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Chapter one
Old Flames, New Sparks


Olivia

Istep into the bar and the familiar smell of beer and cheap cologne hits me with a rush of nostalgia. It’s been years since I’ve been back for the Thanksgiving reunion, and I can already feel the nerves twisting in my stomach. I tug at the hem of my dress, which clings a bit more than I usually prefer. It just felt right to grab this fitted piece tonight, especially with the thought of Connor possibly being here. Let’s be honest: part of why I chose this dress is definitely because of him.

The place is packed, just like it always was—faces from my past, people I haven’t thought about in years. As I weave through the crowd, the sounds of laughter and conversation fade into the background. My eyes scan the room, a flicker of curiosity pulling me deeper.

The last update on Connor I got was from my mom; she told me that he’d remodeled the house he had inherited from his parents. She didn’t mention a wife or kids, but that was at least two years ago. Maybe things have changed. Maybe not.

It would definitely make things simpler if he weren’t here, sparing me the nervous excitement that always comes with seeing him. But deep down, a part of me hopes to catch a glimpse of Connor. The thought of him sends a familiar flutter into my chest.

And then I spot him.

He’s sitting at a table near the back, surrounded by a few familiar faces from high school. My heart skips a beat as I take him in—broad shoulders, dark hair that’s a little longer than I remember, and that same easy smile. He looks good. Better than good. His eyes flick up, and when our gazes meet, it’s like the years disappear. That connection we always had—it’s still there.

The only empty seat at the table is next to him, and I can’t help but wonder if he kept it open for me or if it’s just a coincidence. Either way, my feet carry me there before I can overthink it.

“Hey, stranger,” I say, my voice a little breathier than I had intended.

He grins, his familiar smile making my chest tighten. “Look who finally decided to show up.”

I laugh, the tension between us already crackling. “Yeah, well, I’ve been busy. You know how it is.”

Connor nods, but his eyes are on me in a way that makes me feel like I’m the only person in the room. He gets up and steps toward me, and before I can say anything, he pulls me into a hug. His arms wrap around me, strong and steady, and I melt into him without a second thought, my body instinctively molding against his.

He holds me just a second longer than necessary, long enough for my heart to skip a beat. It’s not obvious to anyone watching, but I feel it—the subtle pull, the way his hands rest on the small of my back like he doesn’t want to let go.

He leans in, warm air brushing my ear, sending a shiver down my spine. “I missed you,” he says, his voice low, just for me.

The words hit me harder than expected, and I pull back slightly, just enough to look up at him. His gaze holds mine for a moment longer, and my stomach tightens in a way that feels both known and brand new.

Before I sit down, I hug a few people I recognize, and the conversation flows naturally. Everyone’s curious about where I’ve been and what my last assignment was. Someone asks how long I’m staying and how my parents are—the usual banter when you haven’t seen each other in ages.

Every now and then, Connor’s knee brushes against mine under the table. I want to pull away, but I enjoy the closeness too much not to let it happen. I shift in my seat, pretending to adjust my position, but I’m caught in this delicious tension, torn between wanting to feel him and ignoring the tempting spark that ignites every time we touch.

“So, what’s the big city reporter up to these days?” Michael asks.

“Nothing new. Still traveling too much,” I say, trying to sound casual. After telling my former classmate Michael all about my latest job, I turn to Connor.

“What about you? Still doing the whole small-town thing?” It sounds more negative than intended.

“Yeah, same old, same old. Still working on the house. Some things don’t change,” he says, his eyes flicking to mine in a way that makes me think he’s talking about more than just the town.

Our conversation drifts and the familiar back-and-forth we used to have slips back into place. Every time our legs brush, it feels intentional, and neither of us breaks the contact. And then, as if it’s the most natural thing in the world, his hand finds mine under the table.

I glance at him, but he’s still chatting with the others, his poker face on. Meanwhile, my heart is racing, my skin tingling where his fingers interlace with mine. I squeeze his hand, testing the waters, and he squeezes me back, but his expression remains unreadable. How can he be so composed? Calm and collected, with his head turned away from me, he’s chatting with our former Prom Queen. Is he trying to make me jealous?”

I’m barely listening to the conversation around us now. All I can think about is his hand, the heat of his touch traveling straight to my core. I shift in my seat again, my thigh brushing against his leg, on purpose this time.

He leans in, his voice low and rough, to say, “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I say, my voice coming out shakier than I’d like. “Just…remembering how much fun these reunions used to be.”

He chuckles softly. “Yeah, I remember too.”

His fingers untangle from mine under the table, and for a brief moment, disappointment flickers through me. But then he moves his hand to rest on my leg, warm and deliberate. My breath catches, but I don’t stop him. When he begins tracing slow circles just above my knee, I bite my lip, struggling to keep composed.

We’re still surrounded by people, trying to keep up the facade of catching up with former classmates, but my entire body is focused on his hand–the way his fingers are inching higher, teasing the seam of my dress.

I steal a glance at him, but his expression remains calm like nothing’s going on. He’s still casually chatting with the others, giving no sign that his hand is driving me wild under the table. It’s moving up further, sliding up my thigh, pushing my dress up with it. My heart is pounding, my body reacting like no time has passed at all.

As if my body has a mind on its own, I part my legs, to give him more access. I swear I see the corner of his mouth twitch into a knowing smile. His fingers slip higher, brushing the sensitive skin on the inside of my thigh, and I have to clench my fists in my lap to keep from wheezing.

He’s barely touching me, just teasing, but it’s enough to make me horny. My skin is burning where his fingers trail, and I can feel my panties dampening with every soft caress. I shift my hips, trying to find some relief from the throbbing ache, but the movement only intensifies the sensation.

Then his fingers slip closer to my center, just brushing the edge of my lace, as I inhale sharp. He turns around and leans in, his lips brushing my ear as he whispers, “You’re wet.”

I swallow hard, my body trembling while his palm teases me through the fabric. “You always did have a way of getting me worked up,” I murmur, trying to keep my voice steady.

When his hand dips beneath the lace, moving in slow, torturous circles, barely applying any pressure, it drives me insane. I bite my lip, forcing myself to stay quiet, but every nerve in my body is screaming for more.

All I can do is lift my hips slightly, trying to get his digits deeper inside me. Anything to quell the yearning that is building within, but he just chuckles softly, his fingers still maddeningly slow.

“Patience,” he whispers, his voice a dark promise.

I glance around the table, praying that no one notices the way I’m squirming in my seat, but everyone seems oblivious. His hand is hidden beneath the table, his fingers buried in me, stroking me with an agonizing slowness. It’s taking everything in me not to lose control right here, surrounded by our old friends.

When his thumb finds my clit, I bite the inside of my cheek, struggling to stifle a moan. He turns away from me again, effortlessly starting a conversation with the guy across from him, still pretending nothing’s happening. His fingers keep playing with me, skillfully pushing my buttons and driving me crazy, while he stays totally cool.

I can feel the tension coiling tight inside me, my body aching for release. Just when I think I can’t take it anymore, he curls his fingers and presses harder, moving in a perfect rhythm, coaxing me toward the peak. My breath comes out in shaky gasps, and I grip my glass so hard that I’m surprised it doesn’t shatter.

I excuse myself to go to the restroom.


Chapter two
A Taste of the Past


Connor

Ipush through the women’s bathroom door just before she can lock it. Her eyes widen in surprise, and for a split second, she looks ready to scream. But before she can utter a sound, I step in and close the door behind me.

“Psst,” I say, pressing a finger against her lips to silence her.

“Connor, what are you doing?” she asks, a mixture of shock and intrigue in her gaze.

“I needed a minute with you,” I reply, stepping closer, invading her personal space. She backs against the sink, and I can see her pulse quickening in her neck.

“Here?” she asks, her voice low but laced with that familiar playful challenge.

“Anywhere,” I respond, my eyes locking onto hers as I brush a stray hair from her face, tucking it behind her ear.

“I’ve been wanting to do this since I first saw you tonight. You look stunning, Liv.”

Before she can respond, I crush my lips against hers. The kiss is hungry, urgent, as I feel her body melt into mine. My hands find her waist, gripping her tightly as I push my rock-hard cock against her frame.

She yelps for air and delight shimmers in her eyes.

“God, Connor,” she murmurs, but I’m not done yet. I deepen the kiss, tasting her, losing myself in her.

“You still taste the same,” I murmur against her lips, relishing the heat building between us. I slide my hand under the hem of her dress, my fingers brushing against her round ass.

Her breath falters, a soft whimper escaping her lips. “Connor…”

One palm slides to her front, brushing against her panties, I feel the warmth radiating from her core. “You’re already soaked,” I tease, rubbing my thumb against the lace.

Her hands find their way to my hair, fingers tangling as she pulls me closer. I can feel her responding to me, every ounce of tension melting away.

“You’re bold,” she whispers, but there’s a hint of excitement in her voice that tells me she likes it.

“Always, when it comes to you,” I say, my voice low and gravelly against her lips. I push my hips harder against her, feeling her body react. “I’ve always wanted you like this.”

“Here, in the bathroom?” she asks, confused and breathless, but I can see her eyes darken with desire.

“Yeah, right here. In our bar,” I murmur against her lips before kissing her again, my hands sliding over her thighs and gripping her ass firmly. I lift her effortlessly, her legs instinctively wrapping around my waist as I set her down on the vintage dresser.

“Let’s break in this remodeled bathroom and see if this dresser is as solid as it looks,” I tease, a wicked grin playing on my lips.

The way her body presses against mine, her desperate need matching mine, drives me further into madness.

“Connor,” she gasps, and it’s music to my ears. I feel her heat radiating against me, the need bubbling just below the surface. “This is...wow.”

“Yeah, it is,” I say, my mouth trailing down her neck, biting lightly against her skin. “You’ve always been irresistible to me.”

I pull back just enough to look into her eyes, wanting to see the heat in her gaze. “You still want this?” I ask, giving her a moment to think, to react.

“More than anything,” she whispers.

“Good,” I growl, capturing her lips with mine once more, losing myself in the depths of her eyes, making me forget all my worries. The world outside fades away; it’s just the two of us in this cramped bathroom, and nothing else matters.

As I grind against her, I can feel her body responding, matching my rhythm. The danger, the secrecy, only fuels my desire.

“Liv, I’ve missed this,” I say between kisses, pulling her closer against my chest. Feeling her so close makes me want all sorts of things. I want to devour her, take her hard and fast right now. On the other hand, I want to worship her, spoil her, and make love to her–slow and sensual.

Her breath quickens, and I can feel her body tightening against me. “Connor, this isn’t...” she starts, but I silence her with another fierce kiss.

“Shh,” I murmur as I slip one hand between us, teasing her clit over her damp fabric.

“Just let go,” I whisper, breaking the kiss for a moment, my forehead resting against hers as I capture her gaze.

Her lips part, and I see the mix of surprise and arousal in her eyes. “You don’t care that someone might hear us?”

“Not even a little,” I reply honestly. The thrill of being caught only adds to the excitement. I’m already completely and utterly lost in the moment.

“Okay, then,” she says, a mischievous grin spreading across her face.

With a swift motion, I pull her panties aside, my fingers gliding against her bare skin. I plunge two fingers deep inside her, and she gasps, her back arching against the wall. “Mm, so wet for me,” I growl, my thumb circling her clit, finding that rhythm that makes her melt.

Her moans fill the small bathroom, and I can’t get enough. Every sound she makes feeds my hunger, urging me to push deeper, to tease her more. I slide my fingers in and out, twisting and curling, coaxing her to let go.

“Fuck, Liv,” I whisper, my voice rough as I watch her face contort in pleasure. “You’re so tight.”

“Connor, don’t stop,” she begs, gripping my arm, nails digging in. “Please.”

I kiss her harder, swallowing her cries as I work her faster. I can feel her tightening around me, her body responding to every thrust. ‘You like that?’ I taunt, goading her just the way I know she likes it.

“Yes!” she winces, and it drives me to go harder.

With a few more strokes, she’s done for, her body shuddering. “Oh, my God, Connor!” she cries out, her back pressed firmly against the wall as she rides out her orgasm. I can feel her walls clenching around my fingers, pulling me deeper as she lets go.

“Look at you,” I murmur, catching my breath. “Fucking perfect.”

As she comes down from her high, I pull my fingers away, bringing them to my lips. I suck her juices, relishing the taste of her desire. “You’re even sweeter than I remember,” I say, smirking as I watch her cheeks flush with heat.

She laughs, a mix of disbelief and satisfaction. “You’re something else.”

“Yeah, well, it’s your fault for looking so damn hot,” I retort, leaning in for another heated kiss. I can’t help myself; the taste of her on my lips is addictive.

I tug my pants down just enough to free my cock, already hard and eager. I give it a few strokes, heat building inside me as I watch the expression on her face.

“What are you doing?” she asks surprised.

“Just enjoying the moment,” I reply, locking my eyes on hers. “You’ll give me the worst case of blue balls. I can’t walk out like this.” Grabbing harder I continue stroking it, savoring the way her gaze follows my every movement.

“Right here?” she asks, her voice slightly breathless. I can see the way she’s leaning closer, intrigued and aroused by the sight.

“Yeah, right here,” I say, my breath hitching as I rub myself. “You got me all worked up. I can’t just stop now.” I bite my lip, feeling the rush of pleasure build.

Liv’s eyes darken with desire; she’s drawn in by the rawness of the moment. “I hate to say this, but I miss your cock,” she confesses, leaning against the wall as she watches me, completely captivated.

“I need you to keep your eyes on my dick,” I say, my voice a little more demanding than anticipated. “I want you to see how much I crave you.”

With her hands on her tits, she says, “Show me how you lose control.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. I focus on the sensation, the heat, and the slickness of my hand as I jerk myself off, feeling the tension coiling tighter and tighter. The thought of her watching makes the moment even more exhilarating.

“Liv, you’re so fucking sexy,” I mutter, my breath coming in short gasps as I feel myself getting closer. I can’t take my eyes off her, the way her eyes widen with each stroke and the way she clenches her jaw, completely captivated by the scene unfolding before her.

My hand gliding up and down, I can feel myself teetering on the edge, the pressure building to an almost unbearable level. “I’m close,” I warn her, my voice strained with need.

“Let go, Connor. I want to see you finish,” she urges, her eyes dark with lust. The sound of her voice drives me wild, and I feel my body responding in ways I haven’t felt in years.

With one final push, I feel the pressure release, my orgasm crashing over me like a freight train. I let out a deep groan as I come, my body shuddering with the force of it. I can see her relax as she watches me spill out onto the floor.

“Fuck,” I exhale, riding the aftershocks as I slow my strokes, completely drained yet exhilarated.

As I pull my hand away, I catch her staring at me, a mix of awe and desire in her eyes. “That was...intense,” she coos, a smile slowly spreading across her lips.

“Just like old times,” I reply, my heart racing as I clean myself up and pull my pants back up.

“Wow,” she says, still slightly hyperventilating, and I can see the way her body reacts to the memory of what just happened. “That was hot. I can’t believe we just did that.”

“Believe it,” I say, stepping closer to her, intoxicated by her presence.


Chapter three
Backseat Confessions


Olivia

After sneaking out of the bathroom separately, pretending nothing had happened, I down my beer to calm the adrenaline rush still pulsing through me. Connor leans back in his chair, looking way too relaxed for what had just gone down.

“Want to grab a bite?” he asks, casually like we didn’t just cross a line.

“I-I don’t think I can,” I reply, biting my lip. My parents are expecting me home, and the thought of slipping into the house after this exhilarating night feels almost impossible. “They’re waiting for me.”

Connor nods, a knowing smile creeping onto his face. “How about we just take a little drive? I promise I’ll get you back before they start worrying.”

I hesitate, torn between the desire to spend more time with him and the nagging reality of my mom asking questions I don’t have answers for. But I can’t resist the temptation. “Okay, just a quick drive.”

The bar fades into the distance as we drive through the old streets of my small hometown, the memories swirling around me like ghosts from the past. Connor glances at me, a playful smirk on his lips, and I can’t help but smile back. The tension from our earlier encounter hangs in the air, fueling the need for what’s next.

“Remember that old lookout spot up the hill?” he asks, his eyes glimmering with mischief.

“Of course,” I reply, the memories of our teenage adventures flooding back. Sneaking out, and the innocent kisses that left my heart racing. “Our secret spot.”

“Let’s go,” he says, his excitement energizing me.

The drive up the hill is brief but steeped in history. As we pull into the small clearing at the top, nostalgia hits me hard. This is where we used to meet as teenagers, where everything changed, and where we had our first time, in the backseat of his old Honda Civic.

Connor turns off the engine, and we both hop out of his Jeep. I stretch a little, breathing in the crisp air. The view is breathtaking, the twinkling lights of the town below creating a stunning contrast against the dark sky. A chill runs through me as a breeze hits, and I shiver. I can feel the cold creeping in.

Connor catches it immediately, his gaze softening with concern as he shifts closer. “Here, take my jacket,” he says, already slipping it off and gently draping it over my shoulders, the leather still carrying his scent.

“And if that’s not enough, I know how to warm you up,” he says, winking his eye.

