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A Last Minute Holiday

The trip had been a bitter pill from the moment his boss, Maxwell, had called him into his office, the summons delivered by a chirpy assistant whose festive sweater seemed to mock his own curdling mood personally. Jenson had been three-quarters of the way through a meticulous, almost reverent mental packing list for his long-awaited trip home to Montana. The phantom sensations were already caressing his mind: the comforting scratch of thermal underwear against his skin, the familiar weight of his worn-in boots, scuffed and molded to his feet from years of hiking through pine-strewn wilderness. He’d even pictured the exact bottle of decent, peat-smoked whiskey he planned to pick up for his dad, imagining the satisfying clink it would make against the glass as they sat by the fire, the vast, silent expanse of a snow-covered landscape just outside the window. He could almost smell the woodsmoke and the sharp, clean scent of the cold Montana air. This cherished yearly pilgrimage was more than a vacation; it was a reset, a deep, cleansing breath for a soul perpetually choked by the smog of corporate life.

Then the summons had come, an email ping that cut through his daydream like a shard of glass. The pre-holiday cheer suffusing the office had instantly transformed from a source of pleasant background hum into a grating, oppressive mockery. Cheesy carols leaked from someone’s desktop speakers, and the air, usually smelling of lukewarm coffee and photocopier toner, was now cloying with the cinnamon-and-clove scent of a cheap plug-in air freshener. Every festive bauble and length of tinsel seemed to jeer at him as he walked the plush, sound-dampening carpet toward Maxwell’s glass-walled corner suite. The office felt like an aquarium, and Maxwell was the shark, circling in his ridiculously oversized chair, a monument to his own importance. Jenson’s own reflection, distorted and grim, slid across the polished glass as he approached, a ghost haunting a party he desperately wanted to leave.

“Boston,” Maxwell had said, the word dropping into the silent, climate-controlled air of his office like a block of ice. There was no preamble, no ‘Jenson, have a seat,’ no pretense of courtesy. His boss didn’t even bother to look up from the glowing constellation of spreadsheets on his triple-monitor setup. He gestured vaguely with a manicured hand. “The Apex merger team wants a face-to-face before we break for Christmas. We need to hammer out the final details on the ground. Wheels up tomorrow morning, six a.m.”

The floor seemed to drop out from under Jenson. A cold, heavy dread, dense as lead, sank through his chest and settled deep in his stomach. He felt the blood drain from his face. “Sir,” he began, his voice sounding thin and distant to his own ears, the words struggling past a sudden tightness in his throat. “With all due respect, my flight to Bozeman is booked for tomorrow afternoon. My family… my parents are expecting me.” He pictured his mother at the airport, her face crinkling into a smile, the scent of her perfume that always smelled of home. He saw his father, clapping him on the shoulder, his grip firm and reassuring. The images were so vivid they were painful.

“The company will reimburse you for the flight change,” Maxwell had replied, the tone flat, utterly devoid of empathy. His gaze finally flicked up from his monitor, but his eyes were cold and empty, like polished stones. It was a clear, brutal dismissal. He had already turned back to the screen before Jenson could formulate another protest. “This is a nine-figure deal, Jenson. Nine figures. We need our best closer on it, not some junior associate who might get steamrolled. Don’t be sentimental. Send your family a nice hamper from Fortnum’s. Charge it to the company card.”

And that was that. The finality of it was like a door slamming shut in his face. There was no argument to be made, no appeal to be heard. He was a tool, a highly effective and well-compensated tool, and his presence was required. His vision of a white Christmas under the vast, star-dusted Montana sky, of awakening to the profound silence of a world blanketed in fresh snow, of the resinous scent of the pine tree in the living room mingling with the warm, yeasty aroma of his mother’s baking, all of it shattered. It was replaced by the grim certainty of slushy, salt-stained city streets, the dry, recycled air of another generic luxury hotel, and the forced, toothy conviviality of high-stakes corporate negotiations. He was being traded from a world of warmth and genuine connection to one of cold numbers and calculated smiles. The injustice of it burned in his throat like bile.

The first two days in Boston had been an exercise in purgatory, exactly as grim and soul-crushing as he’d predicted. A blur of sterile, interchangeable conference rooms, each one smelling faintly of industrial carpet cleaner and desperation. The coffee was a lukewarm, bitter sludge served in paper cups that softened and wilted in his hand. The conversations were a tense, circular dance of corporate jargon and veiled threats, going nowhere with excruciating slowness. He’d trudged back to his hotel each evening through frigid, whipping winds that sliced through his expensive wool overcoat and seemed to find every seam. The cold was a physical manifestation of his misery, seeping into his bones, and with each step, he felt the miles between him and home stretch into an impassable, yawning chasm. He’d call his parents, his voice hollow with forced cheerfulness, and their disappointed, loving words were like tiny daggers to his heart.

