

Naughty Delivery

Pleasure Series Book 5

Avalon Lust


Copyright © 2024 by Avalon Lust

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.


Contents


1. Late-Night Lust
2. Sizzling Delivery
3. Beneath the Veins
4. Wet and Wild
5. The Morning After



Chapter one
Late-Night Lust
Rachel


Itoss my shoes into the center of the living room, too frustrated and exhausted to bother placing them where they belong. The workday was a total nightmare and I left as soon as the clock signaled the end of the day.

I head to the kitchen to pour myself a glass of wine. Pressing a button brings the TV to life, presenting itself as a potential companion for the evening. Yet, I can’t bring myself to search through streaming sites for something to watch—I’m just too antsy.

I drain my wine, walk to my bedroom and change into something comfy. Right as I’m about to bounce from the bedroom, my stomach chimes with a growl, demanding grub. Typical.

Sighing, I turn back and grab my phone, pulling up the app for my favorite pizza place. A couple of presses later, dinner is ordered, and I’m satisfied. The pizza place’s notification hits me with the news that it’s going to take a solid hour to arrive.

My bed just screams comfort at me. I flop facedown, sinking into the fluffy pillow, dangerously close to dozing off. Shaking myself I turn over, stretching, feeling my skin tingle as it slides over my comforter.

Oh, maybe that’s what I need, I think to myself, sliding my fingers over my stomach and down to the gentle swell below. The lace of my panties is a little scratchy against my fingertips, and the silk below is growing damp.

I slide my fingers under the elastic of my underwear, letting them slip lightly over the little bit of fuzz I maintain down there. They glide over my moist labia, stirred by my desire, and a shiver runs through me.

I’ve just gone for my clit when my phone buzzes beside my head, startling me. Ugh. My pizza was being cooked at this moment. I always thought the Pizza Tracker was funny, but I certainly do not right now.

About forty minutes before the delivery arrives, I’m determined to have my own moment. I scramble off the bed and drop my panties on the way to the bathroom. Once there, I turn on the shower to get the water warm enough and step inside.

With my fingers, I circle my nipples, feeling them harden beneath my touch. Massaging my ample chest with one hand, I use the other to angle the shower head so the water beats down on my pussy.

Leaning against the wall, I bring both of my hands to my chest and travel them down onto my thighs. Playfully teasing, I caress my inner thighs, then slowly bring my left hand to my lips, gently rubbing and tickling the hair. My juices mingle with the shower water, trickling down my legs as the steamy encounter unfolds.

I finally give in to my urges and start rubbing my clit. My other hand glides up and down my moist folds, with two fingers daringly entering me. After a few minutes of rubbing, my clit swells from the attention.

Reaching up, I unhook the shower head, adjusting it to a brisk, stinging full spray. I let it dance over my pussy, enjoying the water’s sway as it cascades over me. Grinning mischievously, I twist the dial, intensifying the flow.

I playfully dance the shower head across my body, making stops at my nipples and belly button. Bending over, I direct it over my ass and between my cheeks. Leaning against the wall, I guide it back to the region between my thighs.

Moving it leisurely up and down my lips, I let it graze the edges of my clit, stifling a groan of anticipation. Torturing myself I move it inches closer and closer to the desired spot, prompting me to widen my stance and aim the nozzle directly onto my thriving pussy.

I gasp at the first shock of it, and my body shivers at the full force of the stream. I use the fingers of my free hand to block the stream intermittently, playing with patterns and touching myself from time to time.

I’m so close just from this little bit of play that I hang the showerhead back on its hook to finish the job with my fingers. I groan again, this time out loud as I push my finger deep inside my craving pussy.

In the background, I hear my phone buzzing and it won’t stop. Cursing, I jump out of the shower to see if it is important.

Your delivery driver is at your door. If you have chosen no-contact delivery, you’re all set! You can pick up your order right now. If you didn’t, your driver will meet you at the location you specified on your order! Thank you for ordering from Tom’s Pizza!

“Dammit!” I glance at the time. Why was he here so early?


Chapter two
Sizzling Delivery
Rachel


Iscramble to turn off the water. With only a towel around my body, I rush into the living room to find my purse. I always keep a little bit of cash on hand for tips. I drop both my handbag and my towel trying to find my wallet.

I leave the bag but remember to grab my towel, rushing to the door as I dig out the money I need.

“Tom’s Pizza,” he says. “I’ve got…” He lifts the receipt to read it. “A medium Hawaiian for Rachel.” He grins crookedly.

The first thing I notice after looking into his eyes is his well-defined forearm holding the pizza box. I have to remind myself not to stare, especially since I’m still feeling aroused. He’s gorgeous—tall and lean, yet muscular and perfectly balanced. Not overtrained at all.

I can’t stand guys who only focus on their upper body and forget about their legs. He seems to have it all. Maybe he is a climber I think to myself before I close my eyes to bring me back to the present.

Feeling his gaze on me I stutter: “Sorry for the towel. When I placed the order, it said I’d have an hour before delivery.”

“Ah,” he says, his eyes still wandering over my wet body. “This is my last delivery for the night. I live in this general direction, so they must have worked yours early so I could drop it off on my way.”

I can feel him staring, and my need comes rushing back. After a short check on his sculpted forearms, my gaze drops. He is wearing well-fitted jeans that outline his quadriceps and a firm ass. Every inch of him exudes strength and confidence, adding to his undeniable sexiness.

“Sorry I came at an inconvenient moment,” he says, his voice husky and low.

“That’s okay,” I stammer. Heat rushes through my body. As if that is not enough, my pussy starts tingling in anticipation. “Could you maybe carry it inside for me?” I nod to indicate my hands, one griping my towel and the other still holding my wallet. “My hands are full.”

He grins. “Of course, ma’am,” he drawls slowly. “At Tom’s Pizza, we always do our best to ensure our customers are satisfied.”

“I bet you do,” I whisper, setting down my wallet. “So this is your last delivery, you say?” Looking him up and down again, my gaze stares at his bulge for a second too long. Not sure if the jeans are that tight or if he has some dirty thoughts as well.

As he sets the pizza box down, I get a nice glimpse of those ridiculously good-looking forearms. They are rugged and powerful, with sinewy muscles that ripple beneath the surface of his tanned skin. The veins trace intricate patterns along the length, adding a raw, masculine edge to his appearance.

Lightly dusted with hair, his forearms exude strength and a subtle hint of wildness. I had no idea that I had a thing for forearms until just now. For some reason, those arms make me think of his penis. Does his dick look similar – veiny, tanned, and strong.

