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Chapter one
Unexpected Lessons
Dawn


The plan was always simple: get a degree, land a good job, become a wife, and eventually have a kid—preferably a little girl. But why the heck am I still stuck in phase one? Why am I struggling at the very first step?

Looks like I’ll be chilling in this lecture hall for another couple of years, thanks to my program’s crazy demands. I’m bound to fail that stupid math exam they make us take in the business department. You might say, “Just switch majors.” I wish I could, but my dad would flip. I see how he works his butt off from sunrise to sunset just to give me better opportunities in life. Letting him down is not an option.

The professor—let’s be real, the youngest and hottest prof ever—is seriously messing with my focus on this subject. He’s like a mix of Chris Hemsworth’s rugged charm and Dwayne Johnson’s smolder. The guy is a major distraction. I can’t help but drift off in class, thinking about his mouth, his voice, and the way he swallows when he takes a sip of water... it is surprisingly sexy. It’s smooth and controlled like he’s teasing the glass with his lips.

There’s this subtle, almost sinful grace to it, as if he’s savoring not just the water, but the moment. It makes you want to be that glass, just for a taste of his... well, you know. And the way his black pants hang low on his hips, teasing the promise of a sculpted physique underneath, has a magnetic pull on my gaze. Please, don’t even get me started on the bulge in his trousers—it’s a tantalizing mystery that occupies my mind more than it should.

“Stay behind if you didn’t turn in your assignment today,” he announces. Oops, I fall into that category, so I patiently wait with the rest of the defaulters.

He addresses us one after the other. I’m the last one. “Okay, Miss Delgado, can you explain why you did not turn in your homework?” His rich baritone voice echoes through the lecture room.

Wait, what is happening? I turn to confirm that he is talking to me. This is new. As the wallpaper I am—and always have been—I usually manage to escape my professors’ interrogations. Still in disbelief that he knows my name, I stutter, “I’m sorry, I just don’t get it, no matter how much I try. Math is not my strength.”

“Do you have a study group? Anyone that can help you?” he asks.

“I work at Lou’s till late at night,” I answer, shaking my head.

“Well, you have to find a tutor to help you. As much as I hate to say this, you might have to take an extra year if you don’t do something now.”

“I can’t afford a tutor,” I say sadly, exhausted from hearing my reality.

After a short break, he offers, “I’m free Mondays and Thursdays. I can give you extra lessons before or after your shift on those days.”

My eyes widen. Out of all the possibilities, nothing has prepared me for this opportunity. “Thank you so much,” I say with genuine enthusiasm, clasping his hands in appreciation. His grip is strong and reassuring, with just the right amount of firmness. Heat rushes to my cheeks as I start to dream.

“You can let go now,” he says.

“Oh, so sorry, Professor,” I shrug, pulling myself out of my naughty thoughts.

“Call me Gabriel.”

“Thank you, Gabriel,” I mutter, trying to keep my cool even though my inner fangirl is screaming about how handsome he is.

Throughout the day, while wiping tables and taking customer orders, my mind keeps drifting to the memory of his touch. I can’t shake the image of his smile and the sound of his laughter when I blushed like an idiot. It replays in my head over and over again, making it hard to focus on anything else.

“So you’re telling me that he just offered to help you?” my roommate asks skeptically. “Yes, Mona,” I answer for the umpteenth time.

“Hmm, there is something suspicious going on.”

“Nothing suspicious, just a kind man willing to save a desperate dummy from failing,” I say with a laugh. While chatting, I pick out a knee-length sundress and admire it in the mirror.

“You are wearing that?” she asks with a mocking face.

“Yeah, it’s cute.”

“Darling, cute is good, but you want to dress for success,” Mona says, flipping through my wardrobe. She pulls out a stunning black dress with a low back and tight-fitting bodice. “This is what you need—chic and sexy.”

I hesitate, unsure. “I don’t think it’s appropriate, Mona.”

“Men like bold and daring, sweetheart,” she insists, handing me the dress. “Trust me, they always want something in return.”

“He doesn’t like me in that way; he is just being kind to a final-year student. Maybe he is helping me so he doesn’t see my face for another year,” I say, trying to convince myself as much as my roommate. Taking the dress from her, I notice it doesn’t scream desperate and excessive, but it does accentuate my curves in just right the right way.

“Besides, what have you got to lose? At least give him something to look at.”

My heart is beating erratically in the direction Mona has navigated my mind. Do I need to charm him? I mean, he is hot; so what’s the harm in trying? Putting on the dress and fixing my hair and makeup, I head out, feeling a combination of excitement and anxiety.

Thump thump.

My heart quickens as I spot him across the street, seated in the lobby of the apartment building he had directed me to. Today, he’s not clad in his usual black pants and shirt; instead, he sports a sleeveless tee, faded jeans, and a baseball hat. The outfit emphasizes his biceps, which flex subtly as he turns the pages of a magazine.

Nervously, I begin to walk toward him. With each step, the urge to grab my trench coat from my bag, neatly tucked behind me, grows. This could go either way.

“Hello, professor,” I greet him.


Gabriel

As I scan the room, nothing prepares me for the sight that greets me. I know all my students by name, a small group of barely fifty. I’m familiar with the everyday version of Dawn who typically wears jeans and t-shirts. But the woman standing before me now is a revelation. Her cheeks are flushed with color, her attire more sophisticated and alluring, transforming her into a smoking hot vision.

In my ten years as a professor, I have never entertained such unholy thoughts. Yet, as I gaze at her, a single, undeniable notion crosses my mind—Dawn looks incredibly fuckable.

The dress she’s wearing accentuates all her curves perfectly. The low neck exposes a fair share of her full breasts. I can see her ass in the reflection in the glass just behind her… and damn, she looks amazing. My body reacts involuntarily: my pulse quickens, and I feel a stirring in my groin. It’s been a while since I’ve been with a woman. Desperately, I try to push these thoughts away, focusing instead on the task at hand.

“Come on, Dawn, I don’t bite,” I say, attempting to maintain a professional demeanor.

“I didn’t think so,” she replies, her voice slightly timid, in stark contrast to her bold outfit choice.

“I think you did. You’ve been hesitating to come across the street.”

“You saw me?” she asks, sounding surprised.

“Yes, my peripheral vision is quite sharp,” I reply matter-of-factly.

“So, this meeting will be brief. We need to find a time that works best for both of us,” I add, redirecting the conversation to its purpose. I know nothing about this is going to be comfortable. Looking at her makes me sweat and forget all about mathematics. I can see her cleavage when she makes any slight movement. Fucking hell, what have I gotten myself into?