Before I can respond, he leans in, capturing my lips in a kiss. Connor kissed me so hard that my lips started to bleed. The world around me fades away, leaving only the taste of blood and the desire for more.

“Connor,” I whisper, breaking the kiss, my heart racing in my chest. “We can’t just—“

He cuts me off with another kiss, softer this time, his lips pressing against mine with a kind of urgency that leaves me without air. “Why not?” he murmurs, barely pulling away, his voice low and heated.

“What do we have to lose? Let’s think about the consequences tomorrow and just enjoy tonight.”

With a quick tug, he pulls the car door open, and before I can react, his hands are on my waist, lifting me into the backseat, just like back then. Memories flood my mind as he climbs in after me, the tight space electric with familiarity and anticipation. The car rocks slightly, just like on that night when everything between us changed.

“Wow, I feel like I’m seventeen again,” I say, a teasing smile on my lips.

He chuckles, “I miss being seventeen with you…Remember our first time back here?”

“Of course,” I reply, my heart racing. How could I ever forget? I think, but don’t say it. He was my first kiss, my first boyfriend; he took my V-card and I don’t regret any of it. But everything has its time. Before I can finish my thought Connor pulls me against him. I can feel his fingers grazing my skin, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through me.

“God, you’re even more beautiful than I remember,” he whispers.

“Stop talking,” I urge, tugging at his shirt, eager to feel his skin against mine.

With a swift motion, he sheds his shirt, exposing his toned muscles; a tattoo on his upper arm quickens my pulse. I let my hands glide over his chest to his shoulder, tracing the ink with my fingertips and noticing the heat radiate from his skin.

“Damn, Liv,” he murmurs, his breath audible as my hands explore his body. “You’re driving me crazy.”

I smirk, relishing the way he reacts to my touch. “Good. I want you to remember how crazy I make you.” I sound confident, when in reality he is the one driving me crazy.

His fingers dive into my hair, pulling me in for another passionate kiss as he grinds his hips against mine. I can feel his restrained bulge pressing against me.

“Is this what you wanted?” he asks, his voice low and seductive as he begins to fumble with his pants. I nod, my heart racing with excitement as I watch him push them down just enough. He frees his cock, and I almost pass out at the sight of him.

“God, yes,” I inhale, my body responding, wanting nothing more than to feel him inside me.

He glances down, a suggestive smile playing over his lips. “Let’s get these off first,” he murmurs, his fingers deftly working to slide my underwear down my legs. I lift my hips to help him, feeling the cool air against my skin as he tosses them aside.

Once I’m bare, he positions himself between my legs, and I wrap them around his waist, pulling him closer. “Connor,” I moan, craving more as I feel him nudging against my entrance.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” he whispers, his eyes locked on mine.

Reaching for his wallet, he pulls out a condom; with a quick flick of his wrist, he rolls it on before his thick, veined cock glides through my folds. I gasp at the sudden intrusion, the sensation of him stretching me just right.

“Fuck, Liv,” he groans, his forehead resting against mine as he starts to move.

The rhythm is slow and deliberate, each stroke awakening a symphony of emotions within me. I can feel the familiar heat surging, and I dig my nails into his back, silently urging him to take me deeper.

“Just like that,” I encourage, my breath coming in quick bursts. “Don’t stop.”

“I’m definitely not cold anymore,” I add.

“I told you I would warm you up,” he replies, his voice strained as he fights for words.

“Fuck,” he grunts, his hands gripping my thighs as he thrusts harder.

The world outside fades away as I focus on him, the connection between us desperate and primal. I can feel my body tightening around him, ready to unravel again. His cock strikes every nerve ending inside me. I can’t hold back any longer—I let out a loud, unrestrained moan, knowing that no one can hear us. I’m completely lost in this amazing feeling, consumed by him.

“Connor, I’m so close,” I exclaim, my breath hitching as he increases his pace, driving me higher and higher.

“Let go, Liv,” he encourages. “I want you to squeeze me until there’s nothing left,” he growls, his voice dripping with raw desire.

The tension between us is like pulsing, electric lightning, waiting to strike.

With one final thrust, I shatter, pleasure washing over me in waves as I cry out his name. My pussy is milking him, and I can feel him tensing up. Shouting my name as he lets go, he collapses on top of me.

As the exhilaration fades, I lean against the seat, panting and my heart racing in the aftermath. Connor looks at me, a satisfied grin spreading across his face.

“Damn, that was way better than the last time in the backseat,” he says, mischievously.

I chuckle, still catching my breath. “For sure.”


Chapter four
A Trip Down Memory Lane


Olivia

The morning sun streams through my window, illuminating the remnants of the wild night I had shared with Connor. My heart races as I recall every stolen moment of my dirty little secret—sex with the ex. I tell myself that I’ll keep my distance, but when he texts me this morning, asking if I want to stop by his house to see the kitchen he remodeled, I can’t resist.

It’s the perfect excuse to see him again and a much-needed break from my parents’ house—pretending to be interested in home improvements while secretly hoping to relive the magic of last night.

As I pull into the driveway, memories flood of summers spent in the backyard, laughter echoing through the halls, and his mom baking cookies for us. The exterior has been painted and spruced up, but the essence of it remains the same.

Connor steps out on the porch, a warm smile spreading across his face. “Hey, look who’s here! Welcome back,” he declares, his eyes lighting up.

I smile back, enjoying the warmth of the moment. “I love the new blue outside. It really pops against the white windows.”

“Thanks! I just painted it,” he replies, motioning for me to come inside. “I brewed some fresh coffee. Do you still take it with one Splenda and a splash of milk?”

“Yep, that’s still my go-to,” I say, excitement bubbling inside me as I step over the threshold, the tension from last night still lingering in the air.

“Wow, it looks amazing in here. So much brighter than before,” I stammer, genuinely impressed as I take in the space. The walls are painted in soothing colors, and the furniture is modern yet comfortable. I can already see the care he’s put into this place.

“Thanks,” he replies, his pride evident. “I’ve still got some work to do, but I’m getting there.” He walks over to the coffeemaker, pours me a steaming cup, and adds some milk and a Splenda before handing it to me. “Here you go. Just how you like it.”

As I take the cup, the warmth seeps into my palms as our fingers brush slightly. “Perfect,” I say, bringing the coffee to my lips and taking a sip. The rich flavor hits my senses, and I can’t help but smile.

“Glad you like it,” he says, his gaze lingering on me for a moment before he turns back to show me around the renovated space.

He points out various upgrades, but I find it hard to focus on anything other than the way he moves. The way his eyes light up when he talks about his home—it’s all incredibly attractive. Finally, we reach the master bedroom where a lounge chair is located. It’s a bright space filled with natural light, and I’m immediately struck by the sleek design of the chair.

He catches me looking at the lounger and says. “That is a yoga chair.”

Wrinkling my forehead I answer, “Is that what they call it now?”

Laughing he answers, “I haven’t had a chance to break it in yet.”

I run my fingers over the smooth fabric, admiring the craftsmanship. “It looks really comfortable. You should try it out some time,” I tease, turning to face him.

“Maybe you can help me with that,” he suggests, a playful glint in his eyes.

The chair is sleek and modern, its velvet black surface inviting to the touch. Its sinuous curves form an ergonomic wave, mimicking the natural arch of the spine, designed to elevate the legs while providing full-body support. The lower part sits near the ground, perfect for kneeling or sitting, while the higher curve lifts the body, allowing for a comfortable reclined position.

He sits first, straddling the lower curve of the chair in a cowboy style, his legs spread comfortably on either side. The higher part of the chair curves just in front of him.

“Come here,” he says, his voice low, motioning for me to sit in front of him.

“Like this?” I ask as I sit facing him. With a quick, playful movement, he pulls me into his arms, capturing my lips in a fierce kiss that leaves no room for doubt.

“God, you feel so good,” he groans, breaking the kiss to trail his lips down my neck. I tilt my head back, exposing more of my skin to him; he takes full advantage, kissing and nibbling his way down.

“Connor,” I gasp, arching my back as his mouth moves lower. The sensation of his lips on my skin ignites a fire within me, and I can feel the heat pooling in my core.

“Just relax,” he murmurs. “I’ve got you. Turn around for me, please.”

I do as asked and sit in front of him, my back facing him.

The smooth velvet presses against my skin as I settle into the chair, my back close to his chest but not connecting. The soft material contours to my body, matching its shape perfectly.

“Now, take your shirt off,” he murmurs, his breath warm against my neck, his fingers lightly grazing my sides as he speaks.

A shiver runs through me at his command, but I don’t hesitate. My fingers tremble slightly as I grip the hem of my shirt, pulling it over my head and letting it fall to the floor. The cool air kisses my bare skin, but it’s nothing compared to the heat radiating from him.

“Good girl,” he whispers in approval, and I feel him shift behind me, his hands immediately moving to my neck. His thumbs press gently at the base of my skull, starting a slow, firm massage.

His voice saying “Good girl” echoes in my head as my eyes flutter closed, and I sink deeper into the chair. His hands on me is all I can focus on: the way they move, commanding my attention, making everything else fade away.

He leans in closer, his lips brushing against the curve of my shoulder. “Relax for me,” he whispers, his voice low. It’s not just a suggestion—it’s a command. I do as he says, my muscles loosening as his fingers work their magic, kneading away the tension I didn’t even realize I was holding.

His hands move slowly, deliberately, unhurriedly tracing the line of my neck, down to my shoulders. The way his palms skim my skin makes me hyperaware of every breath he takes behind me. His lips follow his hands, feather-light kisses trailing down my neck, the heat from his mouth against my skin making me ache for more.

“You like that?” His voice is thick with satisfaction, knowing full well the effect he’s having on me. I nod, unable to find my voice, my body responding to his touch, every nerve tingling under his fingers.

He slides his hands lower, fingers grazing the tops of my shoulders, before slipping down along my spine. His lips don’t leave my skin, sucking gently on my earlobe before trailing soft kisses down to the sensitive spot between my shoulder blades. My pulse grows uneven as his hands inch lower, teasing the waistband of my pants, never moving to take them off just yet.

“You’re going to be patient for me, aren’t you?” he murmurs, his voice a dark promise. I nod again, a soft whimper escaping my lips.

“Good.” His tone is dominant, but there’s something reassuring beneath it—a quiet control that makes me feel safe and cared for.

His hands slide around to the front, fingers brushing over my collarbone before slowly drifting lower. Every touch feels like a game, hinting at more, making the heat inside me build. When he cups my breasts, still hidden beneath my bra, his grip is just firm enough to drive me crazy, leaving me wanting more with every squeeze.

His lips find my neck again, softly nibbling at the sensitive skin, and a wave of goosebumps rushes down my spine. I lose control, my body leaning back into him instinctively, craving every bit of contact. Breathing quickly and shallowly, I’m completely taken over by the need for more of him.

With a flick of his fingers, he unclasps my bra, the straps slipping down my shoulders. The moment it drops, I feel the tension release. As his hands firmly knead my now bare breasts, his thumbs flick over my hardened nipples before pinching them between his fingers. The sharp, sweet tingling makes my lips part; as my head falls back, completely lost in the moment, every nerve is lit up.

“I love seeing you like this,” he whispers into my ear.

My heart races, pounding in my chest as his hands continue to explore my body, never rushing, always teasing. Every caress and every kiss builds the tension and makes my body yearn for more.

His lips return to my ear, his voice low, commanding. “Tell me you want this,” he growls, his hands hovering at the waistband of my pants, like torture to me.

“I want you,” the words spilling out of me. My body trembles, the need for him overwhelming. But instead of moving, he rises, crossing the room to pull the shades down. He’s making me wait, playing with me, and the ache inside me only grows as he keeps me suspended in the heat of the moment.

I can him feel sit down behind me, his hand moving upward, wrapping around my throat—not tight, just enough for me to feel his dominance, to remind me who’s in control. The pressure electrifies me, my breath catching in my throat.

It’s like a switch flips inside me, my body reacting before my mind can catch up. My pulse quickens, and I instinctively throw my head back, stretching my neck, offering myself to him.

My breathing becomes erratic, shallow and uneven, as the sensation of his grip around my throat sends a surge of heat straight to my core. I can’t stop the choking noise that escapes my lips, a soft, involuntary sound that betrays how much this excites me. Every nerve in my body is suddenly hyper-aware, pushing me further into that space where need takes over.

His other hand slides down my body, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. When it reaches the waistband of my pants, he doesn’t hesitate—he quickly pops the button open, the sound of the zipper releasing sending a thrill through me. I’m completely at his mercy as his fingers slip under the fabric, moving lower, getting closer to exactly where I need them.

I wheeze when his hand makes contact, a mix of relief and overwhelming need washing over me as his fingers find their way between my folds, teasing the sensitive skin. His grip on my throat tightens just a bit, the pressure both grounding and electrifying all at once. I let out a breathless noise, my body arching back against him as his fingers slowly slide inside me.

“God, you’re so wet,” he growls satisfied. The combination of his firm hold on my neck and his fingers inside me is maddening. I can’t think…I can’t speak…my body is reduced to pure sensation. I can feel my hips start to rock involuntarily, trying to take him in deeper.

The pressure around my throat increases, not painful, but enough to drive me wild. Every time he tightens his grip, I feel a fresh pulse of arousal surge between my thighs, my body reacting to the control he holds over me.

My moans come quicker now, unbidden, my voice betraying how much he’s unraveling me. Each stroke of his fingers sends pleasure rippling through me; the more I squirm, the tighter his hold on my throat becomes. It’s a delicious mix of pleasure and power, and I’m completely lost in it.

He suddenly releases his grip on my throat, pulling his hand away and leaving me gasping for air, a needy whine escaping my lips. Before I can think clearly, he stands, his movements swift and determined. With a firm but gentle push, he guides me into the chair, my legs instinctively lifting to rest on the footrests. My heart races as I watch him—his eyes dark with desire, his presence commanding.

He hooks his fingers into the waistband of my pants and slides them down, leaving me bare in front of him. I feel exposed and vulnerable, but the way he looks at me makes me feel anything but. His gaze is filled with admiration and hunger as he kneels beside me, his large hands gripping my thighs to keep me in place.

Leaning down, he plants soft kisses on my center, savoring my juices like he’s never tasted anything more delicious. After a moment of eye contact, I watch him lick his lips and then spit on my pussy. He holds up two fingers before plunging them deep inside, hitting that perfect spot with unerring precision.

I gasp sharply, my back arching off the chair as his fingers work me over—deep strokes that make my head spin, the pressure of his thumb teasing my clit, leaving me yearning for release.

“Connor,” I stifle, my hands gripping the sides of the chair, desperate for something to hold on to. “Oh, God, please, don’t stop.” I can feel the climax building inside me, threatening to spill over any moment, the tension so sweet it’s almost unbearable.

He pulls away briefly, his lips glistening as he looks up at me with a wicked grin. “You’re so beautiful when you beg,” he murmurs before diving back in, his tongue and fingers working in perfect synchrony, driving me closer and closer to the edge.

I’m trembling now, my hips moving in rhythm with his fingers, chasing that release. “Please,” I pant, my voice breaking with desperation. “Please, Connor, I’m so close—please.”

And then it hits me.

The orgasm crashes over me in a tidal wave of pleasure, my body convulsing as the tension finally breaks. I cry out his name, my voice a mix of a moan and a sob as the pleasure overtakes me, pulsing through every nerve in my body. He doesn’t stop; his fingers are still moving inside me, drawing out every last bit of my climax until I’m left shaking and hyperventilating beneath him.

As the satisfaction slowly subsides, I look up at him, his eyes dark with lust, and I know we’re far from done.

“Connor,” I whisper, my voice hoarse but full of need. “I want you inside me.”

He grins, leaning in to kiss me softly, his lips tasting of me. “Don’t worry,” he says, his voice rough “You’ll have me soon enough.”

Connor’s eyes flash with a wicked grin as he hears my pleading voice. “I need you to come a couple more times and beg me to fuck you some more,” he growls softly.

“Connor, please. I need you,” I gasp, my body already itching for more.

He leans in close, his breath hot against my ear. “Okay,” he whispers, his voice dripping with dominance. “But first, let me show you what you’ll get as a reward if you come a couple more times for me.” With that, he stands up slowly, beginning to undress.

I watch him hungrily, my eyes roaming over every inch of his body as he pulls his shirt over his head, revealing the defined lines of his chest and abs. My hand instinctively reaches out to pat him, craving the feel of his skin, but he grabs my wrist before I can make contact.

“Oh no! No touching. Be a good girl” he commands, fully under control.

I whimper softly, biting my lip as he stands in front of me, his palms moving down to his pants. He unbuttons them slowly, deliberately, teasing me with every second. With a dry throat, I watch him slide them down over his hips. When they drop to the floor and he kicks them aside, he’s left standing in just his boxers, the outline of his hard cock straining against the fabric, begging for release.

With no liquid left in my mouth, I feel my pussy dripping. The heat between my thighs becomes almost unbearable. His hands move to the top of his boxers, and my heart races as I give him a look, silently asking him to pull them down.

“Is that what you want?” he asks, his hand gripping his shaft through the fabric. “More than anything, yes,” I reply, my voice barely a whisper, filled with need.

