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1 - PLEASING THE BOSS
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Monica adjusted her pencil skirt in the elevator, smoothing the fabric over her hips. She’d chosen it specifically for today—high-waisted, accentuating her curves, but professional enough that no one would suspect her secret. The black lace bra and matching thong she wore underneath were not professional, though. Those were for Preston.

Her heart quickened as the elevator doors opened to the executive floor. She stepped out, her heels clicking against the polished marble, and made her way to the conference room. It was Monday morning, and that meant the weekly strategy meeting. Boring, Monica thought, but she couldn’t help the small thrill that ran through her. Preston would be there.

She entered the room, her eyes immediately finding him at the head of the table. Preston Hastings, CEO of Hastings Enterprises, was the kind of man who commanded attention without even trying. Tall, broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair that only added to his air of authority. His sharp blue eyes flicked up as she walked in, and the corner of his mouth twitched in a barely-there smile. Monica felt her cheeks flush as she took her seat at the far end of the table, her notepad and pen ready.

The meeting dragged on as usual. Finance droned about quarterly projections, marketing pitched some new campaign, and Monica dutifully took notes. But her attention was elsewhere. Every so often, she’d glance up, and Preston’s gaze would meet hers, holding it just a moment too long. Her pulse quickened each time. She crossed her legs under the table, trying to distract herself from the ache building between her thighs.

Then it happened. Preston shifted in his chair, his hand disappearing beneath the table. Monica’s breath caught as she saw the slightest movement of his arm. He was unzipping his pants. Her heart slammed against her ribs. She kept her eyes on her notepad, her hand trembling slightly as she pretended to write. A moment later, she felt his foot nudge hers under the table. She glanced up, and he gave her a look—come here.

Monica’s mouth went dry. She hesitated for a split second before sliding her chair closer, her knee brushing against his. His hand found hers in the shadows beneath the table, guiding it toward him. Her fingers brushed against the hard length of his cock, and she swallowed hard.

She wrapped her hand around him, her thumb sliding over the head, already slick with pre-cum. Preston’s expression didn’t change as he leaned back in his chair, his face the picture of calm authority as he continued to listen to whoever was speaking.

Monica’s heart raced as she began to stroke him, her hand moving up and down in slow, deliberate motions. She could feel him swelling in her grip, growing harder with each stroke. God, he’s so big, she thought, trying to keep her breathing steady. She glanced around the table, but no one seemed to notice. Everyone was focused on the meeting, completely oblivious to what was happening just inches away.

Preston’s hand tightened around hers, guiding her to quicken her pace. Monica bit her lip to stifle a gasp as she felt his cock pulse in her hand. He was close. She could feel it in the way his thighs tensed, in the way his breathing hitched ever so slightly. His other hand was still on the table, his fingers drumming lightly as if he were deep in thought.

Monica’s hand moved faster, her palm slick with his pre-cum. And then, with a barely perceptible shudder, he came. His cum spilled into her hand, warm and thick, and she quickly wiped it with a tissue discreetly before slipping it into her pocket.

The meeting wrapped up shortly after, and everyone began filing out of the room. Monica stood up, her legs feeling like jelly, and glanced at Preston. He gave her a subtle nod toward his office, his expression unreadable but his eyes dark with promise. She followed him without a word, her heart pounding in her chest.

The moment the door to his office clicked shut, Preston turned to her, his eyes blazing. “Lock it,” he commanded, his voice low and gruff.

Monica fumbled with the lock, her hands trembling.

When she turned back around, he was already unbuttoning his suit jacket, tossing it onto the couch. “Get naked,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Monica swallowed hard, her hands moving to the hem of her blouse. She pulled it over her head, revealing the black lace bra that barely contained her breasts.

Preston’s gaze raked over her, his lips curling into a predatory smile. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice sending a shiver down her spine.

She unzipped her skirt, letting it pool at her feet, and stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but her bra and thong. His eyes lingered on her body, his approval evident as he stepped closer, his fingers trailing along the curve of her hip.

“I like the lingerie,” he praised. “Now, take it off.”

Monica unhooked her bra and stepped out of her panties, dropping them on the floor.

“Get on your knees,” Preston said, his voice rough with desire.

Monica obeyed without hesitation, sinking to the floor in front of him.

He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and freed his cock, still slick from earlier. “Suck it,” he commanded, and she leaned forward, taking him into her mouth.

Her lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling around the head as she began to bob her head up and down. She could feel him growing harder in her mouth, his hand tangling in her hair as he guided her pace.

“That’s it,” he growled, his hips thrusting slightly as he pushed himself deeper into her throat.

Monica gagged slightly, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t stop. She loved the way he took control, the way he made her feel like she was his. When he finally pulled away, she looked up at him, her lips swollen and glistening with saliva.

“On the desk,” he ordered, and she scrambled to obey, clearing a space as he kicked off his shoes and removed the rest of his clothes.

She bent over the desk, her ass presented to him, and he stepped closer, his hand coming down on her cheek with a sharp smack. Monica gasped, the sting sending a rush of heat to her core.

He spanked her again, harder this time, and she moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the desk. “So fucking perfect,” he muttered, his hands spreading her cheeks as he leaned down, his tongue darting out to taste her.

Monica’s breath hitched as he began to eat her out from behind, his tongue lapping at her folds before thrusting inside her. She bit her lip to stifle her moans, but Preston didn’t seem to care about keeping quiet. He growled against her, his hands gripping her hips as he devoured her.

When she was writhing and begging for more, he finally stood, his cock pressing against her entrance. “You’re mine,” he growled, thrusting into her with one smooth motion.

Monica cried out, her nails digging into the desk as he began to fuck her, hard and fast. Her body clenched around him, her orgasm building with each thrust. When she finally came, her vision blurred, and she could barely hear Preston’s growls over the roar of her own heartbeat.

But he wasn’t done. He pulled out, grabbing a bottle of lube from a drawer and slicking himself up. Monica’s eyes widened as he pressed against her ass, but she didn’t protest. She wanted this. She wanted him.

Preston pushed into her slowly, giving her time to adjust, but then he began to pound her, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her ass. Monica’s moans were loud and unrestrained now, her body trembling as she came again, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave.

Preston followed shortly after, his cum filling her as he groaned her name. He stayed inside her for a moment, his breath ragged, before pulling out and stepping back. Monica collapsed onto the desk, her body spent, but she couldn’t stop the smile that spread across her face.

“Get dressed,” Preston said, his voice calm now, as if nothing had happened.

Monica obeyed, her legs still shaky as she pulled her clothes back on.

Preston was already buttoning his shirt, his expression back to its usual composed state. “Now,” he said, glancing at her, “back to work.”

2 - AN INTERN’S GANGBANG
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The plane cabin hummed softly as Jasmine settled into her first-class seat, her heart racing with a mix of excitement and nerves. She couldn’t believe her luck—just weeks into her internship at Powers & Associates, one of the most prestigious law firms in the city, she was already being invited on a high-profile work trip to New York.

Sitting across the aisle were her boss, Sam Powers, and two senior associates, Rick and Josh. The three men exuded confidence, their tailored suits and sharp demeanors making them seem larger than life. Jasmine adjusted her blouse nervously, hoping she looked as professional as they did.

Sam glanced over at her, a warm smile spreading across his face. “First time in first class?” he asked, his voice smooth and inviting.

Jasmine nodded, trying to contain her giddiness. “It’s amazing,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

Sam chuckled, leaning slightly closer. “You’ll get used to it. We take care of our own here at Powers.”

His words felt like a promise, and Jasmine couldn’t help but blush. She noticed Rick and Josh exchanging knowing glances, their eyes occasionally flicking in her direction.

Rick leaned forward, his tone light but with an edge of flirtation. “So, Jasmine, what’s your secret? How’d you manage to snag this trip so soon?”

She laughed nervously. “I guess I just got lucky,” she said, though she sensed there was more to their attention than simple curiosity.

The flight passed with a mix of light conversation and subtle flirting. Sam’s charm was almost overwhelming, his every word and gesture seeming to draw her in. Rick and Josh weren’t far behind, their comments growing bolder as the hours ticked by. By the time they landed in New York, Jasmine felt both flattered and overwhelmed, her mind racing with thoughts she wasn’t sure she wanted to confront.

The hotel was as luxurious as she’d expected, its towering glass exterior glinting in the city lights. After checking in, Jasmine made her way to her room, her heels clicking softly against the polished marble floors. The room was spacious, with a breathtaking view of the Manhattan skyline. She sighed, letting the weight of the day melt away as she stepped into the bathroom and turned on the shower. The hot water was a welcome relief, washing away the tension in her muscles and the lingering doubts in her mind.

Wrapped in a plush white robe, Jasmine stepped out of the bathroom, her hair still damp and her skin glowing. She was just about to pour herself a glass of water when there was a knock at the door. Her heart skipped a beat. Who could that be? she wondered, tightening the belt of her robe as she approached the door. Through the peephole, she saw Sam standing there, a casual smile on his face. She hesitated for a moment before opening the door.

“Sam,” she said, trying to sound composed. “Is everything okay?”

He stepped inside without waiting for an invitation, his presence filling the room. “Couldn’t sleep,” he said, his eyes scanning her from head to toe. “Thought we could chat for a bit.”

Jasmine felt a flutter in her stomach but nodded, closing the door behind him. Sam walked over to the minibar, pulling out a small bottle of whiskey. “Drink?” he offered, holding it up.

Jasmine shook her head. “No, I’m fine, thanks.”

Sam shrugged, pouring himself a glass before sitting down on the edge of the bed.

There was a moment of silence, the air thick with unspoken tension. Sam took a sip of his drink, his gaze steady on her. “You’ve got potential, Jasmine,” he said, his voice low and deliberate. “I see a lot of myself in you. Ambitious, smart, willing to do whatever it takes to succeed.”

Jasmine felt a rush of pride but also a pang of unease. “Thank you,” she said softly. “That means a lot coming from you.”

Sam leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees. “I’ll cut to the chase,” he said, his tone shifting. “I want to offer you a full-time position at the firm. But there’s a condition.”

Jasmine’s breath caught in her throat. A full-time position? This was everything she’d been working for, everything she’d dreamed of. But the way Sam was looking at her made her stomach twist. “What kind of condition?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Sam’s smile was slow, almost predatory. “You’d have to prove your loyalty,” he said, his eyes locked on hers. “To me. To the firm.”

Jasmine’s heart raced, her mind struggling to process what he was suggesting. “I’m not sure I understand,” she said, though deep down, she knew exactly what he meant.

Sam stood up, closing the distance between them in a few strides. “I want you,” he said, his voice a low purr. “But not just me. Rick and Josh, too. Think of it as… a team-building exercise.”

Jasmine’s face flushed, her mind spinning. This was wrong, so wrong. But the thought of turning him down, of losing this opportunity, was unbearable. She swallowed hard, her voice trembling. “And if I say yes?”

Sam’s smile widened. “Then the job is yours. You’ll be set for life.”

“Okay,” Jasmine murmured. “I’ll do it.”

Sam pulled out his phone, dialing a number without taking his eyes off her. “Hey, Rick. Yeah, it’s Sam. Bring Josh and come to Jasmine’s room. We’ve got something to discuss.” He hung up, slipping the phone back into his pocket.

Jasmine’s knees felt weak, but she couldn’t bring herself to move. This is happening, she thought, her pulse pounding in her ears.

A few minutes later, there was another knock at the door. Sam opened it, letting Rick and Josh step inside. The two men looked at Jasmine with a mixture of curiosity and hunger, their eyes darkening as they took in her robe-clad figure. Sam closed the door behind them, locking it with a soft click.

He turned to Jasmine, his smile turning predatory. “You made the right choice,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

He reached out, his hands gripping her shoulders as he pulled her into a kiss. His lips were demanding, his tongue invading her mouth as he claimed her. Jasmine’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, but her body reacted instinctively, her arms wrapping around his neck as she kissed him back.

Sam’s hands moved to the belt of her robe, untying it with a quick tug. The robe fell open, revealing her naked body to the room. Rick and Josh let out low whistles, their hands already moving to their belts as they watched with hungry eyes.

Sam broke the kiss, his breathing heavy. “On your knees,” he commanded, his voice firm.

Jasmine hesitated for only a moment before sinking to the floor, her heart pounding as she looked up at him.

Sam unzipped his pants, pulling out his already hard cock. “Suck it,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Jasmine’s hands trembled as she reached out, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. She leaned forward, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. He was thick, his taste filling her senses as she began to move her head, her tongue swirling around him. Sam groaned, his hands gripping her hair as he guided her rhythm.

“Good girl,” he muttered, his voice thick with pleasure. “Now, take care of Rick and Josh.”

Jasmine pulled away, her lips slick with saliva. She turned to Rick first, his cock already in his hand. She leaned in, taking him into her mouth as her hand reached for Josh, stroking him in time with her movements. Rick groaned, his hips jerking forward as he thrust into her mouth. Jasmine alternated between them, her movements growing more confident as she felt their reactions, their groans filling the room.

Rick was the first to cum, his release shooting onto her face as he let out a low growl. Josh followed soon after, his cum mixing with Rick’s as it dripped down her cheeks. Jasmine wiped at her face with the back of her hand, her arousal spiking as she felt the sticky warmth on her skin.

Sam pulled her to her feet, his hands roaming her body as he pushed her toward the bed. “You’re doing great,” he murmured, his lips trailing down her neck. “But we’re not done yet.”

Sam climbed on top of Jasmine. His hands explored her body, touching her breasts in a way that made her shiver with delight. She felt his cock press against her entrance as he kissed her neck. Sam let out a groan as he pushed inside, filling Jasmine.

Jasmine felt the pleasure building as Sam pounded her faster. With each thrust, Sam drove her closer to release. Finally, she climaxed, her eyes rolling back in her head as she gripped the sheets. Sam let out a low moan as he filled her with his seed. He pulled away, leaving her sticky with his semen.

“You were amazing,” Sam whispered, his eyes locked on Jasmine.

“Thank you,” Jasmine replied, still catching her breath.

“We can’t wait for you to start working with us, full-time,” Rick said, caressing Jasmine’s smooth skin.

Jasmine felt proud. She’d gotten the job, and she was eager to see where her relationship with Sam would lead.

3 - INFIDELITY AT CHANNEL 5 NEWS
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“Wait,” Amanda breathed, her voice a strained whisper against his lips. “We can’t… I’m married.”

Harry’s mouth didn’t leave her skin, his kisses trailing a searing path down her neck. “He’s not here,” he murmured, the words vibrating against her frantic pulse. “We are.”

—

An hour earlier, it had all seemed so harmless.

The newsroom was a tomb, the only light coming from the blue glow of Amanda’s editing screen. Another day, another city council scandal. Her husband, Mark, would be asleep already, his breathing a steady, predictable rhythm she could set her watch to. Predictable. Safe. Dead.

“Long day?”

She jumped. Leaning against her cubicle partition was Harry, the new production assistant. So young. Early twenties, all tousled dark hair and a smile that seemed to light up the room. He’d been at the station for three weeks, a burst of chaotic, infectious energy that made her feel both ancient and oddly seen.

“The longest,” she said, saving her project and stretching. A joint in her back popped. “Just another thrilling episode of municipal politics.”

“Sounds brutal. I’m heading out. A few of us are grabbing a drink at O’Malley’s down the street. You should come.” His gaze was direct, unflinching. It wasn’t an offer to join the group. It was an invitation for her.

The protest was automatic, poised on her tongue. I’m married. I should get home. But the words died before they were born. The empty house, the silent bedside table. What’s the harm? “Just one,” she said, her heart hammering a guilty, thrilling rhythm against her ribs.

There was no “few of us.” The bar was dim, smelled of stale beer and hope. They slid into a cracked vinyl booth, and he didn’t bother with small talk. He asked about her. Not the news, not her job, but what she wanted. What she dreamed about before the dreams got practical. His knee brushed hers under the table and she didn’t move it away. The second whiskey sour went down too easy, liquid courage melting the frost around her inhibitions.

“You’re incredible, you know that?” Harry said, his voice low. “The way you command the studio. It’s all anyone can look at.”

“Flattery will get you nowhere,” she said, but her smile betrayed her.

“I’m not flattering you. I’m stating a fact.” He leaned closer. The space between them crackled. “Your husband is a very lucky man.”

There it was. The line. The moment to shut it down, to reaffirm the boundary, to be the responsible adult.

She looked into his eager, hungry face and leaped over it.

“He doesn’t seem to think so anymore.”

The words hung in the air, a confession and an invitation. Harry’s eyes darkened. He reached out, his fingers brushing a stray strand of hair from her cheek. The touch was electric. It had been years since a man had looked at her like that, like she was a feast and he was starving.

—

That’s how they ended up in the doorway of her car in the deserted parking garage, his body pressing her against the cool glass of the window. That’s when she uttered her weak, final protest.

“He’s not here. We are.”

His mouth captured hers again, swallowing her doubt. This kiss wasn’t like the tentative ones from her youth, or the perfunctory pecks from her marriage. This was all heat and hunger and teeth. His hands slid down her back, gripping her hips, pulling her against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection through his trousers, and a bolt of pure, undiluted lust shot through her. Her own hands, seemingly of their own volition, fisted in his shirt.

“My place is a frat house,” he panted against her mouth. “There’s a motel two blocks away.”

She nodded, her mind a roaring static of yes.

The room was exactly what she expected. Faint smell of bleach over something vaguely sour. A garish floral bedspread. But she barely saw it. The door clicked shut and he was on her again, his hands urgent on the buttons of her blouse. The crisp professional fabric gave way, and his mouth found the lace edge of her bra, his tongue tracing the swell of her breast. A low moan escaped her, a sound she barely recognized as her own.

He pulled back, his eyes blazing. “I need to see you. All of you.”

He made quick work of his own clothes, stripping off his shirt to reveal a toned, youthful torso. Then his jeans. His boxers.

Amanda’s breath hitched. Oh, god.

He was… magnificent. Thick and long and already glistening at the tip. Her mouth actually watered, a primal response she thought had been civilized out of her decades ago. My husband… The thought was a ghost, instantly banished by the living, breathing reality in front of her.

She dropped to her knees on the scratchy carpet.

Looking up at him, she took him in her hand first, feeling the weight and heat of him, the silken skin over solid steel. She leaned forward and swiped her tongue across the head, tasting his salt and musk. He groaned, a deep, ragged sound, and tangled his hands in her perfectly styled hair.