Before I can finish my thought, he pulls me to him and kisses me softly. As if waiting for permission, he lets go for a second. Still holding up my towel with one hand, I dig the other one in his hair and pull his head closer to mine.

While our kiss intensifies, I thank the universe for this naughty delivery. His tongue moves leisurely with mine, relishing my taste in a mesmerizing cadence. He toys with my mouth, delicately sucking on my lower lip before releasing it with an audible pop.

Lustfully, he holds my head with both palms and presses his center against mine. I can feel his length pushing on my belly when a moan escapes my mouth. After a few minutes, we pause, catching our breaths. His bright blue eyes gleam, pupils dilated, entirely fixated on me.

“Hey,” I whisper softly, “You look a little flushed.” My fingers trace lightly over his cheek.

“Hmm?” His voice is husky. “I guess I’m feeling a bit warm,” he says, his gaze dropping to my lips as he speaks.

Playfully, I tug at his polo shirt. “Maybe you should take this off,” I suggest. The room is warm, but we both know that the heat isn’t from the room temperature or his shirt.

He nods silently and takes his shirt off, tousling his hair and revealing a simple white muscle tee beneath. With a casual toss, his top lands on the floor; he glances back at me, his broad shoulders a stark contrast to my frame.

His bare chest is revealed, each muscle defined and inviting, tempting me to trace my fingertips along his abs.

Although he’s breathing heavily from our passionate kisses, his gaze remains locked on me.

I flash a seductive smile, inviting him to continue where we left off when his strong arms wrap around me.


Chapter three
Beneath the Veins
Rachel


I’m dying to run my hands over his forearms, tracing the delicate veins and exploring the firm muscles. A thousand thoughts race through my mind—how did he get this particular part of his arm so perfectly shaped? And why have I never noticed this on any other man before?

He stands before me, a vision of masculine beauty, his features chiseled yet inviting. Every inch of him exudes strength and allure, drawing me in like a moth to a flame.

As my fingers trail down his arm, feeling the warmth of his skin, I sense his breath hitching, his body responding to my touch. I’m met with a wave of desire when I glide over his smooth, taut muscles. I can’t contain the shiver that runs down my spine, and I bite my lip in anticipation.

A deep, primal sound escapes his lips, his chest rising and falling with intensity. At that moment, I know I’ve ignited a fire within him, and the heat between us burns hotter with each passing second.

His big hands roam my body with surprising gentleness, somehow keeping my towel in place. The tension between us is palpable. There is no denying that we both need more. Playfully nipping at his jaw, I run my teeth along his stubbly skin. He reacts with a jerk, swallowing hard, and I lean in to kiss his Adam’s apple.

Holding me tight he asks: “What do you want?”

I can’t think of what to say. I want you to fuck me senseless? No, no. that’s a little too blunt. I really need to brush up on my delivery man seduction etiquette.

What about, I want to ride your cock until you can’t remember your own name? Hmm…

“Okay,” he says, his lips curled up on one side in a little smirk.

I narrow my eyes. “I said that out loud, huh?”

“Yep, but I’m fully on board.”

I study him for a moment, giving him one last chance to back out if he wants to. But he doesn’t; instead, I can see his eyes darken with desire as he looks at me, and I feel a surge of heat. Suddenly, our lips crash together in a hungry kiss, filled with raw, unspoken need. His hands grip my waist, pulling me tighter against him. I can feel every hard line of his body.

Our mouths move urgently, almost desperately, as if we’re both starved, each touch and taste a feast we’ve been denied for too long. His lips are hot and insistent against mine, parting them with a force that sends a jolt of electricity straight to my core. I respond eagerly, my tongue tangling with his.

Every touch and taste is intense, almost frantic. I can feel the stubble on his chin grazing my skin. My palms wander over his back, feeling the tense muscles pulling him closer and needing more.

His fingers thread through my hair, tugging gently to angle my head just right. I moan softly against his mouth. He responds with a low, throaty growl that reverberates through my entire body, making me ache for him even more.

We kiss like a storm, wild and unrestrained, each touch and taste a bolt of lightning igniting our passion. With deliberate intent, I drag my nails lightly down the center of his chest, stopping right above his jeans. His hips jerk. Thinking that he is not able to control his reaction to my touch makes me smile in confidence.He’s panting now and so am I. Fascinated by the rapid rise and fall of his flat stomach I rock my hips, looking for some relief from this fucking ache, but I can’t get the friction I need. The growing bulge in his jeans makes me moan and bite my lip before I cup his crotch and squeeze lightly. After tracing the rapidly lengthening shape of his cock through the heavy denim, I yank at the button of his jeans with both hands.

He gets the hint as our palms join to unzip his jeans. With a tantalizingly slow motion, he lowers the zipper, allowing the jeans to fall to his feet, exposing the bulge in his boxers.

There is no resisting now. My fingers itch with the need to touch him, to feel the heat of his skin beneath my palm. I reach out, my hand trembling slightly, and grab his thick cock through the fabric. I can feel it pulsing with need, straining against the constraint of his boxers.

As I slowly lower his briefs, he hisses through his teeth as the air hits his wet, angry dick. His gaze is fixed on me as I study his cock, noting how it resembles his forearm—strong and capable, with veins pulsing beneath the skin.

I knew it. Maybe that’s why I’m so attracted to his forearm. Meanwhile, I’m pretty sure I’m going to have little crescent-shaped marks on my thighs from where he’s digging his nails into me in anticipation. But right now, I can’t bring myself to care.

I’m pretty sure that by this point I’ve soaked through my towel. I can’t decide what I want to do first. Images of his musky, weighty cock on my tongue start to flood my mind. I bite back a moan at the thought. I can almost taste the salty sweetness of him. His arousal is evident, with more pre-cum dripping from the mushroom head.

I try to steady my breathing as I reach out, taking both hands to grab his dick. In my eagerness, my towel falls to the ground unnoticed. As soon as I make contact, his hips thrust into my fist two times in rapid succession as he groans the loudest he has yet.

His cock is hot and heavy in my hands, smoother than I would have expected given how veiny it is. I swipe my thumb across the head to collect some of the pre-cum. His mouth is open now, panting. If the room didn’t feel so warm, I’m certain I’d see puffs of air leaving his mouth. His forehead is covered in tiny beads of sweat. His muscles clench and twitch as he tries to resist pumping into my fist.

The first glide of my hand down his cock is slow and tight.

“Don’t stop,” he moans after I take a few seconds break to look at him. It’s delicious. The eroticism of it makes me tighten my thighs around his waist, my cunt clenching, begging to be filled.

