"You're sweet," I say, sliding my arms into the sleeves.

"Only for you," he replies, and there's something in his voice that makes me look at him more carefully. "I'm your master and I need you to respect me. I can only do that by being someone worthy of your respect."

"I always liked the way you gave me aftercare," I admit. "The other doms weren't as thorough."

He runs a hand through his hair, suddenly looking uncertain in a way I've never seen from him. "Dara, I... I don't just want to be your Master."

My heart skips. "What do you mean?"

"I want to be your boyfriend too," he says in a rush. "I want to take you to dinner. I want to hold your hand in public. I want to learn what you like besides submission. I want—" He breaks off, shaking his head. "I want more than just scenes. I want a relationship. A real one. If you'll have me."

Joy blooms in my chest, bright and warm. "Are you asking me out?"

"Yes. Badly, apparently." He gives me a self-deprecating smile. "We can still indulge in our shared kink. God knows I need it. But I want the rest too. The dating. The getting to know each other outside the dynamic. Everything. Losing my mother made me realize that I don't have any other people I can talk to. I like female companionship. And from the conversations we shared in the club, I know I'll enjoy your company."

"That sounds perfect," I say softly. "I want that too. I'm single, by the way."

His smile is brilliant, transforming his whole face. "Yeah?"

"Yeah."

He pulls me into his arms and kisses me, soft and sweet this time, and I melt into it. When we break apart, he rests his forehead against mine.

"I want to take you home," he says. "Continue this there. Properly. In a bed. Where I can take my time with you."

Heat pools low in my belly again. "Sounds like a dream come true. I'm free all day today."

"Good." He grabs his keys from the counter and flips the sign on the door to 'Closed.' "Then let's get out of here before I bend you over that desk."

I laugh, and he takes my hand, lacing our fingers together as we step out into the street.

The rain has stopped. The air smells clean and fresh, and the city looks washed new. Puddles reflect the streetlights, and everything feels full of possibility.

I glance at Rowan, this man I thought I'd lost forever, and feel overwhelming gratitude that I ducked into his bookstore today. Finding him again was the best thing I could have done.

Halfway down the block, he stops suddenly and turns to face me. His hands frame my face, and his eyes are serious.

"I need you to know something," he says.

"What?"

"I will never disappear on you again. You have my word. No matter what happens, no matter how hard things get, I won't run. I'll talk to you. I'll let you in. I won't leave you wondering."

My throat tightens with emotion. "Rowan⁠—"

"I mean it," he says fiercely. "You're mine now. And I take care of what's mine."

I rise on my toes and kiss him, pouring everything I feel into it—gratitude and desire and the beginning of something that might be love.

When we break apart, we're both smiling.

"Come on," he says, tugging my hand. "Let's go home."

And as we walk through the rain-washed streets together, his hand warm in mine, I know with absolute certainty that everything is going to be okay.

Better than okay.

Perfect.


FOUR
PROFESSOR’S PUNISHMENT


Xina

I'm staring at my hands in my lap when Professor Ashford calls my name.

"Xina, please stay after class. I need to discuss your assignment with you." His voice is stern and deep, making my lower belly tingle with forbidden lust.

My stomach drops. Around me, students pack up their bags and file out, shooting me curious glances. Professor Ashford is tall, broad-shouldered, with silver threading through his dark hair and sharp green eyes that miss nothing. He waits by his desk, his expression unreadable, eyebrows raised at me as if expecting something.

I've had a crush on him since the first day of his Creative Writing seminar. It's embarrassing how much I think about him. How I sit in the front row just to be closer. How I imagine those strong hands gripping my hips instead of his coffee cup.

When the last student leaves, he closes the door and gestures to the chair beside his desk. "Sit."

I sink into the seat, my heart hammering. Did I fail the assignment? I worked so hard on that literary analysis paper.

He turns his laptop screen toward me, and my blood turns to ice.

On the screen is not my paper.

It's my story.

My erotica story.

The one I write in my spare time to let out all my filthy fantasies. The one where a student gets bent over her professor's desk and fucked until she can't remember her own name.

Oh God. Oh no.

"It seems," Professor Ashford says, his voice low and controlled, "that you uploaded the wrong document."