That was all the encouragement she needed.

She took him into her mouth, as deep as she could, her lips stretching around his girth. She used her tongue, her hands, everything she had, losing herself in the rhythm and the taste of him.

His hips began to move in a shallow thrust, his groans growing louder. “Amanda… fuck… your mouth is…”

He pulled her up suddenly, kissing her fiercely as he walked her backward toward the bed. He peeled away her skirt, her pantyhose, her bra, his touch frantic and worshipful all at once. He laid her back on the garish spread, his eyes devouring her naked body.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, and she almost believed him.

He didn’t rush. He mapped her with his mouth, kissing her breasts, her stomach, the inside of her thighs. He hovered over her center, his hot breath ghosting over her damp curls. Then his tongue found her.

It was an expert’s touch. Long, slow licks that made her back arch, then focused, circling pressure on her clit that made her cry out. He held her hips down, feasting on her, and the world narrowed to that single, exquisite point of contact. The coiling tension built, tighter and tighter, a spring wound to its breaking point.

“Please,” she begged, though she didn’t know what she was begging for. More. Less. Everything.

He understood. He rose above her, positioning himself. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and he paused, looking into her eyes.

“Do you want this?” he asked, the question raw and necessary.

“Yes.”

He drove into her in one smooth, deep stroke, filling her completely, stretching her in a way she hadn’t felt in a decade. She gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. He was so big, the sensation bordering on painful for a glorious second before pure pleasure swamped her.

He set a relentless, powerful pace from the start, each thrust shaking the cheap bedframe, knocking the headboard against the wall. Thump. Thump. Thump. The sound was obscene. She loved it. She wrapped her legs around his waist, meeting him thrust for thrust, every nerve ending on fire. She was mindless, just a body chasing a feeling she’d forgotten existed.

“Turn over,” he grunted, his voice thick with need.

She obeyed without hesitation, getting on her knees, presenting herself to him. He kneeled behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He entered her from behind, and the new angle was even deeper, more intense. He fucked her with a raw, animalistic power that shattered the last remnants of her control. One of his hands snaked around to her front, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

It was too much. The dual assault, the taboo of it all, the sheer physical perfection of his body driving into hers. The coil snapped. A scream was torn from her throat as her orgasm ripped through her, violent and endless, her inner muscles clenching around him in desperate, rhythmic waves.

Feeling her climax, his own control broke. His thrusts became erratic, brutal. With a guttural roar, he plunged into her one last time, deep, and she felt the hot, pulsing release of his orgasm flooding into her. He collapsed over her back, both of them slick with sweat, breathing in ragged, broken gasps.

In the heavy silence that followed, the guilt descended like a shroud. Mark. My career. This cheap motel. She’d risked everything for twenty minutes of animal passion.

Harry rolled off her, pulling her into his arms. He nuzzled her hair. “That was…”

“I know,” she whispered, the guilt already warring with a deep, humming satisfaction.

He held her tighter. “This stays between us. Our secret.”

Amanda closed her eyes, the image of his body, the feel of him inside her, already burned onto the back of her eyelids. The guilt was real. The fear was paralyzing.

But as she lay in the crook of his arm, listening to his heartbeat slow, she knew with terrifying certainty that she was already addicted. She’d tasted the spark again, and she would burn down her whole life to keep it.

4 - HAILEY’S OFFICE REVENGE

MF / Cheating / Wealthy / Age Gap / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

"You’re married, Hailey. I shouldn’t be doing this," Tim murmured, his breath hot against her ear as his hands slid up her thighs, the fabric of her pencil skirt bunching at her waist.

Hailey’s heart pounded, her body betraying her as she leaned into his touch. "I know," she whispered, her voice trembling. "But I don’t care anymore."

—

It had started innocently enough. Hailey had joined Brickwell Enterprises three months ago, fresh out of a career slump and eager to prove herself. Tim Brickwell, the CEO, was everything she’d expected—arrogant, commanding, and impossibly confident. He had a way of walking into a room that made everyone stop and take notice. His broad shoulders filled out his tailored suits perfectly, and his piercing blue eyes seemed to see right through her.

At first, she’d found him insufferable. He was the kind of man who expected the world to bend to his will, and he made no effort to hide it. But as the weeks went by, she began to notice the little things—the way he’d smile when she cracked a joke in meetings, the way he’d linger by her desk just a little too long, the way his gaze would flicker over her when he thought she wasn’t looking.

It was subtle, but it was there. And it made her stomach twist in a way she hadn’t felt in years.

She’d tried to ignore it. She was married, after all. George was her husband, her partner, the man she’d vowed to spend her life with.

—

But then she’d found the texts.

It had been an accident, really. She’d been looking for a recipe on his phone when the notifications popped up—flirty messages from a woman named Jessica, followed by ones from someone named Lauren, and then another, and another. Her heart had shattered as she scrolled through the evidence of his infidelity.

She’d confronted him that night, her voice shaking with anger and betrayal. He’d tried to deny it at first, but the truth was written all over his face. "It didn’t mean anything," he’d said, his tone dismissive. "It was just… fun."

Fun. The word had echoed in her mind as she’d packed her bags and moved into a hotel. Fun. As if her heartbreak was nothing more than a minor inconvenience.

—

And then there was Tim.

He’d noticed her change in demeanor almost immediately. "You’ve been quiet lately," he’d said one afternoon, leaning against her desk with that infuriating smirk of his. "Everything okay?"

She’d forced a smile. "Just… personal stuff."

He’d studied her for a moment, his gaze intense. "You know, if you ever need to talk…"

She’d brushed him off, but the seed had been planted. And as the days went by, it grew, fed by her anger and her loneliness and the way he looked at her when he thought she wasn’t paying attention.

Today, she’d decided to take control. She’d dressed in a tight black dress that hugged her curves, paired with heels that made her legs look endless. She’d seen the way his eyes had darkened when she walked into the office, the way he’d struggled to keep his composure.

—

And now, here they were, in a seedy motel room on the outskirts of town.

Tim’s hands were everywhere, his touch electric as he kissed her with a hunger that made her head spin. She could feel the hard planes of his chest through his shirt, the way his muscles flexed as he pulled her closer.

"God, you’re beautiful," he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with desire.

She didn’t respond, too lost in the sensation of his hands on her body, the way he made her feel alive in a way she hadn’t in years.

He pulled back slightly, his eyes dark as he looked at her. "Are you sure about this?"

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. "I’m sure."

That was all the encouragement he needed. He kissed her again, his hands moving to the zipper of her dress. She felt the fabric slide down her body, pooling at her feet as he stepped back to admire her.

"Fuck," he breathed, his gaze raking over her. "You’re even more stunning than I imagined."

She felt a flush of heat spread through her as he reached for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head to reveal the sculpted muscles of his chest and abs. Her eyes dropped lower, to the bulge in his pants, and she felt a thrill of anticipation.

He stepped closer, his hands sliding around her waist as he kissed her again, his tongue sliding against hers. She could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against her, and she moaned softly, her hands moving to his belt.

He let her undo it, his breath hitching as she pushed his pants down, freeing his cock. She dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she wrapped them around him.

"Hailey," he groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth.

She could feel the weight of him on her tongue, the way he filled her mouth as she sucked him, her lips sliding up and down his length. He was big, bigger than she’d expected, and she had to fight the urge to gag as she took him deeper.

"Fuck, that’s good," he muttered, his hips thrusting slightly as she worked him.

She could feel the tension building in him, the way his muscles tightened as he got closer. But then he pulled back, his hands on her shoulders as he lifted her to her feet.

"Turn around," he said, his voice low and commanding.

She obeyed, her heart racing as she bent over, her hands on the edge of the bed. She felt his hands on her hips, his cock pressing against her entrance.

"Are you ready?" he asked, his voice rough with need.

She nodded, her breath catching as he pushed into her, filling her completely. She moaned, the sensation overwhelming as he began to move, his hips slamming against hers.

"God, you feel amazing," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her.

She could feel the pleasure building, the way her body responded to him as he thrust into her. And then he reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, slicking his fingers before pressing one against her ass.

She tensed for a moment, but then she relaxed, the sensation sending a jolt of pleasure through her. He pushed his finger inside, stretching her as he continued to fuck her.

"Tim," she moaned, her voice trembling as he added a second finger.

"Shh, I’ve got you," he murmured, his voice soothing as he prepared her.

And then he was pressing his cock against her ass, pushing in slowly. She gasped, the sensation overwhelming as he filled her completely.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move.

He pushed her closer to the edge with each thrust. And then she was coming, her body trembling as the orgasm washed over her. He followed soon after, his cock pulsing inside her as he came, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

They stayed like that for a moment, both of them breathing heavily as they came down from the high. And then he pulled out, turning her around to kiss her deeply.

"I’m glad you were finally ready to cheat on George," he murmured against her lips. "I’ve wanted this for a long time."

She looked up at him, her heart racing. "It’s over with George," she said, her voice steady. "I want to be with you."

He smiled, his eyes dark with promise. "Good. Because I’m not letting you go."

5 - A RIDE HOME FROM HER BOSS

MF / Age Gap / Boss Employee / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / Masturbation / PIV Sex

The restaurant was dimly lit, the hum of chatter and clinking glasses fading into the background as Connie wiped down the last table of the night. Her shift had been long, but she didn’t mind. She’d been given the best tables—the ones with the big tips—and she had Mr. Robinson to thank for that. John, as he’d insisted she call him, had been watching her all evening. She could feel his gaze lingering on her every time she passed by the bar, those dark eyes of his tracing the curve of her waist, the sway of her hips in her tight black skirt. She’d noticed him noticing her before, of course. He wasn’t subtle. But tonight felt different. Tonight, there was a tension in the air, a simmering heat that made her pulse quicken every time their eyes met.

“Need a ride home?” His voice broke through her thoughts, deep and smooth, sending a shiver down her spine. She turned to see him leaning against the bar, a faint smirk playing on his lips. “It’s late, and I’d hate for you to take the bus this time of night.”

Connie hesitated, her fingers tightening around the cloth in her hand. She knew what this offer meant. They’d been dancing around this moment for weeks, ever since he’d started giving her the best shifts, ever since he’d started finding reasons to be near her, to touch her arm, to lean in close when he spoke. He was older, sure—old enough to be her father, some might say—but that only made him more alluring. There was something about the way he carried himself, the way he looked at her like he could see right through her, that made her stomach flutter.

“Okay,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “Thank you, John.”

His smirk deepened, and he grabbed his coat, gesturing for her to follow. They walked to his car in silence, the cool night air brushing against her skin. When he opened the passenger door for her, his hand lingered on the small of her back, the warmth of his touch sending a jolt of electricity through her. She slid into the seat, her heart pounding as he got in beside her and started the engine.

The drive to her apartment was quiet, but the air between them was thick with unspoken desire. Connie could feel her body growing warmer with every passing minute, her thighs pressing together as she tried to quell the ache building inside her. When they finally pulled up to her building, she turned to him, her lips parting as she searched for the right words.

“Do you want to come up?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly. “Just for a drink or… something?”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss that left her breathless. His hand cradled the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he deepened the kiss, his tongue exploring her mouth with a hunger that mirrored her own. Connie moaned softly, her hands gripping his shoulders as she kissed him back, her body melting into his.

When they finally broke apart, John’s eyes were dark with desire. “Lead the way,” he murmured, his voice rough.

They made their way to her apartment in a haze of need, their hands fumbling with keys and door handles until they finally stumbled inside. The moment the door closed behind them, John was on her again, his arms wrapping around her waist as he backed her against the wall. His lips trailed down her neck, his teeth grazing her skin as his hands slid under her shirt, his fingers brushing against the soft skin of her stomach.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered against her skin, his voice sending shivers down her spine. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

Connie let out a soft whimper as his hands moved higher, cupping her breasts through her bra. Her nipples hardened under his touch, and she arched into him, her body begging for more. “John,” she breathed, her hands fumbling with his belt. “Please…”

He let out a low groan as she unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants, her fingers brushing against the hard length of him. She dropped to her knees, her eyes locking with his as she pulled his cock free, her fingers wrapping around his thick shaft. He was bigger than she’d imagined, and she couldn’t help the small moan that escaped her lips as she leaned in, her tongue flicking out to taste the salty precum glistening at his tip.

“Fuck, Connie,” he groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth.

She swirled her tongue around his cock, her lips sliding down his length as she bobbed her head, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him. John’s hips bucked against her, his cock hitting the back of her throat, and she moaned around him, the vibrations making him growl with pleasure.

“You’re so fucking good,” he muttered, his fingers tightening in her hair as he fucked her mouth, his cock sliding in and out of her lips.

Connie could feel herself growing wetter with every thrust, her thighs squeezing together as she tried to relieve the throbbing between her legs.

“I want to see you, baby. Show me that sexy body of yours.”

She pulled back, her lips swollen and glistening as she looked up at him, her eyes dark with need. She stood up slowly, her fingers trembling as she unbuttoned her shirt and slid it off her shoulders. She unclipped her bra, letting it fall to the floor, her breasts spilling free. His eyes darkened as he reached out, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs flicking over her nipples, making her whimper.

“You’re perfect,” John murmured, his hands sliding down her body to unbutton her skirt and peel it off her hips.

She stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but her lace panties, her body trembling with anticipation. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside. He stepped back, his eyes raking over her naked form, taking in every curve, every inch of her.

“On the bed,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire.

Connie obeyed, her heart pounding as she climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs for him. Her pussy was glistening with arousal, and she reached down, her fingers brushing over her clit, teasing herself as she watched him strip out of his clothes. His body was lean and muscular, his cock standing proudly between his legs, thick and hard and ready for her.

“Fuck me, John,” she begged, her fingers slipping inside herself, her walls clenching around them. “Please, I need you.”

He growled, climbing onto the bed and positioning himself between her legs. He pushed her hand aside, his fingers replacing hers as he teased her entrance, sliding two fingers inside her and curling them against her G-spot, making her moan and arch her back.

“You’re so wet for me,” he murmured, his lips trailing up her inner thigh. “I’m going to make you feel so good, baby.”

He leaned down, his tongue flicking out to taste her, and Connie cried out, her hands tangling in his hair as he licked and sucked at her clit, his fingers pumping in and out of her. She was close, so close, her body trembling with pleasure as he brought her to the edge, teasing her until she was begging for release.

“Please, John,” she whimpered, her thighs shaking around his head. “I need you inside me.”

He pulled back, his lips glistening with her arousal as he positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a searing kiss as he pushed inside her, his thick length stretching her walls, filling her completely. Connie moaned into his mouth, her legs wrapping around his waist as he began to move, his cock sliding in and out of her with slow, deep thrusts.

“You feel so good,” he growled, his hips snapping against hers as he picked up the pace, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. “So fucking tight.”

Connie’s nails dug into his back as he fucked her, his cock pounding into her with a force that had her crying out with pleasure. She could feel her orgasm building, her walls clenching around him as he drove her closer and closer to the edge. He reached down, his fingers brushing over her clit, and that was all it took. She came undone, her body convulsing with pleasure as her orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching around his cock as he continued to thrust into her.

“That’s it, baby,” he groaned, his hips slamming into her. “I’m gonna cum.”

John’s movements became erratic as he got closer to the edge. With one final thrust, John spilled his seed inside of Connie. Finally, John pulled out, leaving a sticky mess between Connie’s thighs. They both fell to the bed, exhausted from their passion. They stayed like that for a moment, catching their breath.

“That was incredible,” John whispered.

As he wrapped his arms around Connie, it felt so right. Even though he was her boss, and he was much older, Connie knew she wanted John. She couldn’t give this up.

“Spend the night with me?” John asked, his voice hopeful.

“Okay,” Connie agreed, her heart racing with excitement. She couldn’t wait to see what would come next.

6 - A TOAST TO UNEXPECTED ROMANCE

MF / Age Gap / Boss Employee / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The hotel room was a temple of sterile luxury, all neutral tones and abstract art that meant nothing. Carrie stood at the floor-to-ceiling window, a crystal glass of bourbon in her hand, and watched the city lights glitter like a spilled jewel box far below. The boardroom victories of the day, the signed contracts and conceded terms, felt hollow and distant up here, thirty-two floors above reality.

A knock at the door was a sharp intrusion on the silence. Frowning, she checked her watch. She hadn’t ordered Room service. She padded across the plush carpet and peered through the peephole.

Gabe.

Her breath hitched. He stood in the hallway, still in his dress shirt from their meetings, though he’d loosened his tie and undone the top button. He held a bottle of champagne and two glasses.

Her hand trembled slightly as she unlatched the door. “Gabe. Is everything alright?”

“Everything’s perfect,” he said, his voice a low hum that vibrated right through her. “I just thought the win today deserved a proper celebration.” A slow, disarming smile spread across his face. The same smile he’d flashed at her on the plane, leaning over the aisle to ask about her notes, his knuckles brushing her arm.

She knew she should send him away. She was his CEO. He was a junior executive, brilliant and ambitious, but still… twenty-eight to her forty-two. The math was a warning siren. But the siren’s wail was drowned out by the sudden, pounding rhythm of her own heart.

“That’s… incredibly presumptuous of you,” she said, but she was already stepping back, holding the door open.

He moved past her into the room, his energy immediately filling the space. He set the glasses down on the table, working the cork on the bottle with practiced ease. The pop was shockingly loud. He poured the fizzing liquid, handed her a glass, and clinked his against it.

“To new ventures,” he said, his eyes locking onto hers. They weren’t toasting the company.

The champagne was dry and cold. She took a sip, then another, her gaze never leaving his. The air between them thickened, charged with everything that had gone unsaid for weeks. The lingering looks in the office. The way he’d always be there to hold the elevator. The intense, almost challenging respect he showed her that felt nothing like deference.

He took the glass from her hand and set it down. His fingers, warm and sure, brushed against hers. “I’ve thought about this,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a rough whisper. “About you. Since the first day I walked into your office.”

“This is a terrible idea,” she breathed out, even as she leaned into the space he was closing between them.

“The worst,” he agreed softly. And then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a claiming. His lips were firm, insistent, and she met his hunger with her own, a dam of professional composure breaking open. Her arms looped around his neck, her fingers tangling in the dark hair at his nape. He tasted of champagne and mint and pure, unadulterated desire. She gasped into his mouth, and his tongue swept in, tangling with hers in a deep, sensual dance that made her knees weak.