He pulls the boxers down, letting his thick, hard cock spring free, standing proudly, heavy and glistening at the tip. I can’t stop staring. God, I want him so badly it hurts. My lips part, and I let out a soft, involuntary moan. The urge to rub him, to feel his hardness in my hands, overwhelms me, but I know that I’m not allowed.

Connor catches my gaze, a smirk playing on his lips as he sees the way I react to him. “Like what you see?” he teases, stroking himself slowly, just out of my reach.

I nod, my teeth sinking into my lower lip as I watch him. “So much,” I breathe, my voice trembling with desire.

Connor kneels back down beside me, his hand finding the back of my head. He grips me firmly, his fingers tangling in my hair as he pulls me close. With a smirk, he leans in, capturing my lips with his in a fiery kiss. His lips crash onto mine, hard and demanding, the kiss filled with raw passion.

I kiss him back eagerly, but just as quickly, he pulls away, leaving me gasping for air. A wicked glint appears in his eyes as he leans back, the moment shifting. “Show me how you do it yourself,” he says, his voice low and flirty. I bite my lip, feeling a rush of heat as I realize what he wants.

“You want me to…” Before I can finish my sentence he says, “Yes, I want you to masturbate for me. I want to see you lose control. See how you like it.”

With a deep inhale, I let my fingers trail down my body, finding my folds as I begin to circle my wet spot. I know that he wants to watch me finger myself, so I lick two fingers and slide them inside. I can feel my arousal building, and I grab my other hand, forcing my fingers in deeper, my hips instinctively grinding against my touch.

With my eyes closed, I lose myself in the satisfaction, focusing on the sensations coursing through me: the slick warmth, the urgency of my release. I let out a soft moan, relishing the feeling as I tease my body, every stroke igniting more desire.

When I finally open my eyes, I find him watching me, his expression a mix of hunger and fascination. I see him stroking himself, his hand moving in rhythm with my own, and a rush of heat floods my cheeks. The sight of him, so captivated by my pleasure, sends a thrill of excitement through me.

“Who are you thinking of, Liv?” he asks, his voice low and sensual.

“Ah, Connor,” I breathe, the name slipping from my lips.

“Good girl. Come for me. Show me how you can make yourself come.”

I let the pleasure build, grinding against my own hand, riding my fingers as waves of ecstasy wash over me, finally succumbing to the bliss of my release.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, his voice rich with satisfaction. He leans closer, his fingers finding my clit, teasing and pressing in just the right way, igniting fresh arousal within me.

“Let me help you,” he whispers, guiding my movements as he matches his rhythm with mine. The pressure builds again, intensified by his touch. His thumb moves expertly, swirling against my sensitive spot as I grind against his hand.

I can feel the tension coiling tighter within me, my body responding eagerly to his guidance. Just when I think I might burst, another orgasm crashes over me, more powerful than the last. My body convulses, joy surging through me, and I cry out, “Connor!” I’m lost in the bliss he’s helped to create.

Before I can catch my breath, I feel the tip of his cock brush against my lips. “Here’s a little taste, as a reward,” he says with a smirk. His hand tangles in my hair, gently gripping it to keep me grounded as I part my lips, eager for him. I open my mouth wider, welcoming the weight of him as he pushes forward, his cock sliding across my tongue.

The taste of him is intoxicating—salty, musky, and everything I’ve been craving. I close my lips around him, my tongue swirling over the sensitive tip as I let out a soft moan, the sound vibrating against his skin.

Slowly, I take more of him into my mouth, inch by inch, until I feel him at the back of my throat. My eyes water, but I don’t stop. I want to please him. I want to taste all of him.

I hollow my cheeks and suck harder, my tongue stroking along the underside of his shaft as I bob my head, taking him deeper with each motion. His cock twitches in my mouth. I can hear the sharp intake of his breath above me, his grip on the back of my head tightening as I work him over, the sound of my mouth on him wet and needy.

“Good girl,” he growls, his voice rough with arousal. “You take me so well.”

His praise encourages me to suck harder and more eagerly. I look up at him through thick lashes, my lips stretched around his length, wanting nothing more than to feel him lose control. His hips begin to move in rhythm with me, thrusting slowly as I meet him with each movement, my mouth hot and slick around him.

Abruptly, he pulls out, breathing hard as it takes him a moment to regain his composure. “Not yet, baby girl. I want to ruin you tonight. Make you remember how good I can take care of you.”

My eyes flutter closed as my head relaxes back against the chair, another moan escaping me—this time tinged with disappointment.

“I’ll be right back,” he starts. “Be a good girl and stay right here. Keep touching yourself. I need you to be nice and wet when I return.”

I quickly oblige, starting to massage my breasts. I lick one of my fingers, making it wet, doing it seductively while locking eyes with him. My fingers glide over my skin, lost in the delicious pleasure as I watch him walk out. I’m curious what he has in store for me.

When he comes back, I see he’s holding a sleek, black blindfold in one hand and a candle in the other. My chest tightens with anticipation as I look up at him, still pleasuring myself.

“Do you trust me?” he asks, his voice low and thick with desire.

I nod, confusion swirling in my mind. What is his plan now? Something new? I don’t care, I just need him to fuck me.

“Close your eyes,” he commands.

I do, feeling a rush of adrenaline. As I lie back on the yoga chair, the air feels cooler without my sight, and my other senses sharpen.

The room is quiet except for the soft rustle of his movements. I hear the faint sound of fabric in his hands, and my heart pounds in response. My breath quickens as he ties the blindfold securely over my eyes, plunging me into complete darkness. The lack of vision only intensifies the thrill, every small sound heightened as my body waits in suspense.

“Are you ready?” he asks, his voice a dark whisper.

I swallow hard, the excitement bubbling in my chest. “Yes,” I reply, breathless.

For a moment, everything is still, but I can sense him hovering near. Suddenly, his fingers brush against my skin, sliding slowly along my arm. The lightest touch, but it sends shivers down my spine. Every nerve ending is on high alert, my skin tingling in anticipation of what he’ll do next.

His hands explore my body, slowly gliding along my collarbone, down to my stomach. Without seeing his next move, every touch is a surprise and more intense. I gasp when his fingers trace over my breasts, the softness of his hands making me arch into him.

“You like that?” he whispers, his breath hot against my ear.

“Yes,” I manage to say, my voice shaky, craving more.

He continues, drawing invisible pictures on my naked body. I feel him lean in, his lips ghosting over my neck, and I can’t stop the soft moan that escapes my lips. His hands slide down my sides, gripping my hips as he presses his body against mine, his shaft brushing me.

I squirm beneath him, desperate for more, the blindfold making every second of waiting unbearable. The darkness makes me crave him even more.

“How does that feel?” he asks.

“Amazing,” I whisper, my breath catching.

He chuckles softly, and I feel him shift, positioning himself between my legs. His fingers graze my inner thighs, and I gasp, the tease of his touch driving me wild.

“Tell me what you want,” he demands, his voice a low growl.

“I want you,” I whisper, my body aching for him. “Please.”

His hand cups my chin, tilting my head up slightly. Even in the dark, I feel the weight of his gaze on me.

“You’re so perfect,” he murmurs, his voice dripping with desire.

I can barely take it anymore, my need for him overwhelming every other thought. “Please,” I beg again, my voice a desperate whisper.

I can’t take it anymore. “Connor,” I whisper, my voice trembling with anticipation. “I need you.”

His hand releases my chin and trails down my neck, over my breasts. I lean into him, gasping as I feel a surge of excitement. His other hand grips my hip, steadying me as he slides his body between my legs, the hard press of his arousal against my thigh driving me wild.

“Tell me what you want,” he commands again, his voice rough, full of desire.

“I want you inside me,” I whimper, my body burning for him.

His lips brush against my ear. “You’re going to feel every inch of me,” he growls, and I feel him shift slightly, reaching between us. I hear the subtle tear of a condom wrapper.

Before I can fully prepare, he pushes into me, hard and deep. I yell out, my body lifting off the chair as he fills me completely. It’s so intense! The yoga chair positions my body at the perfect angle—my legs are spread wide, with my hips elevated and my back supported by the curve of the chair.

It forces me open, allowing him to drive into me without resistance. I gasp as my body lifts slightly off the chair.

With my hipbones faced up he penetrates me even deeper than ever. His cock hits a spot inside me that makes my entire body shudder. The angle is relentless—he’s able to slam into me with full force, right on the spot, without holding back. It’s like the chair is made for this, offering no escape as his powerful thrusts rock me.

He doesn’t give me a moment to adjust. His pace is urgent and his hands gripping my thighs to keep me in place. His body is in complete control, and I’m at his mercy

“Damn, you’re tight,” he groans, his breath ragged as he drives deeper. “I’ve missed this.”

“Me too,” I gasp, my body responding to him in ways I didn’t think possible. “You feel incredible.”

His cock stretches me fully. Each thrust feels sharper and more powerful, the sound of our bodies slapping together echoing in the room as he fucks me with raw intensity. He picks up the pace and the yoga chair creaks under our weight, but I barely notice; all I can focus on is the way he moves, the feeling of him filling me, igniting every nerve ending.

Heat is pooling in my core and the pressure builds with every thrust. “Connor, I’m so close,” I manage to say, the pleasure overwhelming.

“Let go,” he commands. “I want to feel you come around me.”

Milliseconds later, I orgasm, feeling a huge rush of euphoria. I scream, I can’t believe how good it feels. I’m shaking.

“Fuck,” he growls, his movements becoming frantic as I tighten around him. “Yes, just like that.”

He drives harder into me, and I can feel him losing control, the need radiating off him. “I’m close,” he warns, his voice thick with lust.

“Come for me, Connor,” I whisper, urging him on as I come down from my high. The sight of him, the feel of him, it all fuels my desire.

With a few more powerful thrusts, he groans, his body tensing as he finds his release deep inside me. I can feel him pulse, the warmth flooding through me as we ride the waves of pleasure together.

Breathless and trembling, I lie back, my body still buzzing from the intensity of it all. Slowly, he reaches up and unties the blindfold, gently slipping it off. As my eyes adjust to the dim light, I blink and focus on his face. He’s smiling down at me, a mix of satisfaction and tenderness in his eyes.

The world seems softer now, the tension melting away. I can feel the heat of his body lingering over mine, and a satisfied smile tugs at my lips. This unexpected adventure leaves me breathless in more ways than one.

“Now that was definitely a workout,” I say, trying to calm down.

He chuckles, running a hand through his hair, a satisfied grin plastered on his face. “Yeah, I think I’ll use that yoga chair more often.”

I laugh, “Maybe I can help you with that.”

“Definitely,” he replies, his gaze lingering on me with a heat that makes my heart race all over again.

~The End~


Snowed In and Turned On

A Neighborly Christmas Escape

Avalon Lust


Contents


1. A Tool for Temptation
2. Bound by Desire
3. Frost and Fire
4. Tension Unleashed
5. Red Lace Rendezvous
6. Edge of Control
7. Tangled Up in New Adventures



Chapter one
A Tool for Temptation


Ellie

Isink into the couch, pulling the fleece blanket over my legs as I try to relax. The room is quiet, except for the soft hum of a Christmas movie playing in the background. It’s some cheesy romantic comedy I’ve seen a dozen times before, with the perfect small-town setting, twinkling lights, and two people who are obviously going to fall in love by the end.

Outside, snow falls gently, covering everything in a blanket of white. It should feel peaceful—cozy even—yet I’m restless. I keep shifting on the couch, trying to find a comfortable position, although nothing seems to help. The movie plays on, but my mind is elsewhere.

Another Christmas alone. Not that I mind the solitude, but there’s something about the holidays that makes the quiet feel a little louder than usual. I take a sip of wine, letting the warmth spread through me as I try to shake off the nagging feeling of loneliness.

Suddenly, there’s a knock at the door. I sit up, startled. Who could that be? It’s the night before Christmas, and I’m not expecting anyone. I toss the blanket aside and walk to the door, pausing to glance through the peephole. After spotting the man I’ve seen around a few times, but don’t really know, I smooth my sweater and cautiously pull the door open.

“Hi,” I say, peering at him curiously. “Can I help you?”

He offers a friendly, slightly hesitant smile. “Hi, I’m Liam, your neighbor from two doors down.

Blinking, I look twice, momentarily caught off guard. How did I never notice how good he looks?

He’s tall, with broad shoulders and messy dark hair that somehow works perfectly for him. That damn smile of his makes it hard to look away. He’s wearing a thick coat, unzipped just enough to reveal a snug sweater underneath. My gaze trails over his chest for a split second before I snap my eyes back up to his.

His voice smooth and casual, he adds, “Sorry to bother you. I was wondering if you have a set of pliers I could borrow. I’m trying to fix my Christmas lights, but...well, it’s not going great.”

He grins, and just like that, my stomach does a little flip. Great.

“Pliers?” I repeat, trying to play it cool. “Yeah, I think I’ve got some.”

“You’re a lifesaver,” he says, leaning against the doorframe with easy confidence. “I’m not interrupting anything, am I?”

The way he says it carries a nosy edge, and how he looks at me—like he’s got all the time in the world—makes me nervous.

Is he expecting me to invite him in? I don’t know this guy. I don’t even know if he’s single. Sure, he’s hot, and I might consider it if I knew more about him. Thinking back, I’ve never seen a woman around his house—mostly just him and sometimes another guy. Oh, my God, maybe he’s gay. That would definitely explain why he looks so handsome.

“No, you’re not interrupting,” I manage to say, although my heart is suddenly beating a little faster. I turn to walk to the kitchen, where I keep a small tool drawer. I can feel his eyes on me the whole way.

“So, Christmas decorations, huh?” I ask, trying to make conversation as I rummage through the drawer.

“You know,” Liam says with a laugh, “it was going fine until I tangled the lights and then dropped them. The snow and cold are not helping the situation.”

I laugh, shaking my head as I grab the pliers from the kitchen drawer. Walking back to the door, I hand them over; as our fingers brush, a spark runs through me. His hand is warm, and for a second, I forget what I’m supposed to say.

“You should probably stick to indoor decorations,” I tease, raising an eyebrow.

He chuckles, rubbing the back of his neck sheepishly. “Yeah, maybe you’re right. But I’m determined to get these lights up. What’s Christmas without a little glow in your front yard, right?”

I watch him for a moment, my gaze lingering a little too long on the way his winter coat hugs his broad chest and his lips curve into a grin. There’s something about him that’s so easy…so magnetic. I shake the thought away, reminding myself that he might be gay, trying to keep things light.

“Well, good luck with that,” I say, stepping back, but he hesitates before turning away.

“Hey, thanks for the tool,” he says still smiling. “Hopefully, I can get this sorted out without burning the whole block down.”

“Yeah, let’s not do that,” I laugh. “If you blow a fuse or something, I’ll know who to blame.”

He winks, giving me a playful salute before heading across the yard to his house. I watch him for a moment, the cold air biting at my cheeks, but I’m too caught up in the way his laugh still lingers in my head.

Finally, I manage to close the door, leaning against it for a moment. My heart is still pounding, and I can’t stop thinking about the way he looked at me, the way his fingers brushed mine and how he asked me if he is interrupting anything.

Liam is…hard to miss. It’s not just that he’s good-looking, though that definitely helps. There’s this easygoing vibe about him that kind of throws me off. One second we’re chatting, and I’m laughing at something he said, and the next, I’m getting this feeling—like maybe he’s interested? I barely know him, but there’s something there, this little spark that makes me wonder what it would be like to kiss him.

Shaking my head, I head back to the couch, but I can’t focus. My mind keeps wandering to my hot neighbor: how he smiled, his voice so warm and playful, and the way his eyes lingered on me just a little too long.

The next thought that crosses my mind is that there’s only one way to find out if he’s gay or not. It’s stupid—he’s my neighbor, for crying out loud. But as I sit back down and pull the blanket over me, I can’t shake the curiosity about what might have happened if he hadn’t strode off.


Chapter two
Bound by Desire


Ellie

I’m not in my house, I’m in some dimly lit, luxurious space—a bedroom I don’t recognize, but it feels intimate, like I belong here. The sheets beneath me are silky and cool against my skin. I can feel the warmth of a fire crackling in the background, casting soft shadows on the walls.

My heart pounds as I realize that my wrists are bound above my head, the restraints soft but firm. My legs are tightly secured, stretched out and spread wide in a way that leaves me completely exposed, like a big X. There’s an edge of fear, but it’s mingled with a sharp, electrifying thrill.

The door creaks open, and I see him—tall, broad-shouldered, with dark hair and piercing eyes that seem to see straight through me. He’s dressed in a perfectly tailored suit, his presence commanding and magnetic, like something out of a fantasy. I can’t place his face, but it doesn’t matter. I just instinctively know he’s everything I’ve ever wanted and more.

There’s a palpable dominance surrounding him, a blend of authority and allure that draws me in despite my restraints. Every step he takes is deliberate, exuding a sense of purpose and control that heightens the thrill coursing through me.

He doesn’t need to say a word to assert his power; it’s woven into the very fabric of his being. The way he holds himself, with a confident, almost predatory gleam in his eyes, everything about him is designed to command attention and respect. I’m completely captivated, unable to look away as he approaches, the anticipation building with every passing second.

