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Sweat beaded on Jared’s brow, tracing a path down his tanned cheek. The midday sun beat down on the half-formed skeleton of the house, turning the wood planks into warm ovens filled with sawdust. Even at thirty-two, his tall, lean frame moved with the controlled, unhurried grace of a born craftsman. Each use of a nail gun and skill-saw held the rhythm of muscle memory, honed over years of shaping raw lumber into houses. His work boots, caked in the mud of a thousand foundation pours, crunched on the plywood catwalk.

Hunger gnawed at his stomach, a welcome reminder of the lunch break he’d postponed for one final perfect nail placement. He unclipped his tool belt, its leathery weight a satisfying ache on his hips, and headed for the shade cast by a stack of plywood. Pulling out a dented metal lunchbox, he settled onto a nearby wooden beam heated by the sun. With a rustle of paper wrappers, he lifted a sandwich from inside. As he took a bite, he felt the vibration of an incoming call on his worn smartphone.

“Hello, This is Emily Duncan from Horizon Trust and Legal. Is Jared Christiansen available?” Her voice was soft yet authoritative, the tone of a woman accustomed to command.

“This is him.” Jared answered, his voice gruff from days spent breathing dusty air. “What can I do for you?”

Emily paused for a moment before continuing. “I have some distressing news, Mr. Christiansen. Do you have a moment?”

“Yes, what’s up?”

“I need to inform you of a personal matter involving your family. It’s about your grandfather, Richard Christiansen.”

Richard. The name hung heavy in the air, a ghost from a past Jared barely remembered. He only met his grandfather once as a child. All he knew about him was that Richard was a recluse, haunted by PTSD from fighting in World War II. An unwelcome chill crept through Jared, twisting his gut with a sudden, inexplicable dread. “Is everything okay?” he managed, his voice tight with a tension he didn’t understand.

“Sorry to bear bad news, but your Grandfather passed away recently,” Emily replied gently. “I know the two of you weren’t close, but he did leave something behind for you.”

Jared couldn’t quite grasp how he felt about this revelation. A grandfather whom he never truly knew had died, leaving him an inheritance—an unknown burden tied to memories of a distant past. Yet, he could feel the faintest stirrings of curiosity beneath the shock.

“So, what exactly does he leave me?” Jared asked, struggling to maintain composure.

“Well, your grandfather owned a small estate that he left to you. A small house, a vehicle, and the remnants of his savings.” Emily explained carefully, aware of the whirlwind of emotions that must be tearing Jared apart. “I don’t mean to rush you, but there will be paperwork involved. I would like to set up a meeting so we can discuss the details further. Are you free tomorrow afternoon?”

“Yeah,” Jared agreed, forcing himself to stay rooted in the present. “That sounds good. I’ll see you then.”

Jared ended the call. A silence descended, punctuated only by the distant clatter of construction equipment. His grandfather, Richard, was gone. The news, though delivered in clipped tones by a lawyer, stirred conflicting emotions within him.

Memories, long dormant, flickered to life in his head. A fleeting childhood encounter, a man with haunted eyes and a distant gaze, forever shrouded in an impenetrable cloak of silence. His father, stoic and reserved, rarely spoke of his grandfather Richard, only hinting at the scars of war that etched deep lines on his grandfather’s soul. Shell Shocked, they called it then, PTSD they call it now, had claimed Richard’s life long before he passed away.

Jared was uncertain about the future but knew it was a journey he had to take. There was a debt he owed to the ghost of a man he never truly knew, the man who was, nonetheless, his grandfather.

* * *

Jared pulled up before the house, a pang of bittersweet anticipation knotting his stomach. It was small, nestled amid towering oaks that cast dappled shadows over the peeling paint and weathered shingles. Yet, even in its neglect, the house held a curious charm, whispering of simpler times. Overgrown rose bushes clawed at the porch railings, and the once-tended lawn had surrendered to waist-high grass and weeds.

Jared remained in his truck for a moment, waiting for the lawyer to arrive. He stared at the house, feeling a strange sense of connection, even though he had never seen it. He shook off the feeling and stepped out of the truck, surveying the yard and the house itself.

A silver sedan pulled up, and Emily emerged, dressed in a black pantsuit that seemed designed to highlight every curve of her figure. She strode toward him confidently, her heels clicking against the gravel pathway. Jared swallowed hard, feeling a flush of embarrassment for the dirty jeans and work shirt he wore. She stopped a few feet away, regarding him appraisingly.

