
        
            
                
            
        

    


      
        SELENA HART

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Copyright

      

      
        Selena Hart’s Newsletter

      

      
        Dedication

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Want New Release Updates?

      

      
        Want More Stories?

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Copyright

          

        

      

    

    
      This is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Text copyright 2025 by Selena Hart

      

      All rights reserved.

      

      No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

      

      Published by Selena Hart.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Selena Hart’s Newsletter
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      "You want what?" I asked incredulously, my eyes widening in shock. Jacob's request was unexpected and caught me off guard. "A tattoo," he repeated, a determined glint in his eye. "I've wanted one for a few years now, and I've finally picked the perfect design."

      My heart sank at the thought of Jacob marking his skin permanently. He was already so handsome and didn't need any embellishment. But he seemed set on this idea.

      My mind raced with images of him covered in intricate designs, each one representing a piece of his story. But when he revealed the chosen design, my stomach twisted into knots.

      "A pirate ship with a skull head?" I couldn't hide my distaste. It was far from romantic or meaningful, and definitely not something I wanted to see during intimate moments with Jacob.

      But despite my objections, he was determined to follow through with his plan. And as much as it made me uncomfortable, I couldn't stop him from making this permanent alteration to his body.

      Our physical intimacy had become few and far between, a distant memory of when we were deeply in love. I couldn't help but wonder if Jacob was growing bored with me. He would occasionally suggest trying out new positions, ones that made me feel uncomfortable and unsure. As my first love and the one I gave my virginity to, I still couldn't shake off the innocence and naivety that came with our relationship.

      I had yet to perform oral sex or engage in anal intercourse, or any positions outside of missionary. In the beginning, he had seemed content just being with me, but now it felt as though I couldn't ignite his desire anymore.

      "Come on, Maddie," he urged. "Don't be so old-fashioned. Everyone gets tattoos."

      "Not me," I replied firmly.

      He rolled his eyes in exasperation. "No surprises there." It was clear that our once passionate and adventurous romance had dwindled into a stale routine.

      “What is that supposed to mean?”

      He swallowed and his brown eyes fell to the floor.  “Nothing,” he said.  His thick, auburn locks cascaded over his forehead in wild waves, shielding his face from me as he looked down. He sat at my parents' patio table, his muscular legs spread out as he leaned forward on his forearms. Between his large hands was a sheet of paper, the design for his tattoo that he had been working on for weeks. I reached out and gently pulled the paper free, admiring the intricate lines and details of the design.

      Maybe this was my chance to regain his interest in me. Maybe I needed to let him win this one. The tattoo design was well-executed, with bold colors and precise shading. But it was also massive. I struggled to imagine it fitting on his bicep, where he said he wanted it. Luckily, his biceps were already impressive and tanned, providing ample space for such a large piece of art. And maybe it would add an edge to his image, no longer just the handsome, preppy boy I had always known him to be.

      Perhaps this was what he wanted for himself – something different from our privileged upbringing and private school education. "I can see how it would look pretty cool on your arm," I said, trying to show my support for his decision.

      A wide, genuine smile lit up his face as he looked at me. "Does that mean you'll let me get it?" he asked eagerly.

      I shrugged, feeling a sense of nervous excitement bubble in my chest. I lowered myself to my knees in front of him, my hands reaching out to gently touch his thighs. "I'm not your mother," I reminded him, gazing up at him with a loving expression. "You have the freedom to make your own choices. And if getting a tattoo is what you want, then I will support you wholeheartedly."

      His grin widened, revealing the dimples on his cheeks that I adored. "I like seeing you in that position," he teased playfully. I couldn't help but push against him, feeling a rush of heat spread through my body. But he held onto my face with gentle hands and tilted my chin up to meet his gaze. He pressed his lips against mine in a tender kiss, causing all of my worries and doubts to melt away in an instant. This was why he was so important to me - he made me feel alive, even when I couldn't reciprocate those feelings for him.

      His lips were warm and soft against mine as his tongue slipped into my mouth. I exhaled a shaky breath through my nose, my body tingling with anticipation. His thumbs brushed against my cheeks, sending shivers down my spine. I couldn't help but melt into his touch, feeling completely lost in the moment.

      "Maybe we can try this position again soon," I whispered to him, trying to ignore the knots in my stomach. It wasn't that I didn't enjoy the idea of giving oral sex, it just felt too dirty and experienced. I wasn't used to feeling so naughty and desired.