My breath hitches as he gets closer. His gaze is dark and intense. With his every step, my heart races faster. I’m both terrified and excited, caught between the fear of the unknown and the thrill of his approach. A tight knot of energy unfurls inside me, a slow burn that spreads with every move he makes.

He leans down, his breath hot against my skin, and whispers something I can’t quite make out. The words are lost, but the sensation sends a shiver down my spine. His fingers brush lightly over my body, teasing, making my skin tingle. I gasp as his hand slides lower, and suddenly, the ache between my legs becomes impossible to ignore.

His touch is electric, every nerve ending coming alive under his fingertips. The tension in me builds higher and higher, a palpable need that I can’t suppress. A mix of fear and excitement hits me as he grazes the inside of my thigh. Heat floods through me, pooling deep in my core. I let out a soft moan, unable to stop the sound from escaping my lips.

He watches me with a burning intensity, his eyes locked on mine. The desire in his gaze is enough to make me tremble, the raw hunger almost tangible. The fear of not knowing what’s coming next only heightens the mood, making every second feel more intense and more urgent.

I arch my back, begging for him. I’m not even sure what I want him to do. Deep down, I know he is the only one who can give me what I need. With a fluid, confident motion, he slips two fingers into his mouth, before guiding them toward me. Deliberate, in a teasing caress, he circles my pussy with his fingers, the sensation of his warm, wet touch against my sensitive skin sending sparks of pleasure through me.

Without warning, he thrusts his fingers deep inside me. He is stretching me violently in a way that makes me gasp. A sharp cry escapes my lips, the sudden invasion catching me completely off guard. But what surprises me more is how quickly my body adjusts, the intense need for more flooding through me.

I want him to push further, to fill me completely, to tease and dominate me in ways I didn’t even realize that I crave. My pussy tightens around his fingers, but it’s not enough—it wants more. I want more.

I can’t say a word…can’t vocalize my cravings... but it seems that I don’t need to. He knows exactly what I need. His other hand closes around my neck, the pressure making it hard to breathe. While his fingers curl inside me, expertly hitting all the right spots.

I yank at my restraints, pushing my hips toward him and exposing my neck further. The pressure on my pussy increases, I can feel him inserting another finger.

“Ahhhh,” escapes from my lungs as I rub my clit against his palm.

When he withdraws his finger abruptly, he leaves me feeling achingly empty. The sudden loss of contact fills me with desperation, and I writhe against my restraints, yearning for the fullness he has provided.

“Bad girl,” he says.

My head is spinning: no clue what I did wrong. Breathless, I watch him as he slowly undresses. He peels off his shirt with a casual grace, revealing a chiseled chest that makes my pulse quicken. My eyes trace the contours of his muscles, drinking in the sight as he confidently disrobes.

He tosses his clothes aside, and his hungry eyes meet mine. There’s a playful smirk on his lips, indicating a clear understanding of the effect he has on me. My eyes can’t help but follow the path of his fingers as he unfastens his belt and slips out of his pants, revealing his rock-hard cock. I don’t know what I was expecting, but certainly not this. His dick is thick and bigger than I had imagined, completely shaved, and hypnotizing me with every twitch.

Every inch of him is mesmerizing, and I feel a new surge of need building within me. The bands tying my wrists to the bed dig into my skin, a constant reminder of how completely exposed and vulnerable I am. My body still tingles from his earlier touch, and the sight of him only intensifies the desire coursing through me. Each breath I take is ragged, a mix of anticipation and raw yearning. The restraint heightens everything—every sensation, every moment—and I can’t help but ache for more.

“You were a bad girl,” he repeats, his voice a low, commanding growl.

“Tell me you’re sorry,” he demands next, his tone brooking no argument.

“I-I’m,” I start to respond, but the words catch in my throat. What did I do? What is this?

I feel his hand on my neck again, his fingers pressing lightly but with just enough firmness. The pressure makes it a little harder to breathe, but to my surprise, it turns me on even more. I had no idea how much I’d crave this—the way the desperation inside me sharpens with every touch.

“If you can’t say it, show me that you’re sorry,” he says while hinting down to his cock.

Without hesitation, I turn my focus to him, my eyes fixed on his erection. I strain against the shackles arching my body as much as I can, desperate to close the distance between us.

He steps forward, his cock hovering right in front of my lips, and I open my mouth, craving to taste him. I stretch further, guided by a mix of necessity and longing; as he finally brings himself within reach, I slowly take him into my mouth, savoring every inch. His warmth and thickness fill me, and I begin to move my lips and tongue in slow, deliberate strokes.

His grip on my throat loosens slightly as he watches me, his gaze full of approval and hunger. Each movement is calculated, designed to draw out my pleas and apologies in the most intimate way. The sensation of him sliding in and out of my mouth, coupled with the look of satisfaction on his face, makes me even more eager to please him.

I work my mouth around him, relishing the taste and how he feels against my tongue. I glance up into his eyes, and our gazes lock. He looks satisfied, his lips slightly parted as he watches me, the pleasure in his expression encouraging me further. He’s smooth and warm, gliding effortlessly as I focus on him. I suck him as good as I can without using my hands.

I’m not sure where my confidence comes from, but I let go of him. Still looking at him, I bite my lips and ask, “Is that good, Master?”

“Enough,” he says, his voice tinged with anger.

His hand wraps around his erection, and with a frustrated growl, he starts to move up and down with a forceful rhythm. The look on his face is intense, as his hand works his cock with a commanding grip, showing his frustration and control. The sight of him, so powerful and assertive, only heightens my longing.

“Will you be a good girl?” he asks, his voice softening as he gazes down at me.

Not sure what to say, I answer, “Yes, Master. I will be a good girl. Anything you…”

“That’s right,” he interrupts. “You only talk, when I ask you to. Understand?” he asks fully in control of himself.

“Yes, Master,” I answer, slowly understanding the game.

With that, he steps closer, still holding his hard cock in his hand. He looks down at me, his gaze full of intent as he positions himself just above me. The anticipation in the air is palpable as he guides his erection toward me.

“Now, suck me some more, baby girl,” he says. I can’t help but smile at the command. He slowly pushes his cock back between my lips. His hardness in my mouth sends a tremor through my veins. I start to work my mouth over him again, loving how he fills me up and hits the back of my throat with every thrust. I usually don’t like deep-throating; it makes me choke, but with him, there’s something exhilarating about it; it gives me the illusion of control.

I wonder how good it would feel to have him inside me…how satisfying I’d be. The thought of that kind of stretch makes me moan around him.

His hand grips the back of my head gently, guiding me as I take him even deeper, feeling his powerful rhythm. He watches me intently, his breathing growing heavier with each movement. The intensity is electric, and I focus all my attention on giving him the pleasure he deserves.

As he starts to lose himself in the sensation, his movements become more urgent, his grip tightening as he guides me. I can feel the tension building, and I respond with increased fervor, determined to bring him to the edge of release.

Finally, with a low, throaty moan, he pulls me closer, his climax crashing over him. I feel the hot, thick stream of his release fill my mouth, and I take it all. I open my eyes slowly, stretching my arms out in front of me–first one, then the other–pulling them close to my body. There’s no restraint binding them; they move freely.

I wiggle my feet next, feeling the cool sheets against my skin. Again, there’s nothing—no tightness, no bindings.

It was just a dream.

I sit up, the vivid picture still lingering in my mind. The sensations, the touch, the intensity—they all felt so real. I reach down, tentatively running my fingers over my skin, trying to recall the exact feeling, but it’s gone.


Chapter three
Frost and Fire


Ellie

The snowstorm hits with surprising force, the wind howling and a myriad of snowflakes swirling violently outside. I’m sitting at the table, trying to focus on my emails and get some work done, but the relentless noise outside is a constant distraction. Suddenly, the lights flicker and then go out entirely, plunging the house into darkness.

Seconds later, my phone buzzes with a notification, and I grab it quickly. It’s from the power company, informing me that the outage might last for a few hours, but they’re working on it. My small hope that only my breaker had jumped disappears instantly.

I let out a sigh and turn off my computer, realizing that there’s no point in trying to work without the internet. After fumbling around in the dark, I light a few candles, their flickering flames casting a warm glow across the room. I grab a book from the shelf, hoping to lose myself in its pages when I hear a knock at the door.

Almost simultaneously I hear a voice calling from outside. “Ellie, it’s Liam!” he yells, his voice nearly drowned out by the wind.

Startled, I open it to find Liam standing there, looking relieved. “Hey,” he says, his voice nearly lost in the wind. “I noticed your lights are out too. My power’s gone, but I have a generator. Can I invite you over for some heat and hot cocoa?”

I glance at the darkened living room and nod gratefully. “Yes, please. I’d love to get out before the house gets cold.”

I quickly blow out the candles and grab my coat, feeling a surge of relief as I step outside to join him. The wind hits me like a wall, nearly knocking the breath out of me. Snow swirls around us, piling up in drifts that make it hard to walk. Each step feels like wading through wet sand, my boots sinking into the deepening snow.

Liam walks ahead, his footsteps barely visible before the storm swallows them. I pull my coat tighter around me, fighting against the gusts of wind.

His house feels welcoming, glowing with soft light from the generator, but it’s the fireplace that really draws me in. The flames crackle and dance, casting a golden light across the room and filling the space with warmth that instantly soothes my frozen skin.

“Make yourself comfortable,” he says, handing me a thick blanket.

Liam shrugs off his snow-dusted coat, revealing a fitted sweater that clings to his toned arms and sculpted chest. The fabric hugs him just right, showcasing the definition of his muscles with each subtle movement. My gaze trails down, captivated by the way the soft material stretches over his broad shoulders and narrow waist, leaving little to the imagination.

He catches me watching, a knowing smile playing on his lips—one that holds a blend of warmth and something deeper–something more tempting that sends a thrill through me.

“Excuse the mess,” he says, running a hand through his tousled hair. “I didn’t expect guests, but when the power went off, I thought I’d better check on you. I’m glad you came over.”

I can’t help but feel the heat rising to my cheeks—not just from the fireplace. “I’m glad you did. This storm’s brutal.”

Liam heads to the kitchen, the faint clink of mugs and spoons breaking the cozy silence. I catch myself watching him from behind, his shoulders broad and confident, as he prepares the hot chocolate. Damn, how come he even moves sexy. A few minutes later, he returns with two steaming mugs. He hands me one, and the rich scent of chocolate fills the air.

I take a sip, the warmth spreading through me instantly. The creamy texture and sweetness melt on my tongue, soothing the chill that still lingers in my body. “This is exactly what I needed,” I murmur. Glancing at him over the rim of my mug, my eyes meet his. “Thanks for the invite.”

Sitting down on the couch next to me, his eyes never leaving mine, he says, “Anytime. Let me know if you need anything else.” His lips curl into a half-smile. Something in his tone sends a shiver through me—one that has nothing to do with the cold.

Suddenly, I think of last night’s dream; it must be the crackling fireplace, I tell myself.

“You know,” he says, his voice low and smooth, “I wasn’t sure if I should come over at first. Didn’t want to impose.”

“I’m glad you did,” I say, smiling. “I wouldn’t have made it through the night without this cocoa and fire.”

With a cocky grin on his lips he stutters, “Well, I figured you could use some…warming up. Gotta make sure you stay nice and warm tonight.”

I take another sip of cocoa, but the heat building between my legs has little to do with the drink.

Liam’s gaze still on me, I notice his eyes twinkling with mischief. “It’s all about keeping the heat going, right? I’ll make sure you’re comfortable.” His fingers lightly graze the back of my hand as he says it, sending a spark of awareness through me.

I bite my lip, trying not to smile too wide. “I’ll keep that in mind. Good to know you’re so…resourceful.”

“Oh, I can be very resourceful,” he replies, his voice dropping to a whisper. “Especially when it comes to making you feel good.”

There’s no mistaking the double meaning this time. At this point, I can’t resist teasing him. “So, did you do something to cause the power outage, or is it just the universe conspiring to get us snowed in together?”

He chuckles, leaning in just a little closer. “I swear, I have nothing to do with the outage.” His eyes glint with mischief as he pauses, letting his gaze travel over me. “But I’ve got to admit…I don’t mind it one bit. The perfect excuse to take care of you tonight.”

The way he says it, low and smooth, leaves no doubt in my mind that he’s not just talking about hot cocoa. My heart skips a beat, and I can’t shake the thought that he’s probably not gay. I have the feeling I’ll find out tonight. The possibilities swirl in my mind, imagining all the ways he can take care of me, and without thinking it through, I say, “So, what else do you have in mind?”

Liam leans back, his eyes never leaving me “You have no idea,” he murmurs, his voice full of teasing warmth. “I’d be more than happy to show you.”

Without waiting for a response, he leans in, his lips brushing mine in a kiss that starts off soft but quickly deepens. The initial tenderness turns into a surging wildfire between us. My breath catches as I eagerly respond, pressing my body hard into his, craving more, needing more.

His hands grip me with urgency, sliding down my back and pulling me closer, tighter, his touch both possessive and fierce. Simultaneously my palms roam across his body fueled by lust and the electric need to feel every muscle of him.

The world outside vanishes—the storm, the cold—it’s all gone.

Without a word, Liam grabs the hem of my shirt and yanks it over my head, tossing it aside. I’m breathless, my hands clawing at his clothes, ripping them away as fast as I can manage. His shirt is gone in a flash, and my fingers trace the hard muscles of his chest. Damn, he is built.

Liam lets out a low growl, his eyes dark and brimming with raw desire. With no hesitation, he effortlessly scoops me up from the couch. My legs instinctively wrap around his waist as he carries me to the nearby table. When he sets me down, my heart races. I watch as he pulls down his jeans, kicking them aside

“Just a second,” he mutters, his breath heavy with need as he quickly reaches for a condom, tearing it open. He steps closer again, his strength and commanding presence overwhelming me. As he presses against me, the heat radiating off his body envelops me. Positioning himself at my entrance, he locks eyes with me before thrusting hard and fast, filling me completely. A gasp escapes my lips as my body adjusts to his movement.

“Fuck, I need you,” he groans, the intensity of his voice matching the force of his movements. His hands grip my hips, anchoring me to the table as he pounds into me.

The world outside faded away, all that matters is the overwhelming sensation of him stretching me to the brim. My back arches, and I cling to him, lost in the heat of the moment.

I’m usually the romantic one who believes in taking things slow—no sex before the third date, always waiting for the perfect moment. But right now, none of that matters. This is different. I want him to fuck me more than anything.

I can see the hunger in his eyes, and it mirrors the need coursing through me. There’s something so intoxicating about this—about him. I want him just like this: unrestrained and powerful, claiming me with everything he’s got.

It’s hot, real, and exhilarating, and I can’t hold back any longer. I’m ready to surrender to the storm between us, to lose myself.

I feel the heat pooling deep within, building higher with every powerful jolt. He grips my hips, pulling me closer, urging me to meet him stroke for stroke. Next thing I know, my body tightens around him. Wave after wave of pleasure crashes uncontrollably over me. I come hard, my cries mingling with his as I spiral into ecstasy. It feels like I’m bursting apart, bright stars dancing in my vision.


Chapter four
Tension Unleashed


Liam

I’m floating in a blissful haze, wrapped in warmth and pure pleasure. In my dream, I’m sprawled on my bed, feeling a slow, sensual blowjob that hits all the right spots. It is so beautifully intense that it makes me moan as I drift in and out of consciousness.

Suddenly, I wake up, the dream shifts into something way better. I blink my eyes open to a jaw-dropping sight—Ellie, my gorgeous neighbor, kneeling between my legs. What a delightful surprise! Her mouth is wrapped around me, her lips and tongue working my hard cock. I’m struggling to think straight.

My body tenses as I feel more blood rushing south. A low groan escapes my lips. “Ellie,” I manage to breathe out, slowly realizing that this is real.

Her green eyes meet mine briefly, full of playful mischief before she focuses back on her task. Her touch is electric, each stroke of her tongue and the gentle pressure of her lips sending waves of ecstasy through me. With my fingers in her hair, I try to steady myself as the sensation builds to a crescendo.

As the intensity grows, I can’t hold back any longer. My body arches slightly, my grip tightening as I approach the edge. Ellie seems to sense the change, her movements becoming faster.

With a final, intense rush, I release, spilling over Ellie’s face. The sight of her, still focused and enjoying the moment, only heightens my satisfaction.

Ellie looks up at me with a smile, her cheeks flushed and her eyes sparkling like an emerald. “Merry Christmas,” she murmurs, her voice a soft, sultry whisper.

I pull her up into my arms, still buzzing from the rush. Our kiss is rough and hungry, my need for her far from satisfied.

“We’re not done,” I murmur against her lips, feeling her melt into me. She lets out a soft giggle as I lift her effortlessly, carrying her to the bathroom. “Shower?” she asks, raising an eyebrow, playful but intrigued.

“Yeah,” I reply, my voice low, “Need to feel you again...under the water.”

In the bathroom, I turn on the shower and let the hot water run, giving it a minute to warm up. The steam starts to fill the small space, creating a thick haze that wraps around us. I glance back at her, my gaze lingering on the dim light catching her skin, making her glow.

