
        
            
                
            
        

    
Coleen F. Brennan

Getting Dad A Promotion

An Age Gap Erotica


Copyright © 2025 by Coleen F. Brennan

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

Coleen F. Brennan asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

Coleen F. Brennan has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.

This book contains explicit sexual content and is intended for mature readers only. All characters engaging in sexual acts are 18 years of age or older. The scenes depicted are consensual and intended for entertainment purposes only. Reader discretion is advised.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

By proceeding to read this book, you acknowledge that you are of legal age to read explicit content and that you understand the nature of the content contained within. The author and publisher do not endorse or condone any real-life actions that may mirror those depicted in this work of fiction.

Enjoy the story responsibly.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com


Contents

Getting Dad A Promotion
If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Temptation in Bloom
About the Author
Also by Coleen F. Brennan



Getting Dad A Promotion

The salty air was a coiled spring for my dad. I could feel the tension radiating off him in our aging sedan, thickening the humid space between us. In the car’s stale air, his knuckles were bone-white on the steering wheel, his jaw clamped for an impact that had replayed on a loop for months. He stared at the highway slicing through the moonlit reeds, but I knew he was really seeing the hollow space on Mom’s side of the closet, re-reading the cheerful note that had eviscerated him. He was chasing the phantom of a future he had believed was his forever, and the chase was wearing him down to nothing.

It was well past midnight when our tires crunched up the crushed-shell driveway of the rented beach house. A veritable palace of dark wood and gleaming glass on massive stilts, the house loomed against the star-dusted sky, a monument to alien wealth. We were the last to arrive for the company vacation, and despite the hour, the place thrummed with a quiet, persistent life.

My name is Karina.

I’m a fiery, 21-year-old redhead, and as I unfolded my cramped limbs, the humid air felt like a wet blanket. A wave of profound inadequacy washed over me. The house was a beacon of warm, golden light, and from a sprawling balcony, I heard smooth jazz, punctuated by sophisticated laughter and the clinking of glasses. Everyone else here was older, established, and with their spouse. Everyone except my dad. Mom had left him a few months ago for her ludicrously buff aerobics instructor, Chip, whose primary personality trait seemed to be a set of teeth so white they were a navigational hazard.

I had refused Mom’s calls since the day she packed her Lululemon leggings and a lifetime of shared memories and walked out. It wasn’t just the hot, simmering coal of hatred lodged in my chest, but mostly the wreckage she had made of my dad. He is a salt-of-the-earth guy, a man out of time who believed in wedding vows and growing old together. He hadn’t even begun to recover from the brutal one-two punch of being cucked and then unceremoniously dumped.

The idea of him with another woman was impossible. He’d been floating through the past few months in a gray, smothering fog of bewilderment, the impending divorce hanging over him like a guillotine. I’m just glad I insisted on moving back in, abandoning my tiny apartment to make sure he had someone, even if I just chattered while he stared into some sorrowful middle distance only he could see.

I had foolishly thought this vacation would do him some good. His boss, Mr. Fletcher, had invited all his division heads to this massive beach house to reward a profitable year. Everyone else had RSVP’d with their spouse, their names neatly paired on the digital invitation. But Dad, looking more lost and broken than I’d ever seen him, his shoulders slumped in perpetual defeat, had asked me to go with him instead.

“I just… I don’t want to be the only one there alone, Kari,” he’d mumbled, his voice so thick and rough it sounded like it was being scraped over gravel. He wouldn’t look at me, his gaze fixed on the scuffed toes of his worn work shoes. “Please?”

How could I say no to that? The raw vulnerability in his voice was a hook in my heart. I agreed, though the thought of sharing a room with my depressed father for a week was an exercise in awkwardness I couldn’t fathom. Thankfully, the house’s sheer scale provided a solution. I was relegated to a pull-out couch in the cavernous basement, a space that also housed a professional pool table, a faded vintage pinball machine, and a small, humming bar fridge. It was a welcome pocket of solitude.

The cool concrete floor was a blessed relief from the sticky coastal night, and the pull-out couch was surprisingly comfortable, its mattress firm and free of the lumpy torture I’d braced for. My basement domain was a private kingdom, the only sleeping area on this floor. The other bedrooms were a warren of tastefully decorated guest rooms for the couples on the second level. Mr. Fletcher, king of this sandcastle, had claimed the entire top floor—a master suite that shared the level with the open-plan living area, a gourmet kitchen, and the sprawling deck.

I didn’t mind living out of my suitcase when my wardrobe was mainly string bikinis and shorts, with a sundress for obligatory dinners where I’d feign interest in market shares and quarterly reports.

It was late. Finally, the muffled sounds from two floors above died down, replaced by the rhythmic thump of a dishwasher. Soon, a new sound vibrated through the floorboards: a loud, sonorous, multi-toned snoring from several rooms at once. That’s what expensive bourbon and middle age do to you, I guessed. Everyone was too drunk and exhausted to fuck, was my uncharitable, and probably accurate, assessment.

I, on the other hand, am a perpetual night owl, a habit from years of late shifts as a waitress and then a bartender. I loved the hum of a busy bar, the banter with regulars, the satisfying, metallic weight of a cocktail shaker in my hands, cold and slick with condensation. I was perfectly happy slinging drinks, my life measured in pours of whiskey. Dad always wanted more for me, of course, talking in earnest tones about college and a ‘real future’, but I always gently rebuffed him. I was smart enough for school, but I found it profoundly, soul-crushingly boring—just a series of arbitrary hoops to jump through for a piece of paper I didn’t want.

Right now, though, all I wanted was some time to myself, away from the ghosts that haunted this house, the ghost of my parents’ dead marriage, and the ever-present, whispering ghosts of my own uncertain future. The promise of the hot tub, an image I’d clocked on the rental listing, bubbling away on its private second-floor deck, called to me like a siren’s song. A pocket of warmth and solitude in the cool, vast night.

I was wearing an old, threadbare t-shirt of my dad’s and a pair of baggy basketball shorts, my standard sleepwear. I knelt by my open suitcase in the dim light filtering down the basement stairs, my fingers rummaging through folded clothes until they closed around the familiar, slinky fabric of my favorite black string bikini. Stripping off my clothes, I let them fall in a heap on the cool concrete. The air, still carrying the subterranean chill of the basement, raised goosebumps on my arms as I shimmied into the barely-there triangles of fabric. The cool, smooth material felt like a sensual whisper against my skin, a stark contrast to the thick, humid air that awaited me outside.

I know what I look like. I’m short, a compact five-foot-two, with the kind of body that seems to be made of deliberate contradictions. My boobs are small, a modest A-cup that I’ve long since made my peace with, but they’re perky, tipped with large, prominent, eraser-sized nipples that are almost always hard, standing at attention and betraying my every secret thought or slight change in temperature.

And then there’s my ass.

It’s a force of nature, an entity unto itself. It’s pert and round and high, an asset that, as I’ve been told in various states of eloquence by nearly every guy I’ve ever met, simply won’t quit. At times, I’m almost self-conscious about my tight, shapely ass. I’m acutely aware of the effect it has, the way a man’s eyes will lock onto it and follow me across a room, the almost tangible heat of their gaze prickling the back of my neck. I know that any guy walking behind me is probably indulging in a detailed, explicit fantasy about grabbing my hips, bending me over, and mounting and breeding me from behind.

It’s why I usually wear baggy pants or loose shorts when the circumstances permit it, a small act of self-preservation. But the beach is different. The beach is a sartorial free-for-all, a celebration of the body. And if I were being brutally, unflinchingly honest with myself, there was a small, wicked part of me that savored the chance to parade myself before these buttoned-up, middle-aged married men.

I enjoyed catching their hungry, appreciative glances from the corner of my eye, then watching, with a tiny, triumphant smirk playing on my lips, as their wives would notice and deliver a sharp, whispered word or a proprietary hand on the arm, their expressions a tight mask of annoyance as they scolded their husbands for ogling the boss’s much-younger daughter. It was a petty, silly power trip, but in a life where I felt I had very little power, it was mine.

Anyway, I padded into the small basement bathroom and grabbed a fluffy, ridiculously plush white towel from the stack on the shelf. Barefoot, I made my way to the sliding glass door. The night air that greeted me was thick and briny, immediately cool against the vast expanses of my bare skin. I stepped outside onto the sandy path that wound through the dunes, connecting the basement patio to the main wooden stairwell. My feet were silent on the weathered boards as I made my way up. The main deck, I knew, was on the third floor, but a smaller, more private deck jutted out from the second, built specifically to house the dark, steaming square of the hot tub.

The heavy, insulated lid was closed, sealing in the heat. It was always a struggle for me to open these things, my petite frame no match for their awkward bulk and weight. I grunted with effort, digging my heels into the decking and putting my shoulder into it, heaving with all my might. Finally, with a gasp of exertion, I managed to lift one half of it back, folding it over on itself with a soft, satisfying thump.