      "Are you sure?" he asked, his eyes wide and hopeful. I nodded, hoping that I wasn't leading him into another disappointment. "Well, why don't we go upstairs and try it right now? If you want, that is."

      My heart fluttered at his suggestion and I eagerly agreed. He stood up and took my hand, leading me up the stairs to our bedroom where we could explore each other's desires without hesitation or shame.

      My parents were still away, out on a rare date night at the movies. The house was empty and quiet, except for the soft murmur of the television in the living room. With a mischievous glint in his eyes, he locked the door behind us. As soon as I turned to face him, his lips crashed onto mine with an intensity that made my head spin. His tongue explored every crevice of my mouth, igniting a fire within me.

                  I struggled to undo the button on his jeans, wanting nothing more than to feel his bare skin against mine. He nipped at my neck and let out a low groan, sending shivers down my spine. His voice reverberated against my skin, making me melt into him. Slowly, he lifted my shirt over my head and unhooked my bra with ease. My breasts exposed to him, he took each one in his hands and lowered his head to lavish attention on my nipples. The sensation made me arch my back and move my hips against his. He knew exactly what my body craved and I couldn't get enough of it. In that moment, I wanted nothing more than to give him the same pleasure he was giving me.

      He gently pulled off my khaki shorts, exposing my bare skin to the cool air. I dropped to my knees in front of him, feeling small and vulnerable as he stood tall above me. His strong hands reached for his waistband, pulling out his erect cock from his briefs while his jeans bunched around his knees. I couldn't help but stare at it - long and thick, it seemed almost too big to handle.

                  He grinned down at me and held his cock in front of my face, teasingly waving it back and forth. I couldn't contain a nervous giggle as I felt the weight of the moment - this was all so new and unfamiliar to me. As a good girl who always followed the rules, this felt incredibly naughty and wrong.

                  He placed his thumb between my lips and instructed me to suck on it. I hesitantly complied, feeling the strange sensation of a foreign object in my mouth. It felt dirty, yet strangely exhilarating. He moved his thumb in and out of my mouth, tickling my tongue with each movement. My panties were soaking wet with warm arousal, the conflicting emotions of wrongness and turn-on fueling my desire even more.

      His hot breath tickled my ear as he whispered, "Just let go." My body trembled with anticipation as I tried to relax under his touch. With closed eyes and parted lips, I felt his strong thumb massage my tongue, coaxing me to suck harder.

      My moans filled the air as he removed his thumb and pressed the tip of his cock against my waiting lips. Slowly, I opened them, eager to taste him. As he pushed inside me, a groan escaped his lips and I was met with a salty, musky flavor. He glided his hardness along my tongue, teasing me before pushing it in deeper than ever before.

      The back of my throat tightened around him as he hit it with each thrust, stretching my mouth wide with its girth. "Open those pretty eyes," he commanded, but I couldn't bring myself to do it. This was all too real, too taboo. But he persisted, urging me with words of encouragement until one by one, my eyes fluttered open. "That's it, baby," he praised. And as I looked up at him with hazy arousal, I knew there was no turning back now.

      

      His hand firmly gripped the back of my head as he thrust his hips back and forth, guiding my mouth along his thick and pulsating shaft. With each thrust, his bulbous head hit the back of my throat, eliciting a gagging sensation that I couldn't escape. It felt wrong, but I was too caught up in the moment to stop it.

      "Touch yourself for me," he commanded, but even that request felt wrong. He wasn't supposed to watch me pleasure myself. He was supposed to be the one pleasuring me.

      Yet, despite my reservations and inner conflict, my body was betraying me. My pussy throbbed with need and my clit begged for stimulation. Desperate for release, I lowered my hand down my belly and slipped it inside my panties. My middle finger found the pool of arousal waiting for it and began to circle over my swollen clit. A moan escaped my lips as I continued to pleasure myself while Jacob's cock filled my mouth.

      He reached down with one hand and took hold of my breast, squeezing and kneading roughly. His fingers found my nipple and began to roll and pinch it, sending jolts of electricity through my body.

      My resistance crumbled as I felt the familiar tightening in my core. My body shook uncontrollably as I climaxed, Jacob's cock still buried deep in my throat. He held me tight as he pushed himself deeper, letting out a guttural groan before finally releasing himself into my mouth.