Once the water feels just right, I step in, feeling the heat wash over me, relaxing my muscles. I motion for her to join me, and she steps in beside me, a deluge of water cascading over her. I can’t help but admire how the droplets bead on her skin. I grab the body wash and squeeze some into my hands, rubbing them together to create a lather.

“Here, let me get that for you,” I say, moving closer, letting my hands glide over her arms and shoulders. The warm water mixes with the scent of the body wash. I take my time, enjoying the moment.

“Turn around,” I instruct. Ellie grins as she complies, her back to me while the water cascades down over her. My hands glide over her skin, the soap making her curves even more enticing. She leans into my touch as a soft sigh escapes her lips.

“God, you have no idea how much I needed this,” she says, her tone playful yet sultry.

“I might have a clue,” I reply, smirking as I lean in closer, my breath brushing against her ear. “But I have something else in mind that you might need.”

With that, I drop to my knees, the warm water pooling around me. I part her legs slightly, my mouth hovering just above her core, feeling the warmth radiating from her skin. Hearing her breath catch gets me way more excited than I would like to admit.

“Liam,” she gasps, her voice filled with desire.

I waste no time, diving in and tasting her sweetness. I explore her with my tongue, using long, teasing strokes that make her shudder. The sounds she makes are intoxicating, driving me wild. As good as I can, I focus on her pleasure. I want to give her exactly what she craves.

Ellie’s fingers weave into my hair, urging me closer as she rides her first wave of ecstasy. “Yes, just like that,” she breathes, her voice just above a whisper.

The hot water, combined with her hot body, creates a perfect storm of sensation. I’m lost in her.

As I work her harder, I can feel the tension building, her body reacting to every little thing I do. It feels like a game, and I’m intent on pushing her to that sweet peak again. I tease and play, focusing on all the sensitive spots that make her squirm, ensuring she’s completely overwhelmed by the pleasure building inside her, ready to send her over the edge into another powerful orgasm.

Finally, with one last flick of my tongue, she cries out, her body trembling as she finds her release. The sound of her pleasure echoes in the steamy bathroom, making my own desire surge anew.

I rise to my feet, capturing her lips in a passionate kiss, tasting the remnants of her pleasure mixed with the warmth of the water.

“Merry Christmas, Ellie,” I whisper against her lips, my heart racing with everything that has just happened.

“Best Christmas ever,” she replies, a mischievous grin spreading across her face.

“And this is just the beginning,” I say confidently. Pulling back slightly, I look into her eyes, making sure she feels the weight of my words. “I told you last night I would take care of you and I mean it.”

Reaching for the faucet, I turn off the water. I grab a towel and wrap it around her, feeling the soft fabric cling to her curves as I lift her into my arms. She lets out a surprised laugh, wrapping her arms around my neck.

“Liam, what are you doing?” she giggles.

“Just taking you to bed,” I reply, carrying her out of the bathroom.

Once we reach the bed, I gently place her down.

“Turn over,” I instruct, my tone teasing but firm. She gives me a playful pout but complies, rolling onto her belly.


Ellie

I watch him reach for the lotion on the bedside table, his movements slow and deliberate. He pours a generous amount into his hands, rubbing them together with that confident smile tugging at the corner of his lips.

“Let me show you how well I can take care of you,” he repeats, his fingers moving to my shoulders, applying just the right amount of pressure.

A soft sigh escapes my lips as he works my neck, kneading the tension away with a teasing lightness.

“Mm, that feels amazing,” I murmur, my voice barely above a whisper. I can feel myself relaxing under his touch.

Feeling him lean in closer, his warm breath ghosts over my ear.

“You know, I love it when you moan like that. It makes me want to do naughty things to you,” he mutters, his fingers gliding along the curve of my spine, tracing over the towel wrapped around me.

My back arches slightly in response, relishing every moment.

“You’re really good at this,” I say, a playful challenge lacing my words.

“Oh, you haven’t seen anything yet,” he replies, shifting his focus to my lower back. I can feel his fingers digging a bit deeper, teasingly working their way to my sides. “Just wait until I really get going.”

I shiver beneath his touch, the anticipation hanging thick in the air.

“What else do you have in mind?” I ask nosy.

He chuckles, letting his hands roam a little further down, teasing the edges of my towel. “I’ve got a few ideas. But for now, just relax and enjoy this massage.”

I feel his warm lips press soft kisses along my shoulder and neck, mixing with his warm breath as his gentle caresses send tingles down my spine.

“You’re so beautiful, Ellie,” he whispers.

“Liam,” I sigh, a hint of pleading in my voice.

He pulls back just enough to meet my gaze.

“What? Do you want more?” His tone is promising.

“Always,” I breathe, locking my eyes onto his, a smirk forming on my lips.

His smile broadens, and I can’t help but feel a rush of excitement.

His fingers glide lower, teasingly brushing against the towel that barely clings to me. My breath is sharp, the anticipation curling in my stomach.

“Careful,” I warn playfully, knowing that if he keeps going, there is no coming back. His hands slide further, brushing against my ass cheeks beneath the towel. I gasp softly at the contact, a thrill shooting through me.

Just then, his towel slips down, and I feel the heat of his skin press against my back. My heart races as I catch a glimpse of his arousal.

“Liam,” I breathe, my voice a mixture of shock and excitement. I feel bold enough to reach back, my fingers curling around him, exploring.

“Damn, Ellie,” he gasps, his hands tightening on my hips, pulling me closer as he leans in. “You have no idea what you do to me.”

I squeeze gently, feeling his muscles flex under my touch. “I think I have a pretty good idea,” I reply, my voice dripping with mischief.

He lets out a low chuckle, and I can feel the heat radiating from him as he grips my ass firmly, lifting me slightly. “I can’t get enough of you.”

“Show me,” I challenge him.

Without breaking eye contact, he presses a firm kiss to my shoulder. As his fingers glide under the towel, he massages my ass, the pressure of his hands igniting a spark of desire. Sitting beside me, he leans in. I feel his cock brush against my side, only the thin towel between us.

“Damn,” he breathes, his voice thick with lust. “You’re so responsive.”

“Liam,” I gasp, my breath quickening as I feel the weight of him pressing against me. He pauses for a moment; then I feel him reach for the lube on the bedside table.

“Let me stretch you a little,” he says, his tone low and full of promise.

With a generous amount in his hands, he slicks it over his fingers before sliding them back down between my legs. I gasp, anticipation coursing through me as he glides his fingers along my folds, teasing me with the heat of his touch.

Without further warning, he slides two fingers inside me, and I can’t help but moan loudly at the sensation.

“Just like that,” he encourages, his eyes locked onto mine, watching my reaction. “You are so tight.”

I arch my back, a wave of pleasure washing over me as he works his fingers deeper, stretching me just right. “Oh, Liam,” I sigh, lost in the passionate rhythm he creates, my body responding eagerly to every movement.

He shifts, positioning himself between my thighs, teasingly rubbing against me, our bodies igniting with desire. “What if I take this off now?” he asks pulling on the towel.

“I wouldn’t mind,” I reply, my breath shallow. I feel his warmth radiating against my back.

“Let me show you just how much I want you,” he murmurs, his hands finally tugging the towel away, leaving me completely exposed before him.

As his fingers skim along my sides, I can feel the heat of him pressed against my skin. “Are you ready for this?” he asks, his voice a low growl.

“More than ready,” I breathe, my heart racing with excitement as I surrender to the moment, craving every touch he offers.

I feel a rush of anticipation as his eyes widen. “I want you to take control,” I breathe, my voice barely above a whisper. “I want to feel you...all of you.”

He nods, “You asked for it.” He quickly grabs a condom from the nightstand, tearing it open with shaky hands as he locks his eyes back on mine.

Once he’s ready, he shifts, gently pulling me up from my belly until I’m on all fours, my back arching. I feel his hot hands on my hips. He positions himself behind me, and I can feel his heat radiating as he lines himself up with me.

With a firm grip on my hips, he thrusts into me, balls-deep. I gasp, the sensation overwhelming as he moves with purpose, each stroke igniting a deeper fire within me. The sound of our bodies meeting echoes in the room, his dick stroking every nerve ending inside me.

“Fuck, Ellie,” he groans, his voice thick with desire. “You’re going to make me come like this.”

I can only respond with a deep throaty moan, lost in the intensity of the moment as he finds that perfect rhythm. Just as I feel him getting close, he pulls out abruptly, leaving me breathless and yearning for more.

“Do you want to ride me?” he asks, his eyes dark with lust, filled with urgency.

“God, yes,” I reply eagerly. He helps me reposition, gently guiding me to turn around. Feeling his warmth against my skin. I maneuver until I’m straddling him, my knees on either side of his hips.

Once I’m settled, I lean forward slightly, meeting his gaze as I slowly lower myself onto him. The sensation of him filling me again sends a delicious shiver through my body.

He’s so big that I find myself hovering, my body aching to take him in completely. The thick pulse of him presses against my walls, every inch stretching me in ways I’ve only fantasized about. The delicious tension makes my breath stop short. I bite my lip, relishing the overwhelming fullness that has me trembling.

“Shit, Liam, you’re so big,” I gasp in disbelief. “I don’t know if I can take you all the way.”

“Just breathe,” he encourages, his hands gripping my hips tightly, anchoring me as I tease him. “You’ll get used to it.”

I start to move, my body instinctively finding its rhythm, rising and falling over him, the friction building in intensity. I roll my hips, feeling the exquisite pressure. “How does that feel?” I ask, breathless, my heart racing as I watch his face.

“Unbelievable,” he replies. “You’re so tight.”

His words wash over me, igniting my desire to give him everything I have. Each thrust pushes me closer to the edge. I love the sensation of him filling me, stretching me; it sends shivers of pleasure coursing through me. With a deep breath, I let my weight down, sinking onto him with a hunger that ignites every nerve in my body.

I ride him hard, feeling him deep inside me, our bodies moving together in a rhythm that feels primal. With each thrust, every nerve ending ignites in a fiery rush.

“God, yes!” I moan, relishing the heat building within me.

Liam groans needy. “You feel incredible,” he gasps, his hands gripping my hips tighter, urging me on as I lose myself in the moment.

I instinctively pick up the pace, my body craving every inch of him as I ride him with abandon. I can feel him stretching me, and it drives me wild. The pleasure intensifies, and our moans mingle in the air. I’m lost in the bliss of our connection, surrendering to the surges of ecstasy that flood through me, each push driving me closer to an explosion I can hardly contain.

With one final effort, he gives in to the rush, the pleasure overwhelming as he spills into me, his body shuddering with intensity. I follow suit, my body tightening around him as I ride out my orgasm, like a wild, coiled, panting mess.

After I come down, he pulls me close, wraps his arms around me and plants a tender kiss on my lips. “That was amazing,” he whispers.


Chapter five
Red Lace Rendezvous


Ellie

The mall is quieter than usual the day after Christmas, the rush of the holiday season giving way to a more relaxed atmosphere. I wander about the store, taking advantage of the post-Christmas sales. The decorations are still up, but the frenzy of shoppers has died down, leaving me to enjoy a more peaceful shopping experience.

As I step into the store, a bell jingles above me, announcing my arrival. The shop is a treasure trove of delicate fabrics and luxurious textures. Today its racks are filled with discounted lingerie, the perfect way to find something special without breaking the bank. Black and white lace, silk ribbons, and satin bows are all laid out in enticing displays. I run my fingers over the soft materials, imagining how they would feel against my skin.

After a few minutes of browsing, a beautiful red lace set catches my eye. The intricate design and luxurious feel make it irresistible, and I can’t contain the urge to try it on. Just as I’m about to step inside the dressing room, I hear a playful voice behind me.

“Can I help you with that, my lady?” Liam’s tone is teasing; when I turn to see him, he’s leaning casually against the doorframe, his signature smile lighting up his face and his twinkling eyes filled with mischief.

I can’t help but laugh, feeling a rush of excitement at his sudden appearance. “I was just about to see if this fits,” I reply, holding up the delicate lace set. His gaze drops to the fabric, and I can see the appreciation in his eyes.

“I’ll help you” he suggests, stepping closer. I feel my cheeks flush slightly and my heart races at the suggestion. I nod, “Alright, but we need to be quick. I don’t want anyone catching us.”

We slip into the small dressing room together. Liam’s presence is comforting yet thrilling, making my pulse quicken. I close the door behind us and turn to face him, my hands a little shaky as I reach for the lingerie.

As I attempt to undress, he steps closer, his breath warm against my skin. “Let me,” he murmurs, reaching for the hem of my top. With a slow, deliberate motion, he lifts it over my head, exposing my bare skin. His touch lingers as he traces the outline of my curves, sending shivers of anticipation down my spine.

Once I’m bare before him, I slip into the red lace set, feeling the delicate material hugging my curves in all the right places. When I look at Liam, his expression is a mixture of admiration and hunger, his eyes roaming over me as if I’m the most exquisite sight he’s ever seen.

“You look incredible,” he whispers, his voice husky. “But seeing you like this...I can’t resist.”

Before I can respond, he presses his lips against mine, the kiss fierce and full of need. I melt into him, feeling his hands roam over my body, exploring the curves accentuated by the lingerie. His touch is both tender and urgent, sparking a rushing heat deep inside me.

As he kisses me, his hands move to unfasten the hooks of the lingerie, allowing the lace to fall away. The cool air hits my exposed skin, and I shiver in anticipation. Liam’s hands are warm as they explore my body, his touch making every nerve come alive.

With his lips on mine, he lowers me gently to the small bench in the corner of the dressing room. His touch is electrifying, each caress sending sparks of pleasure through me. Liam’s fingers trail over my inner thighs, light and teasing. I gasp as he brushes against the sensitive skin, his touch igniting a burning need within me. He leans in, his breath warm against my most sensitive areas.

His fingers and lips work together to build a delicious tension. Each movement is precise and designed to please my needs. Sex in the dressing room is new and exciting for me. I’ve talked about this with friends before, but experiencing it firsthand is something else.

I arch my back, instinctively craving more as pleasure ignites every nerve ending. I’m completely immersed in the experience, my mind spinning from the intensity. Liam’s attention is razor-sharp, his touch becoming bolder and more commanding.

He knows exactly how to drive me wild. He eats me like my pussy is his favorite ice cream. Each stroke and kiss pushing me closer to the edge.

Liam leans closer, his palm gently covering my mouth, “Psst.”

The thrill of secrecy heightens my senses, and I can barely contain the moan that threatens to escape.

The combination of his skillful hands and mouth and the risk of being caught overwhelms me, and I feel myself approaching the peak of pleasure. Liam’s fingers and lips continue their relentless assault. I surrender to the ecstasy crashing over me, and my body shudders in waves.

Even after the sensations subside, he continues to caress me gently, his hands moving slowly over my still-sensitive skin. I’m left breathless and satisfied, the lingering effects of his touch making me feel as though I’m floating on air.

This is a holiday I’ll never forget.


Chapter six
Edge of Control


Ellie

The atmosphere in Liam’s house feels relaxed, the soft glow of the fireplace providing just enough warmth to sink without a blanket into the couch. We’ve moved from casual conversation to more personal topics.

Since that spontaneous encounter at the lingerie store, we’ve been hooking up from time to time—no strings, just raw attraction and the thrill of secrecy.

I glance at Liam, lounging comfortably with a thoughtful look on his face.

“You know,” I begin, hesitating slightly, “I’ve been thinking about that dream I told you about. The one where I was...well, restrained and dominated by a stranger.”

Liam raises an eyebrow, his interest piqued. “Yeah and?”

I take a deep breath, feeling surprisingly at ease discussing my fantasies with him.

“It was intense. I’ve always had this thing for being dominated, and that dream just...reminded me, if that makes sense. I like the idea of bondage and the control dynamics, you know?”

Liam’s eyes narrow slightly, a mix of intrigue and excitement crossing his face.

“Yeah, I get that. Everyone has their kinks. I’ve never really explored that side of things, but now that you mention it, I’m curious. It could be fun to try something new. You never know what you might like until you give it a shot, right?”

I nod, feeling a sense of relief that he’s open to discussing this.

“It’s like, the idea of losing control in a safe and consensual way is really appealing. It’s a mix of vulnerability and excitement.”

Liam leans forward, a thoughtful expression on his face.

“Okay, listen. This might sound a bit random, but my friend told me about this new place he went to—a sex club, kind of. They’ve got different rooms for all sorts of kinks. I hadn’t really thought about going, but now...I’m curious. Well, it sounds like you might enjoy it too. Would you be interested in checking it out with me?”

My heart races at the idea. The thought of a sex club is both intimidating and thrilling.

“Are you serious? That sounds...intense. But also really exciting. I’d love to go.”

Liam smiles, his expression a mix of relief and excitement. “Great. Let’s make it an adventure.”


Chapter seven
Tangled Up in New Adventures


Ellie

Itake a moment to survey my closet, which feels almost painfully bare. There’s nothing that really excites me–nothing that feels right for tonight. My eyes land on a sleek black cocktail dress hanging on the door; it’s simple yet elegant. I remember getting lots of compliments the last time I wore it.

Slipping into the dress, I admire how it clings to me in all the right places, giving my ass a desirable shape. The soft fabric feels luxurious against my skin, and the hem rides dangerously high, grazing the top of my thighs and leaving just enough to the imagination. It feels daring, almost scandalous, and the thought of how exposed I am sends a thrill through me.

