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The Hike

In the dappled, fragmented sunlight filtering through the impossibly dense canopy of the Whispering Woods, Sahar Jenkins found herself utterly breathless, her heart pounding a frantic, desperate rhythm against her ribs, as loud and insistent as a kick drum in the sudden silence of her own making. She had stopped, finally, unable to take another step. The woods, a familiar, sprawling haven that had cradled her secrets since childhood, were now an unforgiving challenge, a labyrinth of twisted roots and deceptive inclines that she struggled to navigate while trying to keep up with Brodie’s swift, relentless pace. The air was thick and heavy, a sultry summer heat that clung to her skin like a damp shroud, stealing the very oxygen from her lungs. Sahar had always been an adventurer, her spirit as wild and free as the untamed paths they now trod, but today, she was just tired. A bone-deep weariness had settled into her muscles, her energy sapped and drained away by the punishing pace and the oppressive, humid embrace of the afternoon.

Brodie McAllister, her boyfriend of three years, was less a man and more a force of nature. A former high school football star, the local hero who had carried the town’s hopes on his broad shoulders, he had since morphed into a staggeringly successful entrepreneur, building his empire with the same unyielding intensity he’d once reserved for the gridiron. He approached every single aspect of his life, from business deals to weekend hikes, as a contest to be won, a summit to be conquered. It was this fierce, burning intensity that had first drawn Sahar to him, an irresistible gravity pulling her into his orbit like a moth to a brilliant, dangerous flame. She had been captivated by his drive, by the sheer certainty with which he moved through the world. But that same intensity also meant that nothing could ever be simple. Even a leisurely walk through the woods, an activity she had suggested for its promise of peace and connection, became an extreme endurance test, a race with no finish line and no prize other than his fleeting approval.

Sahar finally gave in to the screaming protest of her lungs, bending at the waist and planting her hands firmly on her knees. The position offered little relief, but it was a gesture of surrender. She inhaled deeply, dragging the thick, warm air into her aching chest. The scent of the forest floor rushed in to greet her—a complex perfume of rich, damp earth, the sharp, clean bite of pine needles, and the subtle, sweet decay of fallen leaves. It was a smell that usually brought her comfort, but today it only served to highlight her struggle. As she gulped in breath after ragged breath, she could still hear Brodie’s footsteps forging ahead, a steady, metronomic crunch of leaves and twigs that was as certain and unyielding as the man himself. A wave of frustration, hot and sharp, washed over her. She was so tired of this, so tired of constantly trying to keep up with his pace, both literally and figuratively. This was supposed to be a chance to unwind, to connect with nature and, more importantly, with each other. It wasn’t supposed to be some grueling marathon designed to prove his physical superiority. But Brodie just couldn’t break his stride, couldn’t dial back the competitive fire that burned within him. Until, suddenly, he did.

He halted in his tracks, the relentless crunch of his hiking boots ceasing so abruptly that the ensuing silence felt louder than the noise it replaced. It was a weighted silence, filled with unspoken questions. Sahar didn’t need to look up; she could feel his gaze on her, a palpable pressure on the back of her neck, as tangible as a physical touch. After a long moment, gathering what little energy she had left, she straightened up and nodded, a small, weary acknowledgment of his halt. Her long, dark hair, damp with sweat, cascaded down both sides of her face like a shadowy waterfall, obscuring her view of the familiar trees and ferns. But her vision wasn’t on the woods. At that moment, the sudden gleam in Brodie’s eyes caught her full and undivided attention, cutting through the haze of her exhaustion. It wasn’t just the reflection of the filtered sunlight. There was a spark there, a flicker of something primal and knowing, a raw hunger that sent an involuntary shiver tracing a path down her spine, raising goosebumps on her heated skin.

She stared intently into his face, her gaze locking with his across the few yards that separated them. She watched a slow, infuriatingly confident smirk stretch his lips, transforming his handsome features into a mask of pure provocation. “Oh yeah?” he said, and his voice was a low, resonant rumble, a sound that seemed to vibrate not just in the air but deep within her own chest. “I was under the distinct impression you liked it fast.”