      I tasted his hot load on my tongue and struggled to swallow it all, but some escaped down my chin. But even as I coughed and gasped for air, I couldn't deny the intense pleasure that coursed through me at that moment.

      He pulled back and lowered to the floor. He kissed me hard.  He licked my chin clean.  I felt dirty.  I felt different.  It still felt wrong, despite getting me off.

      “Was I okay?” I asked him.

      “You were perfect,” he said.  “Did you like it?”

      I felt naughty, but I nodded.  “I feel weird about it, though.”

      “It’s all perfectly natural,” he said.  “Plenty of other girls do these things.”

      The corners of my lips sank into a frown.  “Then why don’t you get with one of the other girls if it’s so important to you?”

      I stood up and folded my arms over my chest.  He stood with me.  “Because you’re more important to me than that,” he said.  He kissed my cheek.  “I’m sorry, Maddie.  I didn’t mean anything by it.  I only wanted you to know there was no reason to feel ashamed.”

      I sighed. “You’re right.  I’m sorry I got upset.”

      “If you don’t like it, you don’t have to do it again.  I promise.”

      I knew he was being honest, but I wondered how long it could last.  How long before he’d be tired of me.  I wanted to make him happy.  I wanted to be like the other girls that did dirty things to their boyfriends.  It just might take me some time.

      “So when are you going to get the tattoo?” I asked as we dressed ourselves.

      “Tomorrow, I think.  Why?  Do you want to come?”

      “Yes, I think so.”

      He took my hands in his and kissed the knuckles.  “I’d love to have you there.”
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      The tattoo parlor was a small, grungy shop nestled on the corner of a crowded shopping center. Its brick exterior was covered in faded graffiti and the windows were adorned with posters of intricate designs. As we sat in the parking lot, preparing to enter, I couldn't help but feel a sense of nervous excitement.

      I turned to Jacob and asked, "And they have good artists here?"

      He nodded enthusiastically. "Yeah. This girl Rosalie. I love all of her designs." With a flick of his wrist, he pulled out his phone and brought up her social media page, proudly displaying her impressive portfolio.

      As I browsed through her work, I couldn't help but be mesmerized by the bold lines and vibrant colors. But my attention was quickly drawn away by her profile picture. Rosalie exuded an edgy aura with her dark hair and body adorned with tattoos. She looked so fierce and intimidating, I couldn't even imagine someone being brave enough to talk to her, let alone have her permanently mark their skin with a needle. Yet, there was something alluring about her rebellious image that made me curious to meet her in person.

      “The tattoos are great,” I said.  “Are you sure you want one?  Really sure?”

      “I’ve thought about this for a while, Maddie.  I know what I’m doing.”

      I exhaled and we stepped out of the car.  I followed close behind Jacob as we entered the shop.  A little bell rang above the door and we were greeted by a round guy with a thick, bushy blond beard.  He had more tattoos than Rosalie.

      “Rosalie will be just a minute.  She’s finishing up with someone,” he said.  “Take a seat.”

      My gaze swept over the walls of the shop, adorned with an eclectic mix of designs and photos showcasing intricate tattoos. Each one seemed to tell a story, adding to the atmosphere of creativity and self-expression that filled the room. Behind the counter stood an array of tools and jars of vibrant inks, their colors catching the light and beckoning me closer. As someone who had never been exposed to this world before, I couldn't make sense of it all - yet, somehow, it felt strangely organized and chaotic at the same time. The energy in the air was electric and I found myself drawn in, eager to learn more about this art form that seemed to hold endless possibilities.

      “Thanks for coming with me,” said Jacob, squeezing my thigh.

      “Of course,” I said.  I hid behind my curtain of blond hair.  I felt so out of place.

      “You must be Jacob,” said a deep female voice.  I looked up and saw Rosalie drying her hands in a towel as she walked toward us.

      “Yes ma’am,” he said.

      She spat out her tongue in disgust.  “Don’t ever call me ma’am.  You’ll make me feel old.  I’m ready for you if you want to come on back.”

      We stood and followed Rosalie into the back room, hidden by a thin curtain.  On the way back, the bearded guy asked her if he could leave for lunch.

      “Sure thing,” she said. “I think I can hold down the fort while you’re gone.”  She turned to me.  “Business has been a little slow lately.”

      “Oh,” I said, unsure of how I should respond.

      “Are you getting a tattoo?  You’d look hot with one.”

      My body buzzed at her words, but I shook my head.  “No. Tattoos aren’t for me.”