His hands slid down her back, over the silk of her blouse, palming her ass and pulling her tightly against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection through his trousers, pressing into her stomach, and a shudder of raw need wracked her body. God, it had been so long.

With impatient fingers, he began undoing the buttons of her blouse. She helped him, her own hands fumbling with his belt buckle, then the button of his slacks. His shirt joined her blouse on the floor. He was all taut, toned muscle and smooth, warm skin. She ran her hands over the defined planes of his chest, feeling his heart hammering against her palm.

He guided her backward toward the bed, his mouth never leaving hers until the backs of her knees hit the mattress. He broke the kiss, his dark eyes blazing as he looked at her, standing there in just her lace bra and pencil skirt. “You are so fucking beautiful, Carrie.”

He laid her back on the cool duvet, his body following hers. His mouth found her neck, sucking and nipping a trail down to the swell of her breasts. He unhooked her bra with a deft flick of his wrist and tossed it aside. His hot, open mouth closed over one taut nipple, his tongue circling the peak before sucking deeply.

She cried out, her back arching off the bed. Oh, Christ. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pleasure straight to her core. He worshipped her breasts, lavishing equal attention on each one, his teeth grazing, his tongue soothing, until she was writhing beneath him, her fingers clutching at the sheets.

He moved lower, his kisses blazing a trail over her quivering stomach. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her skirt and her panties, and in one smooth motion, peeled them both down her legs. He tossed them aside and knelt on the floor at the foot of the bed, spreading her legs. His eyes, dark with lust, held hers for a long, searing moment before he lowered his head.

The first flat stroke of his tongue up her slit was bliss. Her eyes rolled back in her head. He groaned against her, the vibration intensifying the sensation. He licked her slowly, thoroughly, as if she were the most exquisite thing he’d ever tasted. Then he focused on her clit, circling it with a relentless, perfect pressure.

“Gabe… oh, God, right there,” she moaned, her hips lifting off the bed to meet his mouth.

He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her see stars. He fucked her with his fingers while his tongue worked her clit, building the pleasure into a tight, screaming coil deep inside her. She was babbling, crying out his name, her body tightening like a bowstring.

He didn’t let up. The pressure built and built until it shattered. Her orgasm crashed over her, wave after wave of pure, mindless ecstasy that left her trembling and gasping for air.

Before she could even come down, he was stripping off the rest of his clothes. His body was magnificent—lean, hard, every muscle defined. And his cock, thick and erect, stood out from his body. She reached for him, wrapping her hand around his length, stroking him once, twice, before she guided him to her mouth.

She took him in, savoring his taste, the smooth velvet-over-steel feel of him. He hissed, his hands tangling in her hair as she worked him with her lips and tongue. She loved the power of it, the way this formidable young man was putty in her mouth, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

“I need to be inside you,” he gritted out, pulling her up. “Now.”

He laid her back and she guided him to her entrance. He pushed in slowly, stretching her, filling her so completely it stole her breath. Oh my God. He felt incredible. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly escalated into something more primal. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the room.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper with every thrust. “Harder,” she demanded, and he complied, his thrusts becoming punishing, driving her up toward another peak. He shifted then, rolling so she was on top.

She rose above him, straddling his hips, and sank down onto his cock with a gasp. She set the pace, riding him with a ferocity she didn’t know she possessed, her head thrown back, her breasts bouncing. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her, slamming her down onto him. The look of raw worship on his face was her undoing. She came again, a fierce, internal clenching that milked his length.

With a guttural groan, he flipped her onto her hands and knees and entered her from behind. This angle was deeper, more animalistic. He pounded into her, one hand tangled in her hair, the other gripping her hip. She met every thrust, lost in a haze of sensation, the smell of their sex, the sound of their shared pleasure.

“I’m going to come,” he growled into her ear, his thrusts becoming erratic.

“Do it,” she panted. “Come inside me.”

His whole body tensed against hers. He buried himself to the hilt with a raw, shattered cry as he emptied himself inside her, his pulses hot and endless. She felt him throbbing within her as his weight settled on her back, both of them spent and slick with sweat.

They collapsed onto the tangled sheets, limbs intertwined, breathing in ragged unison. The city lights still glittered outside, but the room didn’t feel sterile anymore. It felt alive.

After a long while, she turned to face him, tracing the line of his jaw. The reality of their situation settled over her like a cold blanket. “Gabe… no one can know about this.”

He brushed a damp strand of hair from her forehead, his expression serious. “It’s our secret.” He leaned in and kissed her, softly this time. A promise.

7 - UNEXPECTED LOVE AT THE LIBRARY

MF / Age Gap / Enemies to Lovers / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“That’s not how we do things here, Albert.”

Georgia’s voice, usually a soft murmur reserved for quiet reading nooks, cut through the musty air of the history section. She stood with her arms crossed, a lone sentinel guarding the sacred, unchanging order of the Dewey Decimal System.

Albert, a good fifteen years her junior with an infuriatingly easy smile, just shrugged. He held a stack of graphic novels, their bright covers a vulgar splash of color against the muted browns and greens of the leather-bound classics. “Maybe it’s how we should do things, Georgia. These circulate. A lot. They should be up front.”

“The front is for new releases and displays,” she said, her tone as rigid as the shelves around them. “Not for… compendiums of cartoon violence.”

His laugh was a low, warm sound that inexplicably made her cheeks feel hot. “It’s a memoir about a family of bakers, actually. No violence. Just a lot of emotional turmoil and sourdough.” He slid the books onto a prime display table anyway, right next to the new Patterson bestsellers.

Georgia’s jaw tightened. The arrogance. The sheer, disrespectful arrogance of youth. She’d been at the Cherry Creek Public Library for twenty years. She knew its rhythms, its soul. He’d been here three weeks and thought he could waltz in with his “community engagement” ideas and his “maker space” proposals and just rearrange the very bedrock of the place.

The rest of the day passed in a familiar, simmering silence between them. She shelved returned books with sharp, efficient movements. He chatted animatedly with patrons, his laughter echoing in a building that usually only held whispers. It grated on her, every bit of it.

Later, as she was shutting down her computer in her small, book-crammed office, a soft knock interrupted the quiet.

Albert stood in the doorway, his hands shoved in his pockets, the confident swagger from earlier replaced by a hesitant slouch. “Got a minute?”

She gestured to the chair opposite her desk, saying nothing.

“Look,” he began, running a hand through his dark hair. “I’m sorry about before. I came on strong. I get… excited. I didn’t mean to disrespect you or the way things are run here.”

Georgia looked at him, really looked. Behind the bravado, she saw genuine earnestness. A flicker of doubt. She sighed, the fight leaving her all at once. “No, I… I’m sorry, too, Albert. Some of your ideas… the evening reading groups for teenagers… they are good. I’m just set in my ways.”

His smile returned, softer this time. “Old dogs, new tricks?” he ventured.

A surprised laugh escaped her. “Something like that.”

“Well, this puppy is starving. Let me make it up to you. Let me buy you a coffee.”

The invitation hung in the air. A coffee. It was so innocuous. So dangerous. Her mind raced. He’s too young. It’s inappropriate. What would people think?

But the memory of his laugh, the way his eyes crinkled at the corners, the sudden, startling desire to be near that energy instead of pushing it away… it all coalesced into a single, breathless word.

“Okay.”

The coffee shop was loud and bright, a stark contrast to her library. They talked for an hour, then two. She learned about his degree in literature, his failed attempt at a novelist career, his genuine love for this old, stodgy institution they both worked for. She found herself laughing, really laughing, for the first time in months. And with every laugh, she felt a dangerous, thrilling pull low in her stomach. A pull she immediately chastised herself for. He’s twenty-six, Georgia. Twenty-six. Don’t be a fool.

He walked her to her car under a blanket of stars. The night air was cool. The library parking lot was deserted.

“I had a really good time, Georgia,” he said, his voice quiet.

“Me too,” she admitted, her own voice barely a whisper.

He leaned against her car door, blocking her escape, but not in a threatening way. In a way that made her heart hammer against her ribs. “I have to say something, and you can tell me to go to hell if you want.”

She just looked at him, her breath catching.

“From the moment I saw you,” he said, his gaze intense, “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you. I know you’re older. I know it’s probably crazy. But the way you care so fiercely about things… it’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Every logical argument, every reservation, evaporated in the heat of his words. He’s not a boy, she thought. He’s a man. And he was looking at her like she was the only woman on earth.

She didn’t tell him to go to hell. She closed the small distance between them, rose on her toes, and pressed her lips to his.

It wasn’t a timid kiss. It was a release. A dam breaking. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her tight against him, and his mouth opened to hers, tasting of coffee and want. Her hands came up, tangling in the soft hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer. The world, the library, the age difference—it all shrank to the points of contact: his lips, his hands on her back, the hard plane of his chest against her softness.

They broke apart, breathless. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. “My place is two blocks away.”

She nodded, her voice gone. She followed his car, her hands trembling on the steering wheel.

His apartment was what she expected—a little messy, books stacked on the floor, a guitar in the corner. The second the door clicked shut, he had her pinned against it, his mouth crashing down on hers again. This was different. This was not a tentative exploration. This was hunger.

His hands fumbled with the buttons of her conservative cardigan, pushing it from her shoulders. His lips left her mouth, trailing a scorching path down her neck, nibbling at the sensitive spot just above her collarbone. A moan, raw and unbidden, escaped her throat.

“God, Georgia,” he murmured into her skin, his voice thick with desire. “I’ve wanted to taste you since the first time you shushed me.”

He took her hand and led her to the bedroom. In the moonlight filtering through the blinds, he looked like a sculpture. He slowly, deliberately, undressed her. Each button of her blouse, the zip of her slacks, the clasp of her sensible bra. His eyes never left her body, worshipful and ravenous. When she stood naked before him, her skin prickling in the cool air, he let out a shaky breath.

“You are so beautiful,” he whispered, and for the first time in twenty years, she felt it.

He laid her back on the bed and lowered his mouth to her breast. His tongue swirled around one peaked nipple, then the other, licking, sucking, nipping gently with his teeth. Pleasure, sharp and bright, shot straight to her core, making her arch her back off the mattress. Oh god. So long. It’s been so long since…

He shed his own clothes then, and her eyes widened. He was all lean muscle and smooth skin. And he was… large. Thick and already hard, standing proud from a thatch of dark hair. The sight sent a fresh wave of liquid heat pooling between her legs.

He didn’t enter her. Instead, he kissed his way down her stomach, his hands sliding her thighs apart. He buried his face between her legs, and Georgia cried out, her fingers clutching the sheets.

His tongue was an artist. It traced the length of her, slow and languid, before finding her clit. He circled it, again and again, building a maddening rhythm. Then he sucked, gently at first, then with more pressure, and her hips came off the bed, a wordless plea for more. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot deep within that made her see stars. The dual sensation—his tongue flicking, his fingers stroking—was unbearable. The coil of pleasure tightened, tighter and tighter, until it shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seismic event that left her trembling and gasping for air.

Before she could recover, she pushed him onto his back, a new confidence surging through her. She wanted to taste him. She straddled his legs and took him into her mouth. He gasped, his hands flying to her hair. She explored his length and girth with her tongue, savoring his taste, the smoothness of his skin, the way he throbbed in her mouth. She took him deep, until she felt him hit the back of her throat, and he groaned her name, a broken prayer.

“Georgia… I’m not going to last…”

She released him, her own desire a raging fire again. She swung a leg over his hips, positioning herself above him. She looked into his eyes as she slowly, slowly, sank down onto him. He filled her completely, stretching her in the most exquisite way. For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, letting her body adjust to his overwhelming size.

Then she began to move. Slowly at first, a gentle rocking of her hips. Then faster, rising and falling, taking him deep with every stroke. He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her flesh, meeting her thrust for thrust. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a wet, rhythmic slap.

“Look at you,” he groaned, his eyes glued to where their bodies joined. “You feel… God, you feel incredible.”

She rode him harder, chasing another climax, the pleasure building even higher than before. Her breasts bounced with the motion, and he sat up slightly to capture one nipple in his mouth, sucking in time with her rhythm. It was too much. The visual of him worshiping her body, the feel of him pistoning inside her, the raw, animal sounds he was making—it all crashed over her.

Her second orgasm was a roaring, screaming thing. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking him, and she threw her head back as wave after wave of pure ecstasy convulsed through her. Her cry of release was what pushed him over the edge. With a guttural groan, he held her hips tight against him and poured himself into her, his own body shuddering with the force of his climax.

They collapsed together in a sweaty, sated heap, his arms wrapping around her, holding her close as their breathing slowly returned to normal. He nuzzled her hair.

“So,” he whispered, his voice rough and sleepy. “Does this mean you’ll be my girlfriend?” He laughed softly, but there was a hopeful sincerity underneath it.

She snuggled closer, a contented smile spreading across her face. She had been so determined to resist him, to resist change. Now, feeling the steady beat of his heart against her cheek, she couldn’t imagine anything she wanted more.

“Yes,” she whispered back. “I suppose it does.”

8 - A BILLIONAIRE AT THE COFFEE SHOP

MF / BDSM / Wealthy / Flogging / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The espresso machine hissed like a tired serpent, but its noise was drowned out by the chime of the door. Aimee looked up, a practiced customer-service smile already on her lips, but it faltered for a heartbeat.

He was gorgeous. Not in a boy-next-door way, but in a way that spoke of old money and quiet confidence. A tailored charcoal suit that probably cost more than her car. Dark hair swept back from a strong brow. His eyes, a cool, assessing gray, scanned the nearly empty café and landed on her. The smile he offered was a small, private thing, meant only for her.

“What can I get for you?” she asked, her voice thankfully steady.

“Something strong. Black. And your name,” he said, his voice a low, smooth baritone that vibrated right through the counter.

“Aimee. And the coffee’s coming right up.”

He watched her every move as she prepared his drink, his gaze a palpable weight on her back. She felt it tracing the line of her spine, the sway of her hips under her simple apron. It should have felt intrusive. It didn’t. It felt… electric.

She handed him the cup. His fingers brushed against hers, and a jolt, sharp and hot, shot up her arm.

“I’m Jackson,” he said, holding her gaze. He didn’t let go of the cup. Or her hand. “I have a feeling today is about to get much more interesting.” He produced a crisp, black business card from an inside pocket and slid it across the counter. Just a name and a number. “Call me when your shift ends.”

He left without another word, taking his coffee and the oxygen in the room with him.

For the next three hours, the card burned a hole in her apron pocket. It’s insane. He’s a stranger. But when her shift ended, her fingers trembled as she pulled out her phone.

He answered on the first ring. “I’ll be outside in a few minutes.”

A sleek, black sedan pulled up to the curb. Jackson held the door open for her. The interior was all silent, cooled leather and the faint, expensive scent of his cologne. He didn’t ask; he just drove, navigating the city streets until they gave way to winding, tree-lined roads and high gates that swung open at their approach.

The mansion was less a house and more a monument to wealth. Aimee’s breath caught in her throat as he led her through a foyer with a ceiling that seemed to reach the sky. In the cavernous living room, he poured two glasses of amber whiskey, his movements economical and sure.

He didn’t sit. He just looked at her, that same intense, calculating look from the coffee shop. “Five thousand dollars,” he said, his voice cutting through the comfortable silence.

Aimee almost choked on her drink. “I’m sorry?”

“Five thousand dollars. To go upstairs with me. To let me do anything I want to you.” He said it like he was discussing the weather. A simple transaction.

Heat flooded her cheeks. Humiliation. “I’m not… that’s not what I am. I’m not a prostitute.”

“I didn’t say you were,” he replied calmly, sipping his whiskey. “I’m offering you an experience. And compensating you for your time. There’s a difference. The question is, do you want it?” His eyes dropped to the hand clutching her glass, noting the tremor. “Part of you does. I can see it.”

He was right. Beneath the shock, a treacherous, dark curiosity was uncoiling deep within her. Five thousand dollars. It was months of slinging overpriced lattes. And him… the sheer power of him.

Her voice was a whisper. “Okay.”

He led her to a room that was nothing like the rest of the house. It was all dark wood and low light. A massive bed dominated the space. And on the walls… things. Leather restraints. An array of floggers and paddles. A table gleaming with silicone and steel.

“Strip.”

The command was absolute. Her fingers, clumsy with a dizzying mix of fear and want, fumbled with her buttons. The cheap uniform fell to the plush carpet until she stood before him, completely bare, her skin pebbling in the cool air.

Jackson’s gaze was a physical caress, and a violation. He walked a slow circle around her, saying nothing. Then he selected a flogger from the wall, its tails long and soft. He ran the leather through his fingers, his eyes locked on hers.

“Bend over the bed. Grasp the covers.”

She obeyed, the cool duvet soft under her palms. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She heard the soft whish of the flogger cutting through the air a second before it landed.

Thwack.

A line of fire blossomed across her ass. She yelped, the sound sharp in the quiet room. The pain was instantaneous, bright and shocking. But a split-second later, it melted, transforming into a deep, radiating heat that pooled directly between her legs. Oh god.

Thwack. Another strike, lower this time, right across her sensitized thighs. She gasped, her knuckles turning white on the duvet. Pain. Pleasure. Pain. Heat. It was impossible to separate the sensations. Each impact sent a fresh, wet pulse of desire through her core.

He stopped. She heard him move to the head of the bed. Cold, supple leather circled her right wrist, then her left, pulled taut and buckled to the bedposts. She was trapped, bent over and exposed, completely at his mercy. A fresh thrill of terror and excitement shot through her.

The low, electric buzz was her only warning. He traced the vibrating head of a wand over the punished flesh of her ass, a tingling, teasing promise, before pressing it firmly against her clit.

Aimee cried out, her back arching as much as the restraints would allow. It was too much. The aftershocks of the flogging, the relentless vibration on her most sensitive spot—it was an overload. Pleasure, sharp and almost painful in its intensity, built at a terrifying rate.

“Please…” she begged, not even knowing what she was asking for.

“Please, what?” His voice was right by her ear, calm, mocking.

“I… I need…”

The vibrator disappeared. She whimpered at the loss. Then she heard the sound of a cap unsnapping, the wet sound of lubricant. She felt his fingers, slick and cool, sliding into her, stretching her. Preparing her.

Then something else. Something bigger. Much bigger. The broad, silicone head of a dildo pressed against her entrance. It’s too big. The thought was a fleeting panic before he pushed.