“You must be Jared. Nice to meet you.” Emily extended a hand.

Her grip was firm, but the coolness of her skin sent a jolt through him. “It’s nice to meet you too, Emily. Thanks for coming all this way.”

Emily, ever the professional, wore a charming smile that seemed almost rehearsed. Her blazer was perfectly tailored, hugging her body like a second skin, while her crisp white blouse accentuated her hourglass figure. She was a vision of sophistication, radiating self-assurance and poise. Jared stood in stark contrast, the dirt of his profession visible on his hands and clothes. His muscular physique exuded strength and vitality, contrasting sharply with Emily’s refined elegance.

Emily led Jared inside the house. Sunlight glinted off framed photographs, faces frozen in sepia tones: Richard in uniform, ramrod straight and impossibly young, then again, older, the lines on his face, maps of battles fought and lost. Jared wandered through rooms choked with memories – a worn leather armchair, a dusty coffee, the faint scent of pipe tobacco clinging to the drapes. It was a museum of a life lived in solitude. Each object was a testament to a man lost in his past.

“I had a maid service come in and dust and organize.” Emily said softly, “But you should probably clean it yourself if you decide to live here.”

Jared nodded, running a finger along the grain of the walnut desk. The house seemed to whisper to him, inviting him to step deeper into its mysteries. He opened a nearby coat closet to see it was packed with boxes and garments. “It will take a while to go through everything,” Jared observed, noting all the dusty trunks and suitcases.

Emily leaned against the doorway, crossing her arms. She watched him with an intense gaze as he examined old photo albums.

“How did he die?” Jared asked suddenly, looking up from the pictures. Emily sighed deeply, her shoulders sagging slightly.

“He had a stroke,” she explained quietly. “He lived to be 98.”

“98? Not bad for a smoker,” Jared said, closing the photo book.

“Indeed,” Emily replied. “Shall we sit down and discuss the necessary paperwork?” she gestured towards the kitchen table. “There’s nothing glamorous about these forms, I promise.”

Jared followed the lawyer, his heart pounding in the quiet of the dimly lit house. He sat down heavily, resting his elbows on the table. He tried to ignore the lawyer’s gaze, which felt uncomfortably intimate as she reached across the table, placing a stack of papers in front of him. Jared could smell her perfume - a blend of lilac and sandalwood - mingling with the scent of old wood.

“Your grandfather’s estate consists of several assets: the house, a vintage Cadillac, and a small savings account,” Emily began, pointing at the first paper.

He picked up the pen, the thick barrel warm in his hand. As he signed his name, the ink pooled dark against the pristine paper. Emily handed him a copy of the document and a set of keys.

“These are the keys to the house and the Cadillac parked around back.”

Jared accepted them. “Thank you, Emily,” he murmured, scanning the documents. His fingers traced the fine print, each word a link to a man he barely knew.

“Take your time reading them,” Emily said, snapping the briefcase shut and rising from the chair. “If you have any questions, don’t hesitate to call… When you have signed everything, I’ll return here and pick them up. Sound good?”

Jared sighed and looked around at the house. “Will do.” He gave a nod. “You seem pretty knowledgeable about my grandfather. Did you know him personally?”

“Not really. But I specialize in wills and estates, especially those related to military personnel. And your grandfather was a veteran of the Second World War. That’s why I took the case.”

“The poor guy. He had it rough in the war, huh?” Jared mused aloud, taking another sip of his drink.

He admired how Emily maintained a level of professionalism despite the heaviness of the subject. “Do you think he ever talked much about the war?”

Emily thoughtfully pushed her hair behind her ear. “It’s difficult to say. I know he was part of Hodges’ 1st Army group, which was the first Allied advance into Germany. After the war, he was also diagnosed with shell shock- PTSD, which likely made it challenging for him to share his experiences.”

A twinge of sadness twisted in his chest as he imagined the horrors the young soldier faced during the war. Emily sensed his growing introspection and offered a tentative smile. “I imagine it must be overwhelming to inherit such a significant piece of history.”

“Yeah, just a little,” Jared admitted, his eyes locking the worn photo on the wall. His grandfather, frozen in youth in his crisp uniform, grinned amidst the stoic faces of his battalion.

“I’ll leave you to it,” she said softly, reaching for her briefcase. “Call me when you’ve signed the paperwork, and I’ll come back to collect it.”