      “She’s too worried about the permanence of them,” said Jacob with a laugh.  I couldn’t help feeling out of place around the two of them.

      “That’s okay,” she said.  “I was like you once too.”

      “That’s hard to believe,” I said, and she smiled.  Her dark eyes studied me for a long moment before finally turning to Jacob.  “So, you guys brother and sister?”

      “God no,” he said.  “She’s my girlfriend.”

      “Really?  She’s letting you get a tattoo even though she doesn’t like them?”  She turned over her shoulder to glance at me. Her eyes swept up and down my body, sending a shiver down my spine.  “Good girlfriend.”

      “Yeah, she’s pretty great,” said Jacob, but there was a superficial element to his voice.

      I found a chair in the corner of the crowded room and sat down.  Jacob gave Rosalie the design and she began to transfer it onto his skin.  Jacob sat upright while Rosalie sat next to him.  I didn’t like the way she was touching him.  I didn’t like that she was touching him at all.  It was soft and too tender.  Too…sensual.

      “So, you guys fuck a lot?” she asked.  Jacob looked at me and I shrugged.

      “I guess so,” I said.  “Not that it’s any of your business.”

      “You seem really timid,” said Rosalie.  “I didn’t mean anything by it.  Just making small talk.  I didn’t know if you were one of those shy types that’s really wild in bed.”

      Jacob laughed and my stomach turned.  “I guess that’s a no,” said Rosalie.

      “I sucked his cock just yesterday, but I guess he forgot about that.”  I covered my mouth quickly.  I couldn’t believe I’d just told someone that.

      “Oh really?  So you’ve done everything then?  Did you like it?  Did you swallow?”  Rosalie had her brow raised and a smirk on her cheek.

      “As a matter of fact I did,” I said.

      “I don’t believe you,” she said.  “You seem to pure and innocent.  Ever done anal?  Guys love it when you do anal.”

      “Not all guys,” I said.

      Rosalie turned to Jacob.  “Jacob, would you like it if she gave you her tight little ass to fuck?”

      Jacob was silent.  Adrenaline raced through me as I waited for his response.  Please say no.  But he swallowed and hesitated.

      “I’ll take that as a yes,” said Rosalie.

      “You know, we didn’t come in here to be lectured about our sex life,” I told her as I stood from my chair.  I was surprised by my own bravery.

      She stopped working on the transfer.  “I’m just making conversation,” she said.  “It’s fine if you don’t like to do everything.  A lot of younger girls are like that.  There’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

      “I did swallow,” I said.

      She stood from her chair and walked toward me.  “Is that so?” she asked.  Her fingers brushed my cheek and my legs quivered.  I glanced down at her chest and saw her full breasts bound by a black, strapless top.  “You interested in women?”

      “What?” I stepped back.  “No.”

      “Then why did you look at my tits?”

      “Woah,” said Jacob, turning toward us.  “Did you?  Because that’s hot.”

      “No,” I said.  “I mean, they were just…there.”

      Rosalie laughed.  “Maybe she doesn’t do much with you Jacob because she secretly likes girls.  If that’s the case, I might take her for myself.”

      My pussy ached, but my stomach was in knots.  What was happening?  We were just here to get a tattoo.  Not a lesson for the bedroom.  But Rosalie had already stepped toward me again.  “Why don’t you prove that you can swallow?  Why don’t you show me?”

      I started to protest, but my throat was tight and my lips trembled.

      “Jacob, why don’t you lean back in that chair.”  Jacob’s eyes were wide, but he did as he was told.  He leaned back and unbuttoned his jeans.  “Jakey boy got you started.  Why don’t you unzip those jeans and pull out his big, fat dick.”

      “Wh-what?”

      “You heard me.  I want to see those pretty pink lips wrap around your boyfriend’s cock.”

      “No,” I said.  “I can’t.  What if the counter guy comes back?”

      “He won’t,” she said.  “He takes an hour lunch and is always late getting back.  Does that mean you want to do it?”

      Despite my initial reservations, a small part of me was drawn to the wild and edgy nature of Rosalie. I wanted to learn from her, to be more daring and fearless like she was. As her hand caressed my cheek, I couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement and curiosity.

      Her lips met mine in a passionate embrace, causing me to gasp as her tongue explored my mouth. Her touch was electric as she traced the curves of my body over my pink tank top. Then, with a boldness that both thrilled and scared me, she lifted my shirt and ran her fingers along the exposed skin of my stomach. My shirt fell to the ground as she unfastened my bra, releasing my breasts for her to touch.