“I don’t have class after three PM tomorrow,” she says very quietly as she pulls her dress down a little, giving me a better look at those ripe boobs.

“Okay, then we’ll have most of our classes here in my apartment building. There is a library down the hall. We can work on your unfinished assignment today,” I say, emphasizing the need to stay on track.

“Okay,” she replies softly, following me into the library.

On the door, I read the sign out loud:

Dear residents,

The library will be closed temporarily due to ongoing construction. We apologize for the inconvenience and appreciate your understanding.

Thank you,

Apartment Management

Shit, that was not the plan.

“We will have to go up to my apartment then, I guess?” I say without thinking. “Is that okay with you?”

“Yes,” is all she says.

The elevator ride is silent, but my mind is anything but. Evil thoughts lurk, and I have to remind myself, “Keep it together, Gabriel.”

Sitting at my dining room table I sneak looks when she’s really into the assignment. Her focus is intense, and it’s fascinating to see her dive into the material. I try to give her space, but I’m struggling to keep my hands off her as I explain the math problems. The way she nervously nibbles the end of her pencil is driving me wild with all sorts of fantasies. It’s taking all my willpower to focus on the numbers and not the thoughts racing through my mind.

While we wrap up, I offer her a bite for dinner, which she gladly accepts. The way her mouth forms an O as she bites on the burrito is fucking sexy. I imagine that she’s holding something entirely different in her hands.

I’m not sure if she naturally looks like a seductress, biting her lips when she puts the food down, or if it’s me imagining things.

“Do I have something between my teeth?” she asks in confusion.

“No, why?” I ask, blinking my eyes as I look away.

“You are staring at my mouth,” she says.

“Um, sorry.” She caught me. Shit. While trying to come up with an excuse, she interrupts my thoughts.

“You don’t have to be,” she says slyly. “I’ve been looking at yours too.”

“Oh yeah?” I give in to her harmless flirting games and stare at her boobs more openly.

“You’ve been checking me out stealthily,” she insists as she relaxes against the chair, giving more access to her breasts; they are almost pouring out on either side of her dress.

“It’d be hard not to admire you in that sinful dress,” I say.

“You like what you see?” she asks, before licking her lips.

“I do,” I confess. This is it. My cover is blown. How do I get out of this? To be honest I’m enjoying playing with fire. This playful banter is turning me on; there is no denying it.

She leans in slightly, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Maybe we should continue this discussion somewhere more... private?”

Wow, she is brave and knows what she wants. What about me? Do I want to take this to the next level? My penis votes a hard yes.

Playing along, my heart starts racing at the hint. “Are you suggesting what I think?”

She chuckles, making a sultry sound. “Maybe.”

Meeting her gaze, I feel the undeniable heat between us. “Well, I’m definitely intrigued,” I say without thinking.

Shit, just like that, the truth is out, and there’s no way to take it back. My mind races, knowing this is wrong, but my body betrays me. I can’t resist. Without warning, we both leap to our feet and stare at each other before coming in for a kiss.

Her lips are soft against mine, her flushed face a picture of desire. I caress her cheek and her arms wrap around my neck while our tongues fight for dominance. I pull on the band tied around her long, raven hair; it cascades down her back like a waterfall. Each strand as soft as cotton candy, and the scent of her feminine fragrance envelops me, both intoxicating and alluring.

As I tug on the band, her hair falls free, framing her face in a wild, untamed beauty. The subtle movement causes her breasts to shift; for a moment, I catch a glimpse of the lace-trimmed cups of her bra, hinting at the treasures hidden beneath.

“Oh,” she murmurs, a soft, breathy sound that sends a shiver down my spine. My hands, now trembling with anticipation, move to the button holding her dress closed. I want her with a fierceness that eclipses all reason.

With a swift motion, I undo the button, and the dress falls away, revealing her in all her glory. She stands before me, her skin glowing in the soft light, her curves accentuated by the white lace of her lingerie.

“So sexy,” I breathe, my eyes devouring her. She stands there, confident and alluring, her boots emphasizing the length of her legs and her lingerie leaving little to the imagination.

Her hands move to the hook of her bra, and with a practiced motion, she releases it. Her breasts spring free, full and round, revealing nipples already hard with desire. They seem to beg for attention, and I am more than willing to oblige.

She hesitates for a moment, then slowly slides her panties down her legs, revealing the smooth curve of her hips and the delicate triangle of hair at the apex. She stands before me, completely exposed, her body a work of art, a masterpiece of desire.

“You look beautiful… irresistible,” is all I can say.

I observe her watching me as I slowly unzip my pants, her gaze burning into me. With deliberate slowness, I slide them down, revealing the bulge in my briefs. It’s huge. I notice her eyes widen, unsure if it’s in excitement or out of fear.

Feeling suddenly shy, I check with her for approval. When she nods, with a small, almost imperceptible gesture, I continue. Hooking my thumbs into the waistband of my briefs, I pull them down, allowing my cock to spring free in relief.

Fully aroused and throbbing with need, I stand before her. When I notice her eyes widen further, I can see the hunger and desire in them now. She reaches out tentatively, her fingers grazing the length of my shaft, sending a shiver of pleasure through it. The anticipation is electric, and I know that what comes next will be nothing short of explosive.

It’s been a while since I’ve seen a woman naked, but the sensation of her warm, soft body against mine is intoxicating. I didn’t used to get excited so quickly, but the need to get laid is taking over. Her every movement and whimper delivers a jolt of desire that’s impossible to ignore.

“Where is your bedroom?” she asks between kisses, her voice husky with desire. The words catch in my throat, but my body moves on its own as if driven by some primal need. Without a word, I scoop her up into my arms, her legs wrapping around my waist instinctively.

Carrying Dawn, I guide us to the bedroom, a growing urgency accompanying each step. I carefully place her on the bed, my hands quivering with excitement as I unwrap a condom. The need to be inside her and feel her warmth surround. Pulling her leg toward me, I positioning myself at her entrance. As I enter her, she gasps, her body yielding to mine in perfect harmony.

She’s so perfect and so right that I can’t help but lose myself in the moment, giving in to the animal urge that is driving us both.

My head spins as her tight pussy grabs my shaft. She adjusts her hips and props a pillow expertly underneath her waist as I thrust into her. This is unbelievably amazing. The way her nails dig into my shoulders with every force I exert encourages me to thrust harder.