My face burns so hot I'm surprised I don't spontaneously combust. "Professor, I—I'm so sorry. That was a mistake. I didn't mean⁠—"

"I read it," he interrupts, and something in his tone makes me look up sharply.

His eyes are dark, pupils dilated, and there's a tension in his jaw that I recognize. It's the same tension I see when he's trying to maintain control during a heated class debate.

"You read it?" I whisper.

"All of it." He leans back against his desk, arms crossed. "It's quite... detailed."

I want to sink through the floor and disappear.

"Tell me, Xina," he continues, his voice dropping lower. "Did you mean what you wrote? Do you really want me to do all those filthy things to you?"

My mouth goes dry. This can't be happening. This has to be a dream. Or a nightmare.

But the heat in his eyes is very real.

He reaches over and scrolls to a particular passage. Then he starts reading aloud, his voice like velvet over gravel.

"'Professor Kane gripped her breasts roughly, his thumbs brushing over her hard nipples through her thin shirt. You're going to fail my class, he told her, unless you let me use this tight little body. Unless you let me come inside you and mark you as mine.'"

Heat floods through me, pooling between my thighs. Hearing him read my own words, my own fantasies, in that commanding voice is doing things to me that I can't control.

"Is that what you want?" he asks, setting the laptop aside. "Do you want me to touch you? To use you?"

I should say no. I should grab my bag and run. This is wrong. He's my professor. This could ruin both our careers.

But when I look at him, at the way his chest is rising and falling faster than normal, at the obvious bulge in his slacks, at the hunger in his eyes, I know he wants this as much as I do.

"Yes," I breathe, pushing up from my chair. I step closer, pressing my breasts against his chest. "Yes, I want everything I wrote about."

Something snaps in his control. He moves quickly, turning to lock the door, and when he faces me again, his hands immediately go to my breasts, cupping them, squeezing.

"These tits distract me during every single lecture," he growls. "Do you know how hard it is to teach when all I can think about is how they'd feel in my hands? How they'd bounce when I fuck you?"

"They're real," I gasp as his thumbs circle my nipples through my shirt.

"I don't doubt it." His hands slide under my shirt, pushing it up and over my head. When he sees my bra—black lace, barely containing my breasts—he actually groans. "Jesus Christ. Look at you."

His mouth finds my neck, sucking hard enough to leave marks, and I moan. He kisses down my throat to my collarbone, then to the tops of my breasts spilling out of my bra.

"You're such a temptation," he murmurs against my skin. "Such a sweet, dirty temptation."

Pleasure shoots through my veins like fire. I start rubbing myself against him, seeking friction, and I feel his hard cock pressing against my stomach.

He reaches behind me and unclasps my bra with practiced ease. When it falls away and my breasts are bare, he stares at them like a man starving.

Then he looks back at his laptop screen and reads another passage from my story.

"'Her breasts were huge and luscious, capped with thick, juicy nipples that demanded to be bitten and suckled. He couldn't resist taking one into his mouth, worshipping the swollen bud with his tongue.'"

He looks at me, a wicked smile on his lips. "That's an accurate description. You modeled this character after yourself, didn't you?"

"Yes," I admit breathlessly.

"Then it's clear I need to suckle on your very hard and swollen nipples."

He lowers his head and takes my nipple into his mouth, and I cry out. His tongue swirls around the sensitive bud, then he sucks hard, and pleasure jolts straight to my pussy. He switches to the other breast, giving it the same attention, his teeth grazing my nipple in a way that makes my knees weak.

"So swollen," he murmurs between licks. "So thick and delicious. I could do this all day. Just run my tongue over these perfect peaks until you're begging me to fuck you."

His hands slide down to grip my hips. "And these curves. God, you're built like a fantasy."

"Professor," I whimper, barely able to form words.

"What happens next in your story?" he asks, releasing my breast to turn back to the screen.

He scrolls down and finds another passage. When he starts reading, his voice is thick with lust.

"'Professor Kane flipped up her skirt and bent her over his desk, not caring that anyone could walk by. He yanked her panties down her thighs and positioned himself at her entrance. You're so wet for me, he growled. Such a needy little slut. Then he buried his cock inside her in one hard thrust, filling her young pussy completely, stretching her virgin-tight walls until she screamed his name.'"

When he finishes, his breathing is ragged. I can see his cock straining against his pants, thick and hard and demanding attention.