But once it was open, I couldn’t help but smile, the effort forgotten. The water was a warm, bubbling, welcoming cauldron of turquoise light, the glow pulsating softly in the darkness. Steam rose from the surface in lazy, fragrant curls, carrying the faint, clean scent of chlorine that mingled with the ever-present salt in the air. I dropped my towel over a nearby deck chair and climbed the small, built-in steps, sinking into the churning, hundred-degree heat with a long, contented sigh that seemed to release a week’s worth of tension from my bones.

It was pure, unadulterated heaven.

I leaned back into one of the molded ergonomic seats, letting the powerful jets pound against the ache in my lower back, their rhythmic pulsing a deep, satisfying massage. This was what I needed. Everything was peaceful, serene, utterly blissful. The only sounds were the gentle lapping of the water against the tub’s acrylic edge, the distant, hypnotic roar and crash of waves on the shore, and the vast, intricate symphony of crickets chirping in the dunes.

It was so profoundly relaxing that I could almost feel myself drifting off, my body going limp and heavy, suspended and weightless in the liquid heat. I closed my eyes and consciously let my mind go blank, actively pushing away the intrusive, anxious thoughts: my dad’s suffocating sadness, my mom’s casual betrayal, my own frustratingly directionless life. This was my favorite part of any vacation: the moment of total suspension, where I could forget about all of life’s problems, from the mundane to the serious, and just exist. Just be.

A profound sense of tranquility washed over me, deeper than the heat of the water. I felt my muscles unclench one by one, from my tense jaw to my curled toes. My breathing deepened until it matched the slow, ancient rhythm of the waves. I was floating, suspended in warmth and darkness, completely, blessedly at peace.

When I finally opened my eyes, it was because I felt a shift in the air, a subtle disturbance in the energy of the space around me. A floorboard on the main deck directly above me creaked, a sharp, intrusive crack that shattered the night’s delicate symphony. And then a shadow fell over the edge of the tub, a sudden blotting out of the moonlight, long and broad.

I looked over and saw him. Mr. Fletcher. He was standing there, silent as a statue carved from granite, clad only in a pair of pink flowered board shorts that, shockingly, contrasted nicely with the rich, deep tone of his dark skin. A crisp white towel was slung casually over one broad shoulder. In his hand, he held a heavy crystal rocks glass, a generous pour of amber liquid swirling within it as he gently moved his wrist. I could smell the sweet, oaky scent of expensive bourbon even from a few feet away, a rich, masculine fragrance that cut through the chemical and natural scents of the night.

Before coming on this vacation, my only image of Mr. Fletcher was in the context of his office, impeccably tailored suits, power ties knotted with precision, an aura of bespoke authority that made people snap to attention and lower their voices when he entered a room. I had suspected, from the way his suit jackets stretched taut across his shoulders and back, that he was a physical specimen underneath the layers of expensive fabric. But now, seeing him standing there in the dim, silvery moonlight, I had to physically bite my lower lip to suppress an audible gasp.

That suspicion hadn’t done him a shred of justice. I always knew he was tall and well-built, but seeing him like this, I could see that his body was positively sculpted. His pectoral muscles were large and sharply defined, creating a hard shelf of muscle across his chest. His stomach was a ridged washboard of abdominals that disappeared into the low-slung waistband of his shorts. His biceps were thick and bulging, heavy veins tracing intricate paths along his powerful-looking forearms. Every inch of him, from his impossibly broad shoulders to his tapering waist, spoke of relentless discipline and raw, masculine power.

I didn’t even know that it was possible for men Mr. Fletcher’s age, he had to be close to fifty, at least, to be this astonishingly well-built. This couldn’t just be good genetics. This was the product of steroids, or countless, punishing hours in a private gym, or, most likely, both.

Either way, the sight of him, this intoxicating, virile male specimen standing before me like a bronze god, left me utterly tongue-tied. My throat went dry. The air crackled with a sudden, potent charge, the peaceful quiet now fraught with a new, dangerous electricity. It was Mr. Fletcher who finally broke the heavy silence, his voice a low, resonant baritone, a deep, velvety rumble that seemed to vibrate in my very bones, traveling through the water and into my skin.

“I didn’t realize anyone else would be out here this late,” he observed, his eyes scanning me from head to toe. It wasn’t a lecherous look, but a calm, unreadable, and appraising intensity that made me feel simultaneously exposed and truly seen.

My heart was performing a frantic, chaotic drum solo against my ribs. I could feel the pulse thundering in my ears, almost drowning out the sound of the jets. “I like the night,” I managed to reply, my voice a breathy, unsteady whisper that was almost swallowed by the burble of the water.

He gave a slight, acknowledging nod, his gaze lingering on my face. “I’ll leave you be if you want to be alone,” Mr. Fletcher offered, though he made no move to leave. His stillness felt like a challenge, a question hanging unanswered in the humid air between us. He was testing me, waiting for my move.

My mind raced, a frantic torrent of conflicting impulses. Part of me, the shy, intimidated girl who was only here as her father’s pity-plus-one, screamed at me to say yes, to politely reclaim my solitude and scurry back to the subterranean safety of my basement couch. But another, more primal and insistent part of me was buzzing with a dangerous, thrilling curiosity. And beyond that, there was the simple, undeniable matter of politeness. He was my dad’s boss. He had paid for this entire week, for this massive, opulent house that must have cost a small fortune to rent. He could certainly afford it, but it would be colossally, unforgivably rude to ask him to leave his own hot tub after he had been so generous.

“I wouldn’t mind some company,” I heard myself say, the words accompanied by a smile I desperately hoped looked more confident and alluring than the nervous twitch I felt it to be.

“Perfect,” Mr. Fletcher replied, and the ghost of a smile touched his own lips. The small shift in his expression was transformative, momentarily erasing the CEO and replacing him with something more primal, something closer to a predator who has just spotted his prey. He placed his glass carefully on the decking beside the tub, draped his towel neatly over the back of the deck chair next to mine, and climbed into the hot tub with an easy, athletic grace that was mesmerizing to watch.

The water level rose significantly as his large, muscular body displaced it, a warm wave sloshing over my chest and shoulders, lapping at my chin. I was suddenly thankful for two things: the dense constellation of freckles scattered across my nose and cheeks, which I prayed were hiding the furious blush I could feel heating my skin from the inside out, and the warm, bubbling water that now rose nearly to my neck, concealing the fact that my nipples were pebble-hard and my chest was heaving with shallow, rapid breaths. Mr. Fletcher settled into the molded seat directly across from me, and his sheer physical presence was a total, overwhelming turn-on, an inescapable force of nature in the small, enclosed space of the tub. It was becoming increasingly, alarmingly difficult not to think about all the lascivious, forbidden, and utterly delicious fun we could have together.

It didn’t help that it had been a couple of weeks since I’d last gotten laid. And I was horny as hell. I had masturbated, of course, even earlier that day in the shower back home, my fingers working myself into a quick, furtive orgasm under the pulsing spray as I rushed to get ready. But nothing, absolutely nothing, beats the feeling of a rock-hard dick sliding in and out of a slick, willing pussy. And the man sitting across from me, a man who radiated power and testosterone, looked like he was more than capable of providing an exceptional one.

Mr. Fletcher seemed to pick up on my unease, though I suspected he misinterpreted its source as simple shyness. His dark eyes narrowed slightly, a small line of concern appearing between his perfectly groomed brows.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, his voice low and unexpectedly intimate in the close confines of the tub.

“Just thinking about things back home,” I replied, forcing another bright smile that felt flimsy and fake on my face. It was the only lie I could summon, a weak deflection from the truth of my thoughts.

“This is vacation,” Mr. Fletcher said, his tone gently chiding, like a patient teacher correcting a student. “Nothing back home counts right now.” He reached over the side and picked up his glass from the deck, the crystal cool against his warm, wet fingers. “Now, would you like a drink?” He offered the glass to me, the amber bourbon glowing in the tub’s light, a silent invitation to take a slug.

“I don’t drink, really,” I demurred, shaking my head and causing the water to ripple around my shoulders.

It was another lie, sort of.

I did drink.

I was a bartender, for God’s sake. It was my job to be around alcohol. But I rarely partook, and never much. Given my petite stature, a couple of strong drinks would turn me from composed to a sloppy, giggling, incoherent mess in short order. My head was already swimming, my hormones thrown into a chaotic overdrive by his potent proximity. Mr. Fletcher’s presence was more intoxicating than any liquor I could imagine.

“Good for you,” he said, and there was a surprising note of genuine approval in his deep voice. He took a long, slow drink from his glass, his Adam’s apple bobbing in his thick throat, his dark eyes never leaving my face. The silence stretched between us again, a silence that seemed comfortable and natural for him, but was electric and fraught with tension for me. I felt the desperate need to fill it, to say something, anything, to steer the conversation onto safer, more familiar ground before my rampaging thoughts led me to do something colossally stupid.