Then, at the mandatory post-meeting cocktail reception on the third and final night, he saw her at a soulless affair held in a cavernous hotel ballroom. The forced merriment was at its peak, and all Jenson wanted was to retreat to his room with a bottle of overpriced scotch from the minibar and lose himself in the oblivion of a bad movie.

The room was a vast, undulating sea of navy, charcoal, and black suits, a dreary landscape of corporate conformity. A dull, incessant murmur of shop talk hung in the air, a droning litany of profit margins and market shares, punctuated only by the nervous, repetitive clink of ice in glasses of whiskey and gin. The air was thick and stagnant, heavy with the combined smells of expensive but uninspired cologne and the faint, fishy aroma of the lukewarm hors d’oeuvres. And in the very middle of it all, a beacon in the gloom, was Libby. She was a slash of vibrant, unapologetic life in the monochrome landscape, so startlingly vivid that for a moment, Jenson thought his sleep-deprived brain had conjured her.

It wasn’t just her hair, a brilliant, sun-drenched cascade of multi-tonal blonde that fell past her shoulders and seemed to generate its own warm, effulgent light in the dim ballroom. It wasn’t just the dress, either, though it was a masterpiece of lethal simplicity, a black number that clung to a figure that was all woman, unapologetically and gloriously so. He saw the generous swell of her hips, the dramatic dip of a slim waist, and the tantalizing promise of a lush, full bust. It was her energy, a crackling, kinetic force that set her apart from the weary automatons surrounding her. W

hile everyone else wore masks of polite, practiced boredom, their faces slack and professionally pleasant, her face was alive, animated by a wry, intelligent amusement. He watched as she performed a minute, almost imperceptible roll of her eyes, a gesture of pure, unadulterated contempt directed at some pompous, blowhard analyst holding court by the bar. In that tiny, silent act of rebellion, that shared acknowledgment of the profound absurdity of their situation, Jenson felt an immediate, powerful kinship. She was not one of them. And neither, he realized with a jolt, was he.

He found his excuse, his opening, near the sad-looking, rapidly depleting shrimp cocktail display. The ice sculpture of a swan it was built around, was already beginning to weep, its elegant neck drooping in defeat. She was trying to spear a particularly stubborn, large shrimp with a flimsy plastic fork, her brow furrowed in a mock-serious expression of concentration. Her focus was so complete that she was a small, self-contained world of her own.

“They fight back when they know their fate is a dunk in watered-down ketchup,” he said. The words came out sounding rusty and unused to his own ears, a low rumble in the sea of higher-pitched chatter. He hadn’t spoken a word all evening that wasn’t about the merger.

She looked up, and the full, unshielded force of her blue eyes hit him squarely in the chest. It wasn’t a gentle impact; it was a collision. They were the impossible, brilliant blue of a high-altitude summer sky, flecked with gold and dancing with a deeply ingrained humor. A slow, languid smile spread across her full lips, a gradual sunrise that transformed her face from merely beautiful to utterly, breathtakingly captivating. “In that case,” she replied, her voice a low, melodic counterpoint to the room’s drone, “I have to admire its fighting spirit. But I’m still going to eat it.” With a final, triumphant jab, she captured the recalcitrant shrimp, holding it up like a hard-won trophy before popping it into her mouth. “Libby,” she said, after a delicate, thoughtful chew, extending a hand to him. Her fingernails were painted a glossy, rebellious red.

“Jenson,” he replied, a strange, electric tingle spreading up his arm as his palm enveloped hers. He was immediately aware of the contrast: his own hand, large and calloused, against the warmth and surprising firmness of her grip. Her skin was soft, but the handshake was all business, a confident gesture that brooked no nonsense. The connection was instantaneous and profound.

They spent the next hour, perhaps more, time seemed to warp and dissolve in her presence, leaning against a marble pillar near the edge of the room, creating their own small, secluded island in the vast ocean of suits. The pillar was cool against his back, a solid anchor in the swirling chaos. They talked about everything and nothing, the conversation flowing with an ease he hadn’t experienced in years. They dissected the absurdity of these corporate mating rituals, the particular, soul-destroying awfulness of hotel coffee, and their fervently shared desire to be literally anywhere else in the world at that moment. The mundane topics became charged with a sparkling wit, each observation a volley in a delightful game.