      My body responded eagerly to her touch, arching towards her as she trailed kisses down my neck and onto my bare breasts. Her hands cupped them gently, teasing my nipples with expert skill. I couldn't contain my moans as she brought me closer to the brink of desire.

      With each passing moment, I felt myself losing control in ways I never had before. My fingers tangled in her hair as I let out soft cries of pleasure. But just as I thought I couldn't take it any longer, she pulled back with a sly grin.

      In one swift motion, she removed my denim shorts and tossed them aside, leaving me standing in only sandals and a pair of cotton pink panties. In that moment, I realized that I was completely under Rosalie's spell, and I was willing to give into whatever pleasures she had in store for me.

      “Now go wrap that pretty mouth around Jacob’s huge dick.”

      My mind was a whirlwind of intoxication, my head spinning with desire. My inhibitions were gone, my moral compass forgotten. I craved the wildness, the filth that only Rosalie could provide me. I longed to be her, to experience everything she had to offer.

                  With shaky knees, I fell to the cool cement floor, my skin tingling with anticipation. My hands roamed over Jacob's thighs, eagerly searching for his zipper. The satisfying click as it slid down only fueled my fervor. All the while, Jacob's eyes were fixed on me, wide with shock and excitement. I couldn't resist biting my lip as I reached into his pants and pulled out his hardened member. It was like I needed it, like I was starving for it.

      Rosalie lowered to her knees beside me.  She stroked my hair.  “There you go,” she said.  “Now open your pretty mouth.”

      My lips parted in anticipation as Rosalie reached for his cock. The sound of his groans filled the air as she gripped it tightly, her fingers dancing along its length. She angled it towards me, and I eagerly took it into my mouth. The familiar taste of salt and musk hit my tongue, but it was quickly overpowered by the exotic scent of Rosalie's perfume. It wrapped around us like a seductive fog, igniting a primal desire within me. With each thrust of Jacob's hips, I sank deeper over his lap, taking him in as far as I could.

      "Fuck," he groaned, his hands finding their way to my head as he used me to pleasure himself. It was dirty and wrong, but with Rosalie by my side, it felt oh so right. Her hands wandered down to my breast, her fingers twisting and teasing my nipple as she watched us with darkened eyes.

      Rosalie lowered her head beside mine, her tongue darting out to lick at Jacob's balls. I couldn't believe what we were doing, sharing him between us like this. But there was an undeniable thrill coursing through me, a sense of exhilaration at being so daring and naughty. It was like we were playing some kind of twisted game, and I couldn't get enough of it

      Jacob's groans reverberated through the room, a telltale sign that he was close to release. I eagerly took him in deeper, tasting his salty essence as his hot load filled my mouth. With practiced ease, I swallowed as much as I could, determined to take in more than the day before. Yet even with my efforts, some of his release trickled out of the corners of my mouth, and Rosalie was there in an instant, lapping up every last drop. Her tongue danced across my chin and cheeks, erasing any trace of his cum. And then she pressed her lips against mine, her tongue seeking out any remaining traces on my own tongue. It was a deliciously erotic act, one we had grown accustomed to in our time together

      “You sure proved me wrong,” she said.  “I guess you’re not afraid to swallow.  Tell me, have you ever had a girl lick your pussy?”  I gasped and shook my head.  I’d never even thought about it.  “Then, I’ve got a surprise for you.”

      She gently pushed me back against the cool, rough surface of the cement floor. Her body hovered over mine as she crawled between my spread legs, her hot breath and tongue sending shivers down my spine. With a deft movement, she moved my panties aside and I felt her warm tongue touch my clit, sending a bolt of electricity through my body. A finger slid inside me, stroking me from within as I arched my back and gripped her hair in my hands.

      My innocence slipped away with each flick of her tongue and stroke of her finger, but I didn't care. All I wanted was to come for Rosalie.

      And I did. My body writhed on the cool floor as she expertly brought me to climax. The sensations were overwhelming, but the cold beneath me provided a welcome relief from the heat coursing through me.

      But then, while I lay there spent and unable to move, Rosalie returned to Jacob. I watched in a daze as she straddled his lap and leaned down to kiss him. His hands roamed over her body, caressing her curves as they made out.

