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DANIEL




This little restaurant is not what I would have chosen—if you can even call something a restaurant when it only serves dessert. But this is what the client wanted, so I’m sitting here drinking coffee out of a cup that’s way too small and perusing a menu that’s nothing but sugar.

“I’ve always had one hell of a sweet tooth,” my table partner says. Paul is in his fifties, a full head of silver hair and a face that most people would describe as ‘kind.’ Just like the sweet tooth he claims to have the man is sickeningly sweet. But he also owns one of the country’s largest commercial supply chains, so until we agree on a number he’ll sell for—and he will sell—I have to endure the company of the Sugar King.

The Sugar King? No.

I come up with nicknames for all my clients and deals. Keeps my records safe in case someone tries to sell me out. Good luck figuring out which client I named Big Bird. But I haven’t been able to nail one down for this guy yet. I zone back into the present and he’s still talking. Maybe I should call him The Babbler.

“That’s why I wanted to come here. Do you know what you’ll have?”

I give him my most disarming smile. “There are too many options. You go ahead and order. Tell me what’s good, and I’ll have them make me something for the way home.”

“Deal,” he says, signaling the waitress. “You might be taking a lot him with you.”

I only getting him to say yes to our actual deal was that easy. I glance at my phone under the table. Damn. It hasn’t even been thirty minutes. If his company weren’t worth a staggering amount of money, this wouldn’t be worth it. Out of the corner of my eye, I see the waitress appear, but I don’t look up.

“What can I get you?” It’s a soft voice, but rich. Smooth, like chocolate. It’s such a unique sound that I look up, and stop. She’s tall for a woman, and curvy, the shirt of her uniform tight in just the right places. A mass of dark brown hair swirls around her shoulders, and I have the urge to sink my hands into it. Her eyes are on her notepad, scribbling away while Paul orders the whole damn menu.

I catch sight of the name on her tag: Madeleine. I think I just found something I want. Whether or not it’s on the menu remains to be seen. Her lips press together as she keeps listening to Paul. I’m not sure if it’s out of frustration or amusement, but I can’t stop staring at her lips. They’re painted a rich berry color, and I can’t help but think how hot that color would look wrapped around my cock.

I shift, trying to make it less obvious how hard I am. If she looks towards my lap at all, she’ll know. Madeleine.

Paul finishes his order, and before I even know it, I’m speaking. “Actually Paul, I think I will have something now.”

“Be my guest.” His smile is from ear to ear.

I look back to her, “Do you serve madeleines?”

She freezes for a second before glancing up to meet my eyes. I see them widen a fraction, taking me in. All of me, including what’s going on in my lap. I don’t look away, smirking at her. I want her to know I’m not just talking about the pastry. She wets her bottom lip—an unconscious movement. But I know that she likes what she sees.

“Yes, Sir. We serve them with a variety of toppings. What can I interest you in?”

I make a show of considering. “Surprise me. Something that’s not on the menu. I’m in the mood for something new.”

She swallows, and I’m distracted by the cleavage peeking out of her shirt. “I’ll see what I can do.”

Grabbing the menus, she hurries off.

“What made you change your mind?” Paul asks.

I shrug. I’m not going to tell the man whose business I’m trying to buy that I’ve decided to fuck the waitress. That would be unprofessional. Especially here, at a business…dessert. “I didn’t want to be left out.”

“Fair enough,” he says. “Now, I’m sure you’ve got questions for me.”

“I do,” I say, launching into the list I’ve prepared. I’m hopeful this will help close the deal. He’s said before that he doesn’t want to retire. I’ve offered him a sum of money that I think will make him reconsider.

Even focused on the task at hand, I notice when she comes back. She’s setting Paul’s mountain of desserts in front of him, and it looks like he’s inside the Wonka factory. Paul is immediately distracted by everything in front of him. The very last thing she sets down are the madeleines I ordered. “Honey and cream. We don’t usually serve them that way, but the chef made an exception. I hope you like it.”

“Thank you, Madeleine,” I say, lowering my voice so Paul doesn’t interrupt.

Her breath catches when I say her name, and for a second I think she’s going to reach out to shake my hand—to touch me—but she pulls back. “Maddy,” she says. “Just Maddy.”

“Very well, Maddy.”

Her smile transforms her from something already stunning into something truly breathtaking. “I’ll check on you in a little bit.”

“Please do.”

I can feel her eyes linger on me for a second before she walks away. Good. She’s intrigued. Paul is digging into some kind of custard, and I go back to my questions, hoping that the presence of the sugar he likes so much might make him easier to persuade. But my mind isn’t in it. Because in front of me is the plate of madeleines, drizzled with honey and dripping with cream. My imagination is all too eager to visualize the waitress version of the dessert in the same state—naked, writhing, covered with honey and cream. My cock is painfully hard as I think about sucking honey off her tits, licking it out of her cunt. And after I’d finished, I’d have her do the same to me. She’d have to be very thorough.