I glance at the drawer filled with lacy underwear, the pieces tempting me with their delicate beauty, but instead, I decide to go without. Going commando feels like a naughty secret, a little thrill that I can carry with me into the night. The absence of fabric against my skin boosts my confidence, heightening my awareness of every curve and contour.

After a final spritz of my favorite perfume, I run my fingers through my hair, letting it cascade in soft waves around my shoulders. A bold swipe of red lipstick makes my lips pop, adding just the right touch of allure.

As I glance around my room, not knowing what to do with myself, a knock on the door pulls me from my thoughts. I open the door to find Liam standing there, looking effortlessly handsome. His fitted black shirt accentuates his toned arms, and his dark jeans hug him tight, almost outlining his cock.

The way they cling to him leaves little to the imagination, sending a flush of heat through me. His eyes sparkle with mischief, and a confident smile plays on his lips as he takes me in.

“You look incredible,” he says, his gaze lingering on me, and a rush of heat floods my cheeks.

“Thanks,” I reply nervously.

***

As we approach the entrance of the sex club, a sense of excitement courses through me. The exterior is deceptively ordinary, with a simple door and discreet sign that hints at the adventures within. As soon as the door swings open, I’m enveloped in a world that feels both thrilling and tantalizingly forbidden.

The air inside is thick with anticipation, a cocktail of exotic perfumes and the soft sound of music that vibrates through the floor. Dim lighting casts a sultry glow over the space, creating shadows that dance along the walls, hinting at the secrets contained within. The soft hum of conversation mixes with muffled laughter and moaning.

As we step further in, we’re greeted by a host dressed in sleek, revealing attire. She flashes us a welcoming smile. “Welcome,” she says smoothly, gesturing toward a hallway lined with doors, each promising its own unique experience. “Enjoy your night, and remember to explore your desires.”

The layout of the club is complex. Various rooms branch off the main area, each one designed for different fantasies and kinks. Some doors are ajar, revealing glimpses of what lies within: plush beds draped in luxurious fabrics, soft lighting, and an array of tantalizing equipment that invites curiosity.

As we move deeper into the club, my senses heighten. I catch snippets of laughter, the occasional moan, and the rustle of bodies engaged in passionate encounters. A palpable mix of curiosity and thrill runs through the crowd; everyone is here for the same reason—to explore, indulge, and connect.

After taking in the first impression of the sights, Liam leads me to the bar. “Let’s grab a drink to loosen up a bit,” he suggests, his smile playful. We settle onto the plush bar stools, the energy of the club pulsing around us.

“I’ll have a cocktail, something fruity,” I say. Liam orders a whiskey on the rocks, his choice bold and confident. As I take a first sip, the sweetness dances on my tongue contrasting with the electrifying tension in the air. It doesn’t take much before I feel the alcohol warm me from the inside out, fueling my confidence for what’s to come.

With our drinks in hand, we stroll through the dimly lit hallways, passing a few rooms with fleeting glances. Liam stops, his hand gently wrapping around my arm as he pulls me toward a door. He doesn’t say a word, but the look in his eyes tells me that he’s intrigued, and so am I.

In the center, there’s an unusual contraption—straps and buckles hanging from the ceiling. At first glance, it almost looks like some kind of fitness equipment, but there’s something undeniably erotic about it. Then it clicks. I’ve seen something like this before on those online sex shops. I believe they call it...a sex swing. The room is dark, with soft, ambient music playing in the background. The swing is set up with various restraints and accessories, and the sight of it sends a shiver of anticipation through me.

“This looks perfect,” I say, my voice filled with excitement. “I’ve always wanted to try something like this.”

Liam’s eyes light up with enthusiasm. “Me too. Now the question is. Door open or door closed?”

I’m not sure if I’m ready for the open door. That means people can watch us and also join if agreed on it.

“Let’s close it for now,” I say shyly.

Slowly, Liam leans in, his lips brushing against mine, the kiss soft at first, but quickly igniting with an urgent hunger. I melt into him, our bodies pressing closer as I lose myself in the warmth of his touch.

“Let’s get naked,” he murmurs against my lips, his voice low and filled with desire. I nod, feeling a rush of exhilaration as we both peel off our clothes. The fabric slips away, leaving us exposed and vulnerable, yet exhilarated.

Even though I’ve seen him naked multiple times, I’m still captivated. I can’t help but admire the way his muscles ripple beneath his skin, each movement deliberate and enticing, drawing me in like a moth to a flame.

Once we’re both naked, the air feels charged with electric energy. I pull him closer, our bodies colliding as we kiss again, deeper this time, our tongues dancing together. His hands roam over my skin, igniting sparks wherever he touches. I respond eagerly, arching my back to press into him more.

After savoring the warmth of our bodies and the rhythm of our kisses, Liam steps back slightly, a mischievous glint in his eyes. With a playful smirk on his lips, he grabs his whiskey and fishes an ice cube from the glass. I watch, intrigued, as he takes one of the ice cubes in his mouth, letting it melt slightly before tracing it along my skin.

The cold sensation sends goosebumps racing up my spine, contrasting deliciously with the heat of his body. He glides the ice over my collarbone, down my chest, and along my sides, leaving a trail of coolness that makes me gasp.

“Do you like that?” he asks, his voice low and teasing, as his eyes flicker up to meet mine. I nod, breathless and overwhelmed by the situation. “Good,” he murmurs, leaning in to capture my lips again, this time letting the ice slide between us, mingling the heat of our kiss with the chill of the cube.

I lose myself in the intoxicating mix of pleasure and surprise, my body responding instinctively to every stroke and kiss, craving more of him.

“Shall we?” he asks, his voice low and inviting as he motions to the center of the room. A thrill runs through me, feeling the air thick with anticipation. It feels filthy and illicit in the best way, like we’re about to step into a deliciously forbidden fantasy.

“I’m nervous,” I admit, biting my lips as I nod anyway.

Liam helps me into the swing, guiding me with steady hands as I settle in. He begins by adjusting the straps that encircle my waist and thighs, ensuring they fit snugly against my body. With each strap, he checks the tension, making sure I’m secure but comfortable.

He expertly threads the straps through the metal rings attached to the swing’s frame, cinching them with precision. The soft material of the swing hugs my curves, while the sturdy buckles click into place, creating a reassuring sense of security.

As he tightens the final strap, I catch a glimpse of him, and I notice his cock growing hard. He steps back to assess his work, ensuring everything is in the right position. The swing sways gently under my weight. I can feel the balance shifting as he adjusts the height, making sure I’m perfectly positioned for what’s to come.

Once satisfied, he gives me a nod.

Liam steps closer, his eyes dark with desire as he runs his fingers along my thighs, teasingly exploring the smooth skin. I gasp as his touch ignites my senses, every nerve ending alive with anticipation. He kneels in front of me, his gaze locked on mine, the intensity sending a thrill through me.

With a gentle yet commanding touch, he parts my thighs, exposing my aching core. His fingers glide through my slick folds, teasingly dipping into my warmth. I arch my back, craving more as he skillfully works his fingers, building tension that reaches my bones.

As I lean back into the swing, I feel the fabric cradling me, the straps supporting me. This position allows me to relax into the swing’s embrace, letting the sensation of his fingers take over. This position gives me the freedom to explore the angle of my hips. I can tilt my pelvis, adjusting to meet his touch more effectively, amplifying the pleasure coursing through me. The swing shifts slightly with my movements; a subtle rocking sensation heightens my arousal.

His fingers move expertly, alternating between deep, probing thrusts and gentle, teasing strokes, each touch igniting a fire within me. My position allows him to hit those sensitive spots perfectly, as if he knows my body inside and out. I can feel the tension coiling tighter, ready to snap at any moment.

I can feel my heart racing, the intensity of it all consuming as I ride a wave of pleasure, completely at his mercy.

“Liam, I’m so close,” I scream.

As his fingers move faster, I feel the heat pooling in my belly. He leans in further, his tongue flicking over my clit. The sensation sends shockwaves through my body, leaving me gasping for more.

With each stroke of his fingers and flick of his tongue, I teeter on the edge, and I know I’m about to fall. My hips buck against him, urging him to keep going; just when I feel I can’t take it anymore, I’m thrown into pure bliss, my climax crashing over me in a tidal wave of satisfaction.

As I come down from the high, breathless and trembling, Liam rises, his eyes filled with a primal hunger. He leans closer, capturing my lips in a searing kiss, tasting the remnants of my arousal.

“Now, I want your sweet pussy to milk me dry,” he murmurs, his voice a deep growl. He positions himself at my entrance, his cock poised and ready. His words making me wetter with each syllable.

He grips my ass, pulling me down onto his cock, swinging me up and down in a rhythm that drives me wild. He fucks me deep and hard, like he owns me. With powerful thrusts, he fills me completely, stretching me in the most delicious way. I gasp, the sensation of being so full making my head spin.

“Lucky I’m strapped in,” I think, feeling the swing support me; otherwise, I’d lose my balance or pass out from the intensity of it all.

Shifting my angle in the swing allows him to hit me even deeper, if that is possible.

He picks up the pace, each thrust sending sparks of pleasure shooting through me. I feel myself teetering on the brink again, my body responding eagerly to his every move. Liam’s hands grip my hips, guiding me as he thrusts more forcefully. He fucks himself to climax. I come again, still sensitive and unbelievably aroused.

As we both ride the waves of our shared pleasure, panting and spent, a smirk plays over his lips. “Shall we try a different room next week?” he asks, his tone teasing yet suggestive.

“Definitely,” I reply, the thrill of this purely physical connection leaving me craving more. As he helps me out of the swing, I can’t shake the feeling that this is just the beginning of our wild escapade.

~The End~
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Chapter one
Falling for Santa


Cecilia

It’s a chilly December night, the kind that seeps into your bones, but the beauty of the holiday lights lining the streets makes the cold a bit easier to bear.

After saying goodbye to my friends at the local bar, I walk home with a smile, enjoying the festive holiday decorations. As I turn onto my street, a sudden sharp pain shoots through my ankle, and I collapse to the ground. Confused and in pain, I realize that I’ve almost been hit by a car. The engine hums softly as footsteps quickly approach. An athletic-looking Santa rushes over, his voice filled with concern.

“Are you okay? I’m sorry, did I hit you?” he asks, kneeling beside me.

I try to stand, but the pain in my ankle is too much. “You scared me and I think my leg’s hurt,” I mutter.

“Let me help you up,” Santa offers. “Can I take you home?”

I hesitate but nod, sensing his genuine remorse.

“I live just down the road,” I say, glancing in the direction of my house.

“Is it okay if I pick you up?” he asks, his eyes softening as he awaits my answer.

My mind is still hazy, so the only response I can muster is a weak nod, my eyes following him as he steps forward. His jaw set in determination, he scoops me up in his arms, cradling me as if I weigh nothing.

I feel a sense of safety despite the situation. But that doesn’t stop me from mentally checking that my pepper spray and safety knife are in my purse. Pressed against him, I feel his solid chest beneath his suit.

After he settles me into the passenger seat of his car, I guide him down the road. The ride is short and awkward, with Christmas carols playing softly in the background. I have so many questions, but I don’t know what to say. My head is spinning and I can’t shake my nerves, wondering if this man is trustworthy. He glances at me, apologizing again for the accident.

When we arrive, he asks, “Can I help you inside?”

“Yeah…sure,” I say, nodding. It felt too good being held to turn him down.

He gently lifts me into his arms again. His grip is strong and secure; despite my apprehension, I lean into him ever so slightly. I could get used to this. The cold air nips at my cheeks, but his body provides a comforting warmth.

As he walks me to my front door, I hear the snow crunching beneath his feet.

“By the way, I’m Nick. Nickolas Miller.”

I glance up, letting his name roll around in my head before replying, “Nice to meet you. Cecilia Davis.”

“Nice to meet you, Cecilia.”

After he sets me down on my couch, he asks, “Can I have a look at your leg?”

I nod, permitting him to examine my foot.

“I’m going to have to remove your shoe and sock,” he says, his voice calm and professional. “I’m trying to be careful. I just need to see your ankle.”

His hands, strong and sure, gently move my joint, feeling for any signs of injury. The softness of his touch sends a flutter of warmth through my body. What a weird reaction I’m having to this stranger.

“Once again, I’m so sorry for almost running you over and for hurting you,” he says, his voice filled with what I interpret as genuine sincerity. A sigh escapes his lips as he removes the Santa beard and hat. I’m struck by how incredibly handsome he is.

His eyes are a deep, piercing blue, almost like icy pools in the dead of winter. His jawline is sharp, giving his face a chiseled, angular quality. His short blonde hair is perfectly tousled, making him look almost too handsome to be real.

I swallow hard, trying to keep my composure while he inspects my leg, gently brushing away the snow and dirt that have accumulated there.

Watching him closely, I notice the way his brows knit together in concentration. There doesn’t seem to be a visible injury. His fingers brush over the skin, careful but focused, and I feel captivated by how seriously he’s taking this.

“Aw,” I scream when he touches a certain part of my ankle.

He keeps twisting and turning my foot in all directions. He even grabs every toe, which is almost sexy.

“So,” I say, attempting small talk, “why the Santa outfit?”

Nick chuckles. “I’m coming from the hospital. I was Santa for the kids today.”

“Oh, you work at the hospital?” I ask, my curiosity piqued.

“Yes, I’m actually a doctor,” he replies. “I like to volunteer my free time in the children’s wing whenever I can. It’s always nice to see their faces light up when they see Santa. There’s just something about Santa—he has a way of making people happy, even just walking down the street.”

Relief washes over me as he answers. Not only does Nick seem kind and caring, but he’s also a doctor—actually trained to handle injuries. It all makes sense now; his calm, focused demeanor, his steady hands, his knowledge of first aid.

“That’s really sweet of you,” I say, smiling at him, my admiration evident in my voice. “Those kids are lucky to have you.”

Nick gives me a small, self-effacing shrug. “I’m just doing my part, and it’s fun and rewarding.”

Nick’s gaze meets mine, his eyes reflecting his genuine concern. “It looks like you have a sprained ankle, which means the ligaments supporting the joint have been overstretched. There’s no visible injury, but the symptoms—swelling, tenderness, and limited mobility—are consistent with a sprain. Do any other places hurt?”

I think for a moment before responding, “My side feels a bit sore, and there’s a small scratch on my arm.”

Nick nods in understanding. “Let me take a look.”

As he gingerly takes my arm and begins to tend to the scratch, I watch closely, comforted by his gentle, skilled touch. When he finishes, he turns his attention to my side, asking for permission to check it. I give my consent, lifting the hem of my shirt slightly to reveal a slight bruise, already beginning to turn purple.

Nick’s brows lift in surprise. “You took quite a tumble,” he says, gently applying some ointment to the bruise before covering it with a bandage. “It doesn’t look too serious, but you should take it easy for the next few days. Stay off the ankle as much as possible and avoid any weight-bearing activities to allow healing.”

Lost in the memory how his hands just outlined my bruise, I don’t listen when he continues, “Apply ice to the area for 15 to 20 minutes every 2-3 hours. This will help reduce swelling and pain. Also, keep your ankle elevated when you’re sitting or lying down. If you need anything for the pain, you can take ibuprofen or acetaminophen. You should be back to a hundred percent in no time.”

“Thank you, Doctor,” I say with a wink. How can he make the simplest prognoses sound so sexy? “I really appreciate everything you’ve done.”

“It’s no problem,” Nick replies, his smile disarming. “I still can’t believe this happened,” he says, his voice seeming apologetic. “Is there anything else I can do to make it up to you?”

I nod, my heart racing as I mentally whisper, “You could take off your shirt for me. Or carry me to bed in your arms,” but I don’t say it. Instead, I clear my throat and voice, “Could you stop by tomorrow to check on me?”

“I was planning on that anyways,” Nick replies, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Cecilia.”

I watch him walk out the door, leaving me alone with my thoughts. With my heart racing, I wait for a moment before taking the couch pillow and burying my face in it.

“Oh, my God,” I scream, a giddy laugh bubbling up inside me, “what the hell just happened?”


Chapter two
Heated Dreams


Cecilia

Inever thought I’d be in this situation—rescued by a handsome stranger who just accidentally hit me with his car. There’s a mix of excitement and nerves swirling in my chest, like I’m living out a scene straight from a holiday rom-com.

With my head still spinning, I manage to gather my wits and limp to my bedroom, eager to freshen up for bed. Taking my time with my nightly routine, I finally crawl under the covers, sighing contentedly as I snuggle into the warmth of my mattress.

Sleep refuses to come.

Tossing and turning, I try to quiet the thoughts swirling in my mind, my heart racing as I replay every detail of the night: the feel of Nick’s arms around me and his scent lingering on my skin.

“Shit,” I whisper to myself, my cheeks flushing while the events of the night replay over and over in my mind. The ache in my chest grows, the anticipation building as I imagine what could have happened.

With a resigned sigh, I push back the covers and limp to the dresser. Reaching into the top drawer, my fingers brush against the smooth, silky surface of my vibrator. I hesitate for a moment before I return to bed.