“So how are things with my dad?” I asked, trying to sound casual, like any concerned daughter making small talk about her father’s career. “He must be doing well with the company to be invited on this trip.” It was a fishing expedition, a desperate search for reassurance. I knew Dad had been distracted, shattered by the divorce. I was just hoping, praying, that he’d been able to compartmentalize, to build a firewall between the wreckage of his personal life and the demands of his professional one.

Mr. Fletcher set his glass down on the edge of the tub, the heavy crystal making a soft, solid clink against the acrylic shell. He looked at me, his expression turning serious, all traces of his earlier, predatory smile gone, replaced by the grim mask of a CEO about to deliver bad news.

“Your dad,” he said slowly, his words chosen with deliberate, surgical care that made my stomach clench, “is actually hanging by a thread.”

The casual words hit me like a physical blow, a punch to the gut that knocked the air from my lungs. “What?” I choked out, my voice small and thin, a pathetic squeak against the thrum of the jets. I was somewhat surprised, but a cold, heavy knot of dread forming in my stomach told me I wasn’t entirely. Deep down, I already knew.

“He’s been underperforming lately,” Mr. Fletcher continued, his tone matter-of-fact, completely devoid of judgment, which somehow made it infinitely worse. This wasn’t personal; it was business. “Severely. I’ve had to personally cover for a few of his mistakes recently. Big ones. Ones that could have cost the company, my company, a lot of money if I didn’t catch them in time.”

A wave of icy panic washed over me, a glacial tide that chilled me to the bone despite the hundred-degree water. “It’s just a bad month,” I pleaded, leaning forward in the churning water as if my proximity could somehow sway him. My voice was tight with a rising desperation. “He’s been through a lot. A divorce is… It’s hard. He’ll do better. I know he will.”

Mr. Fletcher just shook his head slowly, a single, final gesture. His gaze was unwavering, absolute, the look of a man who has already made up his mind. “I’m not so sure, Karina.”

“You can’t fire him,” I begged, the words spilling out of me in a frantic, unthinking rush. Before I even realized what I was doing, my body had moved, sliding through the heated water toward him. It was a desperate, instinctual act of supplication. I wrapped my small hands around his thick, muscular forearm. His skin was hot and smooth, the muscle beneath it hard as stone, immovable. The contact sent a jolt of pure electricity through me. “Please, Mr. Fletcher. Me and his job are the only things he has left.”

I knew Dad had a stressful, demanding job. He brought it home with him every night, the worry etched into the lines around his eyes. But I never realized he was this close to the edge, this close to losing the one thing that still gave him a sense of purpose and identity. The thought of him, alone in that now-empty house with no job to go to, no purpose to get him out of bed in the morning… the image was so bleak, so utterly devastating, that it was unbearable.

“There are one hundred people working for my company,” Mr. Fletcher said, his voice quiet but firm, imbued with the cold, hard logic of a CEO stating an undeniable, bottom-line fact. “I have responsibilities to all of them. To their families. I can’t let one underperforming employee jeopardize the stability of the entire enterprise.”

“Please,” I whispered again, my voice breaking, the sound thin and pathetic. I was frantic now, my mind scrabbling for anything, any leverage, any possible way to change his mind. I felt like a cornered animal, ready to do anything to survive. I looked up into his dark, inscrutable eyes, searching for a flicker of sympathy, of mercy, of anything other than cold, corporate resolve. And then a new, shocking, and electrifying thought bloomed in the white-hot center of my panic. “Maybe… maybe we can come to some kind of arrangement.”

As I said the words, my free hand, almost of its own accord, snaked its way through the turbulent, bubbling water. My fingers brushed against the rough, wet, and surprisingly soft fabric of his board shorts, and then, with a shocking boldness that came from pure, filial desperation, I closed my hand around the thick, hard ridge of his cock.

Even through the wet fabric and submerged in water, he was completely, shockingly hard. And he was huge. It felt like I was holding a warm, steel rod in my palm, impossibly thick and long. My breath hitched in my throat. A hot, liquid gush erupted between my legs, my pussy lubricating itself instantly at the raw, carnal, and terrifying thought of his massive member stretching me, filling me, punishing me.

I held my breath, every muscle in my body tensed, waiting for his reaction. My heart hammered against my ribs, each frantic beat a deafening explosion in my ears. I thought he might push my hand away in disgust, or scold me, or maybe reciprocate and come onto me with the same desperate urgency I felt radiating from my skin. But he did none of those things. He just sat there, stoic and silent, his powerful body utterly still, his dark eyes fixed on mine, letting me touch him, his stillness a form of consent. So I started to rub his hard cock, my thumb stroking the thick, rigid shaft through the wet material of his shorts, trying to excite him, to entice him, to show him without words exactly what I was offering in exchange for my father’s salvation.

After a long, agonizing moment that stretched into an eternity of charged silence and churning water, he finally spoke. His voice was a low, gravelly growl that rumbled up from deep in his chest, the sound of a predator finally ready to close in. “Do you want to go upstairs?”

Upstairs.

The word hung suspended in the humid, chlorine-scented air between us, a single syllable freighted with a universe of implications, a stark and sudden destination. It wasn’t just a direction; it was the final, irrevocable step across a threshold I had been inching toward all evening. My mind, which had been swimming in a hazy, bourbon-laced fantasy, snapped into a chillingly sharp focus.

Upstairs.

Not just any room in this sprawling mansion, but his bedroom. The master suite. My memory flashed back to the perfunctory tour his housekeeper had given me upon my arrival. I had only glimpsed it from the shadowed hallway, a vast, cavernous chamber that seemed to occupy the entire top floor, a king’s private domain, remote and untouchable. Up there, privacy would be absolute. Up there, we would be utterly, irrevocably alone. Far from the theoretical prying eyes of the main house, far from the sound of the ocean, far from the entire world. We would be sealed in a silent bubble of conspiracy and raw, carnal need. And in that room, there would be a bed.

The thought, so simple, so mundane, sent a fresh and violent cascade of heat sluicing through my veins, far hotter than the churning water of the tub. A soft, yielding, comfortable bed, not the hard, unyielding tile pressing against my ass and the backs of my thighs. A place designed for surrender, for sprawling out, for being laid bare and taken. It was an altar upon which I was about to be sacrificed, and a treacherous part of me was desperate to climb upon it.

I tried to form a word, any word at all, but my throat had seized as if a hand had closed around it. A knot of pure, animal fear and frantic, dizzying anticipation was tightening its grip, stealing my breath. All I could manage was a nod, a slow, almost convulsive bob of my head that felt disconnected from my own volition. My neck muscles trembled with the effort, as if the weight of the decision rested entirely upon that single, silent gesture. The sound that finally tore itself from my constricted lungs was not a word, not a comprehensible sound at all, but a pathetic, needy whimper that shamed me the instant it escaped my lips. It was the sound of an animal finally giving in to a force much larger, much more powerful than itself, the sound of my last defenses crumbling into dust.

“Yes, please,” I whispered, the words a fragile, broken prayer offered up to the god of my own destruction. They were barely audible above the rhythmic churn of the water jets, a feather-light confession that evaporated into the thick, steamy air.

“Good girl,” Mr. Fletcher said, and the two words, so simple, so infuriatingly possessive, landed like a searing brand on my very soul. It wasn’t a compliment; it was a declaration of ownership, a final stamp of his authority over me. A shiver, sharp and exquisitely painful, traced a path from the base of my skull down the entire length of my spine, a lightning strike of submission that made my whole body convulse for a second.

He didn’t wait; my whispered plea was enough. He reached behind me, his powerful arm moving through the churning water. His large hands found the wet strings of my bikini top at my nape, the contrast of his calloused fingertips against my sensitive skin sending a violent tremor through me. With a single, expert tug that spoke of long practice, he undid the knot.

The fabric loosened, flimsy cups sliding apart as the warm water rushed in to embrace my chest. My humble A-cup breasts, shockingly liberated, floated freely. My nipples, those shameless traitors, instantly hardened to tight points, broadcasting my state for him to see. A dizzying cocktail of white-hot thrill and stomach-clenching panic jolted through me; he could see them breaking the surface, two little pink peaks aimed directly at him.

Then his fingers, impossibly gentle, brushed lightly across them. It was the barest whisper of a touch, yet the contact was electric, a current shooting straight to my molten core. I quivered, my back arching in a silent plea for more. But his hands didn’t linger. They moved lower, charting my spine to find the corresponding knot, which came undone with the same unhurried, masterful confidence. The useless scrap of my bikini top drifted away and sank.