I take a bite of the cake and smile. Maddy doesn’t know this yet, but I always get what I want. And I want to taste her.

Paul sees my smile and thinks it’s because of the cake. “Good?”

“You have no idea.”

He laughs, “Good. I don’t think I could do business with a man who didn’t like dessert.”

I almost roll my eyes, but don’t, because this is the opportunity I’ve been waiting for. “Are we? Doing business together?”

Paul rotates his plates, now taking a bite of a cake that’s filled with melted chocolate. “I think so,” he says. “I’ve looked at your offer. It’s very generous. There are some finer points I’d like to discuss, but I’m open to it.”

“Excellent. Shall we meet at my office tomorrow to work out those detail?” I keep myself relaxed and charming, but inside I’m gloating. I knew it would work eventually. This is what I do.

He nods, and I ignore the smudge of chocolate on his lip. “Sounds good to me.”

The talk turns back to the desserts in front of us, and I watch him put away a genuinely impressive amount of dessert. Mine is good, but even looking down at them makes me harder. I can still taste the honey in my mouth, and I imagine dragging that same honey across Maddy’s lips before kissing her and sharing the sweetness. She has a mouth that looks like it was made to kiss, and I want to find out just how talented she is with her tongue.

I fade in and out of the conversation, alternating between paying attention and fantasies about Maddy. Thankfully Paul can carry most of the conversation on his own. Finally, when he’s finished, he reaches for his wallet. I wave him away, “We’re in business now, remember? I’ll take care of the check.”

“Are you sure?”

“Of course,” I say, letting my client smile slide onto my face. Enjoy the city, and I’ll see you at the office tomorrow. He shakes my hand and leaves, and now I’ll be alone when Maddy comes for the check. It’s worth every penny of Paul’s multitude of desserts. As soon as she comes out of the kitchen, I catch her eye, and she makes straight for me. It’s a pity we’re not alone. These tables are the perfect height for fucking.

“Where’s your friend?” She asks, eyeing all the used dishes.

“Gone.”

She smiles. It’s barely there before it’s gone again, but I catch it. “He seemed to enjoy himself.”

“I certainly hope so,” I say, passing her my credit card. “If we close our business deal tomorrow, it will have been worth it.”

“And how about you?” Her voice is hesitant. “Did you have a good time?”

I let my gaze run down her body and back up again, slow enough that she knows exactly what I’m doing. “Much more than I expected to.”

There’s a faint flush on her cheeks. If she’s embarrassed by me looking at her, she’d be mortified by all the things I’ve imagined doing to her—with her. I hope she blushes that same way when she’s underneath me, screaming my name.

Maddy wets her lips again and takes a breath like she’s just remembered where she is. She holds up the card. “I’ll be right back.”

I watch her walk to the terminal and run my card. Her legs are perfect, tights clinging to them and disguising how criminally short that skirt is. Just one pull on those tights and she’d be ready for me. I wonder what she’d say if I suggested it. Part of me wants to, just to see her blush again. But no. Not tonight.

She hands me my card in a black folder, and I sign the receipt. Slipping the card into my wallet, I stand, not doing anything to hide the size of my erection. Maddy looks down, and then back up at me. Her eyes are wide. “Have a good night, Mr. Winters.”

“Daniel,” I say. Taking a step closer so that we’re almost touching. “Next time, Call me Daniel.”

Her breath speeds up, and I enjoy the sight of her breasts trying to burst from her shirt. She stares at me, mouth parted just a little, and I’m tempted to kiss her. But I know that if I kiss her, I won’t stop. She needs to be ready.

“Have a good night, Maddy.”

“‘Night,” she says, sounding dazed. I’m halfway out the door when I hear her say, “Wait. Next time?”

This is going to be fun.


MADDY




He’s back again.

It’s the third day in a row that he’s been here. Daniel Winters. The man is so hot he could melt the panties off a stone statue. And he’s here for me. I know that because he doesn’t stop staring at me. Three nights it’s been like this, and even though he hasn’t been at one of my tables the past two, I can see what he’s ordered. Madeleines. Every time.

That first night, when we met and he ordered something ‘not on the menu,’ I swear I thought I was going to burst into flames from the way he was looking at me. It’s the same way he’s staring at me now—like I’m the dessert he really wants.

I can’t say I haven’t thought about it. He looks like he shouldn’t be real. Dark hair, gorgeous blue eyes, and a jaw with just the right amount of stubble. He was hard when he left the other night and made no effort to hide it. The thought that he went home and thought about me, touched himself until he came with my name on his lips…My body warms up just thinking about it.