She groaned, a deep, guttural sound as he filled her, stretching her wider than she’d ever been stretched. The fullness was immense, overwhelming. He began to move it, a slow, deliberate rhythm that rubbed against every sensitive spot inside her.

Then the vibrator returned, not to her clit, but to the other place. A slick, insistent pressure at her back door. Her eyes flew wide. “Wait—“

The word was lost in a strangled moan as he pushed the vibrator into her ass just as he thrust the dildo deep into her pussy.

The dual penetration was a sensory cataclysm. She was utterly filled, stretched, and vibrated into a state of pure sensation. There was no room for thought, only feeling. The pleasure built to a frantic peak, a screaming pressure in her core. Her body seized, her cries echoing off the walls as an orgasm shattered through her, wave after devastating wave of absolute ecstasy wrung from her helpless, bound body.

As the last tremors subsided, he unbuckled the restraints. Her arms fell, numb and heavy. He turned her over, his hands firm on her hips, positioning her on her hands and knees. She heard the rustle of his clothes, the tear of a foil packet, then the hot, heavy weight of him pressing against her.

His cock, thick and real, slid into her wet, well-used pussy with one smooth, powerful thrust. So deep. He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into the tender, flogged skin, and began to fuck her with a raw, primal intensity. There were no more toys, no more games. Just the slick, pounding rhythm of his body claiming hers. Each drive of his hips sent a fresh jolt of pleasure-pain through her, and she met him thrust for thrust, a desperate, wanton animal.

She felt her second orgasm rising, coiling tight, and then it broke over her with a force that made her see stars. She screamed, her body clamping down around him milking his own release. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last time, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his cum filling her.

He pulled out. The silence that followed was broken only by their ragged breathing. He tossed her clothes onto the bed beside her. “There’s more where that came from. A lot more. If you choose to submit.”

Aimee lay on the expensive sheets, her body humming, her mind blissfully empty. The money was one thing. But this feeling… this was something she’d never known she needed. She looked at the stack of hundred-dollar bills he placed on the nightstand. Then she looked at him.

“Yes,” she breathed, the word barely audible.

A slow, triumphant smile spread across his face. From a drawer, he produced a collar, simple black leather with a small, discreet silver ring. He fastened it around her neck. It was cool, and snug. A symbol. A claim.

The sedan ride back to her apartment was silent. The collar felt heavier with every block.

As he pulled up to her shabby building, he finally spoke. “I’ll be in touch.”

She got out, her legs still unsteady. She watched the taillights disappear into the night, her fingers resting on the leather around her throat.

9 - A JOB AT NORTHFIELD MANOR
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The dust motes danced in the slants of afternoon sunlight as Evelyn ran the cloth along the mahogany banister. Northfield Manor was vast, silent, and opulent, a world away from her small apartment in the city. She could feel the weight of the mansion’s history, the gaze of portraits lining the walls. And then she felt another gaze, tangible and heated.

She turned.

In the shadowed doorway of his study stood Mr. Richard Northfield. He wasn't just looking; he was studying her, his eyes tracing the line of her spine as she bent, the way her blonde ponytail brushed her neck. He was older, his hair silvered at the temples, but his posture was commanding, his gaze unnervingly direct. He didn't smile. He simply watched, a predator assessing new territory. A flush crept up her neck, a confusing mix of embarrassment and a thrill she couldn’t name.

Hours later, the summons came. His voice, a low rumble from the intercom by the kitchen, called her to the study.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. She smoothed her simple black dress and entered.

The room smelled of leather and expensive whiskey. Richard stood by the fireplace, a crystal tumbler in hand. “Close the door, Evelyn.”

She did, the soft click of the latch sounding final.

“You’re efficient. I like that,” he began, his voice a low purr. “But efficiency isn’t all I require from the staff in my inner circle.”

“Sir?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

He set his glass down. “My son, Lex. He’s… talented. Brilliant, even. But he lacks a certain… conviction. A dominance that a man of his station must command.” He took a step closer, and Evelyn’s breath hitched. “I believe you can help him acquire it.”

“I’m… I’m just a housekeeper,” she stammered.

“No,” he said, a slow smile finally gracing his lips. “You are a beautiful young woman with a submissive streak she’s too polite to acknowledge. I see it in the way you avert your eyes, in the slight tremble in your hands right now. You want to be told what to do.” He moved behind his desk, his eyes never leaving hers. “And we want to tell you.”

Her mind raced, but her body was already betraying her, a pulse of pure, undiluted heat throbbing between her legs. She was intrigued, terrified, and utterly, completely aroused.

“Lex,” Richard called out, his voice sharp. “Join us.”

The door opened, and the young man from earlier entered. Lex was his father’s opposite—sun-kissed hair, bright blue eyes, a leaner build. But the same intensity lived in his gaze, now mixed with a curiosity that made Evelyn’s skin prickle.

“Watch,” Richard commanded his son. He unbuckled his trousers, freeing his cock. It was thick, rigid, and already glistening at the tip. He looked directly at Evelyn. “On your knees.”

It wasn’t a request. It was an order she had secretly been waiting for her whole life. Her knees met the soft Persian rug without a second thought. The scent of him, musky and clean, filled her senses as she leaned forward.

She opened her mouth, her tongue flattening to receive him. The first touch was electric. Salty. Smooth. Overwhelming. She took him in, her lips stretching around his girth, her tongue swirling around the head before she sank deeper, her eyes fluttering closed. A low groan rumbled from Richard’s chest, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding.

“Now you,” Richard said to his son.

Evelyn’s eyes opened as Lex, his movements slightly hesitant, freed his own erection. He was longer, leaner, just as hard. Richard guided her head, turning her toward his son.

She moved willingly, her mouth leaving Richard’s warmth to envelop Lex. His taste was different, younger, and his sharp, startled gasp of pleasure vibrated through her. She worked him, one hand wrapping around his base, her mouth sucking firmly. She was the conduit between them, a living, breathing lesson.

“Good,” Richard murmured, his voice thick. “Switch.”

She moved back to him, taking his fullness again, then back to Lex, her rhythm becoming a filthy, wet pendulum between father and son. The room filled with the sounds of their harsh breathing and the slick, obscene sounds of her mouth.

“The couch,” Richard growled, pulling her up by her arm. Her legs were weak. “Strip. Now.”

Her fingers, trembling with a wild combination of nervousness and fervent need, fumbled with the buttons of her dress. It pooled at her feet. Then her bra, her panties. She stood before them, completely exposed, her skin flushed, her nipples tight peaks, the wetness between her legs impossible to hide.

Richard sat on the couch, pulling her down onto his face. His hands gripped her thighs, yanking her core against his mouth. The first swipe of his tongue was a bolt of lightning. Oh god. He was relentless, his tongue circling her clit, licking into her, devouring her with a starved intensity that made her cry out.

At the same time, Lex knelt before her, his hands cupping her breasts. He lowered his mouth, sucking a nipple deep, his tongue flicking and teasing while his father feasted below. The dual assault was maddening. Pleasure crashed over her in waves, each one higher than the last. She was their plaything, their beautiful, writhing center of the universe.

“Enough,” Richard finally said, his voice ragged. He turned her, bending her over the back of the plush couch, her perfect, round ass presented to Lex. “Take her. Don’t be gentle.”

Lex positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. He pushed, and the feeling of him stretching her, filling her, was so intense she saw stars. He started to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly grew frantic. Each thrust drove a gasp from her lips, each withdrawal leaving her aching for more.

Richard moved to her front, his cock nudging her lips. She took him gratefully, greedily, as he began to fuck her mouth in time with his son’s pounding rhythm. She was pinned between them, filled at both ends, completely and utterly possessed. The world narrowed to the slap of skin, the guttural moans of the men, the overwhelming sensations coiling tighter and tighter inside her.

Lex’s thrusts became erratic, harder, deeper. “I’m… I’m going to…” he groaned, his voice breaking.

That was all it took. His climax triggered her own. A silent scream tore through her as her orgasm exploded, a tidal wave of pure ecstasy that clenched around Lex’s pumping cock. He cried out, burying himself to the hilt as he pulsed inside her.

Richard pulled from her mouth with a wet pop. He stroked himself once, twice, and then hot streaks of his release painted her face—her cheeks, her lips, her eyelids. She kept her eyes closed, tasting him, smelling them both on her skin, her body still quivering from the aftershocks.

The room was silent except for their ragged breathing. Slowly, Richard stood straight, tucking himself away. He looked down at her, a masterpiece of debauchery bent over his furniture.

“I am a very wealthy man, Evelyn,” he stated, his composure already returning. “This can be your life. Luxury. Purpose. This. All you have to do is submit.”

Evelyn hesitated, but she knew Richard was right. She wanted this. She wanted him. “Okay,” she agreed. “I’m yours.”

10 - AN AFFAIR WITH THE BOSS
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The email landed in her inbox with a silent, digital thud. From: Tom Barlow. Subject: My Office. Now.

Janet’s stomach clenched. The argument over the Henderson project had been hours ago, a burst of pent-up frustration she’d immediately regretted. He was, after all, her boss. A decade younger, yes, surrounded by a sea of other twenty-somethings who navigated the open-plan office with an ease she’d never possess, but still her boss. She’d fully expected a write-up, or worse. She smoothed her blouse, took a steadying breath, and walked the long hallway to the corner office.

He wasn't behind his desk. He was standing by the window, looking out over the city skyline. He turned as she entered, and his expression wasn't the stern mask of authority she expected. It was… open. Apologetic, even.

“Janet. Close the door, please.”

She did, her heart hammering against her ribs. Here it comes.

“I reviewed the data you compiled on the Henderson account,” he began, his voice low and measured. “You were right. One hundred percent right. My projections were off. If we’d gone with my plan, we would have lost the client.”

The confession was so blunt, so devoid of ego, that it stole the air from her lungs. She just stood there, stunned.

“I’m sorry,” he said, taking a step toward her. “I was an arrogant prick in that meeting. The truth is…” He ran a hand through his dark hair, a surprisingly vulnerable gesture. “I look up to you. Your experience, your instincts… they’re what this team needs. What I need.”

He was closer now, well inside her personal space. She could smell his cologne, something clean and woody. The dynamic had shifted, the professional veil thinning to nothing.

“I know this is highly unprofessional,” he murmured, his gaze dropping to her lips for a heartbeat before meeting her eyes again. “But would you let me buy you dinner tonight? As an apology. And… as something else.”

Every sensible, self-preserving instinct told her to say no. To cite the HR handbook, to retreat to the safety of her cubicle. But the raw honesty in his eyes, the startling admission of respect, and the sudden, dizzying realization that he was an incredibly attractive man—it all coalesced into a single, breathless word.

“Yes.”

—

The restaurant was all low lighting and intimate booths, a world away from the sterile brightness of the office. Over seared scallops and a rich Cabernet, the last of her reservations melted away. He wasn’t her boss tonight. He was just Tom. Funny, sharp, and utterly captivated by her. With every laugh, every shared glance, the attraction she’d buried under layers of resentment surged to the surface, hot and undeniable.

The Uber ride to his apartment was a haze of anticipation. They didn’t speak. Their hands, resting on the leather seat between them, were inches apart. The air crackled.

His apartment was sleek and modern, but she barely registered the decor. The moment the door clicked shut, he turned to her, his expression intense. “I’ve been thinking about this all night,” he whispered.

“Me too,” she admitted, her voice husky.

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek, and then his mouth was on hers. It wasn’t a tentative first kiss. It was hungry and deep, a claiming that spoke of a desire held in check for too long. Her hands came up, one tangling in the soft hair at the nape of his neck, the other sliding down his chest. She could feel the hard plane of his stomach, the rapid, solid beat of his heart.

Her fingers found his belt, then the zipper of his trousers. She broke the kiss, her eyes locked on his as she slowly pulled the zipper down. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. She slipped her hand inside, past the soft cotton of his boxer briefs, and wrapped her fingers around his length.

He was already hard, velvet over steel. A low groan rumbled in his chest as she began to stroke him, her thumb smearing a bead of moisture over his tip. God, he’s perfect, she thought, marveling at the heat and weight of him in her hand. His hips pushed forward into her touch, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps against her neck as he kissed her there, his teeth grazing her skin.

“Bedroom,” he finally managed, his voice thick with need.

He led her down the hall, never breaking contact. In the dim sanctuary of his room, his hands went to her clothes, undressing her with a reverence that made her shiver. His thumbs brushed the sides of her breasts as he unhooked her bra, and when it fell away, he didn’t immediately lunge. He just looked, his gaze hot and appreciative.

“You are so beautiful, Janet,” he breathed, before lowering his head and taking one taut nipple into his mouth.

She cried out, her head falling back as his tongue circled and suckled, sending jolts of pure electricity straight to her core. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, his free hand pinching and rolling the neglected nipple until she was writhing, her fingers clutching at his shoulders.

He laid her back on the cool duvet, her body trembling with anticipation. He stood at the foot of the bed, his eyes dark with lust. “I want to watch you,” he said, his voice a rough command that sent a fresh surge of wetness between her legs. “Touch yourself for me. Show me how you like it.”

A blush heated her cheeks, but the raw hunger on his face was a potent aphrodisiac. She let her legs fall open, giving him a full view. She trailed her fingers down her own stomach, through her neatly trimmed curls, until she found her center. She was already soaked. A low moan escaped her as she circled her clit, her eyes fluttering shut for a second before she forced them open, wanting to see him watching her.

His gaze was pinned on her moving hand, his own fist clenched at his side. “That’s it,” he encouraged, his voice gruff. “Let me see you come.”

But he couldn’t wait. He stripped off his own clothes in a few swift movements and joined her on the bed, his body covering hers. He kissed his way down her stomach, nudging her hand aside. “My turn.”

He buried his face between her thighs, and Janet’s world dissolved into sensation. His tongue was relentless, licking broad stripes before zeroing in on her clit with devastating precision. He sucked the sensitive nub into his mouth, and her back arched off the bed, a ragged scream torn from her throat. He held her hips down, devouring her, his tongue flicking and circling until she was mindless, bucking against his mouth, her hands fisted in the sheets.

The orgasm crashed over her, a violent, shocking wave that left her gasping and shuddering.

Before she could even come down, he was moving up her body, his cock prodding at her entrance. “I need to be inside you,” he growled, and she could only nod, wrapping her legs around his waist.

He pushed into her in one smooth, deep thrust, filling her completely. She gasped at the exquisite stretch, the feeling of being so utterly full. He began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm that made her see stars.

“You feel incredible,” he murmured against her ear, his breath hot.

Soon, the slow pace wasn’t enough. She pushed at his shoulders, a newfound boldness seizing her. “Let me.”

A grin spread across his face as he rolled onto his back. She straddled him, sinking down onto his length with a deep, satisfied sigh. She started to move, rising and falling, controlling the rhythm, the angle. She leaned back, bracing her hands on his thighs, and rode him hard, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the room. His hands gripped her hips, his eyes glued to where their bodies joined.

“Fuck, Janet,” he moaned, his composure shattering.

She was close again, the coil of pleasure tightening deep within her. “I want you behind me,” she panted.

He obliged instantly. On her hands and knees, she felt him position himself and plunge back inside. This angle was deeper, more primal. He gripped her hips, fucking her with powerful, driving strokes that hit a spot inside her that made her cry out with every thrust. One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

It was too much. The friction, the depth, the sight of his body slamming into hers—her second orgasm ripped through her, a cataclysm that left her trembling and weak, clenching around him in wave after endless wave.

The feel of her pulsing around him was his undoing. With a guttural shout, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release crashing over him. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his climax filling her, and the sensation prolonged her own shudders.

They collapsed onto the bed in a sweaty, breathless heap, limbs tangled. He pulled her close, nuzzling her hair. The silence was comfortable, filled only with the sound of their slowing breaths. After a long moment, he propped himself up on an elbow, his expression serious, tender.

“Janet,” he said, his finger tracing her jawline. “I know this is fast, but I don’t do casual. Not with you.” He took a deep breath. “Be my girlfriend.”

She looked into his eyes, seeing not her young boss, but the man who had just worshiped her body and bared his soul. The man she had so completely misjudged. A slow, genuine smile spread across her lips. “Yes, I’ll be your girlfriend.”

11 - THE PARK RANGER’S PLEASURE
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The amber glow of the setting sun filtered through the pine trees, casting long shadows across the empty picnic grounds. For Jeannie, it was the silent, familiar soundtrack of another day ending. Paperwork done. Gates locked. Just one final patrol. The crisp evening air carried the scent of damp earth and distant rain, a scent so routine it was like breathing in boredom itself. She walked the familiar path, her boots crunching on the gravel, her mind already on the microwave dinner waiting for her back at the ranger station.

A rustle. Not the skitter of a squirrel or the cautious step of a deer. This was something else. Something heavier. Deliberate. It came from a dense thicket of bushes just off the main path, near the old oak that couples sometimes carved their initials into.

Her ranger instincts kicked in, a flicker of something—not excitement, but duty—cutting through the monotony. “Hello?” she called out, her voice firm, authoritative. “The park is closed for the evening. You’ll need to vacate the area.”

The rustling stopped. Then, a low, husky laugh. A woman’s laugh. It was followed by a deeper, masculine murmur. Jeannie pushed a low-hanging branch aside, her rehearsed speech about park ordinances dying on her lips.

Oh.

On a rumpled wool blanket, half-hidden by the foliage, were two people. A man and a woman, both young, both gloriously, shamelessly nude. Their skin was slick with a light sheen of sweat, glowing in the dusky light. The woman was perched atop the man, her back arched, a cascade of dark hair tumbling down her spine. They weren’t just having sex; they were consumed by it, a living, breathing piece of erotic art that left Jeannie’s heart hammering against her ribs.

“I said… the park is closed,” Jeannie managed, her voice weaker now, a tremble in it she didn’t recognize.

The woman on top slowly turned her head. A slow, cat-like smile spread across her face. Her eyes, dark and glittering, locked onto Jeannie’s. “We know,” she purred. “We were just finishing up. But it looks like we have an audience.”

The man beneath her chuckled, not missing a stroke. He had a swimmer’s build, tousled sandy hair, and a gaze that was both lazy and intensely focused. On Jeannie.

Heat flooded Jeannie’s cheeks. “You need to leave. Now.”