I lift her leg slightly; her hips are an inch higher for maximum effect as I flex my hips to a liquid movement.

“Yeah, that’s it! Feels so damn good,” I groan, my voice thick with desire.

“Fuck me harder, Gabriel,” she moans.

That is all the encouragement I need. I twist and turn her body so I am behind her in a spooning position. I bend my knees slightly, making access easier. Wrapping my arms around her, I pull her close. She yelps as I penetrate her slowly and deeply.

As she attempts to move, I hold her firmly. I continue to thrust, her moans become louder while curses fling outside her mouth.

“Oh, God! Yes, Gabriel! Just like that. You’re hitting the spot. Right there. Don’t stop,” she begs, her words pushing me closer to the edge.

Shit, what is she doing to me? This isn’t like me. I usually have better control. I wanted to take it slow, savor every moment, and worship her like she deserves it. But my body has a mind of its own. I’m lost in the moment, just giving in to my instincts and I fuck her like an animal.

Not able to hold back any longer, I release and spill all my cum into the condom.

“Fuck I messed up” is all I can think.

After catching my breath, I shake my head in apology. “I’m sorry, baby. I lost control. You just... drive me crazy.” Guilt takes over, wanting to make things right.

“I’ll make it up to you, I promise,” I vow, hoping she understands. This isn’t how I planned it, but the intensity of the moment got the best of me.


Chapter two
Forbidden Temptations
Dawn


Today’s tutoring session flies by, and I’m starting to get some things that used to stump me. But let’s be real, I’m still a long way from being a math genius. Gabriel’s been super patient and his explanations are slowly making sense.

“Well, that’s it for today,” his voice rings in my ears as he stands to go grab a bite from the kitchen.

“Are you sure?” I ask, trying to sound casual while feeling anything but. We haven’t talked about what happened last time; so far, we’ve both been ignoring the elephant in the room.

As I look at him, I see a smile tug on his lips. “Do you want to talk about the last session?” he asks, his voice uncertain.

I do. It’s all I can think about. I need to know. Does he want me as bad as I want him? Or was it a one-and-done session? Unable to find the words, I simply nod, my stomach tied in knots.

“I want you. I think that’s obvious. But it’s not about me. It’s about you,” he says, his voice breaking off. “I lost control last time. I don’t know what happened. I got way too excited and let my dick take control. I don’t trust myself around you. And honestly, I don’t think you should. What if my instinct takes over again? I might hurt you, and that’s the last thing I want. I want to adore you as you deserve. Take my time and kiss every inch of your body, but I don’t know if I can without my inner tiger taking over. The way my body reacted to yours scared me. It was like I was being consumed by a wildfire, raging out of control.”

He is so sweet, so lost, and so concerned. I loved how he made me feel last time. I don’t care if he loses control again. In fact, I want him to. It’s such a turn-on. I know he would never hurt me. Plus, I don’t mind a little pain. I actually enjoy it. I need him to fuck me. It’s all I can think about. But all I manage to say is, “Take what you need, Gabriel.”

Walking over to his couch, he pats the cushion beckons, “Come here. I believe I owe you a massage.”

“With or without clothing?” I ask confidently.

“How about a compromise? If you take everything off, I can’t guarantee anything. So, maybe just the shirt?” After a pause, he adds, “For now.”

The smell of lavender and coconut fills my nose. His warm, oily palms sink into my skin and move carefully and gently from my shoulder blades to my neck in a warm caress. The euphoric feeling of his touch makes my pussy wet.

“This is so good,” I moan.

“You are so tense; relax your muscles, Dawn,” he whispers. His mouth is very close to my ear as he bites it gently.

“Don’t think, just enjoy,” he coerces.

That is exactly what I’m trying to do. Sensing his palms against my upper back, I relax.

“Have you ever heard of Nuru?” he asks as his hands come gently to a halt.

“No, what’s that?”

“It is a Japanese term for massage. It is a form of erotic massage with full body contact while both the masseur and client are nude.”

“Wow, that sounds hot,” I gasp.

He stands up and removes his sweatpants and underwear, revealing his naked body. I watch him, feeling a surge of desire as he approaches the couch. A cool breeze brushes against my skin, making me shiver in anticipation.

“Let’s get you out of these clothes,” he says softly, his voice a velvet whisper. With practiced ease, he unclasps my bra, letting it fall away, revealing my breasts to his hungry gaze. He slides down my pants, leaving me in just my panties.

Leaning in, he pours oil over my body, the warm liquid cascading over my skin like a sensual waterfall. The initial contact is electric, sending a shiver down my spine and awakening every nerve ending. As his hands begin to move, spreading the oil with practiced skill, I feel the tension melting away, replaced by a growing heat of desire. His touch is confident, yet gentle, each stroke igniting a fire within me.

His palms glide over my back, exploring every curve, every dip and rise of my body, leaving a trail of warmth in their wake. When he reaches the sides of my breasts, a jolt of pleasure shoots through me, my nipples hardening in response. With each pass of his hands, my arousal grows, craving more.

I shift slightly, feeling the slickness between my thighs, a physical response I can’t control. His palms pause for a moment, then continue their sensual journey over my body.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmurs, his voice low and husky.

I bite my lip, unable to form words, but my body responds, arching into his touch. He leans in closer, his breath warm against my ear.

“I know how much you want this,” he whispers, his fingers brushing against the damp fabric of my panties, sending a shiver through me. With a slow, deliberate movement, he hooks his fingers into the waistband and starts to slide them down, revealing bare skin inch by inch.

Next, he settles his weight on my legs, the pressure of his body causing me to tense. With his skin’s warmth and muscles’ firmness he moves his hands over mine.

“Relax,” he murmurs, his voice soothing as he adjusts his position, lying his body over mine. I gasp softly as I feel the unmistakable press of his cock against my pussy, the friction sending a jolt of desire straight to my core. All my senses become heightened whenever I sense his hard dick on my skin.

“Oh, yes,” he moans out loud.

He rubs his rough beard against my neck, it feels like being caressed by fine sandpaper—rough, yet strangely arousing.

“Gosh, I want you right now,” I confess.

“All at its time, darling,” he murmurs as he grabs my boobs and massages them, while his big dick runs over my back in slow, deliberate movements.

“You are hard and needy for me.”

“Yes, I always am,” he concedes.

“Fuck me, Gabriel, now,” I demand. I cannot hold it any longer.