His hands didn’t stop, sliding down my waist. His broad palms molded to my hips, his fingers finding the side ties of my bikini bottoms. With the same devastating efficiency, he undid them. The flimsy fabric clung to me for a moment, then melted away into the depths. I was completely naked.

My breath was ragged. He was undressing me with such seductive, unhurried deliberation, savoring each unveiling. This wasn’t a shame-filled fantasy. I was really about to hook up with Daniel Fletcher, my dad’s older, powerfully assertive boss. The reality was an overwhelming symphony of heart-pounding fear and sheer, primal lust. Beneath it all, a pathetic flicker of hope: maybe this ultimate act of submission might save my dad’s job.

Mr. Fletcher rose from the water like a god, muscles gleaming in the moonlight. For a foolish moment, I expected a gentleman’s hand, but he was far more primal. He placed his hands under my arms and, with terrifying effortlessness, scooped my naked body from the water.

A gasp of helpless delight escaped me. Instinct took over: my arms wrapped around his thick neck, and my legs clamped his solid waist. He held me flush against his broad chest as he carried me up the stairs like a spoil of war. The cool night air was a shock against my wet skin. I shivered, burying my face in the crook of his neck and inhaling his intoxicating scent, chlorine, expensive bourbon, and the earthy musk of a dominant man.

Upstairs, on the main floor, the house was dark and utterly silent. The only sound was the soft, wet slap of our skin and the distant, rhythmic sigh of the ocean. Mr. Fletcher didn’t pause, didn’t hesitate. He moved with the silent, predatory grace of a panther through the cavernous living room, his bare feet making no sound on the polished hardwood floors. He knew this terrain, owned this darkness. He reached the door to his bedroom and pushed it open with his shoulder.

My breath caught in my throat, lodging there like a stone. I had been astonished by the sheer size of the house, but this room was on another level entirely. It was massive, a grand, cathedral-like chamber dominated by a California King bed that looked big enough to comfortably sleep a family of four. Its pristine white duvet was a vast, snowy field, an untouched landscape awaiting our trespass. Towering floor-to-ceiling windows lined one entire wall, offering a breathtaking, uninterrupted panoramic view of the moonlit ocean, the silver light painting shimmering, shifting patterns on the dark, restless water below. He carried me across the expanse of the room and gently, almost clinically, set me down on the plush, deep-piled rug right beside the bed, leaving me standing there beside him as if presenting me to the room itself.

The sudden shift from being held aloft to being on my own two feet left me dizzy, my head swimming. I suddenly felt incredibly small, fragile, and more exposed than I had ever been in my life, standing there naked and trembling next to his towering, powerful form. The cool, conditioned air of the room kissed my damp skin, making me shiver again. He put one meaty hand on my shoulder, his touch firm but not rough, a simple gesture of absolute ownership, and turned me to face him. He looked down at me, his eyes dark and hungry in the dim, moon-drenched light. A slow, lascivious smile spread across his face as his gaze traveled down, deliberately taking in the full sight of my completely bare, trembling body.

“On your knees, girl,” he ordered. His voice was a quiet command, a low, gravelly rumble that permitted no argument, no hesitation. It wasn’t a request; it was a statement of fact, a declaration of what was about to happen next. It was the calm, certain voice of a man who was used to his every command being obeyed without question.

A violent tremor ran through me, a seismic shock that started in the pit of my stomach and radiated out to my fingertips and toes, making my teeth chatter. But I obeyed. I obeyed without question, without a single flicker of defiance. The part of me that might have resisted was long dead. Submissively, I nodded, my eyes never leaving his intense, unwavering gaze. Slowly, deliberately, making a conscious show of my compliance, I sank to my knees on the heavenly soft rug. The plush fibers tickled my kneecaps as I settled before him.

The impressive, heavy bulge in his wet board shorts was now directly at my eye level, a clear and undeniable instruction, a roadmap to my next required act of service. My hands, trembling slightly but driven by a will that was no longer entirely my own, reached for the damp drawstring at his waist. With fumbling, clumsy fingers, I pulled it loose. Then, I hooked my thumbs into the elastic waistband and tugged his heavy, soaked shorts down over his narrow hips and powerful, tree-trunk thighs, exposing his cock and gargantuan testicles to the cool air of the room.

It was glorious.

More than glorious, it was a work of art, a masterpiece of masculine anatomy that was a perfect, awe-inspiring match for the rest of his magnificent body. Mr. Fletcher’s cock was huge, uncut, the smooth, perfect skin of the shaft gleaming faintly in the moonlight that streamed through the windows. It jutted out from the thicket of dark hair at its base, thick and heavy and practically vibrating with pent-up energy, beckoning for my attention. The head was broad and dark, a deep purple helmet that seemed to pulse with his heartbeat. His balls were large, hanging low and heavy in their sac beneath the powerful shaft, a potent visual promise of the sheer volume of seed he had stored up, ready to sully my pussy with.

But my pussy wasn’t the only part of me getting wet at the sight of Mr. Fletcher’s magnificent cock. My mouth was watering, slick with a desperate, greedy anticipation that was utterly shameful. I needed to feel him in my mouth, to taste him, to worship him. I leaned forward, my curtain of red hair brushing against the hard muscle of his inner thighs, and brought my lips to the thick, purple head. My mouth felt so small against him. I started bobbing on it eagerly, my hunger overriding any lingering hesitation. My tongue darted out, tracing the sensitive ridge of the corona, then lapping at the slick, wet underside where a bead of pre-cum was already gathering. If it took a blowjob to save my dad’s job, then I would give the best damn blowjob of my entire life. I would drain him, please him, make him forget everything but the feeling of my mouth wrapped around his perfect, massive cock.

I made a conscious point to look up at Mr. Fletcher as I worked, my soft green eyes meeting his steely brown ones over the impressive length of his shaft. I wanted him to see me. I wanted him to see the full picture of this degradation. I wanted him to see his struggling, pathetic employee’s young daughter eagerly, desperately servicing his cock on her knees. I knew many men, lesser men, would have taken this as an opportunity for brute force, for violence, grabbing the back of my head and forcing me down on their member, choking me, asserting their dominance through pain and fear.

But Mr. Fletcher was different. He was more sophisticated in his cruelty. He just stood there, his large hands coming to rest gently on my shoulders, a look of immense, quiet satisfaction blooming on his handsome face. He was happy to simply possess me in this moment, to have a girl less than half his age, a girl over whom he held absolute power, eagerly worshiping at his feet like a devoted supplicant.

Using my free petite hand, I lightly cupped his testicles as I bobbed up and down on his shaft. They were incredibly warm and heavy in my palm, smooth and firm like polished stones, easily the size of large kiwis, maybe even larger. They filled my small hand completely. I gave them a gentle, exploratory squeeze, testing their weight and firmness, and a low, guttural grunt escaped his lips, a sound of pure, masculine pleasure that vibrated down through his powerful body and into me through the floor.

His cock was so large, so warm, so incredibly thick in my mouth. It filled me completely, a formidable challenge to my jaw and throat. It was difficult to merely accommodate his staggering length, let alone his formidable girth. It felt like having a police baton trying to face-fuck me, even if I was the one doing most of the damage to myself by trying to take him so deep. Each time I summoned my courage and took him deeper, sliding my mouth down the impossibly long shaft, the huge, smooth, helmet-like head of his cock would hit the back of my throat, triggering my gag reflex with a sickening jolt. I fought it down repeatedly, my eyes watering, my throat convulsing, determined to please him, to take all of him, to show him I could handle him, that I was worthy of this degrading task.

All the while, Mr. Fletcher grunted and groaned softly above me, his fingers moving from my shoulders to gently stroke my hair, a gesture that was almost paternal if the context weren’t so deeply, profoundly profane. He offered quiet words of encouragement, his voice a low, hypnotic murmur that vibrated through his body and down into me. “That’s it, girl,” he’d rumble. “Good girl. Take it all.” I was eagerly slobbering and sucking on his massive cock, my world reduced to the taste and feel of him. I could still taste the faint chemical tang of the hot tub water on his thick shaft, mingling with his own salty, intensely masculine flavor, but it didn’t matter. I kept sucking for all I was worth, my cheeks aching from the effort, my jaw protesting the strain, feeling his huge cockhead repeatedly, rhythmically, hitting the back of my throat with a wet, fleshy thud.

I was getting lost in the rhythm of it, my hips rocking back and forth on my heels as my mouth worked him over, my body moving in time with the metronomic motion of my head. The world had narrowed to this single, repetitive, overwhelming act. There was only the taste of him, the feel of him, the sound of my own wet sucking and his low groans. I figured I was well on my way to getting a copious amount of his cum spurted down my throat when, using his right hand, he suddenly grabbed my shoulder with a firm, unyielding grip and pulled me off his dick with a single, sharp tug.