He learned she was on the marketing side of the Apex team, a creative mind force-fed into a corporate machine, and she’d been just as thrilled as he was to have her holiday plans, a ski trip to Verbier, unceremoniously torpedoed for this last-minute summit. “They told me it was a synergy-building exercise,” she’d said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “I’m pretty sure that’s just corporate-speak for ‘we own your holidays now’.”

With every shared, throaty laugh that escaped her lips, with every fleeting, electrifying moment her knee brushed against his thigh as she shifted her weight, the sterile, soulless function room began to feel charged with a potent, intimate energy. The dull background noise of the party, the clinking glasses and forced laughter, faded away into a distant, irrelevant hum. It was just her voice, a low, melodic instrument laced with the rich, warm tones of genuine laughter, and the captivating way her sky-blue eyes held his, promising a world of wit and interest that existed far beyond the barren landscape of balance sheets and revenue projections.

By the time they found themselves seated across from each other in the dim, quiet intimacy of the hotel bar, the pretense of the work event had dissolved completely, shed like an uncomfortable suit jacket. They were no longer Jenson, the closer from Sterling Corp, and Libby, the marketing guru from Apex. They were just a man and a woman, pulled together by a current of undeniable, elemental attraction that was as powerful as it was unexpected. He was nursing his second beer, a local craft lager that was surprisingly good, but he was barely tasting it.

His attention was wholly consumed by her. He was watching the way the low, moody light caught in the multifaceted gold of her hair, creating a halo effect. He traced the faint, perfect pink crescent her lipstick had left on the rim of her martini glass, a small, intimate mark of her presence. He found himself acutely, obsessively aware of every minute detail about her: the delicate, silver chain that lay against the pulse point of her neck, the way her earrings, small silver hoops, gently swayed when she tilted her head, the quiet, satisfied sigh she let out after a long, cool swallow of her drink.

Jenson threw back his glass, draining the last of the lukewarm lager in one long swallow. It did little to cool the insistent, simmering heat that had been steadily building in the pit of his stomach for the last hour. Across the small, scarred-wood table, Libby did the same with her martini, mirroring his action. She placed the empty, elegantly shaped V-glass down on the coaster with a decisive, resonant click that seemed to echo in the sudden silence. The silence that fell between them wasn’t empty; it was thick and heavy, laden with unspoken words and the electric hum of palpable anticipation. She looked at him, her blue eyes dark and impossibly direct in the dim, forgiving light of the bar. Her lips, full and still faintly glistening, curved into a knowing, deeply flirty smile that sent a powerful jolt straight to his groin. It was a smile that was both an invitation and a challenge.

“I think,” Libby began, her voice a low, velvety purr that seemed to vibrate right through the wood of the table and up into his bones, “that we’re both thinking the exact same thing.” She leaned forward, a slow, deliberate movement that caused the soft neckline of her black dress to dip, offering a tantalizing, shadowy glimpse of the soft swell of her breasts nestled together. She reached across the table and placed her hand on his knee, her fingers warm and startlingly confident against the rough denim of his jeans. Her thumb began to trace a slow, deliberate circle, a simple touch that was like a lit match to a tinderbox of dry kindling. His entire nervous system lit up. “So why don’t we just lose the whole facade, stop pretending this is going anywhere but one place, and go up to my room?”

Jenson let out a soft, sharp chuckle, a sound of profound relief and sheer, unadulterated desire. It felt as if a pressure valve had been released inside his chest. In that single instant, the entire miserable, infuriating trip, the canceled family Christmas, the icy wind that felt like a physical assault, the soul-crushing, circular meetings, all of it faded into a distant, gray insignificance. It had all been a long, dreary prelude to this singular, electrifying moment, to this incredible, surprising woman. His deep-seated bad mood, the cloud of resentment that had followed him for three days, evaporated as if it had never been, replaced by a thrumming, vibrating excitement that sang through his veins.

He had arrived in Boston hating everything about it, despising the inevitable dirty snow and the biting, damp cold that seemed to creep into his bones and stay there. But Libby, with her bright blonde hair that smelled faintly of vanilla and citrus, and those incredible, lush hourglass curves that his hands were positively itching to explore, made every single second of the brutal ordeal not just bearable, but absolutely, unequivocally worthwhile.

He didn’t need to answer her with words. His body had already responded. He simply placed his own hand over hers where it rested on his knee, lacing their fingers together in a gesture that felt both possessive and promissory. He stood up, tugging her gently with him. She rose with a fluid grace, her hand still holding his. The short journey from the bar to the elevator was a dizzying blur of heightened, overloaded senses: the intoxicating cloud of her perfume, a complex scent of warm vanilla, sharp citrus, and something else, something musky and uniquely her; the soft, expensive whisper of her dress against the fabric of his trousers; the insistent, warm press of her hip against his as they walked in perfect, unspoken sync.