"Is that what you want?" he asks hoarsely. "You want me to bend you over this desk and fuck you?"

"Yes," I gasp. "Please."

He doesn't hesitate. He spins me around and pushes me forward until I'm bent over his desk, my breasts pressed against the cool wood. He flips up my skirt, exposing my ass, and I hear him suck in a breath.

"Jesus. Look at this ass." His hands grip my cheeks, kneading them. "So plush. So round. I love a big ass like yours. Perfect for gripping while I pound into you."

He pulls my panties down slowly, letting them fall to my ankles, and then his fingers are between my thighs, exploring my pussy.

"Fuck, you're drenched," he groans, his fingers sliding through my wetness. "Absolutely soaked."

When he touches my clit, I jerk, sensation shooting through me like electricity. He circles it slowly, building the tension in my body until I'm trembling.

I hear the sound of his belt buckle, then his zipper. Then I feel the thick head of his cock pressing against my entrance.

"Ready?" he asks, his voice strained.

"Yes! Please, Professor, I need you to fill me."

He pushes inside, and I scream.

He's so big. Bigger than I imagined. He stretches me open, filling me inch by inch, and the sensation is overwhelming. The friction of his cock dragging against my inner walls makes my head spin with ecstasy. I can feel every ridge, every vein, every thick inch of him claiming me.

"Your young pussy is as tight as a virgin's," he groans, gripping my hips. "God, it has been ages since I was inside such a tight cunt. It feels incredible."

He pulls back and thrusts in deeper, and suddenly I feel a sharp pressure that makes me gasp. His cock is pushing against something inside me, and it looks like it's the end of my channel.

"Oh," I gasp. My pussy feels incredibly full and stretched to its maximum capacity. But when his cock bumps against that spot again, shockwaves travel through my system, paralyzing my muscles. I have never been fucked so deep before. It's a feeling unlike any other.

"That's your cervix, baby," Professor Ashford explains, his voice rough. "I just bottomed out in you. Hit the back of your pussy."

He pushes again, and the pressure intensifies. It's not quite pain, but it's intense, overwhelming.

"If I come inside you right now," he continues, grinding against that spot, "I'll probably knock you up. My cum will go straight into your womb. Is that what you want? Want me to fill you up? Risk getting you pregnant?"

The taboo thrill of his words makes every nerve in my body tingle. It's dangerous. Reckless. Exactly what I fantasized about.

"Yes," I gasp. "I want it. Want you to come inside me."

"Good girl," he praises, kissing my shoulder. "Such a good slut, putting your man's pleasure first. I'm going to fill up this bare pussy and keep you leaking for days."

He starts fucking me in earnest then, hard and deep, each thrust hitting that spot inside me that makes me see stars. The desk creaks beneath us, papers scatter to the floor, but neither of us cares.

"Professor!" I cry out, my fingers scrabbling for purchase on the smooth wood.

"That's it. Scream for me. Let everyone know who's fucking you."

His hand slides around to rub my clit, and that's all it takes. My orgasm crashes over me, my pussy clenching around his cock as I come harder than I ever have in my life.

"Fuck!" he shouts, and I feel him swell inside me. Then he's coming, rope after rope of hot cum flooding my pussy, filling me completely.

He grinds against me, making sure every drop goes as deep as possible, and I whimper at the sensation of being so thoroughly claimed.

When he finally pulls out, I feel his cum start to leak out, running down my thighs.

He turns me around gently and kisses me, deep and possessive.

"This won't be the last time," he promises against my lips. "We're going to work through every filthy scenario you wrote. Every single one."

I smile, already imagining all the ways he's going to use me.

"I'm counting on it, Professor."


FIVE
BONUS: MY MILF NEIGHBOR


Mark

I'd been living next door to her for three months before that night changed everything.

Every evening around six, I'd watch from my window as my sexy, MILF neighbor Sandra walked her golden retriever past my house. The first time I saw her, I nearly dropped my coffee mug. She was everything I'd fantasized about since my college days when I'd had an affair with my much older professor. It was one of the most sexually exhilarating experiences of my life. After a while of trying to fuck younger women, I knew my preferences leaned toward older women.