As I close my eyes, I breathe deeply, allowing myself to be transported into a world where Nick is shirtless, his muscular chest and arms on full display, the blue of his eyes piercing through my soul as his smile curls his lips into a playful grin.

In my imagination, Nick’s hands caress my skin, his touch firm yet gentle as he explores my body. My breath hitches as I picture him leaning in, his lips grazing my neck. I imagine his hands exploring every inch of me, his mouth tracing along my skin, his breath hot and tantalizing.

With the vibrator buzzing eagerly in my hand, I press it firmly against the outside of my core, the massage sends a jolt of electric pleasure racing through me. The sensations ripple outward, radiating a warmth that pools in my belly and sends shivers up my spine. I let out a soft whimper, my back arching against the soft sheets of the bed as my body instinctively responds to the sweet stimulation.

“Nick,” I whisper, my voice husky with need, surrendering to the delicious fantasy that is enveloping me.

Slick with my own juices, I slowly guide the toy between my folds. The stretch is exquisite, the vibrating head brushing against my swollen clit as I crave more of the blissful friction. My breath quickens, and I find myself lost in a haze of desire, my hips roll instinctively to seek more.

The sensation is a sweet ache, a delicious tightness that coils deep within me as I push the toy further inside, feeling it fill me completely. Each pulse, each throb, pulls me deeper into my fantasy, and I can almost feel Nick’s presence, his body pressed against mine.

The vibrator hums against my sensitive skin, its rhythmic throbbing igniting every nerve ending as I rock against it, the pressure mounting with every second. “Yeah,” I cry out, my voice tinged with desperation, as I imagine Nick’s hands gripping my hips, guiding me deeper into ecstasy.

My fingers begin trailing up my torso, tracing lazy circles around my stomach before reaching my breasts. Cupping my boobs, I pinch my nipples, the sensation sending a spark racing through me as I continue to thrust the vibrator in and out of my pussy.

“Oh yeah,” I moan again. The vibrator continues its relentless teasing of my clit, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. “Shit, Nick,” I gasp, his name a mantra on my lips as the vibrations drive me wild.

My body coils tighter, the pressure building to a crescendo as I give myself over to the pleasure. My hips grind against the vibrator, the sweet friction overwhelming my senses. The orgasm shatters through me like a lightning bolt, bright and electrifying, leaving me gasping and shivering in its wake.

As the bliss subsides, I collapse onto the mattress, my body wrung out, my muscles quiver as I lie there, sated and breathless. I picture Nick’s face, the curve of his smile and the gleam in his eyes as I drift off to sleep.


Chapter three
Pierced Secrets


Cecilia

Ihum softly to myself as I roll out the cookie dough, the sweet aroma of cinnamon and sugar enveloping me like a warm hug. Speaking of warmth, my thoughts drift to last night—Nick’s strong arms lifting me effortlessly, his handsome face hovering close to mine. Heat rushes to my cheeks at the memory, a delightful flutter of anticipation blooming in my belly for his visit today.

I try to focus on baking, but it’s hard to ignore how he made me feel. My mind wanders, teasing me with thoughts of his touch and his blue sparkling eyes. The truth is I can’t ignore that my vibrator worked overtime last night.

Shaking off these thoughts, I get back to the cookies, but Nick lingers in my mind—his firm chest, broad shoulders, and the way he made me feel so safe. It’s ridiculous, really—instead of running from a car that obviously didn’t see me, I ended up tripping over my own feet. Typical me, always a little too jumpy and clumsy! But despite the silliness, I can’t help the butterflies that keep fluttering.

Cleaning the kitchen becomes a welcome distraction as I wipe down the counters and put away the last of the ingredients. Just as I’m finishing up, the doorbell pulls me out of my thoughts. I hurry as fast as I can toward the door. Trying to keep the weight off my ankle is more challenging than I would think.

My heart is racing now, a mix of nerves and excitement coursing through me as I anticipate who’s on the other side. I take a deep inhale and exhale to compose myself, before giving my fitted shirt a quick tug. Pushing my boobs up slightly as I fix my bra, I ensure everything is in place. Then, I attempt to bring some volume to my hair by fluffing it up with my fingers. A swift glance in the mirror confirms my efforts. I know I shouldn’t be this nervous, but something about this man has me completely off-kilter.

Then, with trembling hands, I open the door. As expected, I’m greeted by Nick’s wide smile and a bottle of wine in his hand.

“Good afternoon, Cecilia,” he says, his voice deep and warm.

I feel goosebumps run down my arms as I hear him say my name, like music to my ears. I find myself smiling back at him, forgetting all about the cookies in the oven.

“Nick,” I say, “Good to see you. Come in.”

I step back, allowing him to enter. As I move to close the door, the wind from outside carries his cologne toward me, filling my nose with his scent. I catch myself closing my eyes for a second as I take the intoxicating, woodsy aroma.

“How is your ankle today?” Nick asks, his concern genuine as he looks down at me.

“It’s better than yesterday,” I reply, my voice betraying my growing excitement. “I can move around okay, and my side doesn’t hurt anymore. All thanks to a very handsome doctor who took care of me yesterday.”

“Wait! You had a handsome doctor take care of you?” He plays the game.

“Hell, yes! He brought me home, helped me out of my shoes, and carried me to the couch,” I tease.

“What a gentleman. That sounds like you got special treatment.”

“I sure hope so,” I utter, not able to stop smiling.

Nick nods, a satisfied look on his face. “Well, I’m glad to hear you’re recovering nicely.”

He follows me further into the house, and as he passes by the kitchen, I catch him sniffing the air. “Whatever you’re baking smells delicious,” he comments.

I throw my hands in front of my face, as I remember the cookies in the oven.

“Shit!” I exclaim, quickly turning and hobbling to the kitchen. Nick’s laugh echoes behind me as I rush to the oven, pulling oven mitts on as I go.

After opening the oven door, I’m relieved to see the cookies still intact, albeit slightly browner than I would have liked. I carefully transfer them to a cooling rack, letting out a sigh of relief.

“I think we almost had a baking disaster,” I say, turning to face Nick, who is now leaning against the doorframe, still smiling.

He chuckles at my comment. “Well, there is always a solution.” He holds up the bottle of wine he brought with him.

I can’t help but smile at his thoughtfulness.

“The wine glasses are in that cabinet, and the opener is in the top drawer, “I say, pointing in its direction.

Nick nods, grabbing the glasses and expertly uncorking the wine, his forearms flexing as he works. My gaze catches on the veins standing out along his arms, tracing downward to his strong hands. In my mind, I’m imagining the feel of those hands wrapped around me.

After the cork pops, Nick pours the red liquid into the glasses. But as he’s doing so, some of the wine spills onto his hand.

My face grows warm and my head starts to wander further into the gutter as I picture my tongue tracing along the liquid, savoring every last drop from his hand. As if reading my mind, he looks directly at me, a seductive glint in his expression. Then slowly, almost sinfully, he licks his hand.

I quickly snap out of my reverie, hoping that Nick hasn’t noticed the blush spreading across my face.

“Here,” he says, offering me a glass, “let’s toast to a speedy recovery.”

I take the glass from him, our fingers brushing against each other. I can feel the heat radiating from his touch, and I raise my glass to meet his.

“Cheers to a speedy recovery and a happy holiday season,” he announces, clinking his glass against mine.

“Cheers,” I repeat.

As I set the glass down on the counter, I notice Nick’s eyes lingering on me for a moment longer than necessary. My cheeks flush at the intensity of his stare, my heart pounding in my chest.

“I’m not sure I’ve told you this,” Nick says, his voice dropping just enough to make my pulse quicken, “but you’re really beautiful.”

The blood rushes to my head at his words, and I quickly brush my hair behind my ear, feeling suddenly self-conscious. “Thank you,” I manage, not knowing what else to say.

“You clean up pretty good yourself,” I add, a flirty smile on my lips. “I wasn’t joking when I talked about the handsome doctor earlier.”

Nick laughs, the sound deep and genuine. His gaze remains fixed on me, intense and searching. Then, as if sensing my nerves, he reaches for me, his hands gently grasping my arms.

“Careful,” he murmurs, his eyes flicking down to where my elbow is poised dangerously close to the wine bottle.

I smile, feeling the warmth of his touch on my skin. “You’re just too distracting,” I reply dreamily.

With a breathless pause, I rise up on my toes and close the distance between us. My lips brush against his, tentative at first, and then with growing confidence. Nick instantly returns my kiss, his lips moving against mine in a slow, sensual dance. My hands find their way to the back of his neck, pulling him closer as I melt into him.

The kiss deepens, our bodies pressing together as if drawn by a magnetic force. I can feel the heat of his skin against mine and the strength of his arms wrapped around me, holding me close.

As the kiss grows more intense, I feel Nick guiding me gently backward until my back is pressed against the kitchen counter, his hands remaining still on my waist.

Taking his advance as a cue to heat things up, I reach down, teasingly guiding one of his palms lower, offering him silent permission to explore. A slow smirk spreads across his face as he accepts the invitation, his hand sliding down to cup my ass. Pulling me closer, he squeezes my butt firmly.

I gasp, the sensation sending a shudder through me. Nick seizes the opportunity, his tongue slipping between my slightly parted lips and seeking mine. I respond eagerly, our tongues tangling in a heated frenzy.

With his hands on my ass, digging into my flesh, he pulls me even closer. I suck in air, as I can feel the hard bulge of his erection pressed against me. Responding to Nick’s touch, I grind against his hardness as my own need grows. His hand moves upward, finding my breasts and cupping them, his fingers tracing circles over my bra.

My body arches into him, my moans growing louder with every slight squeeze. Pulling away from me for a moment, his breathing grows heavy and ragged. But the pause is only brief before his hands move to the top of my jeans, his fingers grazing the skin of my stomach.

“Let me get you off your hurt foot,” he suggests, his voice husky.

Before I can respond, his hands are on my waist, and he lifts me onto the countertop. A thrill shoots through me as he settles me there, his body pressing close. Damn, I love it when he picks me up like that—this might just become my new obsession.

With his hands on my sides, his fingers slip beneath the hem of my shirt. With a wicked grin, he slowly lifts it over my head. I raise my arms to help, and once it’s off, he tosses it aside without breaking eye contact. His fingers make quick work of the clasp on my bra; it falls open, exposing my breasts to his eager hands. His warm palms cup them, his thumbs brushing over my nipples, making me feel a swirl in my gut.

As his mouth trails hot kisses along my collarbone, he leans in closer, pressing himself between my thighs. I let out a soft gasp, feeling a rush of heat as I instinctively wrap my legs around his hips, pulling him into me.

His gaze darkens, becoming intense and unwavering, as he reaches up and pulls his shirt over his head in one smooth motion. The fabric slides up to reveal taut muscles and the defined lines of his abs. I’m momentarily mesmerized, my eyes scan his build, every hard inch of him. My mouth goes dry as he steps forward.

I run my hands over his shoulders, feeling the tension, and trace down his chest, relishing every ridge of muscle beneath my fingertips. He lets out a soft groan at my touch, and his hands slide lower. Nick’s fingers hook into the waistband of my pants, his eyes meeting mine with a smirk.

“Mind helping me out here?” he murmurs, his voice rough.

I lift my hips, bracing myself on the counter with my hands; he takes the cue, sliding my jeans down my thighs. Moving slowly, he seems to savor every inch of exposed skin. As they reach my knees, I struggle to kick them off the rest of the way, but my hurt ankle makes it difficult. Nick notices and gently helps, easing the jeans down to the floor. Our eyes lock again as he settles back between my legs, his hands gliding up to my hips, pulling me closer.

My underwear is drenched, evidence of my arousal soaking through the thin fabric. Nick’s throat escapes a growl as he takes in the sight.

“You’re already so wet for me,” he whispers, his voice dripping with lust.

My bottom lip slides between my teeth, unable to find any coherent words as my eyes plead with him to continue. Nick’s fingers then move down, sliding across my clothed slit. The pressure elicits a moan from me, and I find myself pressing my hips into his hand.

He remains fixed on me, his expression intense and focused. Reaching under my underwear, he parts the fabric and exposes my slick folds to his touch. His fingers find my clit immediately, circling it with just the right pressure, sending shivers of ecstasy through me.

With my hands on his shoulders, I pull him closer, urging him to keep going, craving more of the delicious friction. Every flick and stroke ignites a fire deep within me, and I grind against his hand, lost in the pleasure he’s giving me.

“Faster,” I whimper, with a shaky voice. Nick responds to my plea, picking up the pace of his movements, his fingers rubbing my sensitive nub with increasing fervor. I can feel the heat of his body, his breath hot on my skin.

“Whatever you want, it’s yours,” he whispers, his voice a low, husky growl while his fingers thrust deep inside me. I gasp, my body arching as I am on the edge of orgasm. My grip tightens on his shoulders, my nails pressing into his skin as I succumb.

“Please,” I beg, my voice little more than a whisper. “Don’t stop.”

Nick doesn’t stop, his fingers moving with relentless intensity, teasing and caressing my pussy. His thumb continues to rub and circle my clit, while his digits pump in and out of me, driving me wild.

My breath comes in short, desperate gasps and my hips buck against his palm. I can feel the overly familiar tightening at the bottom of my stomach. I’m close…so close…and Nick seems to sense it.

“Let go, Cecilia,” he purrs. “Come for me.”

My back arches off the counter, my eyes rolling to the back of my head as my body convulses in the throes of a mind-blowing orgasm. Nick slows his movements, his palm pressing firmly against my sensitive skin, delivering exactly the pressure I need right now.

After a moment, he wraps his arms around me, holding me close.

“Nick, can you help me down?” I ask, glancing at him with a playful smile. “This ankle isn’t going to let me jump off the counter like I’m used to.”

He steps closer, his eyes dancing with mischief as he reaches for my waist. “I’ve got you,” he assures me, gently lifting me off the counter.

“Thanks,” I coo softly, brushing my fingers against his as I regain my balance.

Moving almost on autopilot, I take Nick’s hand and lead him to the couch, my heart racing with anticipation. Once seated, I kneel before him, my fingers finding their way to his trousers. I palm him through the fabric, tracing the outline of his erection. I can feel his breath hitch in his throat as he bucks against my hand, a low moan escaping his lips.

“God, that feels amazing,” he gasps, his eyes locked onto mine, filled with desire.

I smirk, enjoying the effect I have on him as my fingers work the button of his trousers. Slowly, I pull down the zipper, the sound echoing in the charged atmosphere. I inch his pants down just enough to reveal the tantalizing line of his hips. I can’t help but admire the way his body is sculpted—hard and inviting. The way his V dips down, drawing my gaze like a magnet, makes my pulse quicken with anticipation. It’s a tempting pathway, leading to the treasures hidden just below, and I can’t resist the urge to explore.

Without further hesitation, I slide his trousers down further, revealing the enticing skin beneath. As I push the fabric aside, my breath catches when his hard cock springs free, standing tall and inviting. It’s thick and velvety, the head a deep pink that contrasts beautifully with the rest of him. The sight of it makes my mouth water, and I savor the way it twitches in response to my gaze.

My eyes widen in surprise as I spot a shiny object on his glistering head. “Is that what I think it is?” I ask, my voice a mix of disbelief and excitement as I meet his gaze, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Yeah,” he replies, a mixture of vulnerability and confidence in his tone. “You like it?”

The ring shimmers in the soft light. There is a bead where the ends meet, glinting like a captivating treasure that draws my attention irresistibly. It’s the first time I’ve seen a piercing down there, and I feel an exhilarating rush at the sight. My lips curve into a wicked smile. As I lean in closer, my fingers brushing against him, exploring the piercing with a light touch.

“Oh, I definitely like it,” I tease, excitingly. “You’re full of surprises, aren’t you? I’ve never been with a guy with a piercing down there,” I murmur, my eyes flickering between his piercing and his impressive size.

“Just wait until you feel it,” he replies, his tone playful yet loaded with promise.

Without thinking, I reach out again and run my fingers along the length of his cock, the metal cold to the touch. I give his dick a gentle squeeze and rub the metal ring between my fingers, a soft moan escaping my lips.

Nick hisses, his hips lifting from the couch as he tenses under my touch. I can feel my own arousal building once again, the dampness pooling between my thighs; my underwear is completely ruined as I reach for his hips, determined to get a closer look.

Nick’s eyes are heavy-lidded, his gaze hungry as he watches me. I take a deep breath, steadying myself.

Then, without breaking eye contact, I lean forward, my tongue flicking out to taste the salty drop of pre-cum at the tip. Nick groans, his fingers tangling in my hair as my tongue swirls around the head of his cock. I take the tip into my mouth, my lips wrapping around the sensitive flesh as I begin to suck.

I can feel his muscles straining as I increase the pressure, my tongue tracing circles along the underside of his shaft. Nick’s breath comes in short gasps; his hips begin to rock back and forth in time with my movements.

I continue to suck and lick, tracing every contour of his cock and dancing around his piercing, earning a grunt from him. I slide my free hand under my soaking lace, my fingers finding my dripping center. I rub my cunt in languid motions, with my hips rocking in rhythm.

Nick groans again, his breathing quickening as he watches me touch myself. Feeling him pull gently on my hair I take him deeper into my mouth. My lips slide down his erection until I feel the piercing press against the back of my throat.