“Or what?” the woman asked, her voice a teasing challenge. She dismounted from her partner with a fluid grace that was mesmerizing and stood up, not a shred of modesty in her. She took a step toward Jeannie. Then another. “You’ll write us a ticket?” Another step. She was close now, close enough for Jeannie to smell her—sex, sunshine, and jasmine. “My name is Asia. And that,” she said, nodding toward the man who was now sitting up, watching them with keen interest, “is Warren. We were just talking about how this view needed something… more.”

Asia’s fingers, surprisingly cool, touched the brass button of Jeannie’s ranger shirt. Jeannie’s breath hitched. This is insane. I should mace them. I should run. But her feet were rooted to the spot. The pad of Asia’s thumb brushed the skin revealed by the unbuttoned collar at her throat. A shiver, electric and unwanted, raced down Jeannie’s spine.

“What do you think, Warren?” Asia asked, never breaking eye contact with Jeannie. “Doesn’t our ranger look like she could use a little help… unwinding?”

Warren rose to his feet, his naked body a sculpture of lean muscle. He walked over, his erection leading the way, a testament to what they’d just been doing. He stopped right beside her, his heat radiating against her side. “I think she’s been wound too tight for too long,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

Asia’s fingers worked quickly, undoing the rest of the buttons on Jeannie’s shirt. The pragmatic khaki uniform fell open, revealing her simple, serviceable bra. No. This is wrong. But the protest was a weak whisper in a mind suddenly roaring with a need she had buried for years. Asia’s hands pushed the shirt from her shoulders, and it fell to the forest floor.

Asia leaned in, her lips brushing the shell of Jeannie’s ear. “Just let go. We’ve got you.”

Those words, that permission, shattered the last of her resistance. A desperate, hungry sound escaped Jeannie’s throat as her hands, moving on their own volition, fumbled with the buckle of her belt. Warren helped, his own hands deft and sure, pushing her trousers and underwear down her thighs until she stood there, in her boots and bra, exposed to the cool evening air and their hungry eyes.

Warren guided her to her knees on the blanket. The rough wool was a stark contrast to the smooth, heated skin of his thigh. He threaded his fingers through her short, practical hair, not forcing, but guiding. “Look at you,” he breathed. “A goddess on her knees.”

Jeannie leaned forward, her eyes fluttering shut as she took the head of his cock into her mouth. It was velvety steel, tasting of salt and skin and him. She moaned around him, the vibration pulling a guttural groan from deep within Warren’s chest. She began to move, tentatively at first, then with a growing hunger she didn’t know she possessed. Her tongue swirled around the crown, her lips slid down his length, her world narrowing to this single, primal act of service and worship.

A warm body pressed against her back. Asia. Jeannie felt Asia’s nimble fingers unhook her bra, then her full, soft breasts were free, the cool air pebbling her nipples. Asia’s hands found them immediately, rolling, pinching, sending jolts of pure pleasure straight to Jeannie’s core, which was now throbbing in time with her heartbeat.

Warren’s hips began to piston gently, fucking her mouth. “So good… your mouth is fucking perfect…”

Suddenly, Asia was gone from her back. Jeannie opened her eyes, Warren’s cock still lodged deep in her throat, to see Asia lying on her back on the blanket next to them. She spread her legs, offering herself. Her gaze was heavy-lidded, invitation clear.

Warren pulled himself from Jeannie’s mouth with a soft pop. “Taste her,” he commanded, his voice thick. “She’s delicious.”

Jeannie didn’t need to be told twice. She crawled a few feet to Asia, her own need a blinding fire. She buried her face between Asia’s thighs. The scent was musky and rich, utterly intoxicating. Her tongue found Asia’s center, licking a long, slow stripe from her entrance to her throbbing clit.

Asia cried out, her back bowing off the blanket. “Yes! Right there! Oh god, your tongue…”

Jeannie feasted. She licked and sucked, exploring every fold, driven by a frenzied need to hear more of those breathy moans. She could hear the slick, wet sound of Warren stroking himself as he watched, could feel his gaze on them, and it only made her work harder.

Strong hands rolled her onto her back. Warren was over her now, his weight settling between her legs. The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance, which was dripping, more than ready. He didn’t ask. He just pushed. In.

Jeannie gasped as he filled her in one long, smooth stroke, stretching her, claiming her. It had been so long, so very long, since she’d been full like this. He set a punishing, deep rhythm immediately, each thrust hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. Asia was there in an instant, hovering over her, capturing one of Jeannie’s nipples in her hot, wet mouth. She sucked hard, her tongue flicking the taut peak while Warren drove into her, over and over.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. The pull on her nipple, the deep, rhythmic friction inside her. Pleasure coiled, tight and hot, in her belly. Her hips rose to meet his thrusts, her nails digging into Warren’s back. She was babbling, a stream of broken pleas and profanity. “Don’t stop… oh god, right there… please…”

Warren’s rhythm became erratic, frantic. With a roar that echoed in the quiet woods, he slammed into her one last time, holding himself deep as he came. Jeannie felt the hot, pulsing release flood her, and it was the final trigger for her own climax. It ripped through her, a silent, seismic wave of pleasure that left her trembling and gasping beneath him.

As Warren softened and slipped out of her, Asia was there again, moving down her body with a predator’s grace. Before Jeannie could even process her own orgasm, Asia’s mouth was on her, her tongue lapping at their combined wetness. She licked and suckled, drinking Warren’s release from her, her tongue zeroing in on Jeannie’s oversensitive clit.

The second climax struck without warning, sharper and more intense than the first. Jeannie’s body seized, a strangled cry torn from her throat as pure, undiluted ecstasy shattered her. Asia didn’t stop until the last tremor had subsided, until Jeannie lay boneless and spent on the blanket.

The forest was quiet again, save for their heavy breathing. Jeannie slowly sat up, her body humming, her mind a blissful blank. She gathered her clothes with trembling hands, pulling on the stiff uniform that now felt like a costume. The cool air was a shock against her feverish skin.

Warren and Asia were already dressed, looking as effortlessly cool as when she’d found them. Asia smiled, a genuine, warm thing. “We’re here most weekends. You should… look for us.”

Warren nodded, zipping his jeans. “It doesn’t have to be a one-time thing.”

Jeannie just shook her head, unable to form words. It was. It has to be. She turned and walked away, her legs still unsteady. But with every step that took her farther from the clearing, the memory of Warren’s thickness and Asia’s mouth burned brighter. She told herself it was a mistake, a lapse in judgment, a story she would never tell.

But as she reached the ranger station, the ghost of their touches still on her skin, a traitorous thought whispered. Next weekend, I’ll patrol the west loop first.

12 - SURRENDERING TO THE BOSS
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“On your knees, Donna.”

The command, low and absolute, didn’t feel like a request. It was a seismic shift in the very air of the office, and Donna found her body obeying before her mind could even form a protest. The plush carpet was a soft frontier against her nylons as she sank down, her gaze fixed on the elegant knot of Robert Windham’s tie.

Her heart wasn’t hammering in panic; it was pounding with a raw, thrilling fear that felt dangerously close to desire.

—

Just an hour before, everything had been different. Normal. Mundane.

She’d been at her desk, typing up the minutes from the last board meeting, the hum of the computer a monotonous soundtrack to her life. Four months at Windham Enterprises had been a blur of learning curves and quiet admiration for the man who ran it all. Robert Windham was everything her husband, Chris, was not: commanding, sharply intelligent, and possessing an aura of control that was almost tangible. Chris’s idea of a wild night was falling asleep on the couch during a documentary. The gulf between her private longing and her public life had become an ocean.

The summons to his inner office had come without warning. His voice over the intercom, a smooth baritone: “Donna. My office. Now.”

She’d smoothed her skirt, a nervous habit, and entered the domain of polished mahogany and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. He wasn’t at his desk. He was standing by the window, a silhouette of power against the bright skyline.

“Close the door,” he’d said, not turning around.

She did, the soft click of the latch sounding unnaturally loud.

“You’ve been doing excellent work, Donna.” Robert finally turned, his eyes—a cool, assessing grey—sweeping over her. “Precise. Discreet. I’ve been watching you.”

A flush warmed her cheeks. “Thank you, sir.”

“The reason I brought you on as my personal assistant,” he continued, stepping away from the window, closing the distance between them with a predator’s grace, “had very little to do with your resume.” He stopped just a foot away, the subtle scent of his cologne—sandalwood and spice—filling her senses. “And everything to do with the fact that I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you since your first interview.”

Her breath hitched. This isn’t happening.

“I’m married,” she whispered, the words feeling flimsy and thin.

“Are you?” he asked, a knowing smile playing on his lips. “Are you truly? Or are you just playing a role? I see the way you watch me. That hungry little look you try to hide.” He reached out, not touching her, just tracing the air near the lapel of her blazer. “I can offer you more than a paycheck, Donna. A significant promotion. A… partnership. But I need to know if you have the appetite for it.”

The offer hung in the air, illicit and irresistible. It wasn’t just about the money or the title. It was about the man himself. It was about the submission she craved, the surrender to a will stronger than her own. Chris had never once made her feel this electric, this terrifyingly alive.

Her hesitation lasted only a second. The word was barely a sigh. “Yes.”

—

And that’s how Donna found herself on her knees, looking up at Robert, her entire world narrowed to this moment.

With deft, unhurried movements, Robert unbuckled his belt, the rasp of leather loud in the silence. The zipper whispered down. He wasn’t wearing anything underneath. And he was… immense. Thick and long, already fully erect, a prominent vein running its length. The sheer, primal sight of him made her mouth water.

“Show me how hungry you are,” he commanded.

She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first touch of him against her mouth was silken and hot. She took him in, the salty, masculine taste of him exploding on her tongue. She started slowly, tentatively, but he quickly took control. His hand fisted in her carefully styled hair, not roughly, but with an undeniable authority that made her core clench with need.

He guided her head, setting a rhythm that was deeper, faster than she would have dared on her own. The head of his cock hit the back of her throat and she gagged, tears springing to her eyes. A low groan rumbled in his chest.

“Good girl. Take it.”

The praise, mixed with the mild discomfort, sent a bolt of pure heat straight through her. She relaxed her throat, letting him use her, the sensation of being so completely dominated making her dizzy with pleasure.

Just as she was lost in the rhythm, Robert pulled himself from her mouth with a wet pop. “Up. Bend over the desk. Now.”

She scrambled to obey, her legs shaky. She bent forward, her palms flat on the cool, glossy wood, her ass presented to him. She heard him step behind her. His hand smoothed over her skirt, then gathered the material, lifting it up to her waist, exposing her sheer black panties.

“Such a good little offering,” he murmured. His palm connected with her ass cheek in a sharp, stinging slap.

She yelped, the sound echoing in the vast room. The pain was a bright, shocking flare that instantly melted into a throbbing warmth. He spanked her again, on the other side, and she pushed her hips back, begging for it wordlessly. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down to her knees. The cool air kissed her exposed, heated skin.

Robert’s fingers slid through her slickness with an approving hum. “So wet. And all for me.” He circled her clit, once, twice, a teasing promise, before plunging two fingers inside her.

Donna cried out, bucking against his hand. “Keep going,” she moaned, forgetting all about her marriage to Chris.

His fingers found her G-spot, and she let out a gasp, her juices flowing down her thighs. The pleasure was building, but then, without warning, he stopped. She sighed with frustration as he pulled away, but he quickly replaced his fingers with his cock. Soon, he was deep inside her, grabbing her hips as he penetrated her.

“God, you’re tight,” he growled, fucking her harder.

Donna gripped the desk as he thrust deeper. “Oh yes,” she gasped. “Don’t stop!” The pleasure was overwhelming. She saw stars as he pushed her over the edge, her pussy gripping his length.

Robert’s thrusts became erratic as he approached his own climax. “You feel so good,” he moaned, filling her with his seed.

Finally, he slowed down. He pulled away, slapping her on the ass. “Did you like that?” he asked, though he seemed to already know the answer.

She just nodded, her mind elsewhere. How could she do this to Chris?

“You got the promotion,” he said, looking her straight in the eye. “And I think you’ll enjoy your new position.”

“Thank you,” Donna whispered, her heart racing. She knew this was wrong. So wrong. But she couldn’t wait to see what else Robert had in store for her.

13 - A DOCTOR’S KINKY DESIRES
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“Tell me what you want, Laney.”

His voice was a low command, vibrating through the dimly lit bedroom, a stark contrast to the sterile, fluorescent halls they’d left behind hours ago. Laney’s wrists were secured to the ornate bedposts with soft, supple leather, a thrilling vulnerability coursing through her.

“You,” she breathed, her voice husky with a need she’d barely recognized in herself until this moment. “I just want you, Dr. Norton.”

“Mick,” he corrected gently, his knuckles brushing down her side, making her shiver. “When we’re like this, you call me Mick.”

—

It had started with a crashing trolley and a crashing heart.

Three weeks earlier, the code blue alarm had sliced through the pediatric ward’s usual hum. Laney, a newly minted nurse with a fierce dedication she hid behind a quiet demeanor, was the first to respond. An eight-year-old boy, post-operative, was seizing. The attending, a brilliant but perpetually rushed surgeon, was barking orders, but his focus was scattered.

It was Laney who noticed the tell-tale mottling on the boy’s chest, the subtle sign of a severe allergic reaction the post-op meds had missed. Her voice, though laced with adrenaline, was clear and firm as she pointed it out to Dr. Mick Norton, who had just arrived, his presence immediately calming the chaos.

His sharp, assessing eyes flicked from the boy to her, and in that split second, he trusted her instinct. They worked in synchronized, urgent harmony, administering the correct antidote, their hands brushing, their focus absolute. When the boy’s vitals finally stabilized, the tension in the room evaporated.

Later, he’d found her at the nurses’ station, her hands still trembling slightly. “Laney, right?” he’d said, his voice now devoid of its commanding edge, replaced with a warm, appreciative tone. “That was exceptional work. Most people panic. You saw.”

Her crush, a secret she’d nurtured since her first day, bloomed into something fiercer, something hopeful. He began seeking her out, offering to show her advanced techniques, discussing complex cases. He was mentoring her, and she was soaring under his attention. He was handsome, yes, with those intense blue eyes and dark hair that always looked slightly tousled, but it was his mind, his competence, that utterly captivated her.

Then, this afternoon, he’d leaned against the doorframe of the supply closet. “A thank you dinner,” he’d stated, not asked. “For saving my patient. My place. Eight o’clock.”

Dinner had been a blur of exquisite wine, low laughter, and the magnetic pull of his gaze. He’d listened to her, truly listened, and the professional boundary between them dissolved with every shared glance. When he finally confessed his attraction, his voice a low, intimate murmur across the table, it felt inevitable. When he kissed her, it was possessive and sweet all at once, a claiming that made her knees weak.

He led her not to a couch, but to his bedroom. The decor was masculine, elegant, but her eyes were immediately drawn to the wardrobe, its door slightly ajar. Inside, instead of sweaters, she saw sleek black leather, gleaming metal clasps, and strange, beautiful implements.

She must have gasped, because he was behind her in an instant, his hands on her shoulders, his lips near her ear. “Do I frighten you, Laney?”

“No,” she’d whispered, and the truth of it shocked her. It didn’t frighten her. It called to her. “I’m… curious.”

“I’ve been looking for a submissive,” he explained, his voice soft but unwavering. “A strong, intelligent woman who chooses to surrender her control. Someone who trusts me completely. I think that woman is you.”

The desire to please him, to be everything he saw in her, was overwhelming. “Yes,” was all she could manage.

“Then show me. Get naked for me.”

Her fingers, though trembling, were steady enough to unbutton her blouse, to slide her skirt down her hips. She stood before him, bathed in the soft light, completely exposed. His eyes darkened with raw hunger as he took her in, and the approval in his gaze was a more potent drug than any wine.

He undressed with a practiced ease that was incredibly erotic, and her breath hitched. He was perfectly built, lean and powerful, and his erection was thick and imposing. A silent command passed between them, and she sank to her knees before him, her heart hammering against her ribs.

She took him into her mouth, tasting the clean, male scent of him. She explored his length with her tongue, her movements hesitant at first, then growing bolder as his low groans of encouragement filled the room. His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, and the feeling of his control, of his pleasure radiating through her, was intoxicating.

When he gently pulled her to her feet and led her to the bed, she went willingly. The restraints were cool against her skin, the leather supple but unyielding as he buckled them securely around her wrists and ankles, spreading her open for him. The blindfold plunged her into darkness, amplifying every other sense a thousandfold.

The first touch was a whisper—a feather tickler gliding up her inner thigh. She jerked against the restraints, a gasp escaping her lips. The sensation was maddening, a teasing, light torture that made her skin sing. He traced the sensitive skin of her stomach, the undersides of her breasts, the hollow of her throat. She was writhing, her breath coming in shallow pants, her entire world reduced to the anticipation of his next touch.

“Please,” she begged, the word torn from her. “Mick, please…”

“Please what, Laney?” His voice was close now, a warm breath against her ear.

“More. I need more.”

The feather vanished. The warm, wet heat of his mouth closed over one taut nipple, and she cried out. His tongue laved and suckled, sending jolts of pure electricity straight to her core. He worshipped her breasts until she was mindless with need, then began a slow, torturous descent down her body.

When his tongue finally found her center, she sobbed. He didn’t just taste her; he devoured her. His tongue was an instrument of exquisite torment, circling her clit, plunging inside her, reducing her to a begging, pleading creature of raw sensation. The build was relentless, a coil of pleasure tightening deep within her, threatening to snap.

Just as she teetered on the very edge, he stopped. The blindfold was removed. She blinked up at him, her vision blurry. His face was above hers, his expression a mix of fierce possession and tender awe.

“I want to watch you come apart for me,” he murmured, positioning himself between her splayed thighs.

He gripped her hips and in one smooth, powerful thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. A guttural moan was ripped from both of them. He began to move, a deep, relentless rhythm that stole the air from her lungs. Each thrust went deeper than the last, hitting a spot within her that made her see stars. The restraints held her fast, allowing her to take all of him, every glorious, punishing inch. She was utterly possessed, mastered, and she had never felt more free.

Her climax crashed over her without warning, a seismic wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his own release. He drove into her one last, deep time, his own groan a raw sound of satisfaction as he emptied himself inside her with a shudder.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, with tender care, he unbuckled the restraints, massaging her wrists where the leather had kissed her skin.

“You,” he said, brushing a damp curl from her forehead, “were perfect.”