The elevator ride was a silent eternity of the most exquisite, unbearable tension. The polished bronze doors slid shut with a soft hiss, encasing them in a small, mirrored box, a private world suspended between floors. He could see their reflection, a portrait of pure, impending carnality: him, tall and dark, looking down at her with an expression of undisguised, primal hunger on his face; her, looking up at him from under her thick lashes, her lips slightly parted in anticipation, her eyes blazing with a shared, unwavering purpose. The air was so thick he could almost taste it, a heady, potent cocktail of expensive gin from her martini, her intoxicating perfume, and the raw, animal scent of pure, undiluted lust. The quiet, melodic ding announcing her floor was the loudest, most jarring sound he’d ever heard, shattering the spell only to promise a more potent one to come.

Once they were safely inside Libby’s hotel room, the very moment the heavy door clicked shut behind them, the atmosphere shifted, thickened. The lock engaging was a definitive sound, sealing them off from the rest of the world. The entire universe outside that door, the merger, Maxwell, Montana, Christmas, ceased to exist. Libby let out a long sigh of pure relief and kicked off her high heels, the motion casual and yet incredibly sensual. The shoes landed with two soft, muffled thuds on the plush, beige carpet. She turned to face him, and the playful, flirty coquette from the bar was gone, replaced by something hotter, sharper, more predatory. In the soft glow of the single bedside lamp she’d switched on, her features were cast in shadow and light, making her look dangerous. The room was standard corporate chic, inoffensive, abstract art bolted to the walls, a king-sized bed dominated by an absurd number of decorative pillows, but in her presence, it transformed into her lair, her territory.

Before he could fully process the seismic shift in her demeanor, she closed the small distance between them in two purposeful strides. Her hands came up, not to his shoulders or his chest, but to the collar of his button-down shirt. She took hold of the starched fabric, her knuckles deliberately brushing the sensitive, stubbled skin of his neck, and pulled his mouth down to hers. There was no hesitation, no tentative exploration, no gentle testing of the waters. It was a deep, violently passionate kiss that was both a claim and a demand, a full-scale invasion. Her lips were impossibly soft but firm with intent, her tongue sweeping into his mouth with an intoxicating, breathtaking confidence, tasting of gin, olive brine, and her own unique, honeyed sweetness.

Jenson’s brain short-circuited. All coherent thought, all remnants of the man who analyzed spreadsheets and closed deals, fled his mind, obliterated and replaced by an overwhelming flood of pure, unthinking sensation. A fire ignited low in his belly, a searing heat that roared southward with alarming speed. Predictably, his cock, which had already been stirring with interest, gave a hard, violent twitch in his pants, straining painfully against the restrictive confines of his denim. A low groan was torn from his throat, a sound of surrender that he muffled against her mouth. His hands came up on pure instinct, finding her waist, his fingers splaying wide to grip her, pulling her flush against the length of his body. He could feel the soft give of her stomach and the firm, generous curve of her hips pressing into him, a perfect, maddening fit that felt like coming home to a place he’d never been.

“I hate these damn work events,” she murmured against his lips, her breath hot, ragged, and tasting of him. She pulled back just enough to look him in the eye, her pupils blown wide and dark, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath the black dress. Her hands moved from his collar, her fingers nimble and impatient as they started to work on the buttons of his shirt. Each quick, efficient flick of a button being freed was an electric touch against his skin, a tiny explosion of sensation that made his hair stand on end. “But men like you,” she whispered, her eyes boring into his, “make them… exciting.”

Her hands slid inside his now-open shirt, her palms spreading flat against his chest. Her touch was a cool, welcome shock against his heated skin, chasing away the last vestiges of the sterile hotel air. She began to explore the landscape of his torso with the focused curiosity of a cartographer in a new land. Her fingertips traced the hard lines of his pectoral muscles, glided over the defined ridges of his abs. He sucked in a sharp breath as she slid her hands further up his toned stomach, her nails scraping lightly, playfully, sending a cascade of shivers down his spine. He was a landscape she was mapping by touch, a terrain she was claiming as her own, and he was utterly, willingly lost in her exploration.