Brodie had always been a thrill-seeker, an adrenaline junkie who collected near-misses and daring escapades like other people collected stamps. Sahar was no stranger to his adrenaline-fueled antics; she had ridden on the back of his motorcycle at speeds that blurred the world into streaks of color, had leaped from cliffs into shockingly cold water at his urging. She had, for the most part, loved that side of him, that shared craving for the breathless rush of being truly, vibrantly alive. But today, she wanted something different. Today, she craved slowness, a quiet intimacy that had nothing to do with speed or conquest. Pushing the curtain of hair away from her face, she straightened her spine, her breath finally, blessedly, evening out. It took a moment for the full weight of his insinuation to land, for the deliberate double-entendre to register in her tired mind. When it did, a wave of heat bloomed high on her cheekbones, a deep blush spreading across her face like wildfire, painting her skin a shade of rose that stood out against the deep greens and browns of the forest.

“Oh my gosh,” she breathed, the words barely a whisper, a mixture of exasperation and burgeoning arousal. The smirk on Brodie’s face widened, a silent acknowledgment of his victory. He took another deliberate step forward, closing the distance between them until he halted directly in front of her, his large frame blocking out the sun, casting her in his shadow. His right arm, corded with muscle, snaked around her waist, his grip firm and possessive. He pulled her flush against him with a single, fluid motion, so swiftly that she stumbled forward, her body colliding with the solid wall of his chest. The impact knocked a soft “oof” from her lips. She could feel his heartbeat through the thin fabric of his t-shirt, a steady, powerful thrum against her cheek, a stark contrast to the frantic, fluttering race of her own pulse.

“So, you’re telling me you no longer like it faster, huh?” he murmured, his voice dropping to a low, husky growl that vibrated against her ear and sent a fresh cascade of shivers down her spine. His breath was warm, smelling faintly of mint and the clean scent of his own skin. She shook her head, a small, definitive motion, her hair brushing against her cheeks, the silky strands a soft caress. Tilting her head back to meet his heated gaze, she let a slow, challenging smile of her own curve her lips. “Unless,” she replied, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, a thread of sound so quiet it was almost swallowed by the woods, “something hard is going inside of me.”

Brodie didn’t say another word. There was no need. The air between them, already thick with unspoken challenges and simmering heat, suddenly became so dense it felt solid, a tangible pressure against Sahar’s skin. The answer she had craved, the aggressive affirmation she’d been baiting him for, wasn’t going to be delivered in words. She saw it in the sudden, sharp intake of his breath, the way his nostrils flared as if catching her scent on a primal level. She saw it in the tightening of his jaw, the muscles there knotting into hard ridges beneath the dark stubble. His eyes, which had been burning with a focused heat, now blazed with a possessive inferno, the look of a predator that had finally cornered its prey.

He answered her with his body. In the space of a single, stolen heartbeat, he moved, his mouth crashing down on hers with a ferocious intensity that obliterated thought and shattered her already precarious balance all over again. It wasn’t a kiss; it was a conquest. It wasn’t a caress; it was a claiming. The raw, desperate hunger she had seen simmering in his eyes was now unleashed, a palpable force against her lips. The impact was so sudden, so absolute, that a soft, breathy sound of shock and pleasure was stolen from her throat before it could even form. The world tilted violently on its axis, the greens and browns of the forest swirling into an indistinct blur as she stumbled backward, her feet tangling on an unseen root.

Her hands flew up, not in defense, but in a desperate bid for stability. Her fingers, trembling slightly, clamped onto his shoulders, digging into the unyielding hardness of the muscle there. She could feel the taut cotton of his t-shirt bunching beneath her frantic grip as she held on, anchoring herself to him, the only solid thing in a suddenly spinning universe. The rough, uneven ground beneath her hiking boots offered no solace, no stability. There was only him. For a long moment, she just held on, her body absorbing the shockwaves of his assault, her mind struggling to catch up. The sharp, clean scent of him—pine from the trail, the faint, lingering aroma of mint on his breath, and the warm, musky scent of his skin—filled her senses, overwhelming her, intoxicating her.