MILFs like Sandra made my blood buzz with heat and rush faster through my veins. I loved the heat of holding someone more experienced than me, and knowing she wasn't unsure or hesitant. I loved the way age made women's bodies curvier, made them sag in the right places, made their faces more lined and beautiful. I had always been drawn to older things that stood the test of time—old books, old artifacts, and now, older women. I liked knowing they had lived a life, had a history, and were interesting and complex in a way that stimulated my mind as well as my cock.

Sandra was my type to a T. She was mature, confident, with a body that made my mouth water and my cock strain against my slacks.

Sandra had to be in her early forties, maybe ten years older than me, with thick thighs that swayed hypnotically as she walked, hips that flared out in a perfect hourglass, and tits—God, her tits—massive and heavy, bouncing with each step despite whatever bra struggled to contain them. She favored low-cut tops that showed off her deep cleavage, and I'd spent more nights than I cared to admit jerking off to the memory of how they moved, imagining what they'd feel like in my hands.

I'm tall and slim, the intellectual type with wire-rimmed glasses and the kind of looks that appeal to a certain subset of women. I've been told I'm attractive in that bookish way, but I'd never found the courage to do more than exchange pleasantries with Sandra. She was divorced, lived alone, and based on our brief conversations when I'd first moved in, she seemed warm and funny. But asking her out felt impossible somehow, like reaching for something too good for me.

Last Tuesday, everything changed.

I'd had a long shift at the hospital and come home exhausted, my mind still buzzing with the day's cases. I'd changed into comfortable sweats and was trying to unwind when I caught sight of Sandra through my window, walking her dog as usual. She wore a particularly tight pink top that day, cut so low I could see the upper curves of her breasts.

As I watched, she stumbled slightly on the uneven pavement, and her tits bounced hard, nearly spilling out of her top. The sight made my cock instantly hard. I could see just how massive they were, how they strained against the fabric, and I imagined them bare, heavy in my palms, nipples hard against my tongue.

I couldn't help myself. I pulled my cock out of my sweats and started stroking, watching her walk away, those thick hips swaying, that fat ass filling out her yoga pants perfectly. I imagined bending her over, grabbing those hips, sliding into her from behind while those huge tits swung beneath her.

I was close, my hand working faster, when my doorbell buzzed.

Cursing, I tucked myself back into my pants, though my erection was still prominent, and checked the video monitor. My heart nearly stopped.

Sandra stood on my doorstep in a short, tight dress I'd never seen before. It was black, showing off her curves, cut low enough that her cleavage was on full display. What the hell was she doing here? She had never been to my house before. It was late, too.

I opened the door, trying to act normal despite my raging hard-on.

"Sandra, hi. Is everything okay?"

She smiled, and I noticed the fine lines around her eyes that made her even more beautiful, gave her face character and warmth. I wanted to kiss those lines, trace them with my tongue. I wanted to learn every wrinkle and curve on her skin, spend hours licking them and feeling like I'd found a new treasure.

"Hi Mark. I'm sorry to bother you so late, but I know you're a doctor, and I was hoping you might help me with something."

Her perfume hit me—vanilla and something floral, intoxicating. Her skin looked soft and smooth, good enough to lick. My cock throbbed painfully.

"Of course, come in," I managed, stepping aside.

She walked past me into my living room, and I got a perfect view of her ass, round and full, the dress hugging every curve. Her hips were wide, childbearing hips, and I imagined gripping them as I thrust into her. My cock itched with desire. Blood rushed to my fingers, making them radiate heat. How amazing would it feel to hold a woman like her, to feel her hips move against my cock as she made sultry noises?

"What's wrong?" I asked, my voice rougher than intended.

She turned to face me, and her eyes dropped to my crotch where my erection was clearly visible. Her smile widened slightly.

"My body's been aching," she said, her voice low and sultry. "I thought it would be best to get examined by a doctor."

My mouth went dry. "It's pretty late. Is the pain bad? Should I call you an ambulance?"

She took a step closer. "Maybe you should take a look at it and decide for yourself."

Then, before I could process what was happening, she reached down and pulled her dress over her head in one smooth motion.

She was completely naked underneath. I couldn't drag my eyes away from her. I was a starving man, and she had laid out a whole buffet in front of me. Her body was beyond my imagination. Arousal pumped through my cock, lengthening my hard-on. I had no hope of ending tonight without coming.

"Fuck. You're hot," I blurted out, unable to stop myself.