His hands move from my breasts to my back. He grips my bare ass firmly before gently parting my butt cheeks. My body quivers as waves of sensation wash over me. I can feel his dick sliding up and down my butt fold. Pushing my ass up, I’m trying to make him slide into my cunt.

“Fuck!” Nobody has teased me like that before; the pleasure is causing my head to reel.

“You like it?” he asks.

“Love it!”

His fingers continue torturing the folds of my pussy. I sit up and push him on the couch with a light force before straddling him with my lady parts directly placed on his cock. My turn to play the game of teasing. Offering one of my breasts, I guide it to his eager mouth. With his warm lips and tongue he envelops me. I start to move my hips in slow, deliberate circles, feeling his hard length pressing against me. The residual oil makes the friction deliciously smooth.

Despite the intense sensations coursing through my body, I don’t take him yet. I revel in the power of being in control. Finally, with my free hand, I guide him, positioning him so that as I slide forward, he enters me, filling me completely. The experience is overwhelming.

As I press against him, my body feels weightless. Each movement sends a surge of pleasure through me. It’s both delicate and powerful; my insides quiver with anticipation of his next touch, like a tightly coiled spring ready to release its tension.

I ride him with a fierce intensity as if my very existence depends on the next thrust of his manhood. My moans grow louder as he lifts his hips to meet my rhythm, pushing me closer to the edge. I feel a fullness inside me as if stretched to my limit… and then it happens.

My body tenses, starting from deep within and radiating outwards, consuming me entirely. Trembling with the force of my release, every nerve ending tingles. I feel a warm fluid seeping out of me, signaling my release.

“Gabriel,” I scream.

But he doesn’t stop. He rolls us over, his dick still deep inside me. He continues to pound into me with a relentless rhythm. The couch creaks and groans beneath us, mirroring the building tension and release between my thighs.

His weight presses down on me, his movements rough and urgent, eliciting a gasp from my lips. Despite the intensity of the experience, it’s torturously wonderful. Beads of sweat form on my skin, mingling with his as he thrusts even harder, driving us both toward the peak of pleasure. With a final, powerful thrust, he pulls out, leaving a trail of his essence over my waist, marking me as his. He collapses beside me, our heavy breathing filling the air.


Chapter three
Lessons of Lust
Dawn


They say you never forget your first time. Well, that might be right. But I’ll also never forget the first time I got fucked by my professor. I shouldn’t have touched him, but now that I have, I can’t get enough. There’s no stopping the desire that burns between us—no denying the forbidden thrill of our secret encounters.

He took me like a storm, gentle yet forceful… tender yet demanding in his movements. The memory of his touch, his scent, and the sound of his voice whispering my name still linger in my mind.

The scary part is the realization that I would do it over and over again if I could, and that’s what I do. I return the following day, this time feeling more confident in my ability to charm him while fighting to ignore the truth of how much this is a bad idea.

“Hey Dawn,” he greets me in his signature cool voice.

“Hi, Gabriel, can I come in?”

“Sure,” he says as he moves away from the door, giving me room to pass through.

There is something in his eyes—lust and want—which he masks under guilt or remorse.

“About yesterday….” we both say at the same time.

“Sorry, you go on,” he says.

“Yesterday was amazing,” I say confidently, staring into his eyes before going on tiptoes to grab his shirt by the collar and taking his full lips in for a kiss. He hesitates for only a second before he takes control. He starts removing my jacket while our lips are locked.

This kiss is full of something new. There is passion; fire is coursing through my veins. I want him in every way I can get him. Still in the hallway, deepening the embrace, I wrap my legs around his torso, revealing my thighs; he holds my butt cheeks to squeeze them slightly. I don’t know how long we kiss, but we only stop when my back hits the wall behind us.

With his hand tangled in my hair, gripping my back and holding my neck, I can feel his breath like a hot summer breeze about to turn into a hurricane.

Gabriel drops to one knee before me, his gaze seeking permission. I nod in confusion. Well, at this point he could do anything to me, I’m so fucking horny. This is not like me, I have self-control; but around him, my pussy has a mind of her own. She gets dripping wet at the mere thought of Gabriel. No complaints, though.

As his head goes under my dress and between my thighs, I sense blood rushing to my face. After pulling my panties to my knees, his warm tongue finds its way into my slit; for the first time, I realize how long it is.

“Ooh, yeah,” I moan. To give him better access, I lift one leg. Gabriel is on his knees, fucking me with his tongue. He continues sucking my clit, and the sensation is divine.

My eyes are closed, and my head is thrown back in euphoria as he expertly stimulates the small, sensitive spot I’m familiar with but didn’t know could be this good. He continues eating my honeypot as he moans softly against my skin.

“I love how you smell. You taste like sweet ripe peaches,” he says. He stands up, his lips wet with my juice. He bites my tongue gently with his teeth.

“I cannot get enough of you. This is so wrong,” he acknowledges. “But why does it feel so right?” he whispers as he takes one of my nipples in his mouth.

“I’m scared,” he confesses.

“Scared of what?” I ask as I throw my head back in arousal.

“Scared of wanting more than I can get,” he replies as he removes my dress.

There is something lovable about this man: the way he wears his heart on his sleeve makes me feel invincible around him.

“Stop overthinking and let’s just enjoy it,” I suggest.

His lips move to my other breast, and he sucks passionately in response. My hands run through his hair as he deepens the torture on my nipples. I clench him tightly, trying to feel the warmth of his body. His big frame envelops me like a blanket, and his big bulge is pressing against my waist.

Effortlessly, he carries me to the table. When he pushes the papers to one side, some clatter to the floor. Still supporting my back, he places me on top and hovers over me. Trapped in his embrace, I use my legs to tease his balls.

“You are so manly… so strong,” I say as I flex my legs, gently caressing Gabriel’s balls with them. His body vibrates as I tease him.

His hands loosen their grip around my waist as he presses his face closer to the space between my breasts and waist. Slowly he slides his tongue down to my pussy and plants soft kisses on it.

With a smile, he says: “You are always so wet for me.”

“Just as you are always hard for me,” I reply with a smirk.

Climbing down from my body, he goes back on his knees. After pushing me further onto the table, he gently lifts my right leg over his shoulder and buries his head into the small space between my thighs.

I listen to the sloppy sound of his tongue and kisses as he parts my cherry. I don’t want him to stop, so I use both hands to keep his head down. I moan out loud in ecstasy. Motivated by my reaction, he uses one of his fingers to press my clit while his tongue fucks me into insanity.

As Gabriel adds another finger, the sensations multiply, sending waves of bliss coursing through me. The trio of fingers and his tongue dancing over my clit overwhelms my senses, making my head heavy with passion.