Once a semblance of balance returned, once her feet found a purchase on the loamy earth, a new kind of fire ignited within her. His ferocity wasn’t something to be endured; it was a challenge to be met. With a surge of her own wild energy, she met him head-on. She kissed him back with a sudden, reckless abandon, her own hunger mirroring his. Her kiss was hard and deep, a deliberate counter-attack. Her lips slid and pressed, demanding and yielding in a dizzying rhythm, mapping every millimeter of his mouth as if trying to memorize its shape by touch alone. It devolved instantly into a battle of tongues and teeth, a desperate, greedy exploration that was frantic and messy and perfect. His tongue plunged into her mouth, a bold invasion that she met with her own, twisting and stroking and parrying. He nipped at her lower lip, a sharp, thrilling little pain that sent a jolt of pure electricity straight to her core, and she answered by scraping her own teeth lightly along his, a silent promise of the beautiful violence to come. They were two feral creatures, lost to the primal rhythm of their mutual need, as if they could somehow devour each other whole right there in the ancient heart of the woods, absorbing one another’s essence until they became a single, panting entity.

He groaned into her mouth, a low, guttural sound of pure, unadulterated approval that vibrated from his chest, through their locked lips, and deep into her bones. The sound was a reward, a signal that she was giving him exactly what he wanted, and it spurred her on. In response to her ferocity, his arm, which had been a possessive band around her waist, tightened like a vise. He hauled her impossibly closer, eradicating the last vestiges of space between them until her front was melded to his, until it felt like there was no air left in the world, only the suffocating, glorious pressure of his body against hers. The heat from his skin seeped through the thin layers of their clothing, a palpable wave that made her feel boneless and pliant.

It was then, in that moment of complete physical union, that she felt it. At first, it was just a nudge, a foreign object pressing against the soft curve of her stomach. But then it registered, an unmistakable, rigid hardness pushing insistently from inside the confines of his sturdy hiking pants. It was a solid, demanding presence that spoke of a rampaging, instantaneous need. Her breath hitched, catching painfully in the back of her throat, and the frantic rhythm of their kiss faltered. It wasn’t just that he was hard; it was the sheer, astonishing speed of his arousal that stunned her. He had gone from zero to one hundred in the span of a single, provocative whisper.

In her moment of stunned awareness, of awed recognition, her lips detached from his. A silent whoosh of warm, labored breath escaped her, mingling with his in the cool forest air. Her lips felt swollen, sensitized, and a thousand tiny nerve endings tingled with the memory of his raw kiss. Her eyes, wide and dark and dazed, drifted downward, their focus drawn inexorably to the source of the pressure against her belly. The sight that met her gaze sent another jolt through her system. The thick, khaki-colored denim of his pants was stretched taut, the fabric straining to contain the prominent bulge of his erection. It was a bold, aggressive ridge pressing insistently toward her, a clear and present declaration of his intent. It wasn’t just a suggestion of desire; it was a weapon aimed right at her.

As if he could read the dazed fascination in her mind, he captured her right hand in his. His grip was strong and warm, his calloused fingers wrapping around hers with a comforting and commanding strength. With a slow, deliberate motion that was thick with meaning, he guided her hand down between their heated bodies. The journey was agonizingly slow, her knuckles brushing against the buckle of his belt, the rough texture of his jeans scraping against the back of her hand. Then, he placed her palm firmly, squarely, over the rigid length of his cock. He pressed her hand down, letting her feel the full, impressive reality of what she had done to him, what her words and her kiss had provoked.

The heat of him was intense, radiating through the thick denim, a living, pulsing fire against her palm. She could feel the solid, unyielding length of him, the shocking girth that filled her hand even through the barrier of fabric. He sucked in a sharp, raspy breath the exact moment her touch landed, the sound a ragged tear in the quiet of the woods. She watched, mesmerized, as his flat stomach clenched visibly under the thin cotton of his t-shirt, a deep, reflexive response to the contact. His entire body had gone rigid, a statue carved from pure, unadulterated need.