Since then, I’ve thought about him a lot. I’ve thought about what it would be like to talk to him again, to ask him why he’s watching me. In another fantasy, we don’t say anything. Unless you consider moaning to be saying something. I glance over at his table again, and he’s looking right at me. I blush because I just imagined him pulling me into his lap, silencing me with a kiss, and making me ride him.

God, I’m wet just thinking about it.

Daniel gives me a slow smile, and my stomach drops. There’s sin in that smile. The promise of heat and pleasure and oh god yes. I’ve never had anything like this—a total stranger gives me a smile and suddenly I’m ready to fuck him. What is wrong with me?

While I’m watching, he slips his hand under the table, and I see the slow, steady movement of his hand. A surge of wetness goes straight to my pussy, and I turn away. He’s touching himself. Here. In front of everyone. I clench my hands into fists, trying to fight the arousal that’s taking over my body. It shouldn’t be hot, but it is. The fact that he wants me so much he’s willing to risk masturbating in a public place.

Glancing at my tables, they don’t look like they need anything. Good. I need a minute. The bathroom is filled with nothing but the sound of the fifties music they play to match the vibe of the restaurant, but I check to make sure that I’m alone anyway. I am. Shutting myself in a stall, I’ve barely got the door locked before my hand is under my skirt. I shove it beneath my tights and panties—There’s no time to be graceful.

I’m so wet that my fingers slide across my clit, barely able to stroke it it’s so slick. I shove a finger inside, keeping a thumb on my clit. He’s done nothing but look at me, and I’m already so close. Already shaking with need. I add a second finger and pump faster. I need this, and I need it now.

He’s thinking about me. Right now he’s at that table, his hand on his cock, and he’s thinking about me. I can only imagine what when my mind has already run wild with the thoughts of us together. And now I can see him getting up from the table, following me in here. He’d look himself in here with me, and press me against the door, exploring my ass with my hands. Then, pulling down my tights and underwear, he’d slide into me from behind, fucking me into this flimsy door until I’m screaming so loud that the entire place can here.

Oh god, I’m there. My orgasm hits me, rushing through in one brutal burst, and I bite my lip to keep from crying out. Bracing myself against the door of the stall, I try to catch my breath. I fix my skirt, pulling my hand back, sticky with my juices. My tights are wet, and I’m glad my shift is almost over. This wasn’t enough. Not nearly enough, and I want to go home so I can ride my vibrator until I’m satisfied. The door to the bathroom opens, and I exit the stall quickly, washing my hands.

I need to check on my tables—I’ve already been gone long enough.

But the second I exit the bathroom his eyes are on me. They travel the length of my body, and slowly a wolfish smile comes to his face. He knows. I don’t know how, but he knows. Oh god. I blush bright red, quickly looking away and moving out of his line of vision. My tables keep me busy, and I make sure that I don’t look in his direction for the rest of the night. But the longer I think about it, the less embarrassed I am. Why should I be embarrassed? It’s not something I’ve done before, but that doesn’t make it wrong. And I hope that the thought of me touching myself like that makes him just as hot as I was. Just as desperate.

I make a decision—I’m going to do it. But I won’t beg. If he wants me, he can have me. He just has to make the first move.


DANIEL




She’s more daring than I thought. Last night Maddy surprised me. She came out of the bathroom flushed and panting, and to anyone who was paying any attention, it would have been obvious what she had been doing. I felt that primal urge to take and to claim, and gave her a smile that shows her I know precisely what she did and how much she’s affected by me.

Even though she’s daring, she was embarrassed. She’s new to this game, and not used to playing it where so many can see. That’s all right—I have plenty of time to teach her. When I got home, I couldn’t wait, pulling out my cock and stroking it until I came, imagining that scene in the bathroom. Did she say my name? Did she cover her mouth so she wouldn’t get caught? How wet was she?

I had planned to take more time. To keep pursuing her at a distance until she was desperate. But I can’t wait anymore.

Tonight as I walk into the restaurant, the hostess gives me a knowing look. They all probably know why I’m here, and I don’t care. I hold out a fifty-dollar bill. “Seat me in Maddy’s section please.”

She hesitates, not yet taking the money. “I’m not supposed to do that.”

I add another fifty, and the best smile I can manage. “Please.”

She glances around, making sure no one’s looking at her before she takes the money. “All right. Follow me please.”

To my amusement, she seats me at the same table I sat at with Paul. It’s a good table, and I have a perfect view of the doors to the kitchen. I haven’t seen Maddy yet, but when she comes out, she’ll be right in my line of vision.

I can feel it in the air: tonight is the night I taste her.


MADDY




The minute I see him I know that tonight is going to be different.