I feel a climax building, a ball of heat and tension forming deep within me. With each expert thrust of his fingers and flick of the tongue, it grows harder and faster, driving me closer to the edge of ecstasy.

His tongue and finger seem to be in a battle for dominance, each seeking to bring me the most pleasure. I give in to the delicious torture, letting myself become completely undone. My toes curl and my body stiffens.

I scream, “Gabriel!” A climax crashes over me, leaving me breathless and spent. The world around me fades away


Chapter four
The Allure of Taboo
Gabriel


Aseductress is who she is, a natural seductress who doesn’t know just how great she plays the game. Those innocent, big brown eyes hide depths and secrets that intrigue me. I love the way her tongue sticks out when she’s deep in thought, solving equations. The power of her femininity, her every breath, captivates me. She’s everything a man desires in intimate moments.

I know the consequences could be dire. My reputation, my career, everything I’ve worked so hard to achieve hangs in the balance. And yet, despite the risk, I can’t bring myself to stay away from her.

It has only been one week since I offered to tutor her. I don’t make it through the day without fucking her anymore. The sight of Dawn in my class gives me hot flashes, and I have to fight my naughty thoughts. We are playing a dangerous game in the library, but the thrill of our forbidden romance is like a drug. I’m addicted to the rush it brings, consequences be damned.

I know this is wrong, but I cannot get enough of this woman. She’s got me under her spell.

“Shhhhhhhh,” I whisper, afraid we will get caught.

Our bodies mold into the tiny space between two bookshelves and a desk, hidden by a roll of other shelves in the archive. By my calculations, the odds of a student or teacher coming here is one out of a hundred. Leaning over a table, her dress rides up just an inch above her round and firm ass, a tempting sight that I can’t resist. After sliding a condom on quickly, I enter her right then and there.

I push into her tight pussy from behind as quietly as I can, sending a jolt of pleasure through me. To be honest, the fear of being caught only fuels my lust.

Her moans are like music to my ears. While her body is arching to meet mine, I see her hands gripping the edge of the table, her knuckles turning white. Seeing her like this, so aroused, makes my primal hunger take over. I pound into her with frenzied need, each thrust bringing me closer to the edge.

I can feel the tension building, the heat coiling in my stomach as I reach the point of no return.

“Fuck! Harder, Gabriel. I’m coming,” her silent whispers float into my ear when I come undone. My body jerks violently while I watch hers tremble out of control.

Seconds later, she hands me a wipe. I pull off the condom and clean all traces of our lovemaking before arranging her dress. Fumbling with my zipper, she kisses me lightly on the mouth and walks away.

“See you, professor,” I hear her mutter.

This woman brings out the worst in me. I don’t even care anymore if I am risking my job. Fucking hell, I’m losing myself to her.


Chapter five
Embracing the Forbidden
Dawn


I’m not sure where we’re headed, but I do know that I’m head over heels for him. Now I know what the thrill of being with someone I shouldn’t be with is like. Kinda like Eve with the forbidden fruit. Never knew how exciting it could be to break the rules.

Staring at him while explaining numbers with a mouth that had just fucked my pussy on his table makes math more interesting. The way his lips form the number zero reminds me of how my lips curve around his cock.

My body is on alert, everything smells of him as I watch him in the lecture room. I know I want him as soon as I have the opportunity, but as for our arrangement, we have to be discreet. Nobody would find out about us if I wasn’t so horny.

I stand up and leave the lecture room through the back door and wander in whatever direction my legs take me around the university grounds to compose myself. I’m not always a sex addict, but something about Gabriel is like a beacon of fuckery. I want him all the time.

“Where are you?” a text chimes on my mobile. Speaking of the devil.

“Cafeteria.”

“I’m done with my classes today; you?” his reply comes instantly.

“I can skip my last one, why?”

“I thought we could go out of town for the day.” I can almost see the quizzical look on his face.

“Yeah, let’s do it!!!”

“See you at the rendezvous point.”

“Fifteen minutes,” I answer eagerly. This is our first outdoor date. I pedal my bike to our meeting spot, located about four blocks behind the university. It’s a quiet area, with a few students living there, which is perfect for us. As I lock my bike, I spot his truck parked in the corner.

“Hey,” he says as I jump into the passenger seat of his tinted-window car. I catch my breath as I turn to him. Everything feels right when I look into his eyes.

“Hey handsome,” I say and smile.

“I miss you so much.”

“You just saw me in class,” I say playfully as I climb over to sit on his lap. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I kiss him. With his possessive hands on my ass, he returns the kiss, and a soft moan escapes my lips.

His hand caresses my back, the warmth seeping through the sheer material of my blouse as our kiss deepens. Leaning against the steering wheel, I fumble with the buttons of his shirt, my fingers exploring his broad, hairy chest before sliding down to his pants.

“It’s stuck,” I sigh.

“Let me,” Gabriel offers, sitting up to tackle the button. I reach into my purse for a condom, adjusting my skirt in anticipation.

“There,” he says, relaxing back, his dick springing free. The sight of him, already rock-hard, sends a surge of excitement through me. I quickly tear open the condom packet and roll it on him, my hands working swiftly despite the urgency building up. Without hesitation, I straddle him, feeling the heat and hardness of his length against me. I sink onto him with a satisfied sigh.

“OMG, you have no idea how much I wanted you all day,” I sigh, finding a rhythm as we move together. His palms roam my body, adding to the intensity of our encounter.

“Same here babe,” he manages to utter between breaths.

I grip the edges of the seat to anchor me. As I move, his cock hits a spot deep inside me that sends a wave of pleasure through my body. I gasp, the sensation almost overwhelming. His hands on my breasts guide me, adding to the intensity of each thrust. The angle and the depth; everything is perfect. I can sense the excitement mounting, ready to explode.

I release a silent scream with every thrust. He hits that perfect spot inside me again and again. I moan, “Right there!” My voice is barely above a whisper.

“You like that?” he grunts, his hands tightening on my hips, urging me to move with more force.

“Yes,” I scream. My head falls back as I close my eyes in sexual enjoyment.

“God, you are so tight,” he groans, his breath hot against my neck.

I nod, unable to form words as pleasure consumes me. The tension coils tighter and tighter until finally, with a cry, I shatter, my body trembling with release. My pussy clenches over his shaft. As the waves of pleasure subside, I gently pull his hard-on out of me. With a shaking hand, I reach for the condom and roll it off.