I settle into a rhythm of stroking him as his hips keep lifting to meet my hand. As I work him, my eyes rotate between watching his face contort in pleasure and my palm on him, wrist twisting and thumb brushing the tip every few movements, grasping it firmly.

I’ve never seen anyone so beautiful. His head is thrown back, face flushed, gasping, choking on his breaths: all bitten lips and twitching hips. I moan along with him as I take him faster.

My mouth finds his ear and nibbles on it before running my tongue up the edge slowly, my warm breath wafting down his neck. The fact that I’ve reduced him to whimpers and broken words makes me feel powerful… desired.

“You want this?” I murmur into his ear. I’m not surprised when my only reply is a deep, lustful gasp.

Deliberately, I slow the pace of my hand, causing the rhythm I’ve created with his rocking hips to falter. He looks down questioningly before his eyes swivel to mine. The mad desire I see illuminated in them is shameless. His tan skin is unbelievably flushed and glistening with sweat. What a handsome, strong stranger.

I crash my lips against his. He’s in a hurry to respond to the kiss, his hand leaving my thigh to hold me to his mouth. It’s clumsy and messy, but the slide of his tongue against mine is provocative. I manage to catch his wet muscle between my lips and suck hard.

The reaction I receive is immediate. A deep guttural groan erupts from his throat into my mouth and his eyes roll back.

I tug on his hair as I bob my head. The short distance back and forth needed to suck the length of his tongue. The squelching noises it makes are strangely erotic. It’s easy to sync the pumping of my hand with the motion of my mouth, deliberately emulating what I wished I was doing to his body instead.

His moans are so loud I’m thankful that I live alone, although I secretly love just how noisy he is.

Tremors are traveling through the entire length of him. He’s close. With a flick of my tongue against the tip of his, I release his mouth and run my tongue up his cheek as a strangled whimper gushes from his lips. I tighten my grip around his member and increase the pace of my strokes rapidly.

His moaning trails off as he sucks a breath through his teeth and bites his lip.

“Do you ever do this to yourself, pizza man?” My voice is raspier than I’ve ever heard it.

“Yes,” he gasps. As a reward for his answer, I increase the pace of my hand, and a cry erupts from his mouth again.

“Do you want to come?” It’s a hot whisper directly in his ear.

“Please,” he says. His body is thrusting wildly against my palm. I quickly wrap my left arm around him, my nails digging into his buttocks, to hold him to me as I increase the pace of my right hand once more.

I trail my lips to his neck, sucking roughly on the delicate unblemished skin there. I’m going to mark him if he lets me.

“Feels so good. I’m so close. Oh God, I-I’m coming!”

The sight of him coming apart beneath my hands is the most glorious image I’ve ever seen. I keep pumping him while I witness his back arching. His toes are curled, his thighs tense, withholding his weight, his legs jerking beneath my calves still wrapped around him.

I struggle to hold on to him because of his strength. His hips and cock twitch spastically as jets of cum spill into my fist and over his lower belly, creating tiny creamy rivulets. As his orgasm passes, he slumps against me, boneless. My mouth leaves his neck to admire the pretty red mark I’ve created, giving it one last lick and a lingering kiss. He is still slightly shivering throughout the entire length of his body as he comes down from his high.

Pulling him closer to me I stroke his chest gently. I feel his cock lose some of its rigidity beneath my hand as I give it one final light pump before releasing it. With a smile watch it continue to twitch a few more times.

His panting has decreased slightly, but his breathing is far from steady. I hum as I continue to run my hands gently along his chest and thigh to calm him down. Planting a few kisses along his jaw, he answers with a small noncommittal hum.

His eyes look sleepy… but I’m far from finished with him. Pizza man might have come good. But I’m just as horny as before, craving him inside me. Eyeing the little streams of cum along his belly, I reach out with my hand to catch some near his navel. Slowly, I raise a wet finger to my mouth. His breathing halts entirely as he watches me, his own mouth agape and eyes wide and unbelieving.

Before I place it on my tongue, I make eye contact with him. The taste bursts in my mouth as I suck it. It’s salty as I expected, but I did not expect the sweet undertones to the flavor. It’s heavenly. I moan as I pull my finger from my mouth with a satisfied pop. Slowly, I run my tongue over my lips, savoring the lingering taste.

He makes a guttural noise but finally resumes his breathing. Watching his cheeks flush I say seductively: “Mmm, you taste so good.”

He groans, bites his own lip and looks away. I can’t help but smirk.

“Want a taste?” I whisper, leaning in with my lips slightly parted. He hesitates for a moment before turning back, leaning closer with his mouth open; his tongue begins teasingly tracing his lips, ready to meet mine.

Before our lips touch, I turn my face away, feeling his breath warm against my cheek. I catch another rivulet of cum on my finger and bring it to his lips. I’m surprised when he opens his mouth more, but instead of placing my it on his waiting tongue, like he was clearly anticipating, I wipe it along his lower lip slowly.

His heated breath travels down my finger. Before he can lick his lips, I grab his hair with my left hand, tilting his head back. I roughly bring my mouth to his. My tongue traces his lip, collecting the cum I’d left there, before slipping into his mouth and pressing firmly against his tongue.

He moans as I force him to taste himself on my tongue, the flavor somehow even sweeter than before. Despite my firm hold, our kiss remains slow and deep. After a few moments, I pull away, watching him gasp for air and swallow hard.

Our eyes lock, the intensity between us palpable. I lean in again, placing a soft, lingering kiss on his lips. “See? You’re so delicious,” I whisper against his mouth. He offers a small, shy smile, squirms slightly, and then looks away, his cheeks flushed with arousal.

I give him another hug, holding him gently, and admiring his afterglow. My eyes travel to the love bite on his neck.

“I hope I didn’t hurt you,” I say sincerely.

“Hmm?” he hums with a confused look on his face.

I run a finger gently along his neck over the bite.

“Oh no! You have to bite me a lot harder in order to hurt me. Actually... uh, it felt good. Really good.”

I can’t help the smile that breaks out across my face. “I want to make you feel good.” my voice drops to a seductive whisper in his ear. “I want to make you feel incredible.”

He nods once, slowly at first, then rapidly a few times as he flashes a genuine smile. I swivel my hips a bit in discomfort. Although he got his fix, I still have a deep ache in my belly that I need to satisfy.

After a beat, he opens his mouth and asks, “So, do you do that yourself as well?”

Here we go, I think he might be getting excited again.

“You mean, do I touch myself?” I purr a playful grin in my eyes as I tease him.

“Yes,” he responds, his voice betraying a mix of nervousness and desire. He averts his gaze, unable to hold my intense stare.