“See?” he said, and his voice was a different entity now. It wasn’t the teasing murmur from before, but a low, gravelly growl that resonated through her hand and traveled up her arm, sending another tremor of pure, liquid electricity through her system. “This is what you do to me.” He paused, letting the weight of his words, the weight of his cock in her hand, sink in. “Every damn time.”

Sahar felt a wave of profound, private satisfaction wash over her, a deep and secret thrill that was hers alone. It was endlessly intriguing, a source of intoxicating power, that after three years together, he was still so intensely, almost violently, attracted to her. It wasn’t the comfortable, familiar desire of a long-term couple. It was the raw, desperate, almost painful need of those first heady, breathless months of their relationship, a time when every touch was electric and every kiss was a promise of devastation. She lifted her gaze from the impressive bulge in his pants to his face, her mind reeling with memories of their early days, stolen moments in parked cars, frantic encounters in quiet alleyways, the constant, gnawing hunger that had defined the beginning of their love story.

Somehow, miraculously, that hunger had never faded. It had only deepened, matured, weaving itself into the very fabric of their connection. She considered this the best part of what they had, this constant, crackling spark, this unyielding, untamable passion that refused to be dimmed by time or familiarity. It blazed between them, a wild and beautiful bonfire that warmed her to her soul. It made her feel powerful, not in a manipulative way, but in the way a goddess must feel when she is worshipped. It made her feel cherished, to be the sole object of such a potent, all-consuming force. And more than anything, it made her feel utterly, completely, and magnificently desired.

“You’re so hard,” she whispered, the words barely audible, her voice thick with genuine awe. It took a real effort to force the sound from her throat, which had gone tight with her own burgeoning arousal. She lifted her gaze from his groin back to his face, needing to see his expression. His eyes were burning with a fierce, almost savage light, a primal fire that seemed to consume the very air between them. His pupils were so dilated with desire they had all but swallowed the lighter green of his irises, turning his eyes into dark, bottomless pools of need. His gaze was no longer just a look; it was a physical force, an invisible tether that held her captive, rooting her to the spot.

“Then fix your shit,” he said, and the words were not a request. They were not a suggestion. His voice was firm, resonant with command, the words painted not with affection, but with the clear, unequivocal expectation of an order being followed. There was no room for negotiation, no space for hesitation. It was a statement of a problem and a direct assignment for its solution.

A surprised, delighted giggle escaped Sahar’s lips, the sound bright and silvery, an unexpected note of mirth in the sexually charged quiet of the forest. The sound seemed to startle a nearby bird, which twittered in response before falling silent again. Her heart gave a wild, ecstatic flutter against her ribs, a frantic drumming that echoed the frantic beat of his. The sheer, unmitigated audacity of him, of this entire situation—the primal setting, the risk of discovery, the raw demand in his voice—was utterly intoxicating. It was a potent cocktail of danger and desire, and she drank it down greedily.

She could already feel her own body’s enthusiastic response. A familiar, delicious dampness began to bloom between her legs, a slow, insistent heat that gathered at her core. Her panties, dry only moments before, were rapidly growing slick and heavy as she imagined the raw, physical reality of what was to come—the glorious, stretching friction of taking him inside of her. And then, as if in sympathetic response, another, more primal sensation asserted itself: a sudden, overwhelming dryness in her throat, a physical thirst that felt like she’d swallowed a mouthful of dust. The paradox was almost comical—soaking wet in one place, desert-dry in another. She gulped, the sound loud in her own ears, a little undecided for a fleeting moment, caught between two equally tempting, equally urgent possibilities. But it only took the space of a single, thudding heartbeat for her to decide which of her hungry holes would get to claim first dibs on the thick, girthy rod that was currently pulsing with insistent life less than an inch from her fingertips.

She finally decided, a slow, wicked smile spreading across her face. The plan formed in her mind, fully-fledged and deliciously cruel. She would take him in her mouth first. She would drive him to the absolute brink of madness with the kind of slow, meticulous, mind-blowing blowjob that he loved, the kind that was more about worship and torment than a quick release. She would use her tongue, her lips, her throat, and her hands, orchestrating his pleasure with the skill of a virtuoso. And then, only when he was a mindless, begging wreck, his hips bucking and his voice cracking as he pleaded with her, would she grant him the relief he craved. Only then would she let him fuck her pussy. The wicked smile on her lips deepened at the thought, a silent promise of the delicious torture she was about to inflict.