Then, her hands dipped lower, moving with a confident purpose that made his heart hammer against his ribs. Her clever fingers found the cold, solid metal of his belt buckle. The click of it being undone was loud in the quiet room. Things were moving at a speed that Jenson had never experienced, a breathless, exhilarating, terrifying rush toward a shared, primal goal. There was no coyness, no game-playing, no scripted dance of seduction. There was only a raw, mutual, unspoken need that was as frightening as it was powerfully thrilling. He didn’t mind. In fact, he welcomed it with a fierce, burning gratitude. The accumulated stress and venom of the past week, the frustration and bitter disappointment, had been coiled inside him like a venomous snake preparing to strike. This, he knew with absolute certainty, was the antidote. This was the release he so desperately, profoundly needed.

Once his belt was undone and his jeans unfastened, Libby gave a sharp tug on his waistband, pulling him toward the massive bed. She sat him down on the edge, the mattress dipping significantly under his weight. With him seated, she then stood directly in front of him, a queen surveying her subject. A slow, wicked, impossibly sexy smile touched her lips as she took the hem of her black dress in both hands. Holding his gaze with an unwavering intensity, her eyes never leaving his, she began to shimmy out of it. The fabric whispered a soft, sibilant song as it slid up her smooth thighs, over the magnificent curve of her hips, past her narrow waist. He watched, rapt, enjoying the personal show more than he could possibly articulate. His mouth had gone completely dry as he watched Libby’s dress peel away from her curves like a slow, deliberate, heart-stopping revelation.

When the dress was finally pooled in a dark circle at her feet and she stepped out of it, all he could do was stare, his breath hitched in his throat. She was wearing a matching set of black lace lingerie that was more suggestion than substance, an intricate web designed for maximum impact. A delicate, underwired bra that barely contained the lush fullness of her generous breasts, and a pair of panties so scandalously cheeky they were practically a thong, a tiny triangle of lace at the front and a mere string at the back. The stark, intricate black lace was a stunning, deeply erotic contrast against the creamy, pale perfection of her skin. She looked like a forbidden dream made flesh.

“Wow,” Jenson said, the word a breathless, inadequate puff of air. It felt wholly, laughably insufficient to capture the magnificent reality of her. “You look… incredible.”

A faint flush of pleasure colored her cheeks at the genuine awe in his voice, but her confident, knowing smile didn’t waver for a second. “I know.” She turned around, a slow, deliberate pivot, presenting him with a view that nearly stopped his heart and restarted it at double speed. She bent over at the waist, planting her hands firmly on her knees, the movement deliberate, theatrical, and utterly devastating. Her back was a graceful, tapering line that flowed down to the breathtaking swell of her perfectly round, gloriously full ass. The thin strip of black lace from her panties cut horizontally across the very top of her cheeks, doing nothing to conceal but everything to emphasize, drawing his eye to the deep, shadowed cleft between them. Slowly, hooking her thumbs into the thin waistband, she began to pull her lace panties away from her skin, inch by tantalizing, agonizing inch. He watched as they slid down her sculpted thighs and over her shapely calves until they were gone, leaving behind another small circle of black fabric on the floor.

Jenson groaned behind her, a low, guttural sound torn from the very depths of his chest, a noise he hadn’t known he was capable of making. The sight of her bare, beautiful, perfect ass, offered to him so freely and with such audacious confidence, was pure sensory overload. His cock throbbed painfully, a desperate, frantic prisoner in the loose confines of his jeans. He saw her body give a slight, responsive shudder at the sound of his groan, and the small, satisfied wiggle of her hips told him that his unvarnished reaction only turned Libby on more.

“I was hoping,” she said, her voice slightly muffled as she spoke toward the floor, the words thick with promise, before she straightened up and stepped gracefully out of the small circle of lace, “that you might be interested in fucking my ass tonight.”

The question, so shockingly direct and deliciously, wonderfully taboo, landed in the quiet, charged room like a clap of thunder. Jenson’s eyes, which had been fixated with religious devotion on her magnificent backside, flew to her face as she turned back to him. He was sure they must have grown to the size of dinner plates. His mind raced, struggling to catch up to the warp-speed reality of the situation. This wasn’t just a simple, vanilla hookup; this was an explicit invitation into a deeper, more carnal, more thrilling world. It was a test, and a glorious one at that.

“Uh… Yeah,” he stammered, the word feeling clumsy, monosyllabic, and entirely insufficient for the magnitude of the offer. His gaze dropped again as Libby, apparently satisfied with his answer, reached behind her back with practiced ease and unhooked her bra. He watched, mesmerized, as she shrugged it off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor to join the rest of her discarded clothes. Her huge breasts bounced free, heavy and full, spilling gloriously into the air. Her nipples were already hard, tight, dark pink buds that seemed to beg for the heat of his mouth.