My saliva, thick and copious, formed a long, shining trail, almost like a leash of spun glass, stretching from my soft, pink lips to his gleaming, bulbous cockhead. It connected us for a brief, incredibly intimate moment, catching the moonlight, before it snapped, and I was left kneeling there, panting, my lips tingling and swollen, my throat raw.

“Get on the bed,” Mr. Fletcher said, his voice thick and rough with a lust he was no longer trying to conceal. His control was beginning to crack. “I need to feel that tight little pussy of yours stretched to its limit by my thick shaft.”

“Okay,” I panted, my eyes still glazed over, my mind swimming in the fog of subspace from the sheer intensity of the blowjob. My thoughts were slow, syrupy. “But… but you need to wear a condom,” I pleaded, my hand automatically reaching out, as if with a mind of its own, to stroke his massive, throbbing member. Gosh, it was so big. So hard and hot against my palm, pulsing with a life of its own. My petite hand couldn’t even begin to get around the whole thing.

It was a line I’d told every single guy who had ever wanted to fuck me. It was my one non-negotiable rule, the single boundary I never, ever allowed to be crossed. Only now, with Mr. Fletcher, the words lacked any real confidence, any shred of conviction. My voice was a weak, hopeful squeak, the sound thin and reedy in the vast room. It was a pathetic plea rather than a firm demand.

He cocked his head to the side, a small, knowing, almost cruel smile playing on his lips. He saw my weakness, my wavering resolve, as clearly as if it were written on my forehead. He reached out and softly rubbed my cheek with the back of his fingers, a disarmingly gentle gesture that sent a fresh wave of tremors through my exhausted body. “Why’s that, Karina?” he asked, his voice deceptively soft, like silk wrapped around a core of steel. “Are you unclean?”

The question was a calculated blow, a verbal slap designed to shame and disarm me, to turn my reasonable request into a confession of my own impurity. I bit my lip, my whole body trembling under his unwavering, analytical gaze. He wasn’t just looking at me; he was dissecting me. I couldn’t bear to be on my knees anymore, to be so far beneath him for this crucial, final negotiation. I pushed myself up from the plush rug, my legs shaking, to stand before him, feeling the desperate need to be on his level, even if my head barely came up to his broad chest.

“I’m… I’m at the fertility peak of my cycle,” I stated softly, trying to sound factual and rational, not seductive. I pressed my free hand against the hard plane of his chest as if to ground myself, to find some solid purchase in this liquid moment. “If you fuck me raw, there’s a really good chance I’ll get pregnant.”

My hands and body were pressed against him now, a desperate, final, deeply contradictory attempt at seduction. I was hoping that if I tempted him enough, if I made myself utterly, completely irresistible, he would agree to the simple, logical request of wearing a condom just for the chance to fuck my willing body. It was a fool’s gambit, a child’s bargain, and I think we both knew it. Instead of reaching for a condom, or arguing, or even acknowledging my words, Mr. Fletcher just looked down at me, his eyes hooded and dark, and ran his fingers through my fiery red hair, sifting the strands like a merchant appraising fine silk.

“So your whole body must be desperately yearning for a real man to come inside and seed you,” he observed, his voice a low, hypnotic rumble that seemed to vibrate right through my bones into the marrow. He had a keen, knowing look on his face, the cool, detached look of a predator who understands its prey far better than it understands itself. His meaty fingers continued to softly trace patterns through my hair, the considered, deliberate touch making my knees weak and threatening to buckle.

He was right.

He was absolutely, terrifyingly right. He saw right through me, through my flimsy protests and my token resistance. My whole pussy gave a violent, liquid gush at the very thought of being seeded by him, a hot flood of slickness that I could feel trickling down my inner thighs. I was literally aching for dick, aching for cum deep inside me. That was why my demand for a condom had lacked any conviction, any force. He could sense it. Mr. Fletcher could feel that I didn’t just want his cock; on a primal, biological level, I needed it. And I needed his cum, badly.

“Just… just wear a condom, please,” I pleaded one last time, my voice cracking with unshed tears of frustration and overwhelming desire. My hand, still on him, rubbed his rock-hard abs before slipping down to cup his hard, pulsating cock again, a silent, shameful testament to my real, traitorous desire. “You’ll last longer, and… and I’ll let you cum on my face.” It was my last bargaining chip, the most degrading thing I could think to offer. Men love cumming on sluts’ faces. I could be that slut for him, I could take that humiliation, if it meant avoiding the ultimate, life-altering consequence.

Mr. Fletcher leaned down then, his mouth so close to my ear that I could feel the heat of his breath, a hot, bourbon-scented draft that sent shivers of anticipation and dread skittering across my skin. “I am going to seed your slick pussy, slut,” he whispered, his voice laced with an undeniable, absolute authority, the voice of a man who had never been told no in his entire life and wasn’t about to start now. “And you’re going to scream and moan and beg for my seed when I make you cum.”

And just like that, my will, my last tenuous grip on self-preservation, shattered into a million tiny, iridescent pieces. I knelt there on the floor again, having somehow sunk back to my knees without even realizing it, trembling nearly uncontrollably. My heart was pounding like a drum against my ribs, a frantic, desperate rhythm that echoed in my ears. My mind was a chaotic storm of lust and fear, of degradation and desire. And my pussy was practically weeping with need, slick and swollen and ready and open. His powerful pheromones, the sheer, undeniable force of his masculine will, had completely overtaken any last semblance of self-control I was desperately trying to retain.

“Okay,” I panted out, the word a complete and total surrender, a white flag raised over the smoldering ruins of my resolve. My heart felt like it was going to race right out of my chest and escape through my throat.

“Okay, what?” Mr. Fletcher asked, his voice low and demanding. He wanted the words. He wanted to hear my total submission spoken aloud, to make me an active participant in my own fate.

I don’t know what it was. A final, flickering spark of defiance, perhaps, a last twitch from my dying rational mind. I couldn’t formulate the sentence he wanted to hear. The words were stuck in my throat, choked by shame and overwhelming, all-consuming arousal. But if I couldn’t say it, I could show it. I could take the next step. I scrambled up from the floor, my movements clumsy, and climbed onto the impossibly large bed. The cool, crisp percale sheets felt like a shock of static electricity against my heated, damp skin. Without being told, I positioned myself on all fours in the very center of the vast mattress and arched my back, presenting my ass to him like a sacrificial offering on an altar.

I imagined the view he must have had from where he stood beside the bed, my fiery red hair spilling over my shoulders, my back arched in a perfect posture of submission, and my wet, slick pussy, pink and swollen and begging, just begging for a real man to claim it, fuck it, and seed it. I could feel my entire body trembling with a mixture of terror and anticipation as I felt, more than saw, him move to stand behind me, his dark shadow falling over me, taking in the inviting, deeply vulnerable view I was offering.

I gasped as I felt the mattress dip significantly behind me under his weight. Mr. Fletcher’s looming presence was so intimidating, yet so impossibly, magnetically intoxicating. The heat from his body warmed my back before he even touched me. A jolt of pure, unadulterated pleasure, sharp and clean as a shard of glass, rushed through my entire body as his large, masculine hands took a firm, possessive grasp of my hips, his thumbs pressing hard into the soft flesh of my pert ass, staking his claim.

Then I felt it: the massive, blunt, wet head of his cock pressing against my dripping wet labia. It was a promise of pain and pleasure, of annihilation and fulfillment. I trembled, knowing I was about to get the dicking of a lifetime. Not just any dick. A massive cock that was sure to stretch me out, pleasure me beyond my wildest dreams, and probably leave me sore and walking funny for days to come.

For a split second, my rational mind tried to break through the thick, soupy haze of lust. I thought about how naughty, how taboo, how utterly, certifiably insane this was. This was my sad, broken dad’s boss. He was so much older than me, old enough to be my own father. And I was doing this, ostensibly, to save my dad’s job from this very man. Yet, a large, treacherous, primal part of me, a part I could no longer deny, desperately wanted Mr. Fletcher to claim my pussy. To seed it with his hot, potent spunk. To knock me up. My brain was twisted in knots, a tangled, hopeless mess of duty, desire, and deep-seated degradation.

My chaotic thoughts were broken as I felt the bulbous head of Mr. Fletcher’s thick cock begin to tease my pussy lips. He rubbed it slowly up and down my slick cleft, the friction agonizingly sweet, a delicious torment that caused me to moan and whimper into the sheets as my body trembled violently with anticipation. Then, with a sudden, authoritative thrust born of pure masculine power, he pushed inside of me.

A cry, raw and animalistic, ripped from my throat as I felt my vaginal walls get stretched out, stretched wider than they had been in months, maybe ever. He was so thick, so impossibly, painfully filling. It felt as though he were splitting me in two from the inside out, a burning, overwhelming pressure that stole all the air from my lungs.