Heat exploded through my veins, my cock straining so hard against my sweats it was almost painful. Her tits were massive, hanging heavy on her chest with large, rosy areolae and hard nipples that begged to be sucked. Her stomach had a soft curve to it, real and womanly, leading down to wide hips and thick thighs. Her pussy was completely clean-shaven, and I could already see the gleam of moisture on her lips.

She laughed, a warm, knowing sound. "You don't just have to look, Doctor. You can touch, too."

My brain finally caught up. She was here, naked in my living room, offering herself to me. This was my chance. If I played my cards right, I could have my cock buried in that tight MILF pussy I'd been fantasizing about for months.

I stepped closer, letting my dominant side take over, channeling the authority I used at the hospital.

"Come here," I commanded, my voice dropping an octave.

She stepped forward obediently, and I could smell her arousal mixing with her perfume. I saw the way her eyes twinkled with naughtiness and barely contained lust. I liked the way she looked at me. I liked her confidence and her boldness. I was captivated by everything she offered, and I wanted to worship her. She was like a goddess standing before me. My brain was paralyzed, my neurons firing at a million miles because there was so much of her to take in.

"Let's do this properly. I'll need to examine you thoroughly. First, let's check your breasts."

I reached out and cupped the fat globes of flesh, groaning at how heavy and soft they were. Her nipples were hard against my palms as I squeezed, testing the weight, running my thumbs over the stiff peaks.

"Does it hurt here?" I asked, tweaking her nipples.

She moaned, her head falling back. "No... lower."

I continued caressing the underside of her breasts, making her moan softly before I moved my hands down to her soft stomach, caressing the curves, appreciating every inch of her mature body. She was a treat for all my senses. The scent of vanilla made me salivate while the softness of her skin beneath my hands made my brain hazy with pleasure.

"You're so fucking beautiful," I murmured, tracing the line where her stomach met her hips. "Is it here?"

"Lower," she breathed.

I gripped her hips, those wide, perfect hips, my fingers digging into the soft flesh. "Here?"

"Lower."

I dropped to my knees in front of her, eye-level with her pussy. I could see how wet she was, her lips glistening. Slowly, I reached up and parted her folds with my fingers, stroking through her wetness.

She cried out, her hips jerking forward. "Yes! Right there! That's exactly where it hurts!"

I stood up, keeping one hand between her legs, stroking her slick pussy while I used the other to grip her hair and pull her head back.

"I think I know the perfect cure for your pain," I growled into her ear. "A nice fat cock drilling into you. Would that help, Sandra?"

"Yes," she gasped. "That sounds perfect."

I released her and stepped back, yanking my shirt over my head and shoving my sweats and boxers down. My cock sprang free, rock hard and leaking pre-cum.

Her eyes widened slightly when she saw it. "Oh fuck yes."

I grabbed her hips and spun her around, bending her over the arm of my couch. Her ass was even more perfect up close, round and full, and I couldn't resist giving it a hard slap. She yelped, then moaned.

"Is this what you wanted?" I asked, running the head of my cock through her dripping pussy. "Coming over here in that little dress, nothing underneath? You wanted me to fuck you?"

"Yes! God yes, I've wanted this for months!"

I thrust into her in one hard stroke, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, wet heat. We both groaned, the sensation overwhelming. She was so fucking tight, gripping my cock like a vice, her pussy absolutely drenched.

"Fuck, you feel amazing," I grunted, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in.

I set a hard, fast pace, gripping her hips so tight I knew I'd leave marks. Her massive tits swung beneath her with each thrust, and I reached around to grab them, squeezing hard, pinching her nipples.

"Yes! Fuck me harder!" she cried out, pushing back against me. "It feels so good to have your big dick stretching my pussy. I haven't been pounded in months."

"Then you deserve a real good fucking, don't you?" I smiled at her, pumping my hard dick in and out of her tight channel. She gripped me like a vice, making my balls feel like they were about to explode. Her pussy milked my cock so well, making me breathe hard with every thrust. Electricity raced up and down my spine, spreading through my body with every shove of my dick, with every clench of her pussy around me.

She trapped me in her velvet heat, making me desperate for release as my cock ground against her G-spot, making her scream, "Yes, that's exactly the spot."