Jared nodded, his eyes still locked on the photograph. “Appreciate it, Emily. Thank you.”

She hesitated, her gaze lingering on him for a moment longer than necessary. “Take care.”

With a gentle nod, she turned and left, the echo of her footsteps fading into the silence of the house. Jared listened until the door clicked softly closed, leaving him alone with only the whispers of his grandfather’s past.

* * *

Dust motes danced in the light filtering through the window as Jared sifted through his grandfather’s belongings. Each drawer whispered forgotten stories, and each chipped drinking glass held the ghost of a long-ago conversation. Then, in the back of the bedroom closet, nestled among moth-eaten sweaters and forgotten boots, he found it: a weathered wooden trunk, its edges worn smooth by time.

A curious expression etched across his face as he unlatched the lock, the rusty hinges groaning like ghosts. Inside, a treasure trove of memories lay nestled within. A tarnished combat helmet, its leather liner cracked and brittle, whispered of battles fought and trenches clawed out of mud. Crisp US army uniforms, moth-eaten but bearing the proud insignia of the 1st Army group, stood frozen in time. A rifle, cold and heavy in his hands, its stock marred by scuffs and burn marks. And nestled amongst these relics of war, a bundle of yellowing letters and thick envelopes tied with a faded blue ribbon.

Jared sank onto the dusty attic floor and untied the bundle of letters. The first letter unfolded with a crackle, its ink faded to the hue of old memories. It was from a man named William, apparently a friend in the battalion. William recounted the jubilant chaos of marching into Germany, the weight of war finally lifting like a fog. But there was a darker undercurrent to the letter. It mentioned “trophies” taken amidst the rubble. A chill snaked down Jared’s spine when he reached the bottom of the page, and his breath hitched when he saw a small envelope tucked within.

Inside lay a golden necklace. A flat chain, simple yet striking, culminated in a small onyx pendant, cool against his palm. He held it up to the light, the gold catching the sun’s last rays and setting the stone ablaze with a fiery gleam. It was undeniably masculine and oddly alluring. Curiosity welled within him. This wasn’t just an heirloom, it was a tangible piece of a past both triumphant and tainted.

Jared ran his thumb over the surface of the onyx, the golden treasure teasing him. In that instant, Jared decided. He wrapped the delicate gold chain around his neck, the pendant resting between his collarbones like a burning ember. The sensation of the gold against his skin was electrifying, as if the necklace carried the essence of his grandfather within it.

The warmth of the gold spread through Jared like a slow-burning flame, igniting a spark of curiosity he hadn’t anticipated. Wearing the necklace felt like holding an invisible thread connecting him to the world around him. It seemed to shimmer with a mysterious energy he couldn’t explain.

As night fell, Jared finished reading over the paperwork Emily had left for him. Once it was all signed and initialed, he grabbed his phone. With a click, he sent a message to Emily, the tiny screen illuminating a single word: “Done.”

A moment later, his phone buzzed, vibrating against the scarred wood of the kitchen table. Emily’s message was terse and businesslike, a clear indication she was ready to wrap up the day. “Great. I’ll swing by to pick up the paperwork tomorrow morning.”

* * *

Jared arrived at his grandfather’s home the next morning and wanted to get an early start on organizing the estate. He planned to sort through all the belongings, take care of the yard, and clean whatever needed cleaning.

Walking inside the house, he got to work ongoing through the items left in the closet. As he organized and sorted, the evidence of his grandfather’s love of the military seemed more obvious. Jared continued to read the old letters and find trinkets that belonged to his grandfather.

An hour later, he heard a knock at the door. It had to be Mrs Duncan coming to pick up the paperwork he had signed.

“Come in,” Jared yelled from across the house. “It’s open.”

Jared heard the door open and the clicking of heels on hardwood. He knew by the sound that it was Emily Duncan, the sexy lawyer who had handled his grandfather’s estate. He wondered if she’d come prepared for the day ahead in her usual professional attire, or perhaps wearing something a bit more casual.

“Good morning!” Emily greeted cheerfully as she sauntered into the room. Her outfit was typical business wear, yet with a personal flair. She wore a navy blue dress suit, complete with a matching skirt and jacket, paired with a cream silk blouse which delicately peeked out from underneath. Her high heels were polished to perfection, adding an extra inch to her already impressive height. However, it was her ensemble’s finishing touch that captured Jared’s attention: a pair of pearl earrings that glimmered like drops of water suspended in midair.