His hips begin to buck in earnest now, the heat of his arousal undeniable as I bob my head up and down, taking him as deep as I can with each stroke. I moan around his cock.

I can feel myself getting closer, my body on the brink of release as my fingers move faster, my hips grinding against my hand. Nick’s grip tightens, a warning growl escaping his lips as he fights to hold back his climax.

But it’s too late. With one final moan, Nick reaches his peak, his body begins to tremble. I pull back, my fingers still gripping the base of his dick massaging his balls lightly. His groan of pleasure is music to my ears as I watch his seed spill onto his stomach; my eyes are transfixed as he writhes against the couch.

As the waves of his orgasm subside, I continue to stroke him, my own arousal mounting as my fingers hit my G-spot in quick desperate thrusts. Finally, with a moan of my own, I find release, my body shuddering against Nick’s legs as I ride out the aftershocks of my pleasure.

Nick then pulls me up from my knees into a heated kiss. I return it with equal enthusiasm, my body still tingling.


Chapter four
Vibrant Restraint


Cecilia

With intertwined hands, I pull Nick to the bedroom. He gently pushes me against the doorframe, and his lips meet mine in a passionate kiss. His touch ignites a fire within me that I have not experienced before. As he pulls me toward the bed, he’s mindful of my leg, guiding me down onto the mattress.

I look at him, my heart pounding as he steps back; his eyes are scanning my body with a voracious intensity. While he’s standing there, I drink him in, savoring every detail. Broad shoulders taper to a sculpted chest, the hard lines of his abs leading my gaze lower. His physique is reminiscent of a well-trained athlete, every muscle defined yet balanced—a perfect blend of strength and grace. My eyes follow the faint V-line down to his hips, like a map guiding me to forbidden territory.

In one swift motion, I discard my underwear, leaving myself exposed to Nick’s hungry gaze; he cups my face with a firm yet gentle hand. My fingers glide over his chest, feeling the hard ridges of his muscles tense beneath my touch, each movement igniting a delicious spark of anticipation. I trail even lower, my fingers wrapping around his cock, savoring the weight of him in my palm.

Nick chuckles, a low, sultry sound that sends a thrill through my core. His hands find my waist, guiding me onto my back, his body hovering over mine like a predator poised to pounce. I expect him to take me without hesitation, but instead, he surprises me, trailing soft, teasing kisses from my lips down to my cheek

I let out a soft moan, my hands tangling in his hair as he moves lower, his tongue finding the sensitive skin of my neck. He nips and sucks, leaving a trail of love bites that make me shudder. His mouth continues its journey along my collarbone before moving lower to my boobs, circling my nipples slowly and sensually.

He circles my nipples slowly and sensually, his warm breath sending tremors across my skin. I’m surprised that his breath doesn’t leave scorch marks as he lavishes attention on one bud, sucking and teasing it until it becomes a hard peak. His teeth graze the sensitive flesh, making me gasp and arch my back in response.

As he shifts his focus to the other breast, applying the same slow, torturous attention that drives me wild, I can’t contain myself any longer. I bite his upper arm in delight, my teeth sinking into his skin as pleasure washes over me.

Nick pulls back with a seductive smile, as he trails his kisses lower, his lips brushing against my stomach before finally reaching the spot where I need him most. He pauses, his radiating heat teasing me into a frenzy.

“Be patient,” he mumbles, ghosting over my entrance.

My hips surge forward, my body pleading for more. In a desperate attempt to find release, my hands instinctively drift to my pussy, beginning to massage and explore.

Immediately he grabs my hands, his forehead crinkling in anger as he shakes his head. “I told you to be patient,” he stammers. “Looks like I’ll have to teach you a lesson.”

He rises from the bed, his gaze flickering around my room. “I assume you have scarves. Where do you keep them?” he asks.

“Top drawer,” I reply, my voice breathless with need as I point to the dresser.

As Nick strides over to it, my eyes widen as I remember what I keep there. He returns to the bed with one of his hands behind his back, a mischievous smirk on his face. “You won’t believe what I found,” he says, raising my dark purple vibrator, his eyes shining with amusement.

Without thinking about anything else, I reach for it, my body aching for the sweet release it can provide, just as it did last night, but Nick moves it away with a click of his tongue.

“Not so fast, darling,” he says, his voice low and teasing.

He secures my wrists firmly with the scarf, his hands trailing up the headboard before tying the fabric to the bed. Then he returns to me, smirking as he leans down to kiss me, his voice taking a dizzying tone.

“You’re going to learn exactly what patience is, Cecilia,” he whispers, pulling away just enough to hold the vibrator aloft.

I shiver as he trails his tongue along my slit, my arms pulling on the restrain. Nick’s hand pins my pelvis to the bed, his fingers digging into my flesh as he teases my eager flesh with the toy; the low hum of the device sends shockwaves of pleasure through me.

My lower back curves upward, my moans growing louder as the sensation mounts. “Fuck,” I gasp, my hips straining against his grip.

Nick’s excited eyes are fixed on mine as he turns the stimulator up a notch, the vibrations now more intense.

“Patience, Cecilia,” he whispers, the words a sensual taunt.

My body writhes against the bonds, my moans now carrying a mix of pleas and curses, my body trembling on the edge of release.

Nick watches me with a predatory gaze, his hand still holding me firmly in place as he continues to tease my pussy with the silicone toy. “You’re doing so well, darling,” he purrs, his voice like velvet against my skin.

I push my pelvis in the air, a wordless plea for more – for the release I desperately crave. Nick watches me squirm beneath him, my moans now muffled as I bite my lip, my brows furrowing as my body tenses, coiling tighter and tighter with each second.

“Shit,” I can feel my walls clench around nothing, my thighs trembling. I’m so close, but he knows I need more. Nick still holds the pleasure device, teasingly pressing it against my wet center before pulling it out once more.

I shake my head, my voice trembling as I beg, “Don’t stop. Please, I’m sorry.”

Nick’s grin is positively devilish as he leans down, his lips ghosting over my ear. “And what’s the magic word?” he murmurs.

A shiver runs over my spine and my eyes grow wide as I struggle to form the words. “P-please,” I stutter, my voice breathless and shaky. “Please, fuck me. Let me cum.”

Nick’s grin widens, his eyes shining with a wicked gleam. He presses the device against my entrance, my body trembling as he slowly and agonizingly slides it inside me, the vibrations sending me into an uncontrollable state of need.

The toy fills me, massaging my inside and pulsing through my body as Nick begins to move it in and out, slowly at first, teasingly. I throw my head back, my moans filling the room, my body instinctively pulling against the silk holding me, while Nick plays me like a finely tuned instrument.

“Please,” I beg again, my voice now a desperate whine. “Please, Nick. I need to cum.”

Finally, he answers, “Your wish is my command.” The vibrator moves in and out with more force, sending me spiraling into ecstasy just seconds later.

My skin flush, I throw my head back, my body arching off the bed as an orgasm crashes over me, my moans dissolving into wordless cries of pleasure as I writhe under his expert touch.

“Can you take one more?” he asks, his voice stern but seductive.

A whine leaves me, my body trembling, but when Nick pushes the vibrator deeper inside me, I moan, the sensations threatening to push me over the edge yet again.

“Yeah! Give me one more Nick,” I scream grinding myself against his palm.

My bottom lip slides between my teeth, my eyes fluttering shut as I fight the urge to give in. Heat is building within me as Nick dips his tongue into me and continues its torture. He keeps the massager pressed deep inside, his tongue swirling and teasing my clit as I squirm beneath him, my body desperate for another release.

He chuckles, “So close, aren’t you?”

“Mm,” I sigh, my whole body rocking upward in search of friction, my hands clenching and unclenching against the bonds. “Oh Nick, just a little more. Don’t stop.”

The purple toy brings me to the brink once more. I cry out, my body convulsing as another orgasm crashes over me, the sensations even more overwhelming and all-consuming. Nick holds me as I bask in the pleasure, his hand slowing the vibrator’s movements until I’m finally spent. I collapse against the bed, my chest heaving with the exertion.

“Fuck,” I gasp and let out a satisfied sigh, still panting as Nick unties my hands.

Smiling he lies next to me. “Are you okay?” he asks, his voice tender.

I turn my head. “More than okay. That was one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had,” I confess, tapping my chin in mock contemplation. “Top five for hand jobs for sure.”

Nick gasps, his hand flying to his chest in an exaggerated gesture. “Top five?” he exclaims, his eyes wide with shock. “That’s simply not going to cut it, Cecilia.”

I laugh. “Oh?” I tease, raising an eyebrow in challenge. “And what are you going to do about it?”

Nick’s eyes darken with desire. With lifted eyebrows, he announces, “I’m going to flip you onto your stomach and fuck you until you can’t even remember your own name, let alone rank this orgasm.”

“Oh yeah? And what makes you think you can–” I start, but before I can finish, Nick’s arm snakes around my waist, flipping me onto my stomach in one swift movement.

I huff, my cheeks flushing as his hand slides down my back, his fingers grabbing my ass.

“What was that you were saying?” he mocks, amusement in his voice. His fingers trail lower and graze my wet folds with the tips.

A moan bubbles from my throat, pushing my ass toward him in response to his teasing touch. My cheeks flush with want. “I-I, um,” I stutter, my words lost in a haze as Nick’s finger dip inside me.

“No more talking,” he growls, his hands grasping my sides, pulling me up so that I’m on my knees, my ass in the air. “I’m going to make you forget everything except my name.”

Suddenly, I feel a spank on my ass, the sound of the slap echoing through the room. I gasp, my back curving like a cat in response as he groans. “Fuck, you have a nice ass.”

A faint rustle tells me he’s grabbing something–I assume a condom—and seconds later the unmistakable sound of the wrapper tearing fills the room. As his cock teases my entrance, I moan. Torturing me, he slides his length in just slightly before pulling back out.

“Just fuck me and stop teasing,” I plead, the words tumbling from my lips before I can stop them.

Nick’s response is another sharp spank, the sting of his hand sending a jolt of pleasure through my body.

“The only things that should be coming out of your mouth are my name and your moans, got it?”

With my voice a breathless whisper, I nod as I say, “Yes, Nick.”

Nick trails down my spine before gripping my waist firmly.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, his voice low.

He teasingly brushes his piercing against my clit, heightening my senses. “Can you feel the ring, darling?” he asks, his voice sultry.

“Yes,” I gasp, my body arching toward him, craving him inside me.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asks.

“Yes, please,” I breathe, desperation lacing my voice.

Slowly, he begins to move, pushing inside me. I feel my walls deliciously clenching around him, stretching little by little as he fills me. A moan escapes my lips, pure adrenaline coursing through my veins.

“God, you look so good from behind. You have me so close already,” he admits, desperation evident in his tone.

After a few slow strokes he pulls out, and a wave of emptiness washes over me—a new sensation. I instinctively raise my ass in the air, begging for more. Without warning, he slides two fingers between my legs, brushing against my slick folds. I gasp, my body arching further into him.

“Nick, please…” I whimper, desperation flooding my voice as I rock back and forth, trying to find the contact I crave.

He chuckles softly. “You want more, don’t you?” His fingers delve deeper, sliding inside me with a delicious force. I moan, feeling overwhelmed as he curls his fingers, finding the sweet spot that unleashes a surge of bliss coursing through me.

“Are you close, darling?” he asks, his voice low and teasing.

“Yes, so close,” I gasp, my body trembling. “Fuck me, Nick!”

Pulling his fingers out he finally positions himself, the head of his cock meeting my entrance. “You’re going to feel me so good, darling,” he promises, before pushing into me with force. My body undulating with each thrust, my fingers gripping the bed sheets tightly as Nick plunges into me, his pace increasing as his breath becomes ragged and heavy.

The room echoes with the sound of skin on skin, as Nick’s hips slam against my ass, his powerful strokes sending me spiraling into a daze. A groan slips from my lips as his piercing hits that sweet spot inside me, making me see stars.

He is pounding into me relentlessly, each movement radiating through my core. The metal ring grazes my internal walls, creating a delicious friction. It’s a tantalizing scratch that heightens my senses, igniting a fire deep within me.

It feels even better than I had expected—every thrust intensified, blending pleasure with an addictive degree of sharpness. It’s as if he is tracing a path of ecstasy along my inner flesh, awakening nerves I didn’t know existed. I can feel myself tightening around him, eager and desperate, as he continues to fill me, the rhythm of his movements driving me close to the brink.

My hips begin to move back, meeting his rhythm with a desperation that borders on madness. I glance behind me to find his hands gripping the headboard, gasping he rocks me with an intensity that leaves me breathless.

Nick’s thrusts become more frenzied, his grunts matching the rhythm of his movements as he screws me with a ferocity that borders on savage. My body trembles, my nails digging into the sheets as an orgasm approaches, the sensations coursing through me growing more and more intense with each second.

“I’m close,” I wince, my voice barely audible.

“Fuck,” he grunts, his voice low and hoarse as his hips drive into me with a force that threatens to shatter my sanity.

“N-Nick!” I cry out, the sound torn from my throat as my orgasm quickly approaches. My walls clench his cock, drawing him in deeper. I can feel his hips stuttering as he pushes and pulls back.

“Come for me,” I urge. At that moment, he finds his release with a deep primal growl, the sound vibrating through me. His body shivers, his muscles tensing as an orgasm crashes over him, filling me completely.

It sends me spiraling into euphoria, my own climax hitting me like a tidal wave, washing away everything else as I rock shamelessly against him. I collapse onto the bed with him behind me, our bodies slick with sweat and our breathing ragged and heavy.

Moments later, Nick gets up with a huff and pulls out of me, and both of us let out a groan as the sensations subside.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my legs feeling like jelly as I struggle to find the strength to move. “I can’t feel my legs.”

Nick laughs, his arms wrapping around me as he draws me in close. “Well, you did ask for it, didn’t you?” he teases, his voice playful as he kisses the top of my head.

I smile, my eyes fluttering shut as I bask in the warmth of his embrace. “I’m not complaining,” I murmur, my voice soft and content.

Nick’s fingers trail down my spine, leaving a tingling sensation, “You think that might have been your best orgasm yet?”

“I think so,” I reply, my lips curving into a satisfied smile. “You sure know how to hit all the right spots with that superb piercing technique.”

Nick laughs, the sound like music to my ears. “I told you.”

I nestle into his embrace, the warmth of his skin soothing against mine. “I’m a very lucky woman,” I murmur, my palm brushing over his chest.

Nick smiles, his eyes softening with affection. “We should probably shower,” he suggests, as he watches me.

I nod, attempting to stand, but my legs betray me, sending me back onto the bed. I huff in frustration. Nick laughs as his arms wrap around me; he lifts me, carrying me bridal-style.

“Over here,” I murmur, pointing to the door of the bathroom before Nick enters and carefully places me inside the shower.

“Hold onto something,” he says gently, helping me steady myself on my feet as he starts the shower, the warm water cascading over us. I lean against the wall for support. He picks up a washcloth and soap, kneeling on the shower floor as he starts washing my legs.

“I’m still sorry about your ankle,” he murmurs, his eyes catching sight of a fading bruise.

“You are making up for it pretty well,” I reply, my voice low and sensual as I watch him, his hands gentle and attentive. “I think you might have to carry me around for a few more days.”

Nick chuckles, moving up my leg, his fingers trace the contours of my body with a tenderness that leaves me breathless. “Well, I don’t mind at all. It’s kind of fun to have a helpless damsel in distress at my mercy.” He kneels to reach my special place.

His hands continue their journey up my body, washing me thoroughly. After getting on his feet, he moves up to my neck to massage my shoulders, working out the tension as he leans in to press a soft kiss to a sensitive spot at the base of my neck.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmurs, as he gently massages my head.

As he finishes washing my hair, his fingers comb through the strands, removing any lingering soap before he leans in to kiss my temple. We end the shower in a cloud of steam as Nick wraps me in a towel, helping me dry off before I slip into fresh panties and an oversized t-shirt.

“Come on, let’s finish that bottle of wine,” he suggests.

We head into the kitchen, to find the evening sun streaming warmly through the windows. I grab the half-full bottle of wine from the counter and pour each of us a generous glass.

“Here’s to an absolutely fantastic rest of the day,” I toast, clinking my glass against Nick’s as we sit on the barstools, our legs brushing against each other.

“To many more orgasms to come,” Nick announces, leaning in to kiss me.

“Merry Christmas, Nick,” I say with a smile, looking up at him with my lips pursed. “And I know this might sound completely messed up, but I’m kinda glad you almost hit me with your car.”

Nick throws his head back, his laughter filling the kitchen as he shakes his head in disbelief. “That’s absolutely messed up,” he says, his chest still heaving with laughter. “But I guess I’m kinda glad, too. Merry Christmas, Cecilia.”

~The End~

Still aching for more?

My bestseller 22 Shades of Taboo will finish the job.

Read 22 Shades of Taboo NOW!
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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.

My BESTSELLER is waiting HERE!


Did you like those stories?

Then you’ll LOVE 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.
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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!


For more information

Scan HERE
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To sign up for my Newsletter

Scan HERE
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https://shorturl.at/YFhVp
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