He’s sitting at that same table—the one where we met. No more staring tonight. We’re going to speak, and something in my gut tells me that we’re going to do more. Whoever said you get butterflies in your stomach was an idiot. I don’t have butterflies. I have a hurricane.

His gaze moves up and down my body as I approach, and I swear that I can feel it.

“Daniel,” I say. He told me to call him that. Goodness knows that I’ve called him that enough in my fantasies.

“Maddy.” He says my name with a smirk.

“We’ve seen a lot of you.”

He pushes the menu towards me like he doesn’t need it. And he doesn’t. We both already know what he’s going to order. “Seems I’ve found a sudden taste for dessert.” His words are so sincere that I might have believed him, except for the fact that he’s staring at my breasts.

Two can play at that game. I stare at Daniel’s lap, at the bulge straining from his pants. “In that case, what can I get for you?

“You know what I want.” His voice is filled with dark need, and it sends heat racing up to my cheeks and down to my clit.

“Right,” I say. “Madeleine.” The air between us goes still, and I swallow. “Madeleines.” Neither of us misses the mistake, or what it means.

I don’t meet his eyes because if I do, I might spontaneously combust. Looking at him isn’t necessary to feel the lust pouring off him. “Should I surprise you again?”

“You already did last night.”

My tongue darts out to wet my lips—a nervous habit I can’t seem to break—and I know how it will look to him right now. “I’ll see what the chef can come up with.”

I walk away before he can call me back, my heart racing. There’s no way to explain what’s happening. I’ve never had this kind of…desire for a stranger. I rip off the order sheet from my notepad and clip it to the spinner. “Madeleines again.”

“Oh my god,” Rosa says. Rosa is the head pastry chef, and she’s been following the saga of the madeleines. She’s British and doesn’t pull punches. “He’s back again?”

“Yeah.”

She leans out over the counter, looking at me. “Bloody hell, you look terrible.” Tearing the order slip off the rack, she snorts. “Will you just fuck him already so I don’t have to keep thinking of new ways to prepare freaking French cake?”

“You think I should?” So much of me wants to, but I don’t know anything about him. Can I really just have sex with a complete stranger?

“We’ve all done it one time or another.”

I grin at her, “You slept with a customer.”

“The stories I could tell you. But I won’t, ‘cause I don’t want to spoil your pure little ears. Now get out of my kitchen, and I’ll try to find some blueberries for Mr. Fuckable.”

I laugh, “You shouldn’t call him that.”

“Oh yes, I should. Have you seen him? If you don’t want him, tell him I’m happy to have a go.”

Jessie, the hostess, intercepts me on the way out of the kitchen. “Hey, are you okay?” She asks me.

“I’m fine, why?”

Her brow furrows. “That man, the hot one who’s been coming in for days. He paid me to seat him in your section. I know we’re not supposed to do that, but he was very insistent.”

“I’m getting that idea,” I say sarcastically. “Don’t worry. I’m fine.”

“Okay.” She sounds relieved, though I’m going to speak to him about that.

It’s not long before the madeleines are ready and I’m delivering them to his table.

“Thank you.”

“Why me?” I ask. I have to know.

Daniel folds his hands together on the top of the table, studying me. “Have you ever seen anything, and you knew instantly that you wanted it?”

Yes. Yes, I have.

“In case I wasn’t making myself clear,” he says, “I want you.”

“But why?”

He smirks, “Do I need a reason? Other than that just looking at you makes me hard.” He takes a bite of the madeleine with a sound of satisfaction. “I can’t control my imagination when I see you. I’ve imagined a hundred different variations, and every one of them ends up with you screaming my name.”

There’s that heat again, and my heart picks up its pace. God, I want that. “Don’t tip me tonight.” The words fall out of my mouth quickly.

“Why not?”

“Because I’m not for sale,” I say. “And I want you to know that anything that happens between us isn’t because of money. Like the money you paid Jessie to seat you here. She told me.”

Daniel nods. “Okay, no tip.”

“I’ll leave at eleven. You can meet me outside.”

He’s smiling at me, amused. “I’ll see you then.”

“Good.” I turn my back on him, satisfied that I can ignore him until the end of my shift. But it’s difficult. My mind keeps spinning to what might happen, and the possible different ‘variations’ that he’s imagined. By the time the end of my shift comes, I’m bouncing on my feet, ready to leave. Rosa notices. “You going to meet him?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Her booming laughter follows me out the door. The night outside is cool and damp. It rained earlier, and the streets are shining. The air is just cold enough for me to see my breath.

“Maddy.”

Daniel is leaning against the side of the building, illuminated by the street lamp. His long coat makes him look like a detective right out of a noir film. I guess that makes me the femme fatale. “Hi.” I’m not exactly sure how this is supposed to work. “I’ve never done this before. With a patron.”