He’s adorable, with a hint of innocence. Young perhaps inexperienced. I will find out hopefully shortly and teach him if necessary.

“Are you imagining me touching myself?” I tease. Unfortunately for me, he doesn’t seem to be in a teasing mood.

Next thing I know, his body is moving away from mine. For a second, I can’t help but think I’ve said something wrong. But then I see the way his eyes roam over me as if he’s taking in every detail, and I realize he’s checking me out. When his hands find their way back to me and he presses his body against mine, any doubts fade away. His gaze is burning with desire, and I can’t deny the thrill that shoots through me.

He pauses, his expression unreadable for a moment. With a slight smirk, he replies, “I don’t have to imagine.”

My heart skips a beat at his response, a rush of heat flooding through me.

“But for right now I want you to feel it. I want you to feel me.”

He grips my thighs to roughly push me down flat on the sofa. Leaning over me, he braced my arms on either side of my head. He claims me with a hunger that matches my own.

Without another word his mouth attacks mine. His kiss is fierce, commanding, and dominating.

I squirm beneath him, craving more direct contact. “Can I have one of your legs?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper, as I try to convey my need for friction.

He nods, understanding my request, and shifts slightly, placing one of his legs between mine. As soon as I feel the hard muscle of his quadriceps against my pubic mound, I start to move, rubbing myself against him in a desperate attempt to relieve the ache between my legs.

To my surprise, he matches my rhythm, his movements strong and deliberate. The friction is intense, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. I can feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge, my body responding to his with a hunger that consumes me.

Faintly, I recognize that the keening, shrill, crazed noises permeating the air are from me. I don’t find it within me to care. The only thing that matters is the firmness between my thighs and the delectable friction it’s creating.

He looks between our bodies to watch in amazement as I literally get off on him.

“Harder…” I gasp.

I groan as he answers my plea and presses his thigh harder against me, trying his best to rock along with my erratic motions. My hips are moving faster now. I’m so close. I can feel the coiling low in my belly, the tingles of pleasure cascading over me to my fingertips. Just a little more.

“Oh wow…” I hear him whisper as he continues to watch me, completely enraptured.

With a few more urgent movements of my hips, I’m teetering on the edge. I cling to him desperately, my thighs trembling uncontrollably. As the climax hits, I arch my back, throwing my head back as a wave of white-hot pleasure washes over me.

My body tenses and quakes, my core pulsing with the intensity of my release. I feel the familiar wetness trickling down my thighs as I surrender to the ecstasy. As the last tremors of pleasure fade, I collapse onto the sofa, my chest heaving as I gasp for air, completely spent.

I’m not sure how long it takes me to come back to my senses; when I do, it’s to the wonderful sensation of his tongue along my collarbone and him running his fingers along my sides. I emit a small moan of encouragement at his touches and raise a hand to his head as he continues to lick me.

“I want to make you do that again, but this time with me inside you,” he says before he resumes licking and nibbling along my collar. He’s so eager, and I find the slurping noises he’s making across my body endearing.

I begin to flush and fidget under his stare. Despite him being entirely naked, I suddenly feel more exposed than he is.

He’s taking too long and I decide to assist him through this. Gently grabbing his hands, which I notice are shaking slightly, I place his palms along my stomach. Guiding with my hands, I slide his palms slowly back and forth along my skin, casually inching closer and closer to my chest.

His palms are rough, fingers callused but warm. They feel good on my skin. I coo softly as I manipulate him to pet me.

Keeping my eyes on his face, I finally slide his palms directly onto my breasts. God, it feels good to finally have someone else’s hands on my skin. I arc to press myself more firmly against him. He lets out his breath in a whoosh and relaxes on top of me a bit more. I release his hands, and for a brief moment, panic flashes through his eyes.

“Touch me,” I whisper encouragingly.

He lowers his head and begins to leave one breast while kneading the other. I feel my nipples harden and begging to become more sensitive and responsive to his touch. His tongue circles my swollen nipple a few times before flicking across it rapidly.

It doesn’t take much longer for him to learn that I like it when he uses his teeth or sucks so hard that his cheeks grow hollow or that pinching, rolling, and pulling at my nipples makes me very vocal.

My hips begin to rock against his again, the familiar pang of deep arousal coiling once more. He moans against my full breast as he grinds languidly against me while continuing to shower my boobs with attention.

I’m currently too lost in pleasure to do much more than run my fingers through his hair as I roll my hips into his. I shut my eyes, moaning at the sensation of him finally touching me like I need it. The bites he leaves along my skin from one breast to the other, a beautiful sting of pain. He is a quick learner I like that.

I run my hands over his upper body, feeling the sharp points of his shoulder blades rise and fall as he rhythmically shifts his body over me. The smooth expanse of his back is slick with sweat. When I reach his ass, I firmly grab both cheeks, kneading the plush flesh, feeling them flex with each grind of his hips against mine. The rock of my hips becomes harder and faster.

Abruptly, he pulls his mouth away from me and elevates his hips so his body is no longer touching me. I whine as I try to pull him back to me but he resists. I try once again to pull his body back down to mine, raising slightly to latch my mouth onto his neck. He moans and shivers as I bite and suck the skin of his shoulder.

Despite this, he resists. His hands come up and gently push my shoulders down. I fall back against the sofa unceremoniously. As he takes a moment to catch his breath, I notice my chest is littered with love bites. He’d certainly been busy, although I find it unfair that he’s marked me with so many when I’ve only managed to place one on him.

“I need to taste you,” he assets. I immediately understand what he’s asking for.

In an instant, he is between my thighs. I can feel his gaze on me, intense and hungry. Without a word, I spread my legs wider, silently urging him to hurry.

“Then touch me, taste me.” It’s not a command, but a plea.

He shuffles closer on his knees and places his hands gently on my thighs. I bite my lip in anticipation as I wait with bated breath. After running his hands up and down my thighs a few times, he looks at me again.

His fingers inch closer to my most sensitive spot, teasing me with their proximity. When they finally make contact, brushing against my folds, I can’t hold back a gasp. A quake runs through my body at the feel of his coarse fingers against my heated, slick skin.

“Please,” I manage to whisper, my voice thick with desire. “Use your fingers and your tongue... together.”

He nods, a hungry look in his eyes as he positions himself between my legs. His fingers find their way to my slick warmth, and I gasp at the sensation.

“More,” I plead, unable to contain my need. “Stretch me... with two, maybe three fingers.”

He obliges, slowly sliding two fingers inside me, then a third, making me moan with pleasure. I’m so wet and ready for him that I can’t help but rock my hips against his hand, urging him deeper.