He settled beside her, pulling her close. “I’d like to keep seeing you. Like this.”

Laney nestled into the crook of his arm, her body humming with a deep, satiated glow. “Yes,” she whispered.

14 - JESSIE’S SECRET
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“Explain this, Jessie.”

Roger’s voice was low, flat. A death sentence. His finger tapped the glaring computer screen, the spreadsheet a mosaic of numbers that made Jessie’s stomach plummet.

She stared, the air in the lavish office turning to syrup in her lungs. This is it. The polished desk, the panoramic city view, the smell of his expensive cologne—it all sharpened into painful focus. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a trap.

“I… I can explain,” she whispered, the lie ash in her mouth.

“Please do.” He leaned back in his leather throne, steepling his fingers. His gaze was cold, analytical. “Twenty-three thousand, four hundred and sixteen dollars.”

The precise number shattered her last shred of composure. A broken sob escaped her. She’d meant to pay it back. It was just a few hundred at first, just to cover a rent shortfall. Then a credit card bill. Then it was the sheer, terrifying thrill of it, the power of moving digits on a screen, of making her life a little easier, a little prettier. It was a game, until it wasn’t.

“It was me,” she choked out, tears streaking her carefully applied makeup. “It was all me. Roger, I’m so sorry. I’ll pay it back, I swear. I’ll work for free, I’ll do anything. Please. Don’t call the police.”

She was begging now, her professional façade obliterated, reduced to a raw, trembling thing before him. He watched her cry, his expression unchanging. The silence stretched, punctuated only by her hiccupping breaths.

Finally, he stood. He walked to the door, and with a soft, definitive click, locked it. The sound echoed in the silent room.

“The police would be the logical choice,” he said, his back to her. He turned, and his eyes were different now. Not cold. Hot. “But they’re not particularly creative.”

He slowly rounded the desk, stopping just inches from her. She could smell the faint hint of coffee on his breath, see the faint stubble on his jaw.

“I can keep your secret, Jessie. I can make it all go away.” He reached out, not touching her, but tracing a line in the air near her cheek. “But a secret for a secret. A favor for a favor. You will submit to me. Completely. Here. Now. Do you understand?”

Her mind raced. Submit. The word was archaic, terrifying. And yet, a treacherous heat bloomed low in her belly, a shocking counterpoint to her fear. This was her way out. The only way.

“Yes,” she breathed, the word barely audible. “Yes, I understand.”

“I need to hear you say it.”

“I will submit to you.”

A slow, predatory smile graced his lips. “Good. Clothes off. All of them. Fold them neatly on the chair.”

Her hands shook as she obeyed. The zipper of her pencil skirt was deafening. The click of her bra clasp sounded like a gunshot. She felt the cool office air on her skin, her nipples hardening into tight peaks. She kept her eyes downcast, placing her stockings, her panties, her entire professional identity, onto the plush chair. She stood before him, naked and exposed.

“Now,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “Bend over the desk. Grip the far edge.”

She moved on trembling legs, bending at the waist, the cold polished wood a shock against her feverish skin. She heard a drawer open and close.

Then she heard the soft swish of leather tails.

Her breath hitched. A flogger.

The first strike landed across the crest of her ass. It wasn’t cruel, but it was firm. A sharp, stinging heat spread across her skin. She yelped, her fingers gripping the desk’s edge.

“Count them,” Roger commanded.

Swish. Thwack.

“Two!” she gasped.

Swish. Thwack.

“Three!”

He painted a pattern of heat across her rear, each strike a jolt that melted the last of her panic and replaced it with a throbbing, shocking awareness of her own body. The sting subsided almost instantly into a deep, radiating warmth that pooled between her legs. She was wet. Achingly, shamefully wet.

The flogger landed on the desk beside her head. She heard the rasp of his zipper. Her heart thundered.

“On your knees. Now.”

She slid to the floor, the carpet rough against her bare knees. He stood before her, and his cock sprang free, thick and hard and terrifyingly impressive. Veins traced its length, and the flushed head was already beaded with moisture.

“Worship it,” he ordered, his hand fisting in her hair, not pulling, just holding. A promise of control.

She leaned forward, her eyes locked on his. Tentatively, she pressed her lips to the tip, tasting his clean, salty pre-cum. A soft moan escaped her. She licked a slow stripe from base to tip, then swirled her tongue around the sensitive head. She took him into her mouth, inch by inch, relaxing her jaw until her lips stretched around his girth. She moved her head slowly, then faster, her own pleasure building with every gasp he made, every tightening of his hand in her hair.

“Enough,” he growled, pulling her up. “On the desk. On your back.”

She scrambled onto the hard surface, lying back, her legs dangling over the edge. He opened the drawer again. The low, angry buzz of a vibrator filled the room. He ran the humming toy over her stomach, down her inner thighs, circling but not touching where she ached for it.

“Please,” she whimpered, arching her back. “Roger, please.”

“Please, what?”

“Please, fuck me. I need it.”

With a dark chuckle, he finally pressed the vibrator against her clit. The sensation was electric, immediate. Her hips bucked off the desk as a violent shudder wracked her body. He held it there, his eyes watching her come apart, before tossing the toy aside.

He gripped her hips, pulling her to the very edge of the desk. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her soaking entrance. He pushed in.

It was a stretch, a glorious, filling invasion that stole her breath. He was so big, so deep. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, letting her feel every inch of him.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were slow and deep at first, each one a masterful stroke that rubbed against a spot inside her that made her see stars. Her moans were loud, wanton, echoing in the sterile office. He picked up the pace, his grip on her hips tightening, his own groans mingling with hers. The desk rattled with their rhythm. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper, meeting every thrust with a roll of her hips.

The coil of pleasure in her core wound tighter and tighter, fed by the sting on her ass, the fullness inside her, the sheer deviance of it all. She was a criminal, a slut, his—and she’d never felt more free.

“I’m going to come,” she cried out, her body tightening like a bowstring.

“Come for me,” he commanded, driving into her with a final, brutal deepness.

Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed around his, milking his cock. Her vision whited out, every nerve ending firing at once. With a guttural roar, he followed her over, pulsing deep inside her, filling her with his warmth.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing.

He slowly pulled out, and a wave of exhaustion and surreal bliss washed over her. He tossed her clothes onto the desk beside her. As she sat up, weak-limbed and dazed, he pulled something else from the drawer.

A collar. Black leather, with a simple, discreet O-ring.

He fastened it around her neck. The cool leather was a shock, a brand. He tilted her chin up, his thumb stroking her jaw.

“Your secret is safe with me,” he said, his voice rough but satisfied. “But you, Jessie, are going to need a lot more training.”

15 - BETRAYAL AT A DESERT MOTEL
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The engine’s final, shuddering cough was the perfect punctuation to Harriet’s misery. Silence, thick and heavy, descended upon the rental car, broken only by the soft ping of cooling metal.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Blake muttered, his hands still gripping the steering wheel.

Harriet just stared out the passenger window at the endless, empty stretch of highway. Of course this would happen. Of course. Stuck in the middle of nowhere with the one man who seemed to exist solely to critique her spreadsheets and, now, date her sister. The seven-hour drive had been a special kind of torture, a monologue on Amy’s perfect laugh, her brilliant mind, her incredible kindness. Each word felt like a paper cut.

The tow truck, the mechanic’s apologetic shrug, the news that the part wouldn’t arrive until tomorrow—it all passed in a blur of resigned frustration. The only motel for thirty miles had one vacancy. One. The universe was laughing at her.

The room was exactly what she expected: dated, faintly smelling of bleach, and dominated by one singular, undeniable fact.

One bed.

“I’ll take the floor,” Blake said immediately, his voice tight. He dropped his bag by the worn armchair, not meeting her eyes. “It’s fine.”

Hours later, after a tense, silent shower in the cramped bathroom and changing into her softest sleep shirt and shorts, Harriet lay rigid on the mattress. She could hear him shifting on the thin, scratchy carpet, every rustle a testament to his discomfort. Her own guilt was a physical weight on her chest. He was her sister’s boyfriend. A pain in her ass, but a decent guy. A decent guy currently sleeping on a filthy floor.

“Blake?” Her voice was small in the dark room.

“Yeah?”

“This is ridiculous. Just… get up here. It’s a big bed. We’re adults.”

A long pause. Then, the sound of him rising. The other side of the mattress dipped profoundly under his weight. He kept to the very edge, his back to her. The space between them was a canyon, yet she was hyper-aware of his every breath, the heat radiating from his body. She stared at the water-stained ceiling, her mind racing.

Then she felt it. A shift. The lightest, barely-there brush of his fingers against her calf.

She froze. An accident. He’s asleep. But the touch didn’t retreat. It lingered, a whisper of skin on skin, and then his fingers traced a slow, deliberate path up the back of her leg to her knee. Her breath hitched. Every nerve ending fired at once.

She should move. She should tell him to stop. But her body refused to obey, melting into the mattress under that single, electrifying point of contact.

He turned over. In the sliver of light from the parking lot filtering through the curtains, she could see his eyes, dark and intense, watching her. His hand slid higher, his palm smoothing over her thigh, his touch firm and sure now, no longer questioning.

“Harriet,” he breathed, her name a prayer on his lips.

And then he was moving, closing the canyon between them. His body was over hers, one knee between her legs, caging her in. He smelled of the same cheap motel soap, but underneath it was something uniquely, intensely him. His face was inches from hers. She could feel the want rolling off him in waves.

This is wrong. This is so wrong.

The thought was a distant echo, drowned out by the roaring in her veins. Her hands, of their own volition, came up to grip his shoulders. The cotton of his t-shirt strained over the hard muscle beneath.

He didn’t ask. He simply lowered his mouth to hers.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was hungry and desperate, a collision of all the unspoken tension that had built up over months of arguing in conference rooms and simmering in this car. His tongue swept into her mouth, claiming her, and a low moan escaped her throat. She kissed him back with equal fervor, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer.

“We… we can’t,” she gasped when he finally broke for air, her protest weak, hollow.

“I know,” he murmured against her lips, his hands already pulling her sleep shirt up and over her head. “I know.” His mouth found her neck, sucking at the sensitive skin there, and her head fell back against the pillow. God, yes.

His fingers made quick work of her shorts, tugging them down her legs. Suddenly, she was naked beneath him, the cool air a shock against her feverish skin. His gaze burned as it traveled down her body, and she felt a flush of heat that had nothing to do with embarrassment.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, and the reverence in his voice shattered her last pretense of resistance.

He lowered his head, his mouth closing over one taut nipple. She cried out, arching off the bed as he laved it with his tongue, then sucked deeply, rhythmically. The sensation was a direct line to her core, a deep, throbbing ache beginning to build. He switched to her other breast, giving it the same lavish attention, his teeth grazing lightly, making her whimper.

His hand slid down her stomach, through the wetness that had already gathered between her legs. He groaned, a raw, animal sound. “You’re so wet for me.”

He shifted, kneeling between her legs, and she watched, mesmerized, as he shoved his own pajama pants down. His cock sprang free, thick and hard and so much bigger than she had imagined. A thrill of pure, unadulterated lust shot through her.

She reached for him, wrapping her hand around his length, stroking him once, twice. He hissed, his eyes squeezing shut. “Fuck, Harriet.”

Pushing his hand away, she guided him to her mouth. She flicked her tongue over the head, tasting his salt, before taking him in. He was large, stretching her lips, and she relaxed her jaw, letting him slide deeper. His groan was her reward. She bobbed her head, using her hand to stroke what she couldn’t take, lost in the rhythm, in the power of having this arrogant, infuriating, beautiful man trembling above her.

“Stop,” he gasped, pulling her off him. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her. He looked into her eyes, a final, silent question. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him down.

He pushed inside her in one long, smooth, blissful stroke, filling her completely. They both cried out. For a moment, he was still, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to his overwhelming size. Then he began to move.

His thrusts were slow and deep at first, each one a deliberate, soul-shaking possession. But the pace quickly escalated. The bed slammed against the wall with every driving movement. He fucked her with a raw, untamed intensity that stole the breath from her lungs. His mouth was on hers, his neck, her breasts—any patch of skin he could reach.

“Touch yourself,” he commanded, his voice ragged. “I want to feel you come on my cock.”

Her fingers flew to her clit, circling the swollen nub in time with his thrusts. The dual sensation was too much. The coil in her belly tightened, tighter, until it snapped.

Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of pure ecstasy. Her inner muscles clenched around him rhythmically, milking his length, and she saw stars behind her eyelids.

The feel of her pulsing around him was his undoing. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last, final time, his body shuddering as he came, his hot release flooding her. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor, their sweat-slicked skin sticking together.

They lay like that for long minutes, the only sound their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. The reality of what they’d just done began to seep into the room, cold and sharp. Harriet’s heart, which had been pounding with passion, now hammered with a sickening guilt.

Blake rolled off her, onto his back. He ran a hand over his face. “We can’t… we can’t tell anyone. Especially not Amy.”

Harriet stared at the ceiling again, the water stain now a mocking Rorschach test of her shame. She felt torn, her body still humming with satisfaction, her mind screaming in betrayal. But beneath the guilt, a treacherous, hungry part of her knew with absolute certainty that she wanted more.

16 - AN INVITATION AT THE RESTAURANT

MFF / BDSM / Wealthy / Group Sex / Threesome / Flogging / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / Dildo / PIV Sex

The clatter of fine china and the low hum of conversation were the only sounds Allie usually noticed, but tonight, her entire world had narrowed to the magnetic pull of the man at table seven. His gaze, a cool, assessing blue, had been tracking her all evening. He was handsome in a severe, expensive way, his suit costing more than her car. The woman beside him, Jade, was his perfect counterpart—all sharp cheekbones and amused, dark eyes that seemed to know a secret everyone else was desperate to learn.

Allie’s hand trembled slightly as she set down their dessert plates. “The chef’s mint chocolate torte,” she announced, her voice thinner than she intended.

“Thank you, Allie,” the man said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated right through her. He’d asked for her name an hour ago. “I’m Gabriel. And this captivating vision is my wife, Jade.”

He held her gaze a moment too long, a smile playing on his lips. “You have the most remarkable eyes. Has anyone ever told you that?”

Heat flooded her cheeks. She clutched the empty tray to her chest like a shield. “I… thank you, sir.”

Jade laughed, a sound like shattering crystal. “Oh, don’t ‘sir’ him, darling. It only encourages him.” She took a delicate sip of wine, her eyes never leaving Allie’s flushed face. “The real question is, does the compliment intrigue you? Or does it make you want to run?”

Allie’s breath hitched. This wasn’t in the employee handbook. “I’m… not sure.”

Jade’s smile widened. She leaned forward, her perfume—something dark and floral—washing over Allie. “What if we were to offer you something… more intriguing? An invitation. My husband is quite taken, and I must admit, I see the appeal.” She paused, letting the implication hang in the air between them. “Would you be interested in joining us tonight? The three of us?”

Allie’s mind went completely, utterly blank. Then, a surge of something hot and forbidden shot through her, a thrill so potent it stole her breath. She wasn’t a risk-taker, but the hunger in Gabriel’s eyes and the wicked promise in Jade’s was a siren call she couldn’t ignore. She gave one shaky, decisive nod.

—

That evening, a sleek black car idled at the curb. Gabriel held the door open for her, and she slid into the plush interior, her waitress uniform traded for a simple dress that suddenly felt inadequate. He drove them to a part of the city she’d only seen in magazines, to a gated mansion that looked more like a museum.

Jade greeted them at the door, having changed into a stunning, backless crimson gown that hugged her every curve. “Welcome,” she purred, taking Allie’s hand. Her touch was electric. “Let’s skip the tedious small talk.”

She led them down a hallway to a door that opened into a room that made Allie’s knees weak. It was a plush, dimly lit paradise dominated by a massive bed, but her eyes were drawn to the walls. They were lined with shelves, each holding an array of implements she’d only ever read about. Floggers, cuffs, paddles, and toys of every conceivable shape and size gleamed under the soft lighting.

“Our playroom,” Gabriel said from behind her, his hands coming to rest on her shoulders. “Do you like it?”

Allie could only nod, her mouth dry. She was terrified. She was mesmerized.

“Good,” Jade said. In one fluid motion, she undid the clasp of her gown and let it pool at her feet. She was breathtakingly naked, her body toned and perfect.

Gabriel shrugged off his jacket and began unbuttoning his shirt, his intent clear.

Jade stepped close to Allie. “Now you. Everything off.”

Her fingers trembling, Allie complied. The dress slipped down, her bra followed, her panties joined the pile on the floor. She stood before them, completely exposed, her skin pebbling in the cool air, a flush creeping down her chest.

Jade didn’t touch her. Not yet. Instead, she selected a flogger from the wall, the soft leather tails whispering as she ran them through her hand. “Such lovely, untouched skin.”

The first strike was a surprise. A sharp, stinging crack across her shoulder blades that made her gasp. Then another, lower on her back. The pain was bright and hot, but it was followed immediately by a warm, tingling thrum that spread through her muscles, melting her anxiety away. She let out a soft moan.

Jade handed the flogger to Gabriel. “Your turn, my love.”

His strikes were different. Harder. More deliberate. Each one landed with a heavy thud that shuddered through her entire frame. A yelp was torn from her throat—a raw sound of pain that twisted seamlessly into pleasure. Her skin was on fire, her nerves singing, a deep, wanton ache beginning to pulse between her legs.

“On the bed. On your back,” Jade commanded, her voice husky.

Allie obeyed, sinking into the impossibly soft duvet. She was lost in a haze of sensation, her body no longer entirely her own. Jade settled between her legs, her dark hair trailing over Allie’s thighs. And then her mouth was there.

Oh, god.

It wasn’t tentative or gentle. It was claiming. Jade’s tongue lashed her clit with expert precision, flicking and sucking until Allie was arching off the bed, her fingers tangling in the sheets. She could hear the soft, slick sounds, could feel the coarse texture of Gabriel’s trousers as he knelt beside her, his hand slowly stroking his thick, hard cock as he watched his wife devour her.

He bent down, his mouth capturing one of her nipples, sucking it deep, his tongue circling the taut peak while his teeth grazed it just enough to make her cry out. The dual assault was overwhelming. Jade’s relentless mouth on her clit, Gabriel’s on her breast—she was being consumed from both ends, pleasure coiling tight and desperate in her core.