I can see a shadow of his smirk in the darkness. “I figured. There’s a first time for everything.”

He snakes a hand around my waist, pulling me against his body. The other hand roams, sliding across my side and down my ass. He’s so confident, never hesitating in the way he’s touching me, and I know he’s thought about exactly what he wants to do. “You pictured this?”

“Something like it.”

“Tell me?”

He puts his mouth next to my ear, “I’d rather show you.”

“Yes.” I’ve barely registered the word when he’s pulling me around the corner, down into the alley next to the restaurant. We’re just far enough in that someone could see if they were looking. The light from the lamp still reaching us, barely. I’m pressed into the wall by his body, heat coming through his clothes. His hands are on my thighs, tracing upward, pulling up my skirt.

“This skirt,” he says. “If it can even be called that. Bend over, and you’d be on display.”

The picture fills my head, bending over that table in the restaurant while he flips up my skirt. I feel my wetness increase. Right through my tights. His hand reaches the apex of my thighs, and I gasp. “Oh, you’re a naughty girl.” He can feel the dampness of the fabric. “Did you do this for me?”

I dared myself this morning. What would happen if I didn’t wear any underwear? What would he think? “Yes.” It comes out as a whisper.

Daniel strokes me through the thin barrier of my tights, and I moan. My body responds to him, flooding with pleasure at his touch and suddenly I’m bursting with need. There’s a hint of a smile in his tone. “How attached are you to these tights?”

He touches my clit again, and my hips jerk outward, trying to get closer to him. Fuck the tights; I need him to go faster. “Not at all.”

“Good.” He grabs my tights and rips, exposing me to the open air. He hands me a condom while he undoes his pants. “Put it on me.”

I do. Oh god. I can’t see him in the dark, but touching him, he’s huge. I don’t think I’ve ever taken something that big. As soon as it’s on, he spins me to face the wall, cock pressing against my now bare ass. “I pictured this,” he says, breath hot in my ear, “taking you hard and fast from behind, tights shredded.”

My pussy convulses, and he’s not even inside me. I can feel everything, the scrape of the brick on my palms, and the hardness of my nipples against the fabric of my bra. He guides himself to my entrance, circling my hips with his arm. “Do you want me to fuck you?”

“God, yes.”

He slams into me in one stroke, and I cry out. Pleasure and fullness and it’s so much at once I almost come. Daniel groans, plunging into me with wild speed. Every stroke in fills me up, and it’s delicious. My knees feel like jelly, and I know the only thing holding me upright is the cock that’s fucking me. I’m helpless to stop it—I don’t want to. This is what I’ve spent hours thinking about, dozens of orgasms with my vibrator, and none of them felt as good as having him inside me.

The back door to the restaurant opens, and we both freeze. It’s Rosa, taking out the last of the night’s trash to the dumpster further down the alley. Daniel thrusts into me again, and I can’t help my moan.

“Shh,” he’s laughing, “I think two is enough of a party.”

He presses into me deeper, and I bite my lip to keep from crying out. At this point I don’t even think I’d care. Let the whole world know I’m fucking a stranger. He keeps going, drawing out to the brink with excruciating slowness before pushing in to the hilt. And oh my god, that place he hits when he’s deep in me…I’m seeing…not stars. Suns. Bigger and brighter and with far more heat.

The back door closes, and Daniel lets loose. He holds me against him, pounding into me with savage speed. I can barely catch my breath, pleasure drawing me up and away. His fingers reach down, circling my clit, timing it with his thrusts, and everything breaks over me like a wave. I’m writhing between him and the wall, the scratch of the bricks on my skin further overloading my senses. The pleasure bursts up and out, blooming through me, and for a second I can’t see anything. My pussy floods and I can feel it dripping down my legs.

I squeeze down on him, muscles convulsing, and he groans as he goes over the edge. His few last strokes sending little quakes of brightness along my nerves. Then we’re both breathing in the silence, and the night seems loud. I turn back to him, leaning against the wall.

“All that and you haven’t even kissed me yet.”

Daniel’s lips crash onto mine, still tasting of the blueberries in the Madeleines. The way he traces my lips with his, tangling with my tongue, opens up a whole new torrent of arousal. I find myself arching into him, and I know that if we don’t get out of here I’m going to make him take me again. “There better be more where that came from,” I say in the space between our kisses.

“There is.” His voice reflects back the same need that I feel. “Your place or mine.”

“Yours. And it better not take too long to get there.”

“Don’t worry, madeleine” he smirks. “I’ll keep you occupied.” Daniel tugs on my hand, pulling me out onto the street where he can hail a cab. All I can think right now is that I’ve never been so glad to share my name with a fucking cake.