He’s almost timid as he explores me. What is he doing now? He pulls them out and strokes up and down my slit, My eyes widen as I watch him bring his hand to his mouth. Just as he’s about to place his fingers on his tongue, he makes eye contact and my breathing stops.

When his lips close around them, his eyes close in bliss; he makes a breathy “mmm” noise that kick starts my breathing again. I feel my body flush from my head to my toes. I am slightly embarrassed, but turned on even more.

His hands return to me, more assured as they apply firm friction to my clitoris. I groan as my hips lift off the sofa to try to press closer to him. I can’t keep my eyes open as my body begins to tremble. He alternates between rubbing my clitoris and running his fingers up and down my folds, circling my opening teasingly and starting back up again.

Seconds later, his cheek rests against my thigh, his eyes fixed in rapture on my quivering cunt, watching as it clenches around his fingers. My need for him only grows stronger.

“I need more of you,” I gasp, my voice trembling with desire. “So much more.”

Through a haze of pleasure, I run a hand through his hair and tug gently, shifting my hips to angle toward his mouth. His fingers drop from me to wrap around my legs and grip my thighs as he positions himself. His unsteady breathing against me is driving me mad.

Finally, he does what I asked him to do. His tongue is forceful…and filthy. It has me moaning, both hands grasping his hair in fists, my head thrown back and my hips humping his mouth as he adds his fingers.

His tongue imitates the motions his hand was previously making, teasing my opening before climbing to circle my clitoris. Slowly. Torturously slowly. He’s so good. I’m writhing beneath him. He’s moaning into me. One of his hands shifts to my hip in an attempt to hold me in place, his fingers so firm that I’m sure he’ll leave more marks.

When his lips pucker around my clit and suck, the cry that rips from me leaves my throat aching. Suddenly, his fingers are stroking me again, and it’s somehow better than before. One slips inside of me. I’m certain this must be what heaven feels like.

His lips leave me with a salacious pop as he focuses his attention on his finger, slowly moving in and out of me. I feel a second one being added. The coil within me is growing tighter and tighter.

I notice the rocking of his hips as he humps the cushions beneath him, his back and ass flexing and relaxing, his muscles bunching and releasing. The sight alone is almost enough to make me come undone.

His fingers curl and he hits a spot that makes me start chanting… no screaming for him to do whatever he just did again. He does, finding that spot within me that has me shaking and convulsing. My breathing begins to hitch, and the tremors in my thighs increase in intensity.

Garbled words and choked moans fall from my lips. All I can think is if he were only playing innocent to have me teach him. Maybe he likes to be dominated. There is only one way to find out.

His tongue and lips find my clit again, and I’m unraveling beneath him. I cry out, my thighs clamping around his head, holding him in place as I lose control. My hands are buried in his hair, gripping tightly, and my back arches off the couch.

I’m on fire. I’m blinded. I can’t breathe. Pure electricity pulses through me. It takes several moments for me to recover. Weakly, I grab his shoulders, desperately tugging him up. He obliges, crawling up my body, his lips and chin glistening with my arousal. His hair is wild from my fingers, his cheeks flushed and mouth agape and panting; his eyes are dark with hunger.

He’s never looked sexier.

I pull his lips down to mine with a fierce urgency, savoring the exquisite taste of myself on his tongue. My hands glide down his sides, feeling his body shudder beneath my touch as he collapses against me.

My right hand slips between us, wrapping around his cock, finding him hard and pulsing with need. He breaks away from the kiss, his face falling to my neck as he chokes on his moans, thrusting into my fist. My left hand tangles in his hair, drawing his head back up as I begin to pump him with slow, deliberate strokes.

“I want to hear you moan,” I whisper, my breath hot against his ear. “I want to know how good it feels.” His response is immediate—a raw cry of pleasure as his mouth hangs open, gasping for air.

His strong neck is right in front of me, and I can’t resist. I latch on, pressing hot, open-mouthed kisses to his skin, sucking gently until I leave my mark. His body arches into me, every gasp and groan a symphony that drives me wild, each sound urging me to take him higher with every touch.

“What do you want?” I ask.

“Whatever you need,” he replies huskily, meeting my gaze. I shiver at the passion in his eyes. My nimble fingers dance over his firm chest, trailing down his toned abs and reaching the defined V of his lower abdomen.

I shift our positions, feeling the weight of his strong, heavy body pressing down on me. It takes a bit of effort to move him, but I manage to climb on top and straddle him on the couch. The change in angle sparks a fresh wave of desire within me. As I straddle him, his erection is right in front of me, ready and waiting. I revel in the surge of power as I take control.

Without hesitation, I take his cock in my mouth, lavishing attention on it just the way he’d done for me. Using my tongue and lips to tease and play, I work my magic, driving him mad with desire.

Groaning loudly, he grasps my head, urging me on, not wanting me to stop, but knowing I’ll need to if I don’t want him to come like this. I gently lick at his frenulum, circling the head of his cock with my tongue. I can feel him twitch in response to every touch. A surge of pre-cum course through the length of it. I hold it flat to my tongue to catch its flavor.

I don’t hold him in my mouth too long, taking slow licks all up and down the shaft. I let my teeth scrape over the flared head of his cock and point my tongue to poke it into the slit at the top until he tries once again to push me away.

At one point, I take his entire length into my hot, wet mouth. I can hear him groan as I swallow around the tip of his cock—the one lodged squarely in my throat. When I close my lips solidly around the base of his dick, he gasps and stops breathing for a moment.

I tilt my head ever so slightly. I can feel him go tense and still. I slowly extend my tongue with his cock still deep in my throat. I lick his balls, then ease him out of my mouth and lick up his shaft as well.

His legs and thighs are tense, his muscles rock hard. I can feel his cock pulsing under my tongue. He’s getting close, and I wait for him to try one last time to stop me. I’ve just worked my way down his length and sucked one of his balls in my mouth when he speaks up.

“Stop,” he says. “Please. I want to fuck you hard. If you don’t stop I come like this.”

“Not just yet,” I say.

“I won’t last if you keep going,” he warns.

“Trust me.”

I can feel him deliberately relaxing his body, anticipating my thoughts. I laugh, low and deep, knowing the effect I have on him. Spreading his legs even wider, I turn my attention back to his balls. He cries out in surprise as I nip at one, the thin skin fragile and delicate under my teeth. I roll and tug them gently, lovingly caressing them with my tongue.

His thighs start to shake when I scrape my teeth over him. I press them tight to his skin and laugh, my mirth vibrating his flesh.

“Stop,” he said more urgently than before. “You have to stop this time.”