Jade pulled away, leaving her throbbing and wet. Allie whimpered at the loss. “Please…”

“So eager,” Jade laughed, selecting a sleek, black vibrator. She flicked it on, a low buzz filling the air, and traced it up Allie’s inner thigh. She teased around her soaked folds, circling her entrance, dancing near her aching clit but never quite touching it. Allie bucked her hips, begging wordlessly. “You have to say it, darling.”

“Please! Please, I need it. Please let me come.”

Gabriel handed Jade a large, realistic dildo. “Use this on her. Stretch her for me.”

Jade coated the toy with glistening lube and without warning, pressed the broad head against Allie’s entrance. She pushed slowly, inexorably, filling her up, stretching her in a way that made Allie see stars. Jade worked it in and out, a steady, deep rhythm that rubbed against a spot inside her that had her clawing at the bed.

Then Gabriel was moving, positioning himself between her legs, pushing the toy aside. He replaced the silicone with the hot, velvety steel of his own cock. He slid into her in one smooth, devastating thrust, seating himself to the hilt. Allie screamed, the fullness beyond anything she’d ever known.

Jade didn’t miss a beat. She straddled Allie’s face, lowering her dripping pussy onto Allie’s mouth. “Eat me,” she commanded. “Make me come while he fucks you.”

The world dissolved into sensation. The taste of Jade, musky and sweet, on her tongue. The pounding rhythm of Gabriel’s hips, his groans filling the room. The slap of skin on skin. Allie lapped at Jade’s clit, mimicking what had felt so good, spurred on by Jade’s grinding hips and gasped encouragement.

Jade came first. A guttural cry was torn from her throat as her body shuddered, her juices gushing into Allie’s waiting mouth. The convulsions against her tongue were the final trigger. Allie’s own orgasm detonated, a violent, crashing wave that clenched around Gabriel’s pumping cock. Her vision whited out as she cried out, the vibrations muffled against Jade’s core.

Gabriel growled, driving into her one last, deep time, his body stiffening as he emptied himself inside her with a hot, pulsing rush.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Jade climbed off, her movements languid. She knelt between Allie’s splayed legs again, but this time, she lowered her head. Allie felt the soft swipe of a tongue, cleaning Gabriel’s release from her, gathering it. Jade rose up, her lips glistening, and leaned down to kiss Allie deeply, sharing the taste of him, of them, of everything.

She pulled back, a wicked, satisfied gleam in her eye. Her thumb stroked Allie’s cheek. “So. Was that a satisfactory first time?”

“It was… amazing,” Allie whispered, her heart racing. She couldn’t believe what had just happened, but she knew one thing: she wanted more.

17 - DEFENDED AT THE DEPARTMENT STORE

MF / Wealthy / Romantic / Boss Employee / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Handjob / Vibrator / Teasing / PIV Sex

Shanna felt the heat rise to her cheeks as her boss, Ms. Hollis, loomed over her, her voice sharp and cutting. “Do you even know how to dress a mannequin? This is a high-end store, not a bargain bin!”

Shanna’s hands trembled as she tried to adjust the scarf on the mannequin, but it slipped from her fingers and pooled on the floor. Ms. Hollis scoffed, her disapproval radiating like a storm cloud.

Just as Shanna was about to stammer an apology, a deep, commanding voice interrupted. “Is there a problem here?” The man who spoke was tall, his broad shoulders clad in a perfectly tailored suit. His dark hair was streaked with silver, and his piercing blue eyes locked onto Ms. Hollis with an intensity that made her falter.

“M-Mr. Blackwell,” Ms. Hollis stammered, her tone instantly shifting from venomous to sycophantic. “I was just ensuring our standards are upheld.”

“By berating an employee on the sales floor?” Brock Blackwell’s voice was calm but carried an edge that made Ms. Hollis shrink. “I’ll handle this from here.”

Without waiting for a response, Ms. Hollis scurried away, leaving Shanna standing awkwardly in front of the mannequin.

Brock turned to Shanna, his expression softening. “You’re too beautiful to be working here,” he said, his voice low and smooth. Shanna’s breath hitched as his gaze swept over her, lingering on her lips. “Why don’t you let me take you somewhere more… fitting for someone like you?”

Shanna’s heart raced. She had heard of Brock Blackwell, the billionaire owner of the department store chain, but she never imagined she’d meet him, let alone have him speak to her like this. “I… I wouldn’t know what to say,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Brock smiled, a slow, confident curve of his lips. “Say yes.”

—

That evening, Brock’s driver picked Shanna up from the store in a sleek black car that smelled of leather and luxury. The drive to Brock’s mansion was a blur of lights and anticipation. When they arrived, Shanna was awestruck by the grandeur of the place—a sprawling estate with towering gates and perfectly manicured gardens.

Brock greeted her at the door, his presence as commanding as ever. “Welcome,” he said, his voice warm. Shanna stepped inside, her heels clicking against the marble floor. The interior was a masterpiece of modern design, with floor-to-ceiling windows and art pieces that likely cost more than she’d ever earn in her lifetime.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” Brock said as he led her into the living room.

“Y-you were?” Shanna asked, caught off guard.

A bottle of champagne was already chilled and waiting. He poured her a glass, the bubbles fizzing as he handed it to her. “You’re a rare find, Shanna. I’d like to make you an offer. Be my girlfriend. Let me take care of you.”

Shanna’s mind spun. This was the kind of offer she’d only ever heard about in movies or gossip magazines. She sipped the champagne, the crispness of it grounding her. “And what would that entail?” she asked, her voice trembling with a mix of excitement and nerves.

“Everything,” Brock said simply, his hand brushing against hers. “All I ask is your loyalty… and your company.”

Shanna nodded, her decision made. “Yes.”

—

They finished their drinks, the tension between them building with each passing moment. Brock took her hand and led her upstairs to the master bedroom. The room was vast, with a king-sized bed and a view of the city skyline. He turned to her, his eyes dark with desire.

“Let me see you,” he murmured, his hands sliding to the buttons of her blouse.

Shanna’s breath quickened as he undressed her, his movements slow and deliberate. Her blouse fell to the floor, followed by her skirt and lingerie, until she stood before him, completely exposed.

Brock’s eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve. “Perfect,” he whispered, his voice thick with admiration.

He unzipped his slacks, his erection straining against the fabric of his boxers. Shanna’s eyes widened as he freed himself, his cock thick and heavy, the head glistening with precum.

“Touch me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Shanna obeyed, her hand wrapping around his shaft. It was warm and velvety in her grip, and she stroked him slowly, marveling at the way he shuddered under her touch.

Brock reached into a drawer and pulled out a set of silk scarves. He tied Shanna’s wrists to the bedposts, the material soft against her skin but unyielding. “Trust me,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear.

He retrieved a vibrator from the same drawer, the sleek device humming to life as he pressed it against her clit. Shanna gasped, her back arching as the vibrations sent jolts of pleasure through her. “Please,” she whimpered, her hips bucking against the sensation.

Brock chuckled, low and dark. “Not yet.” He continued to tease her, alternating between the vibrator and his fingers, each touch driving her closer to the edge.

Her moans filled the room, each one louder and more desperate than the last. When he finally replaced the vibrator with his tongue, Shanna thought she might explode. He licked and sucked at her clit, his fingers sliding inside her, curling and stroking her sensitive inner walls. She cried out his name, her thighs trembling as he brought her to the edge of orgasm and held her there, teetering on the brink.

“Fuck me,” she begged, her voice raw with need. “Please, Brock, I need you.”

He didn’t make her wait. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. With one slow, deliberate thrust, he sank into her, stretching her completely. Shanna’s nails dug into her palms as he filled her, the sensation overwhelming.

Brock set a relentless pace, his hips slamming into hers with a force that made the bed shake. Each thrust drove him deeper, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. Shanna’s moans turned into screams of pleasure as her orgasm crashed over her, her pussy clenching around him.

Brock groaned, his own release hitting him hard. He buried himself deep inside her, his cum flooding her as he rode out his climax. When he finally pulled out, his cum leaked from her, a stark reminder of what they’d just shared.

He untied the scarves, his hands gentle as he freed her wrists. Shanna lay there, her body humming with satisfaction, her mind still reeling from the intensity of it all. Brock kissed her softly, his lips lingering on hers.

“You’re mine now,” he whispered, his voice possessive yet tender.

Shanna nodded, a smile tugging at her lips. She had no doubts about her decision. Life with Brock Blackwell was going to be anything but ordinary.

18 - SECRET DESIRES IN THE PRECINCT

MF / Age Gap / Police / Cheating / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The fluorescent lights of the precinct buzzed with a tired hum, the only sound in the vast, empty bullpen. For Carol, the noise echoed the static that had filled her life for years. Ten years of marriage to Chuck had settled into a comfortable, silent numbness. But the numbness had been violently shaken today, replaced by a wild, electric current that had a name: Jason.

He was at the adjacent desk, head bent over the incident report, his brow furrowed in concentration. Fresh from the academy, all earnest intensity and sharp, youthful angles. He’d saved her life that afternoon. A routine disturbance call that had gone sideways, a knife flashing in the dim light of an alley. Her heart had hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a cage, and then Jason was there. A blur of blue, a grunt of effort, the suspect subdued.

In the adrenalized silence that followed, with her pulse roaring in her ears, she’d grabbed the front of his uniform vest and crushed her mouth to his. It wasn’t a thought; it was a raw, instinctual reaction to the violent reaffirmation of being alive. She’d pulled away just as fast, her professional armor slamming back into place with a sickening crunch of guilt. ”I’m so sorry. That was… unprofessional.”

Now, hours later, the memory of that brief, searing contact was a brand on her lips.

She took a steadying breath, the chair groaning as she pushed back from her desk. “Jason.”

He looked up, his blue eyes clear and focused on her. “Yeah, partner? You finish your section?”

“We need to talk.” Her voice was tighter than she intended.

A flicker of concern crossed his face. He nodded, rolling his chair back to give her his full attention. The air between them grew thick, charged with everything they hadn’t said.

“About what happened earlier…” she began, her fingers nervously tracing a scratch on her desk. “It can’t happen again. It was a mistake. A moment of… high emotion. I’m your senior officer. I’m married.” The words tasted like ash. “I’m going to put in for a transfer. It’s for the best.”

His face fell, the earnestness replaced by something raw and desperate. “No. Carol, don’t. Please.”

“Jason, it’s the only way—”

“No,” he interrupted, his voice low but fierce. He stood up, his tall frame suddenly dominating the space between their desks. “You can’t. I won’t let you disappear because of some… some idea of what’s right. Don’t you know? Carol, I’m in love with you.”

The world tilted. The buzzing fluorescents, the stacks of paperwork, the decade of quiet disappointment with Chuck—it all receded into a dull background roar. All that was left was him, his confession hanging in the air between them, terrifying and beautiful.

She stared at him, her professional resolve shattering. “You… what?”

“Since my first day,” he whispered, taking a step closer. “The way you command a room without even raising your voice. Your strength. Your smile. I thought I was crazy. But today, when you kissed me… I knew I wasn’t alone in this.”

His honesty was a key, turning a lock deep inside her she’d thought was rusted shut. The caution, the fear, the guilt—it all burned away in the heat of that confession. She wanted him. The thought was a clean, sharp truth.

She didn't know who moved first. One moment they were standing apart, the next, her hands were fisting in his shirt, pulling him down, and his mouth was on hers. This was nothing like the desperate clash in the alley. This was deep and hungry, a claiming. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of coffee and pure, unadulterated want. A low moan escaped her throat, a sound she hardly recognized as her own.

Her hands slid from his chest, down the firm planes of his stomach, until her fingers found the hard ridge of his erection straining against his uniform pants. He groaned into her mouth, his hips bucking involuntarily against her touch.

“Carol,” he breathed, the word a prayer and a plea.

Without a word, her eyes locked on his, she sank to her knees on the cold linoleum floor. Her fingers, once so steady when she handled her service weapon, now trembled as she unbuckled his belt, popped the button of his trousers, and slowly drew down the zipper. The scent of him, musky and male, filled her senses. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of his briefs and pulled them down.

His cock sprang free, thick and fully erect, the flushed head gleaming in the harsh office light. She heard his sharp intake of breath as she leaned forward, her hot breath ghosting over his sensitive skin. This is it. The point of no return. The thought was exhilarating.

She didn’t tease. She opened her mouth and took him in, her tongue flattening against the throbbing underside as she slid down his length. He was silk-over-steel, and the guttural, broken sound that ripped from his throat was the most powerful thing she’d ever heard. Her hands gripped his hips, holding him steady as she began to move, establishing a slow, deep rhythm. Each time she took him to the back of her throat, his fingers tangled in her hair, not guiding, just feeling.

“God, your mouth…” he choked out, his body tensing. “I’m not gonna last…”

She pulled back, releasing him with a soft, wet pop. She looked up at him, her lips swollen, her own need a crashing wave inside her. He understood. In a frenzy of motion, he swept an arm across the surface of her desk, sending paperwork, a stapler, and a half-empty coffee mug clattering to the floor.

He helped her up, his kisses frantic now, and lifted her onto the cleared space. The cold laminate was a shock against the backs of her thighs. He stood between her legs, his hands rough and urgent as he unbuttoned her trousers and yanked them down her legs, along with her sensible underwear. The cool air kissed her damp, exposed skin, making her shiver.

He dropped to his knees before her, his hands spreading her thighs wide. He didn’t hesitate. He buried his face between her legs, his tongue finding her core with unerring accuracy. Carol’s head fell back with a cry as he licked a slow, torturous stripe from her entrance to her clit. Oh god. His mouth was hot and relentless, his tongue circling, flicking, sucking. He feasted on her like a man starved, one hand gripping her hip, the other sliding up to palm her breast through her uniform shirt.

The coil of pleasure tightened deep within her, unbearably fast. Her hips rolled against his face, meeting each devastating flick of his tongue. She was babbling, a stream of profane pleas and his name, her fingers scrabbling for purchase on the slick desktop. The orgasm tore through her, a silent, searing explosion that left her trembling and boneless.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was on his feet. He kissed her, letting her taste herself on his lips. His hands gripped her waist, turning her with a firm urgency until she was bent over the desk, her palms flat on the cool surface. She heard the rustle of clothes, the tear of a foil packet—a hurried, necessary interruption—and then the blunt, insistent pressure of his tip at her entrance.

He entered her with one long, smooth thrust that stole the air from her lungs. So full. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her in a way Chuck never had, never could. He stilled for a moment, buried to the hilt, both of them panting. Then he began to move.

His pace was relentless, each powerful thrust driving her forward on the desk. The slap of skin against skin, their ragged breaths, and the creak of the government-issue furniture were the only sounds in the empty precinct. He gripped her hips, angling her perfectly, and with a shift, he went even deeper, hitting a spot that made her see stars.

“Jason…” she moaned, the word torn from her.

“Feel me,” he grunted, his rhythm becoming frantic, losing its polish. “Feel how much I want you.”

She felt her second climax building, a tidal wave gathering force. Her inner muscles clamped down around him, milking his length, and she screamed his name as she came, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure ecstasy. The violent clenching of her around him was his undoing. With a final, shuddering thrust, he buried himself deep and stilled, his own release pulsing into her as a guttural groan was torn from his chest.

He collapsed over her, his sweat-slicked chest pressed against her back, his breath hot on her neck. For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined, the aftermath settling around them like dust.

Reality, cold and complicated, began to seep back in. The risk. Her marriage. Their careers. The confusion was a lead weight in her stomach, but beneath it was a molten core of satisfaction. She knew, with a certainty that frightened her, that she wanted more.

He pulled out gently, his hands tender as he helped her upright. He tucked a strand of damp hair behind her ear, his expression a mix of awe and concern. “Carol…”

She pressed a finger to his lips, her own voice husky. “This stays between us. Our secret.”

He nodded, his eyes serious. “Our secret.”

She looked around the ransacked office, at their discarded clothes, the evidence of what they’d done scattered across the floor. She was risking everything. But as she looked at his face, still flushed with passion, she thought, It’s worth it.

19 - ANIMAL ATTRACTION

MF / Age Gap / Romantic / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Masturbation / PIV Sex

The hollow ache in Evelyn’s chest, a constant companion since the funeral, finally felt... quiet. It

wasn't gone, not by a long shot, but for the first time in months, it was overshadowed by something else: a raw, trembling need that ignited the moment Sam’s lips met hers.

—

It started a few weeks ago. After losing her husband, Evelyn had fallen into a deep depression. Life barely seemed worth living without the man she loved more than anything. She felt every bit of her fifty-five years, and she thought the best part of her life was already over.

She had to do something to distract herself from her sorrow. She found herself volunteering at the local animal shelter, a place where she could pour her grief into helping abandoned cats and dogs. That’s where she met Dr. Sam Greene, an accomplished veterinarian in his mid-thirties.

Sam immediately saw Evelyn’s passion for the animals. He encouraged her to learn more about the critters they cared for. Soon, she was staying late and taking on extra shifts.

When Sam’s hand brushed against hers as they were saving a puppy, Evelyn felt a spark—the kind she thought she’d never experience again. She convinced herself that Sam’s interest in her was professional. He’s so young, so handsome. Surely, he must have a girlfriend. He probably just feels sorry for me.

Then, as they left the shelter that night, Sam made a confession that shook Evelyn’s world. “I know this sounds crazy, but I think I’m falling for you.”

She’d hesitated. I’m too old. It hasn’t even been a year since I lost my husband. But when he kissed her, all doubts went out the window.

“Come home with me,” Sam had said.

She’d gotten into his car, her heart racing as they drove back to his house.

—

Sam’s front door clicked shut, and the sound was a starter’s pistol.

They never made it past the entryway. Sam’s hands, so gentle with the rescued puppy just an hour before, were now fierce and urgent as they cradled her face, his mouth claiming hers with a hunger that stole her breath.

Evelyn met his fire with her own, a dam of grief and loneliness breaking open to release a torrent of pure, undiluted desire. Her fingers clawed at the soft cotton of his scrubs top, pulling it over his head and tossing it aside. Her own blouse followed, buttons pinging softly against the wall. The air, cool on her heated skin, was a shock that only heightened the sensation of his warm, hard chest pressing against her.

He kissed her like a man starved, his tongue tangling with hers, tasting of coffee and mint and something uniquely, intoxicatingly Sam. His hands roamed her back, sliding down to cup her ass through her slacks, pulling her tightly against the unmistakable, rigid proof of his want. A low groan rumbled in his chest, vibrating through her.