To seal her decision, she moved her hand experimentally over the rigid mound in his pants. It was an act of ownership, a reassertion of her own power in this game. Her fingers traced the long, hard shape, learning its contours through the rough denim. She could feel the prominent ridge of his shaft, the heavy weight of his balls nestled beneath. The solidness of him was a thrill, but it was the throbbing, insistent pulse against her palm, the very beat of his desire, that sent a fresh jolt of pure, delicious power shooting through her veins. It was the feeling of holding his entire being, his sanity, right in the palm of her hand.

Then, a flicker of caution, a sudden prickle of awareness, surfaced through the fog of her lust. Her heart, which had been thrumming with desire, suddenly began to pound a frantic, adrenaline-fueled tattoo against her ribs. She was suddenly, acutely aware of where they were. Her head snapped up, and she glanced around, her senses on high alert. She scanned the dense woods, the dizzying play of late afternoon light and long, creeping shadows. The towering trees—oaks and maples and pines—stood like silent, ancient sentinels, their leaves whispering secrets on the breeze. Every rustle sounded like a footstep, every snap of a twig like an approaching witness. She held her breath, listening intently, but heard nothing but the gentle sigh of the wind and the distant, unconcerned call of a crow. Finding no one, she turned back to face him, the acute thrill of the forbidden amplifying her desire tenfold, turning it into something sharp and dangerous.

Her eyes had barely even met his, a silent “all clear” ready on her lips, when he moved. He had clearly been interpreting her hesitation not as caution, but as a challenge to his authority, and he was having none of it. With a speed that was shocking in its efficiency and power, he nullified her entire plan. His hands clamped onto her waist like iron bands, lifting her slightly off her feet. Before she could even gasp, he whirled her around in a dizzying arc of green and brown and rammed her against the broad, sturdy trunk of a nearby old oak tree.

The impact was a full-body shock. The air was driven from her lungs in a harsh “oof.” Her breasts, soft and full beneath her top, were flattened painfully against the rough, unyielding surface of the tree. The sudden, harsh pressure against her nipples made them instantly tighten into hard, sensitive peaks, the sensation a confusing mix of pain and pleasure beneath the thin black fabric of her sleeveless top. The abrasive texture of the bark scraped against her right cheek, a startling, grounding sensation. The primal scents of the forest rushed into her nostrils, sharp and overwhelming—the musty smell of the oak bark itself, the tang of pine from nearby trees, and the rich, damp perfume of the earth. Mingled with it all was Brodie’s scent, a heady mix of clean sweat and masculine musk that was uniquely his.

Brodie’s needy, impatient hands didn’t stay still for a second. They immediately began to roam the sides of her body, his touch a possessive fire that left a trail of goosebumps in its wake. His palms were hot and slightly rough, and they mapped the curves of her ribs, the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips, as if claiming every inch of her territory. Shivers of pure, unadulterated anticipation skittered down her spine, making her arch into the tree, her body already craving more.

He leaned in, his heavy body pressing her more firmly against the unyielding wood, and his lips found the ultrasensitive skin on the left side of her neck. He peppered soft, warm, wet kisses down the column of her throat, his mouth unexpectedly gentle in a way that was a stark, tantalizing contrast to the controlled violence with which he’d just pinned her. The scrape of his stubble against her skin was a delicious friction, making her tilt her head to the side, granting him better access, a silent, instinctual surrender. He worked his way methodically down to her collarbone, lingering there for a moment before moving to the fragile curve of her shoulder. He hissed a quiet, pleased sound against her skin, a sibilant rush of breath that vibrated through her and told her just how much he was enjoying her.