Shifting to the passenger seat, I straddle him. Without a word, I take him into my mouth, sucking gently and swirling my tongue around his tip. The taste is salty and a little bitter.

Determined to make him come, I use both hands to massage his balls and the base of his shaft. My fingers work with purpose, applying just the right amount of pressure as I feel him grow even harder in response. When his breathing quickens, I know he is getting close.

“Fuck, you suck my cock so good.” He pushes my head down so I can feel his dick at the back of my throat. Not the greatest feeling, but I need him to come.

“Yes, baby, just like that.”

Encouraged, I keep taking him deeper.

“Don’t stop,” I hear him gasp.

I increase my pace, pressing against him a little harder. His member twitches as his warm juice explodes in my mouth. I savor the moment, as his tension releases. Raising my head, I look at him seductively while swallowing his cum.

“Damn, that’s the best car quickie ever.” He spanks my ass as I pull my skirt down.

“You certainly know how to relax me,” he admits as he zips his pants and adjusts the seat.

“Happy to be at your service,” I joke, before adding, “You are not so bad yourself. Hitting the right spot every time.” I sigh, remembering the pleasure he gave me just minutes ago.

“Also at your service anytime you need me, princess.”

After a relaxing hour of driving, we arrive at a beautiful town.

“Wait here, honey,” he says as he climbs out of the car in front of a worn-looking shop. The shop looks beautiful even with its faded wall paintings. Gabriel runs out a few seconds later with two bags in hand.

“I got us lunch before we take some crazy rides at the fairgrounds,” he says as he reenters the car.


Gabriel

Did I just call her honey? She didn’t flinch; maybe I shouldn’t worry so much, but there is something about Dawn that makes me want more: the way her body molds to mine. The mere thought of how her boobs bounce as she fucks me makes me hard.

Her moans drive me insane. The way her pussy feels around my manhood is maddening, but I know I need to take it slow; like she said, this is fun, and we do not need to complicate things. In a couple of months, she graduates and will probably leave town. We have no future.

“I want tickets for all the rides,” I say as I slam some bills on the counter. The young man looks at me like I have lost my mind.

“You only live once.” I smile as I take the tickets from him and walk over to the most beautiful woman, sitting pretty and posing as she takes a selfie.

“Hey, handsome, mind if we take a picture together? Just for us, not for the gram,” she suggests with a smile.

Some days I wish we could risk it all and just be ourselves. I wonder if that would take the excitement out of it. After taking loads of photos and playing as many games and rides as we want, we take a break for a snack.

“Whew, I can’t eat anymore.” She falls back in her chair, holding her belly.

“You barely managed to finish your hot dog.” I look at her as I slurp a yummy smoothie.

“I want to leave space for dessert,” she says, winking seductively.

“What’s for dessert?” I ask, intrigued.

“I’m hoping for a popsicle.”

Fuck! Instantly, I can feel my dick pushing against my pants.

“You know you can have whatever you want,” I reply, trying to keep my cool.

“It’s getting dark,” she notes.

“Follow me,” I suggest, leading her away from the crowd into an empty, dimly lit abandoned stall. As soon as we’re out of sight, I pull her close and kiss her deeply.

“I’ve been wanting to kiss you all day,” I admit.

“Me too,” she murmurs between kisses. Her lips taste of strawberries, lingering from the smoothie she had earlier.

As we continue kissing, I explore her back and move over her curves. She responds with a soft moan, her hands running through my hair.

“I was hoping you did,” she says, laughing shyly as her palms rest on my chest, gently massaging it. She shivers under the blissful torment of my fingers inside her shorts, exploring and teasing her through the lace thong.

My cock throbs with anticipation, longing for release, while every cell in me aches to remove the thin fabric covering her bra. She releases me and moves closer, her voice husky with desire.

“I have so many ideas for how to end tonight, Gabriel,” she whispers in my ear, her tongue flicking lightly as she nibbles. Her hands are still caressing my arching length as she kisses my neck. Surrendering, I let go of the urge to be in control, allowing her to take what she needs.

She guides me to a table in the tiny stall. I willingly comply, knowing that she is in control. Lifting one of her long legs onto the table, her shorts ride up. I can see the V-fold that reveals an obviously very moist pussy. Instinctively, I hold her leg and kiss the sweet spot between her thighs. That peach smell is so sweet that my head is in turmoil as I sniff hard before planting light kisses all over her sex.

Wrapped around my neck she pulls me up to her cleavage. Her eyes hold mine as she lifts my hand and guides it over her breasts. They are small and round, her nipples hard and needy.

I fumble with the strings of her bikini bra, eagerly opening it to reveal more of her soft skin.

She stands before me, bare except for her shorts, and I admire her before cupping her boobs. Her nipples are the largest I’ve ever seen, practically begging for attention. I take one into my mouth, gently suckling it, while I massage the other with my thumb and index finger.

With her hands tightly around my neck, I listen to her quiet moans. Her smell intoxicates me like a drug. Moving down to my shorts, she gripes my erection firmly and strokes it with purpose. The sensation of her soft palms against my skin sends a wave of heat over me.

“Do you like it when I do this?” she asks as she plays with my balls between her fingers. Fucking hell, is that supposed to be a question. Not able to think straight and with feet like jelly, a jolt of electricity shoots to my core as she continues.

“Anything you do feels good” I manage to croak

“What about when I do this?” she asks again. She holds my shaft firmly in her hands along with my balls and strokes me up and down ferociously. Again, I do not know a full-blooded man who wouldn’t love the feel of a small soft palm pressing on their cock in this way.

“Yes, I do Miss Delgado,” I say through my teeth. Whatever she does is killing me… in the best ways possible. Her hands lie atop mine as she moves them inside her shorts to reach the moist core between her legs. I tenderly press against the soft entrance, an epicenter of pleasure that beckons for my touch.

“Look how wet I am for you,” she says in a seductive tone, and she pushes her hips further into my torso.

“So wet. So warm and so perfect. I love it,” I chant as I am caught up in the swish movement of my fingers in and out of her hole; she continues to massage my sex.

“I need you now” I growl. With urgency, I pull her shorts down to her knees and tear the flimsy fabric of her thong. I nudge her to grab the table, while I fumble with the condom. Her ass lifts up as I position myself to enter her perfect pussy.

“Oh, yes!” she cries out.

“Finally,” I sigh.

I give her a moment to adjust, my hands gripping her waist. As the song “Drunk in Love” plays in the background, I begin to thrust slowly, matching the rhythm of the music.