“Good morning,” Jared echoed, returning his focus to the task at hand. “Glad you could make it.”

Emily seemed to stall for a moment, holding her briefcase and looking at Jared. She looked directly at him, and he noticed her eyes blink. It seemed like she was confused.

“Are you alright?” He asked.

Emily didn’t answer. She just kept staring at Jared. There was confusion, wonder, and maybe even a tinge of arousal in her gaze. Finally, she spoke, her voice quivering slightly as she struggled to find the right words. “You look different today.”

Jared raised an eyebrow at her statement. “Was I supposed to grow a new nose overnight?” he joked, trying to lighten the mood.

“No, no,” Emily quickly clarified, a hint of red creeping up her cheeks. “It’s just that you seem more relaxed.” She looked down at his collarbone and noticed the gold and onyx necklace. “I like the necklace.” She walked toward him and got within an arm’s reach.

Jared looked down at the pendant. “Oh, this?” He replied. “I’ve been sorting through my grandfather’s stuff, and I came across this old necklace. It’s kinda unique, isn’t it?”

Emily’s eyes widened, her gaze fixed on the onyx pendant hanging from Jared’s neck. She licked her lips nervously, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yeah, it’s beautiful.”

Jared tilted his head slightly in confusion when he noticed Emily lick her lips. “You sure you’re alright?”

Emily’s eyes snapped to his, her pupils dilating in surprise. “Oh, no,” she hastily assured him. “It’s not anything you said. It’s just that-“ She faltered and bit her lip. After a moment, she looked in dead in the eye. “Jared, are you with anyone?”

Jared was taken aback by her question. The urgency in Emily’s tone, a stark contrast to her usual composure, sent more confusion spreading across his face. “I’m sorry?” He stammered. “Umm. I’m not with someone. Why do you ask?”

Emily hesitated, her lips pressed firmly together for a moment before answering. “I just thought… Well, let’s just say that you’re a handsome and interesting person, and I wondered if you might be interested in spending some time together.”

Jared’s jaw dropped, his eyes wide with disbelief. Emily’s unexpected flirtation had thrown him off-balance. “Wait, what?” he sputtered, taken aback by her bold proposition. “You want to… spend some time together?”

Emily confidently took a step toward Eli, well within a breath of Eli, her eyes locked on his with a newfound intensity. He savored the heat of her attention, yet a knot of unease tightened in his gut.

Emily was attractive, confident, and mature. Still, he struggled to comprehend her sudden interest in him. Was she testing his resolve? Or worse, playing games with his emotions?

“Emily,” he started cautiously, his eyes tracing the line of her blouse down to where it disappeared beneath the hem of her skirt. “I… I appreciate the compliment, but I have to admit, I’m a bit surprised.”

Emily’s eyes narrowed, her lips quirking upward in a sultry smile. She reached out and touched his neck. Her fingers ran down to the pendant, her touch sending a wave of excitement through Jared.

She leaned forward next to his ear. “I want you.”

Emily’s hushed voice echoed in his ears, a siren song promising pleasure beyond his wildest dreams. Her fingers brushed against his neck, trailing down to the pendant, as if guiding him towards a hidden realm of sensuality.

“Emily,” he managed, swallowing hard, “This seems rather sudden. We hardly know each other.”

Her eyes smoldered, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Don’t worry,” Emily reassured, brushing aside his concerns. “We’ll have plenty of time to get to know each other.” Her voice was low and seductive, her breath hot against his cheek. She leaned closer, her lips brushing against his. Jared gasped, his heart racing as he felt the familiar stirrings of desire.

“Emily,” he breathed. “I’m not sure—”

Jared’s breath hitched, the words dissolving on his tongue as Emily’s lips met his in a silent surprise. The scent of her perfume, a whisper of roses and spice, filled his senses. The texture of her lips, soft against his, sent a jolt of electricity through him. This sudden intimacy, unexpected and electric, left him both disoriented and strangely alive.

Emily’s kiss was intoxicating, her taste lingering on his lips like a forbidden fruit. The tension between them was palpable, and it seemed to crackle in the air like electricity.

She pressed into him with her kiss, losing control. Jared could feel her heart race, thumping in her chest as she pressed her body into him. Her hands roamed his body, exploring, caressing, and sending waves of desire coursing through him. He felt overwhelmed by the situation, torn between his primal desires and fear of making a mistake. Emily’s confidence and assertiveness were intoxicating, but deep down, Jared knew something was off.