His fingers, ever restless, found the thin, stretchy strap of her top. He began to toy with the fabric, rolling it back and forth between his thumb and forefinger, a slow, torturous tease. He pulled it outwards, stretching it, teasing her skin with the cool air and the imminent possibility of exposure. For one long, agonizing moment, it seemed he would slip the strap down her arm, baring her shoulder completely to his mouth. She held her breath in anticipation, her skin tingling. But then, with a playful cruelty, he abandoned it, letting the elastic snap back into place with a soft thwack against her skin. The little sting was a punctuation mark on his denial of her desire. His hands resumed their exploration, proceeding to caress the sides of her body yet again, his thumbs rubbing slow, maddening circles on her ribs until she squirmed against the tree.

Once his hands reached the swell of her hips, they slid lower, his palms finding and cupping the firm curves of her ass. He squeezed gently at first, kneading the flesh through the thick denim of her shorts, making her whimper in anticipation. Then, without a shred of warning, he drew his right hand back and spanked her left ass cheek. The sound was a dull, satisfying smack that seemed to hang in the quiet air for a moment, a shocking intrusion into the forest’s peace. The thick fabric of her shorts watered down the sharp sting of pleasure she would otherwise derive from being spanked, but it was still enough to send a jolt straight to her pussy. A soft, involuntary whimper slipped through her lips anyway, a sound of pure, helpless pleasure.

He moaned directly into her ear in response, the sound a low, hungry growl of satisfaction. He had wanted that sound from her, had engineered it, and its arrival was his victory. His breath was hot and moist against her earlobe, and the rough stubble of his five-o’clock shadow prickled her sensitized skin, making the entire side of her face tingle with a thousand tiny electrical currents. His fingers then slipped around from her ass to the front of her shorts. With a surprising dexterity that belied the urgency of his movements, he found and undid the metal button. The small, sharp ‘pop’ seemed to echo in the quiet air, a definitive signal of intent. He then proceeded to tug down the zipper with a rough, rasping sound, the metallic teeth grinding against each other. Wasting no further time, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her shorts and shoved the fabric down her thighs, taking her now thoroughly damp panties along with it in one smooth, ruthlessly efficient motion.

The rough denim and delicate, wet lace had barely even pooled around Sahar’s ankles, trapping her feet, when she felt a new pressure against her. It was the blunt, aggressive force of his cock, still sheathed in his jeans, pressing hard against her now-bare ass. The unyielding, hard ridge of it settled directly in her crack, the thick, raised seam of his pants acting as a devilish tool, pressing insistently, splitting her ass cheeks apart and rubbing directly against her clit from behind. Brodie moaned again, his voice gruff and already sounding close to orgasmic as he began to move. He worked his covered cock up and down her sensitive cleft, his hips rocking in a steady, grinding rhythm that created a deliciously rough friction.

A wave of liquid heat, so intense it was almost painful, washed through Sahar’s core. Her knees turned to rubber, her legs threatening to give out completely beneath her. The only thing holding her up was the pressure of his body and her own desperate grip on the tree in front of her. She grabbed onto the trunk with both hands, her fingers digging into the crevices of the bark as though her whole life depended on it. She could feel splinters embedding themselves in her palms, but the distant pain barely registered against the tidal wave of pleasure overwhelming her.

She arched her back instinctively, a purely animalistic response, pushing her ass out to meet his relentless thrusts. Then she began to gyrate against him, losing herself in the motion. Her ass jiggled, her hips swirled, her movements a desperate, wordless plea for more, for the real thing. She kept grinding into him, pushing back against the force of his hips, the rough denim a delicious torment against her slick, wanting flesh. It was a frustrating, maddening, wonderful friction that was quickly driving her insane.

His voice trembled as he moaned her name, a ragged, broken sound wrenched from deep in his chest. “Sahar…” It was a sound of surrender. He couldn’t take any more of the teasing. He broke his own rhythm, grabbing her ass with both hands, his grip strong and bruisingly tight. He used his hold to still her hips, positioning her precisely for the mindless, desperate penetration he craved. He pulled back for a moment, just an inch or two, and the sudden loss of contact made her cry out in protest. In that brief, agonizing separation, she heard the harsh rasp of his own zipper being torn down, the rustle of fabric as he freed himself.