“Alright, pizza man. I can do that.” I climb on top of him, aggressive and domineering. I watch him sheath himself quickly with a condom he pulled out of his wallet.

Reaching out, I guide him into my wet, hot hole. His eyes close as I slowly slide down, taking him in fully. I’m not sure he’s breathing, but I can feel myself surrounding his encroaching length tightly as I ease him deeper inside of me.

I start to ride him, taking control of how deep he gets, each movement deliberate and assertive. My breasts sway with each motion, bouncing provocatively as I move above him. My nipples are hard enough to cut glass; he chases after them, trying to take one into his mouth.

With each thrust, he urges me to go faster, harder. I oblige, eager to please while maintaining my dominance. His grunts become louder, his body moving more beneath me, but I remain in control, dictating the rhythm and depth of our connection.

I’m breathless, reduced to whimpers and moans to urge him on. I know how to get what I want from a man, and this one is no exception. It occurs to me that he’s a stranger right about the point when his hand slides up my sweat-slicked belly and over my chest, locking over my throat. I have my head thrown back, and his hand is tight against my flesh, constricting my breathing to the smallest degree.

It’s more promise than threat, and I’m here for it. I close my eyes and concentrate solely on the incredible feeling running through my body. The pressure I feel building inside me is exactly what I need.

Grabbing me tightly, he claims my mouth greedily as he pushes himself deeper into me. His tongue slides along mine, exploring my teeth and the roof of my mouth. Deepening the kiss, he cups my cheek almost possessively. I shiver under his grip.

With him pulled close to me, our hips press tight together. With each passing second, the air thickens with the growing electricity between us. I can hear his heart pounding in his chest. I’m sure he can hear mine—fast and choppy with desire.

We move instinctually. I wrap a leg around his waist; he slides his arm beneath my knee, lifting until my pussy is wide open. Gently rocking his hips, he slides in even deeper. I arch my back, moaning in pleasure. I can feel him full and thick inside of me. Clenching my pussy, I urge him on with my rocking movements.

He draws my lip into his mouth and sucks gently. I purr with contentment. It’s not what I need right now, feeling needy as hell.

“Are you ready? I’m going to ride you hard,” I demand breathlessly, clenching my thighs around his waist.

He huffs, grabbing hold of my ass and pushing himself in as deep as he can. I cry out in response, clutching at him even more tightly than before. My thighs quivered where they were clamped to his side, and my legs trembled uncontrollably.

I straddle him with fervent intensity, my movements wild and unrestrained. As I ride him hard, my hips buck and sway with a frantic rhythm, driven by a desperate need for release. Each thrust sends waves of pleasure coursing through my body, causing me to gasp and moan uncontrollably. My nails dig into his shoulders, anchoring myself as I lose control, my body surrendering completely to the overwhelming sensations. My hair tumbles around my face, damp with sweat, and my eyes flutter closed as I chase the edge of ecstasy, lost in the raw, primal connection between us.

“I’m coming,” I growl, my movements matching his frantic pace. Our bodies are slick with sweat and pre-cum, mingling with the remnants of our earlier releases.

As I shudder and cry out, he pulls back, his eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that makes my breath catch. “Turn over,” he commands. I obey, flipping onto my back.

He moves swiftly, taking my legs and placing them on his shoulders, lifting my ass just enough so that he can thrust deeply. His grip on my hips is firm; with each powerful stroke, he drives into me with a force that leaves me gasping.

The new position sends jolts of pleasure coursing through me, his cock hitting deeper, harder, in ways that make me lose all sense of time and place. His fingers find my clit again, drawing patterns and designs that push me closer to the brink. My world narrows until there’s nothing but the sensation of him filling me and the weight of him pressing me down, the feel of him between my thighs, hitting somewhere deep inside me.

“I’m so close,” I scream; it’s a promise and a warning and a plea all at once.

He gently pulls out of me and drags me to my wobbly feet. He bends me over the couch, and I’m scrabbling for a hold of the fabric.

I sigh.

He spreads my lips, letting his fingers delve into my wet spot, then slides back in, deeper than before. He thrusts like his life depends on it. I’m not going to last.

“Please,” I beg. “I’m almost there.”

He swats my ass hard; the surprise of it pulls me out of my arousal just enough to keep me from coming.

“No,” he says, “you don’t get to come until I say you can.”

I’m angry with him and so turned on that I can’t stand it. I feel a surge of wetness answer the heat in his voice and bury my face in the couch cushions in an effort to control my body.

“Touch yourself.”

I groan and drag my fingers over my lips and through my folds. If I stretch them out, I can feel where he’s pounding into me and push my finger into his cock as he slides in and out. He grabs my hips, his hands holding me tight. I’m probably going to get bruises, but I’m alright with that. They will help me remember.

I can feel myself rocketing toward my orgasm. “Please, let me come.”

“Yes,” he says, “come for me!”

With his words he almost set me off. The sensations build rapidly, my body quaking around him. His relentless thrusts push me closer, the pressure mounting until it finally explodes. I come hard, seeing stars, almost passing out from the intensity. I lose my balance, collapsing forward, but he holds me steady, allowing me to ride out every wave of my orgasm.

After a brief moment to catch my breath, he starts moving again, chasing his own release. I hold still as he pounds into me, the intensity of his movements sending aftershocks through my body.

“Show me what you got!”

He shudders, dropping his head. “Come on me,” I say. “I want it on my skin. I want to feel your hot juice.”

He groans and carefully pulls out, tugging off the condom as he goes. He looms over me, rubbing his dripping cock against my ass. After a few moments, he takes himself in hand and starts jerking off. It doesn’t take long before he’s spurting all over my soft, sweaty skin, his release mingling with mine.

I hum in satisfaction. I turn around and notice him watching me with dreamy eyes.

“You’re so sexy,” he declares.

I smirk and say, “I know. And I’m also very dirty.”

“That you are.”

I laugh and swipe my palm over my come coated back. I suck two fingers into my mouth. “Mmm,” I utter, “delicious.”

He groans and drops his head to the sofa. “You’re going to literally be the death of me.”

I pat him on the head and wiggle out from under him. “I really need another shower now,” I say, waltzing naked into the bathroom. I turn and see him watching me warily. “Are you coming?”

“I guess that’s up to you,” he says, smiling.


Chapter four
Wet and Wild
Rachel


We step into the shower together; it’s impossible to keep my hands off him. The warmth of the water contrasts with the cool air outside the shower, and the delicious sensation makes me sigh in contentment. It streams down my neck and back. When I tilt my head back, I allow the water to cascade over my face.