      Even though I knew I should intervene, that this was going too far, I couldn't tear my eyes away. I wanted to see Rosalie's naked body, to know how someone like her would fuck someone like Jacob.

      With a deft hand, Jacob pulled off her top, revealing her soft breasts to the cool air. He massaged them gently, eliciting soft moans from Rosalie's lips. She arched her back and ran her fingers through Jacob's short hair as he suckled on her nipples.

      As their bodies swayed in rhythm, Rosalie's short skirt rode up on her hips, revealing the string of her black thong. Her tattoos peeked out from under her clothes, crawling up her thighs like vines. But it was her smooth, unmarked ass that caught my attention.

      In a swift move, Rosalie stood up and slid her panties down her slender legs, exposing her shaved pussy. She straddled Jacob once again and reached between her legs to guide his cock inside of her. With a deep breath, she lowered herself all the way down and arched her back, offering up her breasts to Jacob.

      I propped myself up on my elbows, unable to tear my eyes away from the intense scene before me. Jacob's hands gripped Rosalie's hips firmly as she rode him with wild abandon, their movements becoming more frenzied with each passing moment. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the air as they lost themselves in pleasure.

      He was about to come, but Rosalie put a stop to it.  She climbed off at the last second and bent over a nearby table.  Jacob stood up and walked behind her.  He slammed his cock into her pussy and she laughed.

      “Not there,” she said, pulling him out.  She angled the tip of his cock to her ass and then wiped it with her own spit.  “There.”

      As Jacob pushed his cock slowly inside her, Rosalie's eyes locked onto mine. Her face was a mixture of pleasure and pain, her body arching with each thrust. But she didn't seem to be in pain. In fact, she seemed to revel in it.

      I couldn't tear my gaze away as I walked towards them, dropping to my knees for a closer view. Watching my boyfriend's cock slide in and out of Rosalie's firm ass was both arousing and disturbing. It was wrong, but at the same time, it excited me in ways I couldn't explain. I found myself wanting to try it.

      "I'm going to come," Jacob groaned.

      "Don't pull out," Rosalie demanded, her hand reaching between her legs to circle her clit while Jacob pounded her harder and faster. Seeing her pleasure, I wanted to give her the same experience she had given me. Crawling underneath her, I tasted the wetness between her legs - sweet and salty at the same time. She moved her fingers as I replaced them with my tongue, circling her clit and slipping two fingers inside her pussy. Through the walls of her pussy, I could feel my boyfriend's cock still moving inside her. It all felt so forbidden and exhilarating at the same time - like we were breaking all the rules. In that moment, nothing else mattered except for this wild and freeing experience.

      A low, guttural moan escaped Rosalie's lips and I could feel her muscles clenching around me. On the other side, Jacob's cock throbbed in tandem with mine. Our combined movements caused Rosalie to cry out again, this time in pleasure. In a matter of seconds, I could taste droplets of Jacob's release as it dripped down from Rosalie's ass. Without hesitation, I eagerly licked up every drop, savoring the intimate connection between the three of us.

      As our bodies slowly untangled, Jacob withdrew himself from Rosalie's ass and she descended back to the ground. The air was thick with tension as we all silently dressed ourselves. Finally, Rosalie broke the silence.

      “That tattoo is going to take quite a few sessions,” she said, as if implying we’d be doing this again.  “I hope that’s okay.”

      He smiled while he exhaled and said, “Yeah.  That would be great.”

      But Rosalie was looking for my approval, not his.  She glanced at me and raised her brow.  “What do you say?”

      “Take as long as you need,” I told her.

      “I hope you’ll be here for the future sessions too,” she said with a wink.

      Jacob's eyes widened in astonishment as he gazed at us. I couldn't help but smile, wondering what thoughts were swirling through his mind. Was he impressed with me? Did he desire me? The thought sent a thrill through my body. My mind wandered to the possibility of feeling his cock inside my ass, after it had been buried in Rosalie's depths. The mere idea made my skin feel hot and tingly all over. Knowing that we would share this intimate connection, having both experienced Rosalie's touch, heightened the anticipation between us. As our eyes met, I could see the same desire burning within him, fueling our mutual attraction and igniting a passionate fire within me.

      “I’ll be here,” I said.  “I couldn’t stay away if I wanted.”

      “What’s happened to you?” asked Jacob.  “This is all so crazy.”

      “I don’t know,” I told him.  “But I think I like it.”
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