And then his cock, finally bare and free, slipped between her legs. The sensation of his hot, velvety skin against the inside of her thighs was so starkly different from the rough denim that she gasped. By the time the thick, helmeted head of his cock made it to its intended destination, it was already soaked, having slid through the slick, copious trail of her juices that now coated her inner thighs and glistened in the dappled sunlight.

He planted the tip of his cock at her drenched, waiting opening. The fit was perfect, a custom-made key for a lock that was aching to be opened. She heaved a desperate, shuddering breath, a sound that was half sob, half gasp, and her pussy clenched in an involuntary, eager response, tightening eagerly around the wide, smooth head. He began to inch his way inside of her, his cock moving so agonizingly slowly she felt she might actually scream from the tension. It was the most exquisite torture. She could feel each throbbing vein, every individual ridge and contour of his impressive length as it slid with torturous slowness against her slippery, sensitive inner walls, stretching her, filling her, occupying her.

“Oh gosh,” he muttered, the words a low, strangled growl right next to her ear. The vibration of his voice, combined with the intense sensation of being so slowly filled, sent another violent shiver down her spine. “God, Sahar. You’re wet as fuck, baby.”

His words of praise, his guttural acknowledgment of her arousal, were the only permission he needed. They were the green light, the final release of his own tightly leashed control. With a deep, guttural groan that seemed torn from the very depths of his soul, Brodie shoved his full length inside of her in one powerful, decisive, territorial thrust. The force of it was staggering. It drove the air from Sahar’s lungs in a pained, breathless rush and slammed her body hard against the tree. She flung her head back, her hair whipping against the rough bark, her teeth sinking deeply into her bottom lip to bite back a scream of overwhelming, soul-shattering pleasure. The sharp, coppery taste of blood bloomed on her tongue, a shocking counterpoint to the sweetness of the moment. She felt his hand snake up and wrap around the base of her ponytail, pulling hard, yanking at her roots in a way that was both painful and intensely erotic. He used his grip to angle her head to the side, exposing her neck, a gesture of complete dominance as he began to fuck her against the tree.

He pounded into her, hard and fast, a relentless, punishing rhythm that had no finesse, no artifice, only a raw, driving need. It was exactly what she craved, exactly what her body had been begging for. He did not slow, did not vary his pace, did not pull out even for a moment to prolong the act. He simply drove into her again and again, a mindless, beautiful piston of flesh, intent on nothing but reaching their mutual release.

The woods around them, once so peaceful and serene, were now filled with the raw, primal sounds of their lovemaking. The wet, rhythmic slap of their bodies, his thighs against her ass, was a profane drumbeat in the cathedral of trees. Their ragged gasps and guttural moans, his low and hers high, mingled with the gentle rustling of leaves and the distant, unconcerned call of birds. It was their own private symphony, wild and obscene. Sahar could feel the rough, patterned tree bark biting into the soft skin of her palms and breasts, the texture a stark, grounding contrast to the impossible smoothness of Brodie’s cock sliding relentlessly, slickly, in and out of her. She could feel his powerful heartbeat hammering against her back like a trapped bird, his breath coming in hot, heavy pants against her neck, a visceral symphony of shared exertion and shared desire.

She began to moan openly now, all pretense of silence abandoned. Her voice was a rising, keening echo through the trees, each note torn from her as he hit a particularly deep spot. Her entire body was trembling with the force of each deep, possessive thrust, shaking as if it might come apart at the seams. She could feel her orgasm building, a tight, coiling knot of tension deep in her belly. It was a familiar feeling, a gathering storm of pleasure that was quickly spiraling out of her control. Her body tensed as she chased the explosive release, her toes curling in her boots, her nails digging deeper into the suffering bark of the oak.

Brodie felt the change in her, the subtle tensing of her muscles around him. His grip on her hair tightened, not painfully, but firmly, a silent command for her to let go, to give in to the pleasure. His other hand clamped down hard on her hip, holding her steady, anchoring her to him as he somehow fucked her even harder, faster, his thrusts becoming more frantic, more desperate. He was driving her mercilessly toward the edge, refusing to let her turn back.