The sensation is both cleansing and invigorating, rejuvenating my senses while grounding me in the present moment. I run my hands over his chest, feeling the steady thrum of his heart beneath my fingers.

With his freshly-fucked look and damp hair clinging to his forehead, he’s irresistibly alluring. I revel in the feel of him inside me, knowing that he’s mine, at least at this moment.

His muscles are taut, glistening with a mix of sweat and water, each contour highlighted by the soft light. The way his chest rises and falls, still catching his breath. The sight of his slightly parted lips make him incredibly attractive.

Under my hands, his chiseled abs ripple, water cascading downward to accentuate every ridge and valley. His strong arms, capable of holding me tightly and making me feel safe, are now relaxed; yet they still exude a quiet power. The mix of the scent of soap and sex creates an intoxicating aura around him.

The steam fogs up the mirror, but I couldn’t care less. His laughter fills the air as he playfully splashes water at me. Returning the favor, I turn a simple shower into a water fight. The way his eyes sparkle with mischief is contagious make me laugh along with him.

I find myself unable to resist his infectious joy and the way he effortlessly makes me happy. With a smile, I immerse myself in our playful, intimate connection, cherishing every moment. Everything feels light and perfect in this moment, as I am completely swept away by the happiness he brings me.

With gentle hands, he helps me wash my hair, his fingers massaging my scalp. I reach for the shampoo; as I start lathering up, he just grins and grabs the soap. There’s an easy rhythm between us as we pass items back and forth, laughing about the silliest things.

As he washes my back, in a sweet little dance, his hands moving gently, almost soothing. I lean into it, feeling relaxed and cared for. Then it’s my turn to do his back. I pour some soap into my hands and start rubbing, teasing him a bit. He pretends to squirm, but I know he’s loving it.

When I pull at his shoulder, he turns around and I soap his chest, my hands gliding over his firm muscles. He lets his hands drift up and down my arms as I work, making me shiver. The third time he “accidentally” lets his fingers brush over my nipples, I pull him close and press my lips to his; the searing kiss leaves us both gasping for air.

He moans softly as I trail kisses along his neck and shoulders. I move against him, my skin sticking and sliding as the water ebbs and flows over our flesh. His cock begins to swell against my thigh, and I can’t help but smile.

“I want you again,” he whispers against my throat.

I moan, feeling a fresh wave of desire. “You’ve recovered already?”

His only response is a low growl while his hands roam my body. I kneel, the water spraying us, and look up at him with a mischievous smile. Drops of water cling to his hardening cock. I lean in, letting my tongue catch each drop. His breath hitches as I tease him, my lips and tongue working over his length.

I can feel him grow even harder under my touch; his hands find their way to my hair, gently guiding me. With primal need, I take him deeper, savoring every inch. The combination of water and desire makes the moment electric. I revel in the pleasure of making him feel good, while my own arousal builds.

As the intensity peaks, I reluctantly let him slip from my mouth. The ache between my legs, the craving for him, is too strong to ignore. I need him inside me so badly. He grabs the condom I had brought with me just in case and quickly rolls it on.

Without hesitation, he lifts me up and pins me to the shower wall. I gasp and my hands fly out to brace myself against the tile. Without warning, he thrusts into me. I can feel him claiming me to my innermost core.

I scream in surprise, my body reacting to the sudden, forceful penetration. I bite down on my bottom lip, hard enough to taste the metallic tang of blood. My pussy is sore in the best way, the intensity of his thrusts overwhelming, yet exhilarating.

Each movement is primal and instinctual, as if we are both driven by some unspoken need to consume each other. The water continues to cascade over us, adding to our raw, animalistic coupling. I cling to him, lost in the moment… in the pleasure of being taken so fiercely.

He fucks me without mercy, his movements rough and relentless. Each thrust is a force of nature, driving me against the wall. My body responds eagerly, meeting his thrusts with equal fervor. Each stroke brings me closer to the edge.

This is exactly what I needed, what I had craved so desperately: the rough, uninhibited fuck of a stranger, the thrill of being taken without restraint or hesitation. He leaves me breathless and only wanting more.

I moan low in my throat. “Please,” I start.

“Always begging,” he says.

I narrow my eyes at him, but he simply orders, “Turn around. Let me take care of you like a man.” He smacks my ass when I don’t turn quickly enough for him.

I hurry to turn, eager for more. The blood rushes to my center, the sting in my cheeks mirroring the arousal building between my legs. The combination of pain and pleasure is intoxicating.

I’ve never admitted this to myself, but I have a thing for spanking. I enjoy this way more than I should.

He spreads my cheeks, staring for a moment before he puts me where he wants me. “Stay just like this.”

When he taps my clit with his cock, I shudder. He rubs his hard length along my drenched slit. My hands scrabble against the slick tile, and he slides into me when I’m still a little off balance.

“I want you to come,” he growls, his voice laced with command as he slides his thick fingers into my pussy, filling me completely. With his other hand, he delivers a firm spank to my ass, the sting sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

My body arches, pushing against his hand in my pussy and tilting my ass up, silently begging for more.

“You like this?” he asks, his voice husky with desire; as he spanks me again, the sharp sting sends a rush of heat through me.

“Yes,” I moan deeply, the pleasure-pain combination sending me spiraling into ecstasy.

His fingers continue their relentless assault, driving me closer and closer to the edge.

With each touch, each spank, the pleasure builds, becoming almost unbearable. I can feel myself teetering on the brink, my body trembling with need.

Then it happens: with a sharp cry, I come hard on his fingers, my orgasm crashing over me in waves. My whole body shudders with the intensity of it, the pleasure so intense, it’s almost painful. He continues to touch me, prolonging my ecstasy until finally, I collapse forward, my knees buckling beneath me.

I sink to my knees, the water from the shower raining down on me, mixing with the tears of ecstasy that streak my face. He kneels beside me, wrapping his arms around me, holding me close; his touch is gentle now, soothing me as I come down from the dizzying heights of pleasure.

He doesn’t waste a moment, pressing me against the wet tiles, his hands gripping my hips as he positions himself behind me. With a low growl, he enters me again, his cock filling me.

He fucks into me harder, and I squeeze tight around him. “You want to come again?”

I groan. I don’t even know if I can. I’ve lost track of how many times I’ve already gotten off tonight. Surely I can’t manage another.

“I know you can do it,” he urges. He lightly squeezes my clit between his fingers as he hammers into me. “So close. Come with me.”

My thigh muscles tighten and my stomach clenches. I can feel him tensing up all over.

“Come, now. Come for me!”