“Good,” Libby purred, a triumphant, almost smug note in her voice. She crawled onto the vast, white expanse of the king-sized bed, her movements fluid, economical, and utterly feline. She settled into an all-fours position right in the center of the plush mattress, deliberately arching her back, thrusting her incredible ass up, and aiming it directly at him like a weapon. She looked back over her shoulder at Jenson, a curtain of her blonde hair falling over one eye, a sultry, come-hither invitation glowing in her expression. She gave her butt a provocative, deliberate little shake that made the soft, pale flesh jiggle in a way that scrambled his thoughts. “Why don’t you eat it first?”

Jenson had never in his life seen a woman take such an absolute, unapologetic, magnificent charge like this. It was breathtaking. All the usual scripts and tentative dances of seduction were thrown out the window, incinerated and replaced by this raw, honest, powerful declaration of desire. Far from being intimidating, it was refreshingly, powerfully, mind-blowingly erotic. It took all the guesswork, all the anxiety, and replaced it with pure, focused intent. It made him instantly, painfully, gloriously hard. He didn’t need to be asked twice.

He shed his unbuttoned jeans and boxers in a single, clumsy, urgent motion, kicking them aside without a second thought. He moved onto the bed behind her, a predator drawn to his willing prey, crawling on his knees until he was close enough to feel the palpable heat radiating from her skin, to smell the clean, feminine scent of her body. The sheer, unadorned beauty of the sight before him was staggering: the deep, alluring valley between her plump, perfect ass cheeks, the delicate, puckered star of her asshole nestled just below, a tiny, hidden treasure, and the glistening, pink folds of her pussy peeking out from beneath, already dewy with arousal. He sank down, his hands finding purchase on her hips, his thumbs pressing into the soft, subtle dimples just above her ass. With a gentle but firm pressure, he spread Libby’s thick ass cheeks apart, exposing her completely to his reverent gaze. Then, with a feeling that bordered on worship, he lowered his head and brought his tongue against her asshole.

She gasped as he made contact, a sharp, surprised, indrawn sound of pure pleasure. A jolt went through her body. He tasted the clean, musky, intoxicating salt of her skin. He began to lick her, starting with slow, lazy, exploratory circles all around the tight, closed bud, learning its delicate texture with the tip of his tongue. Her body reacted to his every touch as if they were connected by live wires; her hips twitched and jerked, her moans a low, continuous vibration that he could feel against his lips and cheeks. Fueled by her reactive moans, the unmistakable sounds of her pleasure, he grew bolder. He flicked the very tip of his tongue directly over the center of her, teasing the sensitive opening. He was rewarded with a sharp, violent buck of her hips and a whimpered, broken, “Oh, God.”

He let one hand roam from her hip, his fingers sliding down through the damp, soft curls of hair between her legs until he found her clit. It was a hard, slick pearl, already swollen and engorged with blood. He began to stroke her there, a steady, hypnotic rhythm in perfect time with the playful, insistent flicking of his tongue working her asshole. The dual stimulation, the push and pull of pleasure from two opposing fronts, seemed to short-circuit her entire system. This really seemed to drive Libby absolutely crazy, because her noises doubled in volume, becoming higher-pitched, more desperate, more demanding.

“Yes, baby,” shrieked Libby, her voice cracking with the sheer force of her pleasure. Her hands, which had been planted flat on the mattress for balance, clenched into tight fists, grabbing handfuls of the crisp white duvet. “Yes! Oh, fuck… harder. Please, harder.”

Jenson didn’t know if she meant his tongue or his fingers, so he correctly assumed she meant both. He ramped up his efforts, his actions losing their exploratory gentleness and becoming more demanding, more feverish, more intense. He worked her pussy and asshole faster and more insistently now, his finger circling her clit with increasing, relentless pressure while his tongue plunged and swirled against her tight, resistant rosebud. He was completely lost in the task, his entire world narrowed to the feel of her hot, writhing body under his hands, the intoxicating taste of her on his tongue, and the sound of Libby’s breathy, broken, beautiful sounds of pleasure. She was building, climbing, her whole body tightening like a bowstring being drawn taut. She was about to come, and Jenson was eagerly, greedily, selfishly awaiting it.

The climax, when it finally hit, was a full-body explosion. Her entire being reacted, seized by the overwhelming force of her orgasm. A guttural, primal scream was torn from her throat as her back arched violently, lifting her core completely off the bed in a quivering arc. The powerful spasm shot through her, her body arching and rounding again and again as wave after powerful wave of pleasure crashed through her system. Her legs shook uncontrollably, and she slammed her hips back against his face with each convulsive ripple, a mindless, instinctual need to deepen the contact. Jenson moaned against Libby’s asshole, pinning her down gently but firmly with his hands on her hips, lapping his tongue greedily against her as she rode out her violent, beautiful climax. He drank in the taste of her, a heady, potent mix of her own unique musk and the sheer, electric, metallic tang of her release.