“Come for me, baby,” he growled into her ear, his voice a low, commanding rumble that vibrated through her skull and seemed to shake her very soul. The hot puff of his breath against her ear sent a final, decisive shiver down her already trembling spine. “Come all over my cock. Now.”

And she did. His words were the final trigger, the key that unlocked the floodgates. Her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, a violent, all-consuming torrent of pure sensation that wiped out thought, time, and space. The world dissolved into a blinding white light of pure feeling. Her body convulsed around him, her inner muscles clenching and pulsing violently as she came completely undone, milking his cock with each powerful spasm. A scream, raw and piercing, was torn from her throat, and she shouted his name into the indifferent wilderness, the sound echoing through the trees before being swallowed by the vast, green quiet.

Brodie followed her over the edge a mere moment later, her powerful climax pushing him past his own point of no return. His own release was a deep, guttural roar of a sound that was less human and more animal, a cry of victory and surrender torn from the very base of his throat. His entire body went rigid behind her, and his cock pulsed powerfully as he emptied himself deep inside of her, flooding her womb with his hot, thick seed.

They stayed like that for a long, breathless moment, their bodies intimately entwined, glued together by sweat and seed. His forehead rested against her shoulder, and her cheek was pressed against the rough bark of the tree. Their ragged, shuddering breaths were the only sound in the sudden, ringing silence that followed the storm. The world slowly, reluctantly, began to creep back in.

As they finally, reluctantly, pulled apart, the sound of his slick withdrawal echoed in the quiet air. Sahar could feel her legs shaking uncontrollably, trembling so badly she wasn’t sure they could support her. Her body felt utterly spent, every muscle quivering with exhaustion, but she was blissfully, completely sated. A languid, heavy warmth spread through her limbs. She leaned back against the rough bark, boneless and weak, her shorts and panties still tangled in a heap around her ankles. She felt a trickle of his warm seed escape her and run down her inner thigh, a testament to their frantic coupling.

She turned her head, her movements slow and dreamy, to face Brodie. Her cheeks were flushed a deep, beautiful crimson, and her eyes were bright, almost luminous, with the unshed tears of a powerful release. Her lips were swollen and red. He was leaning against a neighboring tree, breathing heavily, his own face flushed with exertion. The predatory hunger in his eyes was gone, completely extinguished. In its place was a look of such soft, sated tenderness that it made her heart ache.

He pushed off the tree he was leaning against and closed the small distance between them. He smiled at her, a slow, gentle curve of his lips that was nothing like the hungry snarl of before. He leaned in, his forehead coming to rest against hers, and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to her lips. It was a kiss of pure, unadulterated affection, a world away from the hungry, bruising claiming of moments before. This kiss was a thank you. This kiss was a promise. This kiss was love.

“I love you,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper, raw and thick with spent emotion.

“I love you too,” she replied, her own voice shaky and weak, her heart giving a slow, contented flutter in her chest like the gentle beating of a butterfly’s wings.

They stayed in the dappled sunlight of the woods a little longer, slowly returning to themselves. They dressed with languid, dreamy movements, their bodies still humming with the aftershocks of their passion. He bent down to untangle her shorts from her ankles and gently helped her step back into them, his fingers brushing against her skin in lingering caresses. She, in turn, zipped his pants and buttoned them, her hands moving with a soft reverence over the place that had just given her so much pleasure. Their bodies remained close, their shared love a tangible, humming thing in the quiet space between them, a warm and living entity.

As they finally made their way back to the main trail, his hand holding hers tightly, his fingers interlaced with hers in a gesture of simple, profound connection, Sahar couldn’t help but feel a profound sense of rightness, of deep, unwavering contentment. This was what she loved about their relationship, what she loved so fiercely about him. It was the breathtaking, untamable intensity, the raw, primal passion that could ignite at a moment’s notice. But it was also the profound, grounding love that lay beneath it all, the deep and tender current that was the true source of the fire. The wildness wasn’t in opposition to the love; it was its most honest expression. And she wouldn’t have it any other way.
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About the Author

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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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.

[image: Frost & Flame Holidays]

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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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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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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