“Yes, just like that,” she moans.

I give her a gentle spank, her ass responding with a delightful bounce. Slowing down, I savor the moment before picking up speed again, relishing her wetness. The scent of arousal fills the room, her hair falling around her shoulders.

“Do you want… to do …something… wild,” she stammers between every deep push.

I’d say YES to anything at this point; she has my soul in her hands, my cock in her pussy.

“Yes,” I manage as I spank her ass, hold it tight, and fuck her even harder.

“I trust you,” I offer, my voice heavy with desire. She reaches into her bag and pulls out a small, sleek butt plug, offering it to me with a seductive smile. With hesitation, I take it from her.

“You want to try this here?” I ask as she arches her back even more.

Taking her silence as consent, I circle the tip of the plug against her butt cheeks, teasing her with the promise of new sensations. Slowly, I pull my dripping-wet dick out of her and replace it immediately with the toy. Dawn shivers in excitement. Guiding the now wet plug up her crack, I tease her asshole. Not able to wait any longer, I slam into her while carefully pushing the new toy into her eager butt.

Her reaction is priceless. Wiggling like a fish beneath me, she screams and cries in ecstasy. Not sure if it is possible, but the feeling of every pounding is even more intense. My shaft hits deeper and she seems to get tighter.

“Shhhhh, can you hear that” she says quietly, making an out of breath sound.

“This is the last call; the park is closing in the next ten minutes,” the announcement blares from the sound system around the area.

“We have ten minutes,” she giggles.

“It won’t take long,” I insist, pulling out and turning her to face me. Her flushed, sweaty visage and heaving breasts tell me that she’s close. A few strands of her hair are stuck to her face. I move in closer to kiss her lips, her neck, then her nose… going back to her lips as I insert two fingers into her lady parts and twist the plug in her butt with the other hand.

My lips capture her tongue as her mouth opens in a gasp.

“I’m close. Don’t stop,” she begs.

“I’m cuming,” I breathe out.

“I got you, baby,” I coo. Her legs shake and her slit clenches over my fingers; her juice is dripping on my wrist. My cock throbs hard, about to burst open with excitement. After a minute of catching her breath and me fumbling the plug out of her ass, she kneels and sucks expertly on my penis.

Her hands and mouth work in a rhythm that only she knows how to manage. I am on the verge, and I don’t hold back. I allow all the sensations from my waist to my feet to take over as I spill the juice from our earlier escapade. I open like a cannon, relief flooding my body.

I observe her seductively swallow hard, her gaze locked on mine. Her nipples tease me as she grinds against me. I stand up slowly while maintaining eye contact. She bites her tongue with her teeth. I am doomed: I want her again. The thought of her insatiable craving for me makes me feel good.

“We have to go,” she announces. She watches me with a look that says, “We aren’t done.” I smile as I adjust her clothes and pocket her torn thong. We go outside, smiling in the dark.

Stuck

“There is no way we can drive all the way back tonight,” I say, watching him squint for the third time as we drive away from the fairgrounds.

“You are right, I didn’t consider that when I planned this trip,” he mutters.

“That’s okay. Let’s find a hotel nearby,” I suggest while typing “hotels near me” on the phone.

“There is one four miles away.”

“Perfect.”

Just a couple of minutes later, Gabriel turns to me, his gaze soft and dreamy. “I had fun today, Dawn,” he murmurs.

My heart flutters, but a surge of worry floods me. If word got out... It’s not illegal. I’m not underage, but the university’s policy is clear: no relationships between professors and students in the same class.

I try to push down the swirling emotions. This is my final year, the culmination of years of hard work. I can’t risk throwing it all away for a fleeting attraction. And Gabriel’s career... We agreed to keep it light and have fun without any complications.

“Have you started sending out job applications for internships yet?” His voice floats in my ears, calling me out of my thoughts.

“Yes, I have gotten a few offers, actually.”

“That’s great! Where are you thinking of interning?” Gabriel asks, his eyes glinting with interest.

“I’m not sure yet. I’m still weighing my options,” I reply, trying to sound casual.

We arrive at the hotel and pull into the parking lot. Gabriel parks the car and turns off the engine. We sit in silence for a moment, the weight of unspoken words hanging between us.

“Shall we check in?” Gabriel finally breaks the silence, his tone gentle.

“Yes, let’s,” I say, opening the car door and stepping out. Gabriel follows suit, and we walk into the hotel lobby together.

“Hello, dears,” the voice of an elderly woman wafts from behind us.

The check-in process is quick; soon we’re standing in front of the elevator, waiting for it to arrive. The air is charged with tension, and I can feel Gabriel’s eyes on me.

He is so hot that my body aches and longs for his touch. I note the way his arms bulge as he hits the floor number. Six weeks ago, I had only fantasized about fucking him but here he is – mine – even if it’s only temporary. Tonight, I’m going to show him how much he means to me between the sheets.

“Let’s take a shower,” I suggest as we settle in the room. The ambiance looks old but it is clean and smells of fresh laundry. The bed is made but will barely fit us both.

“Together?” he asks me.

“Yes, sir,” I make a face at him.

“You are being ridiculous. We’ve fucked several times and sharing a bathroom is where you draw the line,” I ask as I search frantically for a toothbrush in the tiny but fancy bathroom.

“I mean I just think it’s… oh, never mind,” he says as he rids himself of his clothes.

“You are so sexy, Professor,” I purr seductively and watch his ears turn red.

“I have an idea,” he says, leading me into the shower. He pulls me close, pressing my back against his chest. I can feel his hard length. His hands slide around my neck as he leans us against the wall, before turning on the shower faucet. Cold water pours over us, drenching us both.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmurs, his palms now cupping and squeezing my ass, delivering gentle spanks. He reaches for the shower gel, applying it generously to his hands. Touching me gently yet deliberately, he begins to soap my body, the soothing scent of lavender filling the air.

I take the gel from him, returning the teasing gesture. When I start to wash his body, I take my time to enjoy the moment. Moving lower, I grasp his erection, feeling it throb in my hand. I massage his balls gently, eliciting a low groan from him. Tracing the line between his ass and his hard-on, a deep-seated heat and desire build up inside me.

As I continue to caress him, his breathing quickens. I can already feel him getting closer to climax. I increase the pressure of my touch, wanting to bring him to the edge.

“Oh, fuck, I’m gonna come,” he gasps, his grip on my hair tightening.