Finally, with one last, long, shuddering sigh, Libby collapsed onto her stomach, completely boneless and utterly spent. Her beautiful blonde hair was a tangled, damp mess pushed over to one side of her head, her chest heaving as she dragged much-needed air into her lungs. For a long, silent moment, the only sound in the room was the harsh counterpoint of their ragged breathing. Jenson stayed where he was for a second longer, resting his cheek against the soft, warm curve of her ass, his own heart pounding like a drum in his chest, shaken by the intensity of what he’d just witnessed and caused.

“There’s some lube… in the nightstand drawer,” she said, her voice a husky, breathless, post-orgasmic rasp. She managed to twist her head to look at him, her eyes heavy-lidded and hazy with pleasure, but still sharp. Her gaze wandered down his body, fixing on his hard, glistening cock, which stood at rigid attention, practically vibrating with pent-up need. “If you’re ready to use it.”

He was more than ready. He felt primal, ravenous, a hunger so deep it was almost painful. He rose from the bed and found the small, unassuming bottle of lube in the drawer just as she’d said. He returned to her side and squirted a generous, shimmering helping onto the purple, crowned head and long shaft of his cock. The cool gel was a sharp, startling contrast to his burning skin. He worked it down his length with both hands until he was slick and gleaming under the lamplight. Then, he straddled her legs and applied a liberal amount to Libby’s asshole, his fingers gently smearing the gel around and into the tight, puckered opening. She moaned softly, a sound of pure anticipation, as he prepped her, her hips giving a small, involuntary lift toward his touch.

He leaned his weight over her, his chest hair brushing against the smooth skin of her back. “You want it?” he asked, his voice low and gravelly with suppressed urgency. He positioned himself, the head of his cock pressing against her rear opening, nudging, feeling the slick, stubborn resistance.

“Hell yes,” Libby breathed, and then she answered his question not with words, but with her body. She pushed her ass back onto Jenson’s cock, a deliberate, greedy, claiming movement that made him draw in a sharp, hissing breath through his teeth. There was no hesitation, no flinching. She took him. He watched, utterly transfixed, as the thick head of his cock breached her, disappearing into the tight, pink ring of her flesh. He pushed forward slowly, deliberately, watching with a kind of detached awe as he became enveloped, consumed by her tight, hot hole. The flesh stretched, yielded, swallowing up every single inch of him until he was buried to the hilt, the hair at his base pressed against her soft cheeks. It felt incredible, a sensation of scorching, encompassing heat and impossible tightness that threatened to undo him right then and there. But as amazing as the physical sensation was, it was Libby’s noises of pure, unadulterated pleasure that were what really turned him on. A low, keening moan escaped her lips as she took his full length, a sound of blissful, painful satisfaction that vibrated through her body and into his.

For a moment, they both held perfectly still, suspended in time, acclimating to the sheer, overwhelming intensity of the connection. Then, with a subtle shift of her weight, she started to gently fuck him by rocking her hips back and forth. Her movements were slow, controlled, and exquisitely, maddeningly torturous. Her ass came up, sliding tantalizingly, frictionlessly, all the way to the very tip of his cock, the broad head of his shaft scraping deliciously against her inner walls, before she slowly, achingly, sank back down, impaling herself on him once more. She arched her back, a move that tilted her pelvis forward and made her butt stick out even further, deepening his penetration and changing the angle of entry, sending a fresh, electrifying wave of fire through his veins.

“How does that feel?” Libby asked, her voice a seductive, breathy whisper. She craned her neck, her eyes finding his as she looked up over her shoulder, her expression a potent mix of sultry challenge and genuine, thrilling curiosity.

He had to clear his throat to find his voice. “Feels… fucking… perfect.” The words were gravelly, torn from deep in his chest.

Jenson took over after that. The primal need to control the rhythm, to drive into her, to possess her, was too powerful to resist. He gripped Libby firmly by her waist, his large hands easily spanning the soft, yielding skin there, and began to fuck her ass in a series of deep, slow, powerful strokes. He owned the pace now, pulling back until he was almost entirely out, the air cool on his exposed skin, then plunging forward in one smooth, deep motion, sinking himself as deep as he could possibly go. He could feel her stretching out for him with each powerful thrust, her ass becoming more used to his considerable size, the slick passage easing his way. It was a beautiful, hypnotic sight to see, his cock disappearing completely into her asshole, the pale skin of her cheeks clenching and clenching around the base of his shaft with every push. Every deliberate, punishing thrust was a lesson in brutal self-control, a desperate battle against his own spiraling desire that threatened to send Jenson screaming over the edge.