I do, and the pressure of my walls squeezing tightly around him drives him over the edge along with me. He comes with a loud cry that echoes through the bathroom and bounces off the tiles.

He eases out of me and guides me to the bench in the corner. He cleans me with the handheld shower, then does the same for himself. The water is starting to run cold just as we finish.


Chapter five
The Morning After
Rachel


He gently disentangles himself from my arms, careful not to disturb the fragile tranquility we had somehow managed to create. I invited him to stay in bed last night after our shower, knowing he was too drained to drive.

I watch him for a moment, admiring the way the light traces the contours of his face, etching a memory I wish to hold onto. There’s a gentle sadness in the air, the weight of unspoken words hanging between us.

With a faint smile, he turns to me. “I should probably get going,” he says softly, a hint of reluctance in his voice.

I nod, trying to mask the pang of regret fluttering within me.

“Yeah,” I reply, my voice tinged with an unspoken longing.

He leans down to press a tender kiss on my forehead.

“Thank you for an amazing night,” he murmurs, his gaze lingering.

I want to ask for his name, to grasp something tangible amid the fleeting time we’ve spent together. But the words catch in my throat, the moment feeling too delicate to disrupt. With a soft smile, he gathers his belongings; as he reaches the door, he turns back to meet my gaze one last time.

“Take care,” he says, a touch of wistfulness in his eyes before stepping out into the morning light.

I stand by the door, thoughts swirling through my head like a tornado. Part of me wants to kick myself for not asking his name or number. But then again, there’s something kinda exciting about the mystery of it all—like a night that just feels destined, somehow meant to happen no matter what.

I finally eat the pizza but I don’t even heat it up. The toppings have slid mostly to one side during our frantic encounter, and the cheese is gloopy and congealed. It’s one of the best things I’ve eaten in a long time.

I caress my skin as I eat, reveling in the stinging marks he had left behind. I press into bruises, the only remembrance I have left. I’m exhausted to the bone, but there’s no way I can sleep.

Daylight starts slowly creeping in. I find myself staring out my window, watching the world do its usual thing as it wakes up for the day. It’s so quiet and so different from the mess going on inside me.

There’s a knock at my door: tentative and light, but a knock all the same. My heart jumps in my chest. Could it be him? I try not to get my hopes up in the space between the couch and the front door.

Slowly, I open the door, and there he is: the pizza guy with this half-nervous, half-hopeful smile.

“Hey, uh, I forgot something,” he mutters, his cheeks going a bit pink.

I grin. “Come on in,” I say, stepping aside.

He looks around, a bit sheepish, and then pulls out a piece of paper.

“I never gave you this,” he says, handing it over. “It’s my number, in case you need it… you know, for more pizza delivery.”

He tries to act nonchalant, but I can tell he’s been thinking about what happened as much as I have. I take the paper, feeling both grateful and relieved. As I unfold it, I see his name scrawled across the top: Jake.

“Thanks, Jake,” I say, smiling. “I’m really glad you came back.”

He smiles and heads for the door. Our eyes lock, and there’s a moment. The door closes behind him; this time it feels different. Like there’s some tiny little thing tying us together.

I am excited as I save his number on my phone. I have the feeling that I’ll be eating pizza again very soon.

~The End~

Did you like this story?

Then you’ll LOVE all 10 Erotica Short Stories.

A collection of my ten most recent erotic short stories all in one.

All books in this series are stand-alone stories—no need to read them in order.

[image: ]

Unforgettable Pleasure - The plumber arrives with his big pipe, ready to fix more than just her leaks.

Pulled Over For Passion - Caught speeding, the only way out is to take the officer’s weapon deep.

Elevated Ecstasy - Mile-high pleasure with a stranger at 30.000 ft. From virgin to threesome.

Forbidden Lessons - When anatomy crashes her math tutoring she learns how to ride his cock.

Naughty Delivery - She orders pizza and he delivers extra sausage.

Roadside Rendezvous – He pops her hood, checks her fluids, and makes sure everything is running smoothly.

Dual Seduction – Why choose when you can have both Greek brothers?

Dirty Detour – She came for the ride, but now she’s straddling more than just his motorcycle.

Taste of Temptation – She’s served a feast she’ll never forget—two eager bodies and a kitchen about to go up in flames.

Changing Room Confessions – She’s frozen in place, unable to look away as he strokes himself under the steaming water.

Trigger Warning:

If you are looking for a romantic short story with plot and character development, this story is NOT for you.

If you are looking for pure smut, porn for women, and just need a quick read to get going, THIS BOOK IS FOR YOU!

This book contains scenes depicting consensual sexual activity involving anal play, threesomes, light BDSM, and sex in public. Reader discretion is advised, as the content includes explicit descriptions of intimate encounters and may not be suitable for all audiences. If you’re sensitive to explicit sexual content, please be aware before reading.

Continue reading HERE!


Ready to get wet?

Dive into 22 super short taboo erotica stories.

22 Shades of Taboo.

[image: ]

A quick and filthy collection of adult short stories…

Nothing is off-limits and every desire is explored.
From forbidden fantasies to seductive surprises, get ready for a world of passion that will leave you craving more.

No fluff, no filler—just 22 sizzling fantasies in one book.

Endless possibilities are waiting inside.
Get in the mood in less than 5 minutes.

From Escort to Firefighter here are just a few of the stories you’ll find inside:

	He gifts his brother to his girlfriend for one night.

	Two millionaires place a bet on the same woman.

	At a secret sex club, two couples become entangled in a night of ecstasy.

	Sexting with her one-night stand.

	The world’s best massage therapist offers more than relaxation.

	Dripping wet from the lifeguard, not the water.

	A morning quickie in the parking garage.




In these stories, you’ll discover how a little imagination and some hot gadgets can turn up the heat in the most unexpected ways. Whether it’s solo play, fun with a partner, or indulging in the pleasures of light BDSM.

Continue reading HERE!


For more information

Scan HERE

[image: ]


To sign up for my Newsletter

Scan HERE

[image: ]


https://shorturl.at/YFhVp

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		1. Late-Night Lust


    		2. Sizzling Delivery


    		3. Beneath the Veins


    		4. Wet and Wild


    		5. The Morning After


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45






OEBPS/image_rsrcH8.jpg
EROTICA SHORT STORIES

AVALON LUST





OEBPS/font_rsrcH5.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcH7.jpg
10 EPOLICA
SHORT
STORIES

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE

AVALON LUST






OEBPS/image_rsrcHB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcH6.jpg
PLEASURE SER‘IES

AVALON LUST





OEBPS/font_rsrcH4.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcH9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcHA.jpg
I [ ]
Made with Flodesk