DANIEL




The ride back to my apartment seems short. I pay the cabby extra to ignore everything he hears coming from the back seat, and so my fingers are inside Maddy. I keep my lips on hers to cover the moaning, but she comes twice. With the length of that skirt and her ruined tights, I have no doubt that she’s staining the seat.

My lips are at her ear, and I’m whispering to her, everything I’ve imagined us doing together. Her lips are so sweet, and I have plans for them. Since that first night, there’s been an overly large supply of honey in my house just waiting for this use. “I want you to get on your knees and suck honey off my cock before I lick it out of that sweet cunt of yours. I want to have spread out naked in front of me while I feast on you, making you coming in my mouth before I fuck you again.”

Her pussy clenches around my fingers, and I smile. She likes what she hears. I barely remember paying the fare, only that we’re suddenly at my door, stumbling together into my apartment. “I like the place,” she says, eyes still glassy from her orgasms in the cab. She drops her bag to the floor, and her shoes are next, followed by the rest of her clothing piece by piece. Her ass is just as sweet as I imagined, shaped perfectly to be grabbed and spanked. She turns and looks at me, consciously pushing her tits together. I can’t take my eyes off them, creamy skin and pink nipples reminding me of a strawberry sundae. I want my mouth on them. I want my cock between them.

Maddy looks at me expectantly. “I didn’t come here to talk.”

I shed my coat and shoes, unbuttoning my shirt as she watches. I’m proud of my body—I work hard to maintain it so that I can have women look at me the way she’s looking now: like she’d like to run her tongue along my abs. I wouldn’t mind.

Undoing my belt for the second time tonight, I drop my pants. Just like Maddy, I’m going commando, and the look on her face as she gets the first real look at my cock is priceless. I stroke it a couple of times, more than ready to be inside her again. “Like what you see?”

“Do you?” she fires back.

I pull her to me by the hips, giving into the temptation to taste her skin. Her tits are a perfect weight in my hands, and her nipples harden in my mouth. I suck them, one after the other and back until they’re swollen and an even deeper pink.

“That’s better than an answer,” she says.

I squeeze her breasts together, watching her eyes flutter closed. “I’ve thought about fucking these.”

Maddy smiles a full, seductive smile that makes my balls tighten in anticipation. “You’ve thought about a lot of things. I think something about honey?”

“I did, didn’t I?”

I pull her further into the apartment, into the kitchen where my jars of honey are on the counter. Maddy grabs one before I do. She sinks to her knees, and my breath draws in short. The sight of her in front of me is exactly what I thought of, and the reality is that much better. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

I nod, watching as she opens the lid, grabs my cock, and plunges it into the honey. I’ve never felt anything like that. The honey is cool and smooth, slick across my skin. It’s dripping off my cock and onto the floor, and Maddy opens her mouth beneath it to catch the stray drops. It sends a shock of arousal through me, and I didn’t think I could get any harder.

I’m wrong.

She takes the tip of me between her lips, and I watch the honey pool on her skin. The sound from her throat makes me go blind with lust, and I have to fight everything in me to keep still, to not fuck deep into her mouth and claim her throat. Letting her go slowly is sweet torture. Maddy’s tongue is everywhere, teasing the head of me and dragging downwards to the base, licking the honey from my skin and drawing delicious circles on her way back to the tip.

My hands are in fists, nails biting into my skin. It’s so fucking good. Every muscle in my body is locked, fighting to make it last, to hold it in. Maddy’s mouth closes over me, and just like I said I wanted, she sucks. Each time she takes me a little deeper, each time drinking a little more of the sweetness off my cock until she’s taken all she can.

Her tiny mouth is full of my cock, and I was right—the picture of her looking up at me with those berry lips wrapped around it is fucking glorious. She bounces her head up and down my length, tongue dancing in patterns I can’t figure out. The honey is gone, and I know that I’m not going to last much longer. I’m guessing that Maddy knows it too since her eyes are practically sparkling with mischief.

Without warning, she drives her mouth onto me pulling back with one long, slow suck. Fast and slow, fast and slow, fast and slow, she’s pulling strands of pleasure out of me, and I’m going to come. Her mouth is a tide, and I keep getting a little closer. I give in. I reach out, grasp her hair, pulling her onto me faster. I need this—can’t think of anything else, can’t even see. My whole world narrows to the feel of her mouth on me and god—

I come. Searing heat blazes down my spine, consuming me, and lighting me up and pouring out of me straight into Maddy’s mouth. I’m thrusting into her, and each gush outward feels like heaven. My cock jerks, but she keeps sucking, drawing that sweet pleasure out of me until I’m suddenly empty. Gasping.

Maddy makes a satisfied sound as she lets me go, deliberately licking her lips. I see her swallow. My god, I’m never going to forget that sight. She gives me a sexy smirk. “Honey and cream. I wonder what that reminds me of.”