He broke the kiss. “What’s gotten into you?”

“You’re irresistible,” Emily whispered, her breath hot against his neck. “I need you. Touch me.”

Jared hesitated, the necklace he wore pressing lightly against his skin. He reached out, his fingers trembling as they traced the curves of her body. Emily responded by tilting her head back and letting down her hair. She shook it out and let the blonde strands cascade down her back.

His hands trailed down her sides, pausing at her hips, feeling a surge of arousal as he cupped her pert rear through her dress skirt. Emily moaned softly, arching her back and removing her jacket. Underneath, an elegant, form-fitting blouse emphasized her ample bust and trim waist. Jared gazed hungrily at her, his heart pounding in his chest.

Emily’s hands wandered over Jared’s chest and down to his hips. They circled to the front and gripped his belt buckle, pulling it loose. Jared felt the familiar weight of her breasts press against his chest as she slid her arms around his neck. Their kisses were frantic now, desperate, as if trying to consume one another. Emily shivered as Jared gently tugged at her blouse, exposing her cleavage.

“Please,” she pleaded, her voice hoarse with lust. “Touch me.”

Jared tentatively reached out, his fingertips grazing the curve of her breast. Emily arched her back, encouraging him to explore further.

Jared’s heart raced as he peeled away her blouse, revealing the lacy bra that concealed her full breasts. His fingers danced along the lace edge, tracing patterns and sending goosebumps rippling across her skin. She moaned softly, her body trembling with anticipation.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Jared whispered, his breath hot against her cheek. “You’re so beautiful.”

Emily smiled. “And you’re incredibly handsome,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “I’m never this forward, but for some reason, I can’t help myself right now. I want to feel every inch of you.”

Jared’s hands moved lower, slipping beneath the fabric of her skirt. He traced the outline of her shapely thighs, marveling at the smoothness of her skin. Emily groaned softly, her body arching as her hips writhed against his touch.

“You’re driving me crazy,” she whimpered, her fingers tangling in his hair. She pressed her lips into his, her tongue darting inside his mouth.

Her hands wandered back to his stomach, and she gripped the hem of his shirt and lifted it over his head. Jared pulled back briefly, allowing the removal of his clothes, then returned to kissing her passionately. Emily’s hands roamed over his bare chest, her fingers tracing patterns that drove him wild.

Emily broke the kiss and began to peck down his neck and chest. She grabbed his hand and guided it toward the zipper on her skirt. Jared quickly found the pull tab and pulled it down, releasing her voluptuous hips. Emily wiggled free and tossed the garment aside, revealing a pair of sheer, thigh-high stockings and a lacy thong. Jared swallowed hard, his pulse quickening as he traced the curve of her hip with his finger.

She continued kissing on his chest and kneeled so she could peck lover. When she got to his abs, she licked up his chest back down as her hands expertly undid the fly on his jeans.

She grasped his pants and pulled them down, revealing his erection, standing tall and firm beneath his boxers. Emily licked her lips, her eyes locked on his throbbing member. Jared’s breath caught in his throat as she leaned into him, her hot breath washing over his sensitive flesh.

“You’re incredible,” she purred as her fingers traced his shaft through his boxers.

Jared swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest. The sight of Emily kneeling before him, her lips pursed and her eyes sparkling with anticipation, was almost too much to bear.

Her hands trembled slightly as she reached for the waistband of his boxers, her fingers sliding along his skin with a touch that was both gentle and insistent. With a soft sigh, she pulled down the elastic waistband, revealing his erection, throbbing and eager for her touch.

Emily’s eyes widened ever so slightly as she gazed at his manhood, her expression a mix of awe and hunger. She leaned forward, her lips hovering just above the tip, her breath hot and moist against his skin. Jared’s heart raced, his pulse quickening as he watched her, entranced by the sensual dance of her movements.

She licked her lips again, her tongue darting out to taste the pre-cum seeping from the tip of his cock. Jared groaned softly, his muscles tightening in anticipation. Emily’s lips danced around the head of his cock, her warm breath teasing him. She flicked her tongue, tasting the pre-cum oozing from the slit, and Jared shuddered, his knees weakening.

“I want to taste you,” Emily murmured, her voice low and sultry. “I want to feel you explode in my mouth.”