The sound of skin slapping against skin filled my living room, mixed with our moans and the wet sounds of my cock pounding into her pussy. She was so wet it was running down her thighs, and I could feel her walls fluttering around me.

"You like that? Like getting fucked by your younger neighbor?" I asked, spanking her ass again. "Do you have a thing for doctors?"

"God, yes! Your cock feels so good!" Her eyes closed in pleasure. I felt a stab of pride, knowing I'd made her so blissed out that she couldn't even keep her eyes open. She was probably close to her orgasm.

I pulled out suddenly, ignoring her whimper of protest, and flipped her over onto her back on the couch. I needed to see her face, see those beautiful eyes, kiss those lips. I spread her thick thighs wide and thrust back into her, leaning down to capture her mouth in a brutal kiss.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, her arms around my neck, pulling me closer as I fucked her deep and hard. Her tits pressed against my chest, and I could feel her hard nipples dragging against my skin.

"Touch yourself," I commanded, pulling back to watch. "Play with your clit while I fuck you."

She reached down between us, her fingers finding her clit, and started rubbing in tight circles. I could feel her getting tighter, her pussy clenching around my cock.

"That's it, baby. Make yourself come on my cock. I want to feel that MILF pussy squeeze me."

"Oh fuck, Mark! I'm so close!"

I adjusted my angle, hitting that spot deep inside her that made her scream. Her back arched off the couch, those magnificent tits thrust up toward me, and I leaned down to take a nipple in my mouth, sucking hard.

"Come for me," I growled against her breast. "Come all over my cock."

She shattered, screaming my name, her pussy clamping down on me so hard I saw stars. Her whole body shook, her thighs trembling around my waist, and I kept fucking her through it, prolonging her orgasm.

"You're such a needy slut," I praised, kissing her neck, her jaw, her lips. "Your pussy loves squeezing dick. You're coming so hard for me."

I wasn't going to last much longer. She felt too good, too perfect, and I'd been fantasizing about this for too long.

"I need to flip you over again," I panted. "Need to see that perfect ass while I come."

She nodded, still dazed from her orgasm, and I pulled out long enough to maneuver her onto her hands and knees on the couch. I thrust back in from behind, grabbing a handful of her hair and pulling her head back as I pounded into her.

"Fuck, Sandra, I'm going to come. Going to fill this tight pussy up." I leaned in closer to her ear. "I'm a doctor. I get checked regularly. I'm clean. "

That must have reassured her because her voice became enthusiastic. "Yes! Come inside me! I want to feel it!"

That did it. I slammed into her one last time, burying myself as deep as I could go, and came harder than I had in years. My cock pulsed, pumping what felt like an endless amount of cum into her pussy. I felt her walls bathed in semen. She moaned, pushing back against me, milking every last drop.

I drained my balls inside her tight heat, pouring every last drop of cum into her welcoming hole. When I drew back, sticky white liquid fell out of her hole. The perfect creampie.

We looked at each other for moments, coming to terms with what we had just done, both of us breathing hard. After a moment, I carefully pulled out, and we both groaned at the loss. I could see my cum starting to leak out of her well-fucked pussy, and the sight made my spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

I helped her turn over and pulled her into my arms, kissing her deeply, tenderly this time.

"That was..." I started, unable to find the words. "Phenomenal. Fuck, I can't believe i actually got to come inside you. I'm a lucky guy. I hope you enjoyed it, too."

She laughed, that warm sound I'd grown to love. "I've been watching the way you watch me, Mark. At my age, not many men give me that kind of attention anymore."

"Then they're fucking idiots," I said vehemently. "You're so damn hot, you made me come fast like a teenager."

She grinned and traced a finger down my chest. "You're welcome to come to my house anytime you need 'relief.' I liked the way you fucked me. I would like to be rough and dirty again with you."

I pulled her closer, nuzzling into her neck, breathing in her vanilla scent. "And you're welcome to come to mine whenever you're 'aching.'"

We both laughed, and she settled against me on the couch, her head on my chest, my arms wrapped around her soft, warm body. We lay there in the quiet aftermath, luxuriating in the post-sex bliss, and I couldn't help but think that moving in next door to Sandra was the best decision I'd ever made.

Outside, her dog was probably wondering where she was, but neither of us cared. We had all night, and judging by the way she was already trailing her hand down my stomach, we were far from done.
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