I find I still can’t speak, totally mesmerized just by watching her. She scoots back on her knees, grabbing the honey again. “I remember what else you said you wanted.”

The honey cascades down her skin, flowing over the smooth skin of her stomach and further. Fuck. I’m already hard again. I watch as the golden liquid soaks her pussy, and my mouth waters. It’s exactly what I pictured that first night, and I fall to my knees in front of her. There’s nothing more important at this moment than tasting her. I lick the sweetness from her skin, moving downward.

Fuck, she tastes better than I ever thought she could, the rich flavor of woman mixed with the sweetness of honey. I’m harder than I’ve ever been in my life, my cock screaming to take her again. Maddy moans, arching up into my mouth, and I tease her with my tongue. I draw shapes in the honey, the thickness of it making every motion a slow drag across her skin. Sealing my mouth over her entirely, I dip my tongue inside her, feasting just like I said I would. Her hips grind into my face, and I push right back, lapping every last drop of her honey and cream.

I pull back, sucking her clit deep into my mouth, grazing it with my teeth. I love the sounds she makes when I tease her—little breathy noises that are just begging me to keep going, not to stop. She doesn’t have to worry there. I’m going to eat her until I’m satisfied, and I’m not sure I’ll ever have enough of this taste.

I devour her with long, sweeping strokes, and I can tell she’s getting close. Maddy’s hips move along with my tongue, and she has a hand in my hair pulling me closer. “Daniel,” she says, her voice ragged with need, “Please.” Her body is shaking, and I don’t stop, working in circles around her clit. She keeps begging me, asking me to please please please make her come. How can I ignore that? I close my lips over her, sucking with everything I have. Maddy comes, a new rush of juices flowing into my mouth, and I drink every bit. I’m going to have dreams about the way she tastes. So fucking delicious.

I lick her through her orgasm, loving the way her body spasms, arching off the floor. She shudders, gasping and relaxing onto the floor. “Fuck.” Her chest is heaving in air, and her tits are swaying with the movement. I want to see just how much they’ll bounce while I’m fucking her. I didn’t get that chance last time.

“We might have to take a shower,” I say. “Wash all this off.”

“That’s one idea.” She’s looking at the ceiling, still trying to catch her breath.

I climb up her until our faces are even. “What’s the other?”

Maddy raises an eyebrow. “I didn’t think I’d need to say it.”

“Maybe you do.” I kiss her, and I hope she tastes herself on my lips. I hope it makes her wet. With the way I’m going to fuck her? She’s going to need it.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom,” She says. “We’ll see if you still want the shower.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”


MADDY




We don’t make it to the shower.

I knew we wouldn’t. There’s no way the two of us were going to be in the same space as a bed and not fuck. Even with half a dozen orgasms between us there’s still too much tension. Too much raging need.

I fall back onto the bed, and Daniel comes with me. His lips are on my neck, and I love the feeling of him sucking on my skin. So erotic and intimate. He reaches, fumbling in the drawer by his bed for the condom. I don’t even know how he gets it on—I’m distracted by the way licking my breasts, sucking and nibbling until they’re hard points, almost painful in their pleasure.

But then he’s at the entrance to my pussy, and I forget everything else. Daniel’s eyes are dark with lust, and the way he’s bending over me getting ready to fuck sends heat barreling through my veins. His body is gorgeous, and there’s a tiny part of my mind that wants to stop and explore him. Trace all the ridges of muscle that I didn’t even know someone could have. See what spots making him gasp and shudder. And yet, I know what’s coming next, and that part of my mind can fuck off for a while because I’m not missing how exquisite this feels.

He pushes my legs wide, pushing in slowly. The way I’m stretched makes him feel that much bigger, and heart picks up. Breath comes in short gasps, and my body is so ready, so on edge, that I think I might come by the time he gets all the way inside me.

“You feel better than I even imagined.” He says, voice husky and low. It doesn’t even make sense, given the fact that his cock is halfway inside me, but I blush. My face flames hotter the rest of me, and he smirks. “I like that I can make you blush.”

“I’d rather you made me do other things.”

Daniel raises an eyebrow. “Would you?”

He thrusts the rest of the way in so our bodies are pressed together, and my breath goes short. I’m already on the edge. I’ve come so many times that my body doesn’t want to wait. It’s craving pleasure like it’s starving.

“How was that?” He asks softly.

I manage to open my eyes and find him watching me, “More.”

“More what?” He smiles, and I moan, squirming on his cock.

“More of you.”

Daniel moves his hips in a small circle, sending eddies of pleasure spiraling out through me. “Madeleine,” he says, “I need you to tell me what you want.”

I groan, trying to find words through the haze of incoming pleasure. “Fuck me,” I beg him, “For god’s sake. Fuck me, please.”