“Silence, girl,” Mr. Fletcher scolded, his voice a low, dangerous growl in my ear. The command was punctuated by a firm, stinging smack to my ass that made my whole body jolt and my skin flare with a sudden, shocking heat. The sound echoed in the silent room. “If anyone finds us in here, your dad is fired first thing in the morning. No discussion.”

There was nothing to do.

No way to argue.

The threat hung in the air, absolute and final. I scrambled for one of the plush decorative pillows from the head of the bed and bit down on it hard, jamming it against my mouth, muffling my cries of pain and pleasure as he began to move, stroking in and out of my fertile, yearning, sopping wet pussy.

Some men, most of the twenty-something guys I’d been with, would pound away at my pussy as if they were using a jackhammer, a mindless, frantic piston-action focused only on their own impending release. But not Mr. Fletcher. He was taking long, deliberate, considered strokes, his movements full of a maddening patience. He pulled almost all the way out with excruciating slowness, the sensation of his withdrawal an agony of its own, making my inner muscles clench in protest, before sinking slowly, deeply back into me, the massive head of his cock stimulating my G-spot with each deep, powerful, soul-shattering thrust.

This considered, masterful approach was having a substantial, ruinous effect on me. I squealed into the pillow, my voice a muffled shriek of pure, overwhelming pleasure that I couldn’t contain. Mr. Fletcher was expertly humping me from behind, his powerful hips moving with a hypnotic, powerful rhythm, hitting all the right spots, playing my body like a finely tuned instrument as he stroked in and out of me. If I had wanted him to stop, I would have had to overrule my own traitorous body first before even attempting to confront his overwhelming power. My pussy begged to be filled, stretched, and ultimately seeded with his hot, sticky cum, and my body was in full, ecstatic agreement with that base desire.

Not that I had any real choice in the matter, anyway. Mr. Fletcher had a firm, unyielding grasp on my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh, bruising me, I was sure, but also locking me into place. In my current position, bent over and utterly vulnerable, my face pressed into a pillow, all I could do was ride it out, take his thick cock, and hope against hope that when he came, his seed wouldn’t find its ultimate goal, although every single cell in my body was screaming for it, needing it, craving it with a desperation that terrified me.

My whole body was quivering uncontrollably, my toes curling and uncurling in the expensive sheets, my thighs shaking with the strain and the unimaginable pleasure. I was on the razor’s edge of cumming, teetering on a precipice of ecstasy so high it was dizzying. Mr. Fletcher, however, was oddly, unnervingly quiet. Usually, guys were grunting or groaning loudly by this point, lost in the throes of their own pleasure, their breathing ragged. I guessed, charitably, that he was simply being careful, not wanting to wake anyone else who might be in the house. But I also suspected, with a chilling certainty, that he was simply reveling in being in full, absolute control of the situation, fucking a girl less than half his age, the only daughter of one of his struggling employees, with a cold, detached mastery that was almost godlike.

A high-pitched squeal, barely contained by the dense pillow, tore through the fabric as my orgasm hit me like a lightning strike. My whole body seized and quivered uncontrollably, a violent, ecstatic spasm that arched my back even further. I felt my pussy clamp down hard on his girthy, dark member, my inner muscles spasming around him in wave after relentless wave of release. I braced myself for the inevitable flood of his hot seed, for him to fill my fertile pussy and complete his conquest. This wouldn’t be the worst way to reproduce, a small, insane voice whispered in the back of my mind. At least I’d get knocked up by a prime specimen of a man.

Mr. Fletcher lingered deep inside me, his powerful shaft twitching within my contracting vaginal walls as he rode out the powerful waves of my climax, letting my pleasure wash over him. But curiously, none of his sticky seed spurted into me. He just held still, letting me come completely undone around him. In the hazy, blissful afterglow of my orgasm, I finally stopped biting down on the pillow and collapsed forward onto the mattress, panting, trying to catch my breath. My whole body was hot and flushed, and my pussy was gushing with my own slick fluids, a river of my own making. I gasped for air, my mind struggling to process what had just happened. Or rather, what hadn’t.

He pulled out slightly, just an inch or two, and then leaned forward, his heavy chest pressing against my back, his voice a low, mocking rumble next to my ear. “You thought I was going to cum, didn’t you?” he observed, a clear note of smug amusement in his tone.

“Uh-huh,” I panted out, the only response I could manage. The fire of pleasure was still rushing through every inch of me, leaving me weak and pliant and utterly boneless.

“I have more self-control than the pin-dicked boys you probably usually fuck,” Mr. Fletcher observed coolly, his words a casual, cutting insult that erased my entire sexual history and reframed it as pathetic foreplay for this moment. He punctuated the sentence by thrusting back into me with a single, sharp motion, filling me up again completely, stealing my breath and making me cry out. “Do you want to cum again, slut?”

My nostrils flared in a brief, involuntary flash of anger at him calling me a slut again. He really was a condescending, arrogant prick. But the residual pleasure was still singing through my body like a live wire, a thousand volts of pure sensation, and his dick was still lodged deep inside me, thick and hard and promising so much more. My nipples, I could feel, were still hard enough to cut glass, pressing painfully into the soft mattress. My chest was heaving with ragged, desperate breaths. And my pussy was even slicker than before, if that was even possible, eagerly gripping his shaft. The flicker of anger was snuffed out by a fresh, overwhelming wave of pure, carnal need.

“Yesss,” I panted out, the word a long, drawn-out hiss of shameless desire. I instinctively pushed my ass back into him, wiggling against his shaft in a wordless, desperate plea for more.

He had to keep fucking me.

I wanted to cum again.

I needed to cum again.

And deeper than that want, deeper than that need, was the shameful, secret desire for him to fill me up, to finish what he’d started, to complete the act and spill his seed inside me.

“Don’t worry, slut,” Mr. Fletcher said, his voice a dark, intoxicating promise that curled like smoke in my ear. “I’ll make you cum again.”

I gasped loudly in relief, a sound that was half sob, half moan of pure gratitude. The sheer bliss of his promise washed over me, a warm wave of release. I wanted to cum again. I needed to. I arched my back even deeper, pushing my ass higher into the air, offering myself to him more completely, more shamelessly than before. My nostrils flared once more, a reflexive, primal response to the degrading name he’d called me, but I doubted he even noticed or cared. From his lofty perspective, I bet all he saw was exactly what he’d named me: a slutty, willing, compliant hole, desperately, pathologically needing his seed deep inside of her.

“Please,” I pleaded softly, my voice muffled by the expensive, high-thread-count cotton of the sheets. “Please make me cum again, Mr. Fletcher.” I wiggled my hips against his thick, hard shaft, begging without words, moving for him, showing him my undeniable need.

At this point, I was nothing more than soft putty in his strong, confident hands. Whatever he wanted to do to me, any degradation he wanted to visit upon my body or my soul, I would surely acquiesce to without a fight. I was his to command, his to use, his to ruin.

Mr. Fletcher started stroking again. Slowly at first, just as before, letting me feel every inch of his magnificent length sliding in and out of my slick, tight channel, then picking up the pace. Steadily. Evenly. I panted with each magnificent, filling thrust inside of me. He was so big, so impossibly filling, but even more importantly, he was so incredibly skilled. He had a champion’s self-control, a connoisseur’s patience, and he knew exactly which spots deep inside of me to stimulate with his thick, powerful tool to drive me absolutely insane.

I was moaning softly into the sheets with each inward stroke, the sounds growing louder, more desperate, as I rapidly built towards another, even stronger orgasm. I couldn’t take the intensity. It was too much. I grabbed the pillow again and pulled it over my head, holding it down with both hands, trying to smother the damning sounds, trying to hide from the sheer, overwhelming intensity of what he was doing to me. This was all too much. Pleasure was rippling through my body in relentless, punishing waves that threatened to tear me apart. I was on the verge of getting knocked up by my dad’s boss, willingly, and most importantly, I was about to cum again, harder than before.

As he stroked, Mr. Fletcher’s grasp on my hips grew tighter and tighter, his fingers digging in, leaving what I knew would be deep, dark bruises, locking me into place, holding me steady for his powerful thrusts. His rhythm changed, becoming faster, harder, more frantic, almost brutal. I realized with a jolt of clarity that this new, punishing intensity probably signified that he was finally, finally getting closer to cumming himself. I started panting more and more, my breath coming in ragged, useless gasps under the pillow, realizing that in a few moments, I was about to have my pussy flooded with what promised to be a truly sizeable amount of his hot, creamy seed.

When he started grunting, low, guttural sounds from deep in his chest, I knew he was close. I breathed out, a long, shivery sigh of complete and total surrender. This was it. The moment of truth. The point of no return. I was going to cum with him. I just knew it.