Jared’s eyes widened, his breath shallow and ragged. He was at a loss for words. Everything was happening so fast and hearing her plead to taste his cum almost made him orgasm right then.

Emily’s hands wrapped around his shaft, her grasp firm yet tender. She stroked him slowly, her fingers dancing along his length as her lips teased the head of his cock. The sensation was intoxicating, and Jared’s grip on her shoulders tightened as he tried to steady himself.

Jared’s breath caught in his throat as she lowered her head, her lips parting to reveal her glistening, wet tongue. She swirled it around the rim of his cockhead, dragging it up and down the length slowly, deliberately.

Emily’s mouth descended upon the tip of his penis, her warm, wet tongue swirling around it. Her suction intensified, her mouth eagerly swallowing him whole. Jared gasped, his hands clenching the sheets as he thrust deeper into her mouth.

“That feels so good,” he groaned, his voice breaking.

She sucked harder, her mouth engulfing more of his cock with each passing second. Jared’s breath caught in his throat, his hands gripping the sheets tightly as he struggled to maintain control.

“Fuck,” he muttered, his voice strained and broken. “You’re amazing.”

Emily released his cock with a pop, her eyes shining with lust. “I want to please you,” she whispered, her voice hungry with desire. “I want to make you cum.” Emily’s words hung between them like a promise as her gaze held him captive.

With a mischievous grin, she moved her fist at lightning speed, jacking him off with increasing force. Jared cried out in ecstasy at the sensation of her hot, wet mouth engulfing him. She expertly bobbed her head up and down, swallowing his entire length with ease. Her tongue swirled around his shaft, teasing his sensitive spots.

Jared’s eyes, dark with amusement, followed the curve of Emily’s jaw as she sucked him eagerly. His cock was getting messier and messier as she covered it with her glistening saliva. He had never had his cock treated this way by any of his past lovers. Emily’s raw enthusiasm felt like a spark against his skin, and he didn’t mind the mess she was making one bit. Instead, he welcomed it, enjoying the sensation of her slick, wet tongue slurping and sucking on his cock. Every movement, every flick of her tongue, brought him closer to the brink of release.

“Emily,” he rasped, his voice strained with desire. “I don’t think I can hold on much longer.”

She removed her mouth from his cock with a loud pop, her eyes flashing with lust. “Then let go, Jared,” she coaxed. “Cum in my mouth.”

Jared’s breathing became labored, his chest rising and falling rapidly in response to the intense pleasure coursing through him. His cock throbbed wildly, aching for release. Emily’s skilled oral ministrations had pushed him to the breaking point, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to resist much longer.

It was all too much. Jared felt his testicles tightened as he sped over his peak. A rush of euphoria bubbled in his groin as the pressure built. Then suddenly, the dam burst.

Jared felt a wave of white-hot pleasure shoot through him, exploding in a torrent of ecstasy. His cry of release echoed in the room, amplified by the walls of the house. Emily moaned loudly, her throat constricting, as his semen shot forth into her waiting mouth. The sensation was overwhelming, a whirlwind of pleasure that swept Jared away. His eyes rolled back as continued to release his pent-up payload.

Emily stood up, her skin glistening with sweat and exertion. She stared at him, her eyes alight with triumph as she continued to stoke his cock. “Amazing,” She whispered. “You’re still hard! After an orgasm that size, I thought you’d be spent.”

Jared’s smile mirrored hers. He couldn’t explain the unexpected surge of stamina that kept him from collapsing after having a massive orgasm. But he clung to it like a lifeline. The mystery of its source added another layer to the situation. No matter the reason, Jared wanted to put it to good use.

“Now it’s your turn, Emily.” He said, pushing her gently back onto the couch. “Let me show you how much I enjoyed that.”

Jared moved between Emily’s legs and admired her beautiful, naked body stretched out before him. Her creamy skin appeared even more enticing under the dim glow of the antique chandelier overhead. He kissed her inner thigh, running his tongue up the sensitive spot behind her knee. Emily squirmed, giggling as he tickled her.

Jared’s hands explored her body, tracing patterns on her skin, touching every curve and crevice. As he ran his fingers along her inner thighs, he felt the warmth of her arousal growing hotter with each pass. Emily sighed deeply, her body writhing beneath his touch. Her breath came in sharp gasps, punctuated by little moans of pleasure.