Just as he felt the delicate threads of his control beginning to fray, to snap, Libby shifted beneath him. With a small grunt of effort, she pulled herself away from his cock, the sound of their separation wet, loud, and obscene in the quiet room. She rolled onto her back with a fluid grace that belied her spent, ravaged state, her long, elegant legs going up in the air, her knees bent and held wide open in a gesture of total surrender. Her face was flushed a deep pink, her lips swollen and reddened from her earlier orgasm, her eyes bright and shining with a new, fresh wave of arousal.

“I want to finish like this,” she said, her voice firm, leaving no room for argument or negotiation. As if to emphasize her point, her fingers found their way down between her splayed legs, finding her clit and beginning to rub it with a practiced, urgent, knowing motion.

He moved between her open legs without a single word, his gaze locked on hers. He had enjoyed the raw, animalistic, dominant view of her ass, but this was just as appealing, if not more so.

This was intimacy.

This was connection.

This was personal.

He could see her face, watch her expression change with every single move he made. He sank into her waiting asshole one more time, the angle completely different now, hitting new and electrifying spots deep inside her that made his own hips buck. Libby gasped, her head falling back hard against the pillows, her eyes fluttering shut for a second as a fresh jolt of pleasure shot through her.

His gaze wandered from Libby’s exquisitely aroused expression, her gritted teeth, her furrowed brow of pure concentration, down to her fingers furiously, expertly rubbing her swollen clit. The sight of her touching herself, of her taking her own pleasure while he was buried deep inside her, was unequivocally the most erotic thing he had ever witnessed. It was a symphony of sensation, a masterpiece of mutual indulgence. Again and again, he pumped inside of her, his rhythm becoming faster, harder, more frantic, desperation creeping in as he matched the desperate, frantic tempo of her own hand. Her moans grew louder, higher, her breathing hitched and ragged. He could feel her inner walls beginning to flutter and clench around him, the tell-tale sign that she was close, so close.

He drove into her, feeling his own release building, a tidal wave of exquisite pressure at the base of his spine. After a few more frantic, blissful minutes of heavenly friction, he sank into her ass one last time, a final, deep, possessive thrust that buried him completely to the root. His back arched, a guttural, wounded roar escaping his lips as his cock twitched and pulsed violently in her tight, clenching hole, flooding Libby’s ass with a big, hot, copious stream of his cum.

Libby finished only seconds after Jenson, his powerful release triggering her own. She let out a loud series of overlapping cries, high-pitched and completely unrestrained, a sound that Jenson was sure would awaken the entire hotel floor. Her body convulsed around him, her inner muscles clenching and milking him with astonishing strength, drawing every last drop of his release from him. When she finally lowered her hand from her pussy and spread apart the slick, swollen lips, Jenson moaned as he saw how incredibly wet she was, glistening and dripping with her own arousal.

He was spent, utterly drained, a hollowed-out husk of a man, but looking at her, at the beautiful wreckage they had made of her, a new, gentler kind of desire began to stir within him. He slid out of her with a wet slick, his body heavy and sluggish. He moved up beside her on the bed. Without a word, he rolled onto his belly and lowered his head between her still-parted thighs, and started to lap at her wetness, cleaning her gently with his tongue.

Libby laughed, a breathless, surprised, delighted sound, and then groaned in pure delight as her still-sensitive, over-stimulated flesh was met with the tender warmth of his mouth. “Ah, you’re fun,” she sighed happily, her fingers tangling in his hair, tugging gently as she relaxed completely, closing her eyes as Jenson’s tongue made its way from her slick inner folds to the hard, tender nub of her clit, giving it a gentle, soothing lick.

“Fuck yes,” Jenson’s eyes looked up at hers, interrupting his new ministrations for just a moment. He couldn’t speak the words aloud, not with his mouth full of Libby’s sweet, salty cunt, the complex, addictive taste of her still coating his tongue. But as he looked up into her blissed-out, deeply satisfied eyes, he saw the exact same thought reflected there, a shared promise for the hours to come. He gave her a slow, deliberate smile before lowering his head again, fully intending to keep his silent promise.

Let’s do this all night, he thought, and for the very first time in days, he was exactly, precisely, and perfectly where he wanted to be.
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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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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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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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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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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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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.

[image: Unpublished Desires]


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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