With my head still buried under the pillow, a futile attempt to hide from the magnitude of the moment, Mr. Fletcher thrust deeply into me one last, final time, all but growling as he pushed so deeply inside of me that he jolted my whole body forward on the bed. And then he came. He spewed his seed into my slick, waiting, open hole. I gasped as I felt the hot, thick, unstoppable flood of his cum gushing into my gaping pussy. He didn’t pull back. He held me tight against him, his hands clamped onto my hips like vices, his muscles rigid, holding us together as one as he emptied himself completely, his powerful seed filling me up to the absolute brim.

It was glorious. It was incredible. It felt like there was so much of it, an endless river of hot, viscous seed pouring deep inside of me, coating every inner wall, seeking its destination. The shocking, overwhelming, primal feeling of getting bred, of being filled to the brim with his potent life-force, caused me to cum once again. My second orgasm of the night crashed over me, a tidal wave of pleasure so intense it was almost painful, blinding me with white light. My pussy clamped down hard on Mr. Fletcher’s still-engorged cock, my inner muscles spasming violently as they milked him, trying to coax every last drop of his seed deep, deep inside of me. Pleasure, pure and animalistic, rushed through me as my most base, biological need was fulfilled, mounted and filled with cum by a dominant, older, alpha man.

My whole body writhed on the bed, my skin tingling with a million tiny explosions of pleasure as I reveled in the shattering, world-ending orgasm. After he had finished depositing his entire, copious load in my gaped pussy, Mr. Fletcher finally relaxed his death grip on my hips. But he didn’t pull out. He placed a heavy hand on my upper back, keeping me bent over, his still-hard cock firmly lodged deep inside my twitching, spent pussy.

“What are you doing?” I squealed softly, the sound high and panicked, feeling his weight pressing me down into the mattress, pinning me like an insect to a board.

Usually, this is where guys would pull out, eager to see the messy aftermath of their work, the visual evidence of their conquest. And I was sure it was a mess down there. I could feel his cum, thick and warm and plentiful, threatening to leak out around his thick shaft with every involuntary twitch of my muscles.

“Making sure all my seed finds its home,” Mr. Fletcher replied calmly, his voice a low, satisfied murmur against my back as he tightened his grip again, holding me firmly in my humiliating, bent-over position.

I felt so used, so defiled, so utterly degraded. I was no longer a person. I was an object, a vessel for his pleasure and, potentially, his progeny. I briefly wondered how many other women, probably mostly young, pretty, desperate white women like me, Mr. Fletcher had used, defiled, and degraded in this exact manner, in this very bed. I knew that some men had a breeding kink, but this was surreal. He was literally holding me down like a broodmare, his hard cock still lodged deep inside me, still stretching me out, as I was bent over, allowing the simple forces of gravity to help his sperm seep deeper and deeper inside of me, on their determined, inexorable mission to find my waiting, fertile egg.

I could have told him to let me up. I could have screamed, fought back, struggled against his hold and the weight of his body. But I was boneless, spent, my muscles liquid with release. And a dark, submissive part of me was shamefully, deeply thrilled by his possessiveness, by this final act of ultimate domination. So I willingly, silently, acquiesced to his edict. I let him hold me down, pinning me to the bed like a captured butterfly, until his cock finally, slowly, began to soften inside my pussy. The pressure lessened millimeter by millimeter. I exhaled with a long whimper as the intense stretching sensation in my vagina slowly relaxed. Finally, with a soft, wet, sucking sound, he withdrew from my used, thoroughly seeded pussy.

“You can go now, girl,” Mr. Fletcher said, his voice flat and dismissive, the thick lust entirely gone, replaced by a cool, business-like finality. The transaction was complete. He punctuated the dismissal with another firm slap to my ass, the sting a final, parting brand. “I love those birthing hips of yours, though. You truly are gifted.”

I collapsed onto the bed, a boneless, trembling heap of limbs, my face buried in the sheets that now smelled of sex and sweat and cum. I was spent, physically and emotionally exhausted, and deeply, profoundly humiliated at having been used as nothing more than breeding stock by my dad’s boss. But a treacherous part of my humiliation was my own, the shameful, secret knowledge that I had enjoyed the sex, as degrading and transactional as it was, more than I had ever enjoyed sex before in my entire life.

But I also felt extremely satisfied, my body buzzing with the lingering elation of having come twice, so powerfully. My mind was mush at that moment, a blissful, empty void. I struggled to make sense of everything as I heard Mr. Fletcher moving around the room, a shadowy figure in the darkness. But as my mental faculties slowly, painfully began to return, coalescing out of the fog, I remembered that this entire sexual encounter had had a purpose beyond my own illicit, damning pleasure.

While I had undeniably, shamefully enjoyed the sex, I had also willingly traded my body in exchange for my dad keeping his job. A deal was a deal. I had held up my end of the bargain. Now I had to make sure that Mr. Fletcher would hold up his.

“So,” I began, my voice raspy and raw from the muffled screams, “we have an understanding?” I pushed myself up on my elbows, a monumental effort that made my shaky arms tremble, looking up at Mr. Fletcher as I lay naked and sprawled out on the massive mattress. His scent clung to my skin, his seed was still warm and sticky inside me, a silent testament to the deal I had just sealed.

He had walked to the side of the bed and stood looking down at me, his face an unreadable mask in the profound darkness of the room, only his silhouette visible against the moonlit window. “We do,” he confirmed, his voice level and devoid of any emotion. “But if your dad ever finds out about us, even a hint of it, from you or anyone else, then he’s fired immediately. Understood?”

I could only nod in agreement, the cold, business-like threat chilling me to the bone. It was a new clause, a permanent leash. When Mr. Fletcher turned and disappeared into the en-suite bathroom, the sharp hiss of the shower starting a moment later, I tried to get up to leave. But after cumming twice so violently, I found that my legs had turned to jelly. They refused to obey me. I needed assistance at first just to do the simple act of standing and walking. My first step was a clumsy, pathetic stumble, and I had to lean against the cool, smooth wall, bracing myself with my arm to support my thin frame as I made my shaky, ignominious way toward the door.

Some semblance of control over my legs came back to me by the time I exited his bedroom. Naked, cold, and sticky in the dark, I crept silently across the main living area toward the stairwell, intending to make my way down to the basement and collapse into bed. Then I remembered. My bikini. It was still outside, likely floating in the hot tub like a sad, black lily pad. Shit. I had to get it. If anyone found it in the morning, the housekeeper, his sons, they would realize I was out there, naked, late last night. That would lead to a host of questions I had no desire to answer.

With a deep sigh of utter exhaustion, I slid open the heavy glass door to the main deck. The damp night air felt frigid on my skin, making my teeth chatter. I slowly, painfully, walked down the wooden steps to the smaller hot tub deck, my legs still trembling. My black string bikini top and bottom were floating in the still-bubbling water, pooled up against one of the sides by the silent churning of the circulation jets. I fished them out, the wet fabric cold and limp and heavy in my hand. Then, with a grunt of effort, I pulled the heavy, insulated lid over the tub, sealing away the last physical evidence of my late-night tryst.

Finally, I made my way down the last flight of steps toward the basement, my supposed sanctuary from this house of power and secrets. I rummaged blindly through my suitcase in the dark, my hands finding a clean pair of panties and an oversized t-shirt. I quickly put them on, the soft, dry cotton a small comfort against my violated skin. After using the tiny, cramped basement bathroom, where I sat on the toilet for a long moment as I felt a warm gush of his seed leak out of me and into the bowl, I climbed into my pull-out bed. I curled up in a tight, protective ball, hugging a pillow to my stomach. I tried not to think about the events that had just transpired, but it was impossible.

The scenes played on a loop behind my closed eyelids: his hands on my hips, the feeling of him filling me, the hot flood of his release. As I held my stomach, lying on my side, I swore I could feel it. A faint, internal fluttering deep within my womb, a phantom twitch of new life. I knew it was likely psychosomatic, a product of my overactive imagination and my overwhelming guilt and fear, but I couldn’t shake the distinct, terrifying feeling that Mr. Fletcher’s semen was, at that very moment, matriculating through my fallopian tubes, a determined, unstoppable army in search of a single, waiting egg to fertilize.

If I were back home, in my own city, with my own car and my own life, I would have gone to the nearest pharmacy first thing in the morning and bought the morning-after pill, no questions asked. But here, on vacation in a sleepy, unfamiliar beach town, I didn’t know where to go. I doubted there was a doctor’s office or a 24-hour drugstore conveniently located nearby, and I didn’t have a car to go looking for one anyway. I was trapped. As I finally, blessedly, dozed off, lulled by the distant, rhythmic sound of the ocean waves crashing on the shore, I made a decision born of sheer exhaustion and utter helplessness. I would let nature run its course. I would deal with the consequences, whatever they may be, when the time came. I was prepared to cross that bridge if and when I came to it.