“I want you so badly,” Emily whispered, her voice shaking with desire. “I need you inside me.”

Jared nodded, his desire burning hot within him. He drew up closer, positioning his erect member at her entrance. Emily’s eyes lit up with anticipation, her breath coming in short, rapid spurts. His cock twitched, eager to claim her, eager to experience the depths of her passion.

“I’m ready,” Emily gasped, her voice hoarse with longing. “Take me now.”

Jared nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. He took a deep breath, preparing himself for the moment. Slowly, he eased his cock into her waiting pussy, reveling in the sensation of her tight, wet walls enveloping him.

Emily moaned softly, her body arching as his cock penetrated her depths. He withdrew slowly, savoring the friction against his sensitive head. Then he thrust back in, deeper and harder. Emily cried out, her muscles clamping around him.

Jared felt the warmth of her embrace, the tightness of her velvety walls squeezing his cock. He moaned, his eyes closed as he relished the exquisite sensation. He wanted to bury himself inside her, to lose himself in the heat of the moment.

He thrust into her, their bodies locking together in fervent union. Each stroke sent sparks down his spine, igniting fires within him. Emily’s moans grew louder, her cries echoing in the empty room.

Her hips bucked wildly, meeting each of Jared’s thrusts with unbridled enthusiasm. He could feel her wetness coating his cock, her juices adding lubrication to their frenzied lovemaking.

“Fuck me harder, Jared!” Emily pleaded, her voice strained with pleasure.

Jared obliged, his hips pumping feverishly. He plunged into her depths, filling her with each stroke. Emily screamed, her nails digging into his back as he pistoned in and out of her body.

Jared’s strokes quickened, his pace becoming frantic as the pressure mounted. Emily moaned, her voice cracking with pleasure as he plowed into her relentlessly.

“Yes, Emily,” Jared grunted, his voice hoarse with desire. “Take it all. Take everything I have to give you.”

Her eyes were dark pools of lust, her lips forming a perfect O as she gasped for breath. She clawed at his back, her fingernails scoring lines of fire along his skin. Her hips began to convulse as her body began to rock into a lengthy orgasm.

A breath caught in Emily’s throat. “O- Oh! I- I’m Cumming!” She yelled.

He watched her come apart, listening to her scream, feeling her tighten around him as she exploded. Emily’s nails dug into his back, her body quivering with the force of her orgasm. Jared matched her rhythm, thrusting faster than he ever had before.

The bodies of the two lovers heaved and panted, their heartbeats drumming a syncopated rhythm. Emily’s eyes opened, and she saw Jared looking down at her, a look of pure contentment on his face.

Jared’s passions rose further, his erection throbbing intensely inside Emily. He could tell she was nearing another orgasm, her body twitching uncontrollably beneath him. She threw her head back as she sped over her peak and into another orgasm. Her body trembled in front of Eli while her wild moans filled the house. Jared continued to pound into her, his erection throbbing with every thrust, about to burst.

“I’m about to-” He groaned.

“Give it to me, Jared,” Emily commanded, wrapping her legs around his waist and gripping his back. She thrust her hips upwards, burying his cock deep within her. “Fill me up!”

“I’m cumming!” Jared shouted, his voice drowned out by the sounds of skin slapping together.

His loins churned as he felt the familiar tingle of his orgasm spreading up his spine. With his next thrust, he felt the first spasm ripple through his cock. It surged upward through his cock, swelling with power until it erupted, firing streams of cum deep within Emily. He screamed in orgasmic bliss, his body convulsing as he climaxed.

Jared collapsed atop Emily, relishing the feeling of her dampness soaking his cock. The aftermath of their passionate encounter washed over them like a tidal wave, submerging them in a sea of shared pleasure.

Emily smiled back at him and looked down at his cock, still buried within her. “How can you still be hard?” Emily asked, her voice thick with disbelief.

Jared smiled, running his fingers through her silken hair. “I don’t know, but I love it.” He began slowly thrusting back into her.

Jared glanced up from Emily and his gaze snagged on a faded picture above the couch. It was his grandfather, younger, face alight with a mischievous glint. He was surrounded by women, a bevy of smiles and silken dresses, all vying for his attention. Jared had seen the picture while he was organizing. It was a fixture in the house, yet this time, something new jumped out: his grandfather’s neck. Around it, nestled against his shirt, lay the golden onyx necklace. The very same one that he wore now.
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