He does.

He slams into me, and I explode. The orgasm fractures across my body and I cry out, hands fisting in the sheets just for something to hold on to. I’m not in control of myself anymore, my body moving on its own, possessed by pleasure. It wrings me out and leaves me limp, but there’s still more. Daniel is fucking me, my whole body rocking with every stroke, tits bouncing up and down. It’s so hard and so deep that I feel another impossible orgasm forming. This one is different. I can sense how big it is, an entire storm of pleasure gathering to crash down on me.

Daniel spreads my legs as wide as they can go, and I moan. I can’t stop moaning. There isn’t anything coherent left. Just the delicious feeling of him inside me, and that bright, indescribable pleasure. I’m swimming in it. It feels like forever. I’m not over the edge but hovering just this side of it. Oh god yes please don’t stop please yes yes yes!

I go rigid, climax pouring over me like a tidal wave. I think I might be screaming if I have a voice. Oh god, it feels so good. Waves of pleasure are rushing from my clit up through my body to my brain. I let it take me, give over control. It rushes up, out, and through. I am consumed.

Daniel grunts his own orgasm, and I can feel him on top of me. He’s saying my name, and I feel the bursts of pleasure like thunder rolling through me as he finishes. I’m pulled against him, pressed against his skin. He’s breathing hard too, and it’s the sound of it that brings me back. “Fuck,” I mutter, my throat scratchy.

I can feel his laughter rumble through his chest. “I like that response.”

“I can’t think of anything else,” I say. I close my eyes, breathing into him.

His hands stroke down the side of my body, lazy and soothing. There’s amusement in his tone. “Still want that shower?”

I think I laugh. “Maybe. But I think I just need to…lay here for a second.”

“I thought I was the one who was supposed to fall asleep.”

“Your fault,” I sigh, feeling suddenly more relaxed than I can remember, and sleepy. “You shouldn’t be so good at fucking.”

His laughter lulls me into sleep.
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I smell coffee when I wake up.

My hair is still damp from the early morning sex-filled shower I took a little while ago. I roll over to find the bed empty and a clock that tells me it’s almost noon. Wow.

Getting out of bed, I realize that my clothes are in the living room. I head towards the kitchen and the smell of coffee. The floor is clean of all the honey we used. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to eat honey again without blushing. Daniel is leaning against the bar, coffee in front of him and paper spread across the counter. He’s shirtless, and I take a moment before he’s noticed me to look at him. I wish I could take a picture of this image. Just looking at it would make me think of every naughty thing we did last night.

He looks up and spots me, an instant smirk appearing. “That’s quite a good morning,” he says, eyes devouring me.

“My clothes were out here.”

“Yes they are,” he says, pointing to the coffee table where my clothes are folded in a pile. “I definitely didn’t leave them out here so you’d have to come out naked.”

I raise an eyebrow, “Didn’t see enough last night?”

His eyes go dark, and I see him harden through the thin sweatpants he’s wearing. “Never.” He sees me notice his erection and smiles, “Fancy another go?”

“Tempting,” I say. “But I have to go home. I need to change for work. I need a new pair of tights thanks to you.”

He chuckles, “I won’t apologize for that.”

I pull on my clothes, a little pissed that I have to go and that I can’t fall into bed with him again and stay there all day. He walks with me to the door. “So,” I ask him, “Now that you’ve had your taste, now what?”

He doesn’t speak, instead leaning down to kiss me. It’s long and slow, dragging arousal up my body and making me seriously consider calling in sick to work. When he pulls away my body follows him, like it knows it hasn’t had enough. “I’ve never been a dessert guy,” He says. “But I think I have a sweet tooth after all.”

“Just for madeleines.”

A corner of his mouth quirks up. “Something like that.”

I wink at him as I walk out the door, and he calls after me. “You should invest in more tights. I think you’ll be having problems with them ripping.”

“So I’ll see you tonight then?”

He laughs, “I’ll see you tonight.”
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Connor

It started as a joke, my challenges. Always different, always creative. Just another way to play.

I don’t mind being asked for one. After all, it usually ends with a pretty submissive squirming under me, begging for release.

In all the years I’ve been at Club Masque, not one person has beaten my challenges. Not one.

And no one has ever come back for seconds after they fail. That is, until Ariel…

Ariel

I wanted to play with Master Connor since the moment I laid eyes on him, but I never thought it would happen. He rarely does public scenes, and from what I’m gathered I’m not his type.

But then someone tells me about his infamous challenges: something naughty that’s nearly impossible. I know this is my chance.

If I win, Connor claims he’ll give me a night of pleasure that I’ll never forget. If I fail, I’m his to do with as he pleases. But if both options end with him, how can I lose?
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