Six weeks later, that bridge was on fire. My period hadn’t come. Each morning ended with the crushing disappointment of a pristine white liner. Though I sometimes missed a month from bartending, I knew this was different. This wasn’t a rebellion; it was an occupation. My desperate prayers for my pussy to bleed went unanswered; I knew why. Mr. Fletcher’s super-charged seed had done precisely what he’d intended. He had knocked me up.

The positive pregnancy test on my counter was damning evidence. Two pink lines glowed under the vanity light, bars on a cage. Despite the venomous fear, I couldn’t deny a dark thrill. There was something shamefully hot about my daddy’s boss, a man of power, so thoroughly corrupting me on our first encounter. But thrills don’t raise a child, and he couldn’t disown the results. My hand trembling, I called Fletcher Enterprises and made an appointment. Afterward, nausea washed over me, the finality settling in my gut.

On the day of the appointment, I walked into Fletcher Enterprises with grim determination. The building radiated power, the cold air inside smelling of cleaner, leather, and money. My heels echoed like gunshots on the lobby’s marble. I wore my armor: a pale pink silk button-down, a severe black pencil skirt, and four-inch pump heels. My red hair was in a sleek ponytail, my face a serious, makeup-free mask. The look screamed competence, not coquettishness.

I smiled at the secretary, Lilian. Around forty, with improbable tits and a diamond that flashed like a weapon, she fit the office gossip. “Am I early?” I asked.

“No, you’re right on time, dear,” she said, her plastic smile not reaching her eyes. “Go right in.”

I returned her empty smile and walked to the heavy mahogany door. The brass handle felt frigid as I took a breath and pushed it open.

The room was hushed, insulated by wealth, smelling of oiled leather, wood, and his cologne, sandalwood and spice. The scent clenched my stomach with memory and desire. He sat behind a massive desk, devastatingly hot in a tailored black suit. Our eyes met, and my body gave a traitorous lurch. Molten heat pooled between my thighs; I wanted him to take me on the desk. The thought I can’t get any more pregnant flashed through my mind, but good sense won. The door clicked shut with soft finality.

“Karina,” he said, his baritone vibrating through me. “I was surprised to see your name on my schedule.”

“No, you weren’t,” I replied.

He gestured to the chairs. “Have a seat.”

Instead, I hoisted myself onto the mahogany edge, crossing my legs. For the first time, I was looking down on him, a seismic shift in our power dynamic.

“What’s this about?” he asked, wary.

I let the silence hang, licking my lips, my heart pounding. I would relish this.

“So,” I began evenly, “it turns out you knocked me up on vacation.” I raised an eyebrow, watching his facade. He didn’t flinch, just stared, before an arrogant smile spread across his face.

“Congratulations,” he said, dripping with condescension. “But remember your promise. Not a word to your father.”

His smugness sent hot rage through me. He thought I’d come to beg and was about to learn how wrong he was.

“Oh, I remember,” I replied, my voice dangerously sweet as I arched my back. “But if I’m raising your offspring alone, I deserve some consideration.”

“Consideration?” he asked, interest cutting through his arrogance.

“Two things are important to me,” I said, leaning into his space. “Being a great mom and taking care of my dad. You’ll help with the second. You will give him a sizeable raise and a promotion. Call it payment in lieu of dragging you through court for child support.”

He leaned forward, his condescension replaced by sharp intelligence. The gears turned. He knew what official child support meant: his name on the birth certificate, tethering him to us for eighteen years. He knew my dad would bankrupt himself to help. I offered a clean break: a single payment via my father’s promotion for my silence. Firing my dad was a PR nightmare he couldn’t risk. I had him, and we both knew it.

“You drive a hard bargain,” he observed with grudging respect, cracking his knuckles.

“I’m just getting what’s coming to me.”

He stared, then nodded slowly. “Fine,” he rumbled. “In a month or two, I’ll give your dad a senior advisory role with a big raise. Deal?”

“Deal.” I reached for his hand. His warm, firm grip engulfed mine, sending a jolt up my arm, an intimate reminder of his hands on me.

“You can go now,” he said, releasing my hand. “But should you want a job here, it’s yours. We could find a… suitable position.” The implication hung between us.

I slid off the desk, giving him a slow, knowing smile. At the door, I paused, looking over my shoulder.

“Get a good look at this ass, Mr. Fletcher,” I purred. “I know how much you like it. But you’re never going to fuck me again.”

The satisfying click of the latch sounded like a gunshot. I exhaled, my knees weak. I had won. But my panties were damp from his presence, my body’s humiliating betrayal. I could never work here. The constant proximity would be too much; inevitably, I would give in.

I slowly made my way through the hushed, deeply carpeted hallways toward the exit, my legs feeling strangely weak and unsteady, like a newborn foal’s. As I rounded a corner near the elevator bank, I practically ran right into my dad.

“Karina?” he asked, his face a mask of confusion and surprise. The familiar, comforting scent of his aftershave, a classic, spicy fragrance he’d worn for years, filled my senses, a stark and wholesome contrast to the expensive, predatory cologne still clinging to my memory. “What on earth are you doing here?”

I quickly composed myself, schooling my features into a placid, neutral expression, a mask of daughterly innocence. “Oh, hi, Daddy. Mr. Fletcher heard I was looking for a new job and offered me a position here,” I replied demurely, the lie slipping from my lips with a disturbing, practiced ease that scared me a little. “But I turned it down.”

“Oh,” he said, and a look of distinct, heart-wrenching disappointment crossed his face. The lines around his eyes seemed to deepen. “You could do well here, Kari. It’s a stable company.”

“I like bartending,” I replied with a casual shrug that cost me more effort than it should have. The movement felt wooden, rehearsed. “It’s fun.”

“It doesn’t pay very much,” Dad noted, his brow furrowed with the familiar worry that seemed to be his constant companion. I could feel the anxiety radiating off of him in palpable waves. He was still anxious about his own job, convinced he was hanging by a single, fraying thread. He had no idea that his thread had just been replaced with a steel cable, courtesy of his unborn grandchild. I stepped forward and gave him a tight, fierce hug, standing on my tiptoes to whisper in his ear, breathing in his familiar, safe scent one more time.

“I think everything is going to be okay, Daddy,” I said softly, holding him tight for a long moment, feeling the solidness of his shoulders under my hands, a bastion of decency in a corrupt world. “Really okay.”

He hugged me back, his arms strong around me. He still looked utterly confused, but I felt him relax a little in my arms, some of the tension leaving his shoulders. As I finally made my way out of the building and stepped into the warm, bright afternoon sun, a sense of profound relief washed over me, a physical weight lifting from my shoulders, allowing me to finally breathe. The cacophony of the city street rushed in, the blare of car horns, the distant wail of sirens, the fragmented chatter of a thousand people. But I knew my day wasn’t over. That momentary lightness, that feeling of triumph, was immediately tainted by a new, cold dread that settled in the pit of my stomach. I still had one last, terrifying stop I had to make before I could go home. A stop that had nothing to do with games or power plays, and everything to do with me, alone.
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I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.
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Temptation in Bloom

https://mybook.to/TemptationinBloom

Temptation in Bloom is a blistering collection of stand-alone age-gap erotica novellas, where one young lover and one mature lover ignite a fever between the pages. Set in lux, intimate spaces, a sun-washed penthouse, candlelit kitchens, rain-slick balconies, their chemistry burns from the first glance to breathless, almost-denied touches. The heat climbs with every encounter as boundaries blur, control softens, and cravings rise to a delicious, mouth-dampening crescendo. Lust remains the quiet heartbeat, guiding whispered commands and reverent restraint as they explore forbidden fantasies and long-simmering desires. Each story stands alone, yet together they form a garden of temptation, one lush bloom per book, leaving a lasting, sultry afterglow.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Taboo Cravings

https://mybook.to/TabooCravings

A Series of Forbidden Intimacies.

Step into a realm where desire surrenders to the irresistible pull of the unspeakable. Taboo Cravings invites you to explore the intoxicating depths of familial bonds twisted into passionate, erotically charged encounters. Dare to witness the burning glances between a step-sister and her devoted step-brother, or the electrifying tension that ignites a step-mother’s carefully guarded heart. Uncover the clandestine affairs and unexpected desires that bloom within the unsuspecting confides of family gatherings, from the seductive allure of a mother-in-law’s knowing touch to the shocking, yet undeniable, passion found in the arms of a step-aunt.

This series is a decadent exploration of relationships that defy convention, where the thrill of the forbidden fuels a burning, insatiable hunger. Prepare for stories that push the boundaries of morality, delving into the raw, primal urges that arise when deeply entrenched familial ties become the ultimate catalyst for the most exquisite and scandalous of pleasures. Taboo Cravings offers an escape into a world where societal rules crumble, and the only commandment is the relentless, intoxicating pursuit of desires that have long been suppressed. Each novel is an uninhibited plunge into the delicious agony and ecstasy of connections that dare to be entirely, thrillingly taboo.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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