My palms work eagerly to bring him to the peak of pleasure. His moans grow louder and more urgent, as he nears the brink. Then, with a guttural groan, he comes, his body trembling with the force of his release. His warm seed on my palms, I continue to stroke him gently as he rides out the orgasm.

“You... you’re amazing,” he pants, his voice filled with awe and satisfaction. We stand there for a moment, the only sound the patter of water against the tiles. He gently guides us further into the shower, letting the water wash away the evidence of our passion.

“You give the best hand jobs,” he murmurs, his voice husky with desire. Adjusting our position, he guides us under the spray, so the water cascades directly onto our backs, washing away any lingering tension.

“Can you do one more?” I ask.

“Not sure.”

“Let’s try. Follow my lead,” I instruct.

I lean against the cold tile. Gabriel mirrors me; he lifts my left leg and moves closer before pushing into me. His grip is around my waist as he thrusts in and out with purpose.

The sensation is intense. I can feel him in the core of my belly.

“Oh, Gabriel, right there. Take me deeper!”

He does until finally, my knee gives way, and I collapse into his arms.


Chapter six
Bittersweet Farewell
Dawn


Seven months later, my roommate Doris and I are draped in graduation gowns and hats alongside the other graduates. This chapter of my life has finally come to an end. I’m still not one hundred percent certain if I actually passed the math exam or if Gabriel had a hand in it.

Her parents brought me flowers. Dad couldn’t make it as he had to work, but the teary detailed text from him is enough.

“Congratulations, Dawn,” a text message reads from Gabriel.

“Thanks, I didn’t see you through the day,” I text back.

“Can you come by my office if you are still on the campus?”

“Yes, on my way,” I reply before I drop the phone in my pocket.

“I have to go, guys; thank you so much for the flowers,” I hug my roommate and her parents goodbye.

“See you in the dorm for the afterparty?” Doris asks and winks.

“Yes, love you,” I give her a quick kiss.

Graduating with distinction is great, all thanks to Gabriel and his tutoring. We weren’t anything more than sex buddies but I got so used to our meetups. The thought of not being able to fuck him daily anymore leaves me in a sour mood.

“Hey,” he greets me as I enter his office.

“Hey.”

“So, you did it! Come here,” he orders as he opens his arms wide in an invitation for a hug.

“Yes, I did it,” I say as I walk into his arms.

“Thank you,” I muffle into his chest as I sniff his cologne. I hold him in a tight embrace.

“I have a chilled bottle of champagne to celebrate,” he says as he entangles himself from my arms to pick up a bottle from the desk fridge in the office kitchenette.

“No glass, so we have to drink from the bottle.” We sit down, exchanging the bottle and taking swigs, neither saying a word. This goes on without saying goodbye. I have a job that is a three-hour drive away.

He walks to my side of the table and takes the bottle from me. He holds my face tenderly before taking my mouth in for a long kiss. He removes my dress gently as he pushes my back against the couch, his swift movement accompanied by grunts.

Gabriel watches me briefly as I lie beneath him in nothing but my heels; then he removes his belt and pants before easing into me. His hands hold mine above my head as he fucks me gently. No words are said just grunts and moans.

I feel a mixture of satisfaction and pain, enjoying every second of this last fuck. He claims my lips gingerly again as he pries my legs open before inserting a finger into my already-filled pussy. I put my hands over my mouth to reduce the heavy moans threatening to escape my throat.

My body shakes vigorously as he increases the pace of his thrust; we both reach a climax together and fall into exhaustion, panting and catching our breaths.

“I will miss this,” I blurt out.

“You mean the sex?” he asks with a smirk.

All I can answer is a nod of my head.

“I know, Dawn, me too,” he affirms before capturing my lips in a trail of kisses.

“One for the road?” he asks with a small smile.

Fuck, he is sexy.

“Yeah, one for the road.” I nod against his forehead.


Gabriel

I have met many women, and I have had my fair share of breakups and heartaches. Even if it’s been just about the sex and the adrenaline of being caught, saying goodbye can still be difficult.


Her body is sprawled over me on the small couch, her skin red from the cold and her cheeks bloated from the tears. I am happy for her, she deserves to see the world.

“One for the road?” I ask with a smile.

“Yeah, one for the road.” her small shaky voice answers.

“Come here.” I stretch my hand out as I stand up.

“Lean forward,” I command. She complies, her body bending gracefully, her hand over her mouth in anticipation. I can’t help but admire her, still in her heels, her ass presented invitingly in the air.

Before I proceed, my palms glide over her hips, down her thighs, and between her legs. I slip a finger between her folds, feeling the warmth and wetness. With gentle, teasing motions, I coax her arousal to the surface, wanting her to be as ready for me as I am for her.

She moans softly, the sound muffled by her hand, but no less enticing. I take my time, adding another finger; I feel her walls grip them as she gasps and writhes with pleasure. Her body responds eagerly, arching into my touch, seeking more. I oblige, increasing the intensity of my ministrations, driving her higher and higher. Her moans grow louder and more urgent as her desire builds to a crescendo.

With one final, deliberate stroke, I withdraw my fingers, leaving her panting and on the edge. She looks back at me, her eyes glazed with desire, silently begging for more. I know she’s ready. I want to make this last day in the office unforgettable, but I also don’t want to get caught.

With a knowing smile, I pull off my t-shirt and hand it to her, wordlessly offering it as a makeshift gag. She takes it, understanding my intention. As she bites down on the fabric, I roll the condom on and position myself before plunging into her pussy. She’s incredible, almost too good. Her muffled moans drive me wild with desire.

“Are you alright?” I ask, concerned for her well-being.

“Yes,” she sighs, her voice laced with pleasure.

I continue to thrust into her, the rhythm building to a fever pitch. Her cries become louder, more desperate.

“Oh, fuck, Gabriel,” she cries out, her words fueling my passion.

I groan in response, unable to hold back any longer. The sensation is overwhelming, consuming us both in a wave of ecstasy.

“Don’t stop, please,” she begs, her words pushing me over the edge.

“I’m so close.”

With a final, deep thrust, I release my load. Her chants are all I need. Her warm insight squeezes me until liquid drips to the rug, as she squirts. A calm settles over us like the aftermath of a storm, the dust settling; the air around us is still and the only sound is our ragged breaths.

“Did I just squirt?” she asks almost breathlessly as I remove my now limp shaft from her pussy.

“Yes. Perfect last round I would say,” I murmur.

~ The End ~
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Continue reading HERE!


For more information

Scan HERE
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To sign up for my Newsletter

Scan HERE
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