“Evelyn,” he breathed against her mouth, the word a prayer and a promise.

She didn’t answer with words. Her hands went to his belt, fingers fumbling only for a second before the leather slid free. The button of his jeans, the rasp of the zipper—every sound was magnified, a symphony of anticipation. She pushed the denim down over his hips, and he kicked them away. He stood before her, gloriously naked and fully erect, his gaze dark with an intensity that made her knees weak.

A powerful, primal urge took hold of her. She sank to her knees on the polished hardwood floor, her eyes never leaving his. The world narrowed to the space between them, to the heavy, throbbing length of him. She wrapped one hand around the base, feeling the smooth, hot skin and the powerful vein pulsing beneath her thumb. She looked up at him, at the desperate awe on his face, and leaned forward.

Her first touch was a soft, lingering kiss to the tip, tasting the salty prelude of his arousal. A sharp, shuddering gasp escaped him. His fingers tangled in her hair, not pushing, just holding, grounding himself. Emboldened, she opened her mouth and took him in, slowly, savoring the way he filled her.

She swirled her tongue around the crown, tracing the sensitive ridge, before sinking deeper. Her head began to bob in a steady rhythm, one hand working in tandem with her mouth. The sounds he made—guttural moans, choked curses—were the finest music she’d ever heard. She could feel the tight coil of tension building in his thighs, the way his abdomen clenched. She lost herself in the act, in the power of giving him this pleasure, in the sheer physicality of it. The grief that had defined her for so long was simply… forgotten, burned away by the heat of his skin on her tongue.

With a groan that was almost pained, he gently pulled her to her feet. “My turn,” he murmured, his voice rough.

He led her the few steps to his couch, its leather cool against her back as he laid her down. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her slacks and underwear, peeling them down her legs in one fluid motion. Then he was on his knees, pushing her thighs apart, his eyes devouring the sight of her.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, and then his mouth was on her.

It was not a gentle exploration. It was a feast. His tongue lashed her clit with immediate, unerring precision, and Evelyn cried out, her back arching off the couch. Her hands flew to his hair, holding on as wave after wave of electric pleasure shot through her. He licked and sucked, his nose nudging against her, his fingers spreading her wider. He traced every fold, plunged his tongue inside her, then returned to circle her throbbing center with relentless focus. She was writhing, moaning his name, a litany of please and yes and right there. The coiling tension in her belly tightened, a spring wound to its breaking point.

Just as she felt herself teetering on the edge, he pulled away, leaving her gasping and empty. He stood, his own breath ragged, and took her hand. “The bedroom. Now.”

She followed him, her legs unsteady. His room was dim, dominated by a large bed. He guided her onto the middle of the mattress and stood at its foot, watching her with a smoldering gaze. “Touch yourself for me,” he commanded, his voice thick. “Let me see how much you want this. How much you want me.”

A blush heated her cheeks, but a deeper, darker thrill coursed through her. Without breaking eye contact, she let her knees fall apart. She brought her hand to her slick flesh, her fingertips finding the swollen, aching bud he’d just worshipped. A soft sigh escaped her as she began to circle it, her hips giving a slight, involuntary roll. She let her head fall back, showing him everything—the play of emotion on her face, the movement of her hand between her legs, the utter abandonment to the sensation.

The sight of her, laid bare and pleasuring herself for him, was his undoing. He was on her in an instant, covering her body with his, replacing her fingers with his own, delving deep into her wet heat. “I need to be inside you, Evelyn. Now.”

She could only nod, wrapping her legs around his waist. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her entrance. And then he pushed in.

It was a slow, stretching, perfect invasion. She gasped as he filled her completely, a deep, stretching fullness that wiped her mind clean. He held still for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the feel of him. Then he began to move.

His thrusts started slow and deep, each one a deliberate claiming. But soon, the pace quickened. The bed rocked against the wall with a rhythmic thud. His grunts were hot against her ear, punctuating every powerful drive into her core. She met every thrust, her nails scoring his back, her cries growing louder, more frantic. This wasn’t just sex; it was a reclaiming. Each snap of his hips was driving out the ghost of her past, replacing it with the solid, sweating, magnificent reality of him.

“Roll over,” he growled. “I want you from behind.”

She obeyed instantly, getting on her hands and knees. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips, and entered her again. This angle was deeper, more animalistic. He fucked her with a relentless, pounding rhythm that made her see stars. One of his hands snaked around her hip, his thumb finding her clit and rubbing tight, frantic circles.

It was too much. The sensory overload, the months of pent-up emotion, the sheer physical ecstasy—it crashed over her all at once. Her climax ripped through her with a silent scream, a convulsive, shuddering wave that clenched around him, milking his length.

Feeling her spasms, he let out a roar, driving into her one last, final time, burying himself as deep as he could go. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his own release filling her, and the sensation prolonged her own rippling aftershocks.

They collapsed onto the tangled sheets, a sweaty, breathless tangle of limbs. He held her close, his face buried in her hair, his heart hammering against her back. The quiet was no longer hollow. It was peaceful, filled only with the sound of their slowing breaths and the distant hum of the city.

After a long while, he nuzzled her neck. “Evelyn,” he whispered. “Be my girlfriend. Officially.”

A slow, true smile spread across her face, one she hadn’t felt in years. She turned in his arms to face him. “Yes.”

20 - THE HOUSEKEEPER’S FORBIDDEN PASSION


MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Wealthy / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The key turned in the back door lock with a soft click, a sound Clara had made a thousand times. But tonight, the house felt different. It felt… charged. She hung her apron on its customary hook, the worn fabric a testament to fifteen years of service. Fifteen years of watching the Robinson children grow from squealing toddlers into adults.

And one of them was home.

The floorboard on the landing creaked, the one she’d been meaning to point out to Mr. Robinson for months. She paused, her hand on the banister, and looked up. Ned stood there, silhouetted in the dim hall light. He wasn’t the lanky boy who’d left for college four years ago with a trunk full of video games and a nervous smile. The boy was gone, replaced by a man. His shoulders were broad, filling out the dark cotton of his t-shirt. A faint shadow of stubble dusted his strong jaw.

“Couldn’t sleep either?” he asked, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the quiet house. It was deeper than she remembered.

“Just finishing up,” Clara said, her own voice feeling strangely thin.

He descended the stairs with an easy confidence, no longer the teenager who used to slide down the banister. He stopped on the bottom step, putting them at eye level. The faint scent of his cologne, something clean and woody, washed over her.

“House feels weird without the chaos, doesn’t it?” he mused, his eyes scanning the familiar kitchen. “Quiet.”

“I don’t mind the quiet,” she replied, though her heart was beginning to beat a rapid tattoo against her ribs.

His gaze settled back on her, intense and unwavering. “I missed this place. I missed… you, Clara. All those times you’d sneak me an extra cookie after Mom said no. Or help me with my history homework even though you were supposed to be dusting.”

A warm flush crept up her neck. “That was a long time ago.”

“Not that long.” He took the final step down, now standing fully in her space. The air between them grew thick, humming with something unspoken. “I actually… I need to confess something.”

Clara’s breath hitched. “Oh?”

“I had the world’s biggest crush on you.” He said it plainly, a faint, embarrassed smile playing on his lips. “God, it was ridiculous. I’d daydream in class about you. Thought you were the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.”

Her cheeks burned. “Ned, don’t be silly. I was your housekeeper.”

“You still are. And you’re still the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.” The sincerity in his voice left no room for argument. It was a statement of fact.

Her protest died in her throat. The compliment, so direct and unfiltered, unwound a knot of tension deep within her. She was just Clara. Invisible Clara. But he saw her. He’d always seen her.

He reached out, his fingers brushing a stray strand of hair from her cheek. The touch was electric, a jolt of pure sensation that made her knees feel weak. This is a very bad idea, a voice in her head whispered. But her body was screaming a different, more primal answer.

She didn’t pull away.

—

The old clock in her small quarters ticked loudly in the silence. Each second felt like an hour. Clara had changed into her softest cotton pajamas, the ritual familiar, but tonight it felt like a costume. Her skin was still buzzing from his touch, from the heat in his eyes.

A soft knock at her door was almost lost in the thrum of her own pulse. She knew who it was. She’d been waiting for it, dreading it, craving it.

She opened the door. Ned filled the frame, his expression serious, hungry. He didn’t speak. He simply stepped inside, closed the door behind him with a quiet click, and backed her against it. His body was a wall of warmth against hers.

“Tell me to leave,” he breathed, his forehead resting against hers.

Her mind was a jumble of warnings, of consequences, of the sheer wrongness of it all. But her body had already decided. Her hands came up, not to push him away, but to grip the solid muscle of his arms.

“I can’t,” she whispered.

That was all the permission he needed. His mouth crashed down on hers. It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was deep and claiming, all tongue and heat and desperate need. A moan escaped her, swallowed by his mouth. His hands were everywhere, roving over her back, her sides, pulling her tight against him until she could feel the hard ridge of his erection straining against his sweatpants.

His kiss trailed down her neck, hot and wet, as one hand slid under the hem of her pajama top. His palm, rough and warm, splayed across her stomach, making her muscles clench. He cupped her breast through her simple bra, his thumb circling her nipple until it was a hard, aching peak. Oh god.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “I’ve wanted to do that since I was sixteen.”

He didn’t wait for a reply. His hands went to the drawstring of his pants, and he pushed them down just enough to free his cock. It sprang out, thick and erect, the tip already glistening. Clara’s mouth went dry. He was so much… more than she had imagined.

He guided her to her knees on the worn rug. The position felt both submissive and powerfully erotic. She looked up at him, at the desperate need on his face, and any last hesitation vanished. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste him. A salty, musky preview.

He groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. She took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the way he filled her. She used her tongue, swirling around the head before taking him deeper, her lips forming a tight seal.

His hips gave a slight, involuntary thrust and he muttered a curse under his breath. “Clara… fuck… just like that.”

The sounds he made, the way his body tensed, drove her on. She bobbed her head, establishing a rhythm, one hand cupping the heavy weight of his balls. She was lost in the act, in the power of reducing this confident man to a groaning, pleading mess.

But he pulled her up, his breath ragged. “I need to feel you. All of you.”

In a swift motion, he pulled her pajama top over her head and unsnapped her bra. Her breasts spilled free, and he bent his head, taking a nipple into his hot mouth, sucking deeply while his hands worked her pajama bottoms down her hips. She kicked them away, standing naked and trembling before him.

He laid her back on the bed, his eyes devouring her. He didn’t speak. He just kissed his way down her body—over her quivering stomach, the sensitive skin of her inner thighs—until he settled between her legs. His hands hooked under her knees, spreading her wide open for him.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her back arch off the bed. Oh, Jesus. It was relentless. He licked and sucked, his tongue finding a rhythm that had her clutching the sheets, biting her lip to keep from crying out. He teased her clit with the very tip of his tongue, then plunged two fingers inside her, curling them to find that sweet, hidden spot. A white-hot coil of pleasure tightened deep in her belly. She was panting, her hips moving against his mouth of their own volition. The pleasure was a crescendo, building until it shattered. She came with a silent, breathless scream, her body convulsing around his fingers.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving up her body, positioning himself at her entrance. He looked into her eyes, a question in his. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him down.

He sank into her in one smooth, deep thrust. She gasped, her eyes flying open. He was so full, stretching her perfectly. He stilled for a moment, letting her adjust, his face a mask of strained control. Then he began to move.

It was a slow, deep rhythm at first, each stroke dragging against her sensitive, swollen flesh. But it quickly grew more urgent. The old bedsprings squeaked in protest. “Shhh,” he whispered against her ear, his breath hot. “We have to be quiet.”

The warning only made it more intense. Every thrust was a gamble, a risk of discovery that sent another jolt of adrenaline through her. She met his rhythm, her nails digging into the sweat-slicked skin of his back. The only sounds were their ragged breaths, the wet slap of skin on skin, and the desperate creak of the bed.

He shifted, pulling out of her. “Turn over,” he rasped.

She obeyed, getting on her hands and knees. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He entered her again, from behind, and this time he went even deeper. She buried her face in the pillow to muffle her moans. He fucked her with a powerful, driving pace, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. She could feel the tension coiling in him, his rhythm becoming erratic.

“I’m gonna come,” he grunted, his voice thick.

It was all she needed. The tension broke again, a second, more violent orgasm ripping through her. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his release. With a guttural groan, he pushed deep and held there, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed, a tangled mess of limbs and sweat. He rolled onto his back, pulling her with him, her head on his chest. His heart hammered against her ear, a wild drum echoing her own.

For a long time, they just lay there in the dark, the scent of their sex filling the small room. The reality of what they’d done began to sink in.

He finally broke the silence, his voice a sleepy murmur. “No one can ever know, Clara.”

“I know,” she whispered back, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his chest.

He shifted, kissing her forehead gently before untangling himself from the sheets and her arms. He dressed quietly in the dark. At the door, he paused, looking back at her one last time before slipping out into the silent hall.

Clara lay alone in the warm spot they had shared. She could still feel the ache between her legs, the ghost of his weight on her. It was wrong. It was reckless. It was…

A slow, secret smile touched her lips in the darkness. She knew, with a certainty that terrified and thrilled her, that she wanted to do it again.

21 - THE PROFESSOR’S PAST INDISCRETION

MMF / Age Gap / College / BDSM / Blackmail / Group Sex / Threesome / Blowjob / Masturbation / PIV Sex

The scent of old books and stale coffee filled her office, a familiar comfort that shattered the second the two young men stepped inside. Professor Annie Reed smiled politely, setting down her red pen. “Mike, Dave. What can I do for you?” Her office hours were nearly over, and she was eager to get home.

Mike, the more forward of the two, closed the door with a soft, definitive click. The sound echoed in the sudden quiet. “We had a question about the midterm, Professor,” he said, his voice casual, but his eyes held a glint that made her stomach tighten.

“Of course,” she said, gesturing to the chairs opposite her desk. “Which part was unclear?”

Instead of sitting, Mike slipped his backpack from his shoulder. He unzipped it slowly, deliberately, his eyes never leaving hers. “It’s more of a… historical question.”

Her polite smile faltered. Dave stood silently by the door, a sentinel blocking her escape. Mike pulled out a magazine, its pages well-thumbed, the glossy cover obscured by his hand. He dropped it onto her neat desk, right on top of a stack of essays.

Annie’s blood ran cold. She didn’t need to see the cover. The type of paper, the layout, the very smell of cheap ink… it was unmistakably a pornographic magazine. A relic from a life she’d buried.

“What is the meaning of this?” she demanded, her voice trembling despite her effort to sound stern.

Mike flipped it open to a dog-eared page. Her page. There she was, twenty-two years old, staring back at her thirty-eight-year-old self. Her hair was wilder then, her body softer in some places, tighter in others. She was splayed across a red velvet couch, a look of bold invitation in her eyes that she scarcely remembered.

The office walls seemed to close in. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a cage. This isn’t happening.

“We were doing… research,” Mike said, a slow smirk spreading across his face. “And we found this. Imagine our surprise.”

Humiliation, hot and acidic, burned through her. Her professional life, the respect she’d worked for over a decade to build—it was all crumbling in an instant. “Please,” she whispered, the word choked. “You can’t… you can’t show anyone.”

Dave finally spoke, his voice a low rumble. “That depends.”

“On what?” she asked, though she already knew. A strange, traitorous pulse throbbed between her legs. The part of her that missed the thrill, the danger, the raw abandon, was waking up after a long, dormant sleep.

Mike leaned forward, planting his hands on her desk, invading her space. “We keep your secret. But we want something in return.”

Her mind raced. She could report them. Have them expelled for blackmail. It was the logical, sane choice. The professorial choice. But that other part of her, the girl on the velvet couch, was already nodding. It’s been so long since you’ve done anything reckless.

She looked at Mike’s confident smirk, at Dave’s hungry gaze. The air crackled with illicit potential. Her dignity warred with a deep, shocking need.

“What do you want?” she breathed, her decision made.

In answer, Mike unbuckled his belt. The rasp of the zipper was deafening. Dave followed suit. They freed their cocks, both already half-hard with anticipation. The sight of them, thick and real, sent a jolt straight to her core.

You asked for this, the old Annie whispered. Now take it.

Annie slid from her chair, her knees meeting the worn carpet. She looked up at Mike, her heart pounding not just with fear, but with a thrilling, terrifying excitement. She wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft, feeling the hot, velvety skin stretched taut over rigid strength. She leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

The taste of him, clean and musky, flooded her senses. She swirled her tongue around the head, savoring the saltiness, before sinking down, taking more of him. Mike groaned, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the primal act of pleasing him. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking firmly, her other hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach.

To her side, she heard the slick, rhythmic sound of Dave fisting his own cock as he watched, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps. “Fuck, Professor. Look at you.”

After a few minutes, Mike gently pulled back. “Switch,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Annie turned to Dave without hesitation, capturing his length in her wet, eager mouth. He was thicker, and she had to work to accommodate him, a low groan vibrating in her throat as she did. She moved between them, a willing servant to their pleasure, her own desire building into a desperate, aching throb.

“Now get naked,” Mike ordered, his voice husky.

Her fingers, which were so steady when grading papers, fumbled with the buttons of her blouse. She shed her professional armor—the silk blouse, the sensible skirt, the practical bra and panties—until she stood bare before them, her skin pebbling in the cool office air.

Dave quickly swept a clear space on her desk, sending pens and papers clattering to the floor. “On the desk. Show us how wet you are. Play with yourself.”

Annie hoisted herself onto the cold wood, leaning back on her elbows. She let her legs fall open, offering them a blatant view. She brought her fingers to her slick folds, circling her clit with a practiced touch. A shiver wracked her body. They’re watching. My students are watching me do this. The taboo of it all sent another gush of heat through her. She moaned, slipping two fingers inside herself, fucking herself with them as Mike and Dave stroked themselves, their eyes glued to her display.

“I’m going first,” Dave growled, moving between her legs. He positioned himself and drove into her with one sharp, deep thrust.

Annie cried out, her back arching off the desk. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her. He set a punishing pace from the start, each powerful thrust jolting through her, making the desk creak in protest. She clawed at his arms, meeting him thrust for thrust, all pretense gone, lost in a storm of sensation. The pressure built, coiling tight in her belly until it snapped. She came with a ragged scream, her inner muscles clenching around him wildly. That was all it took for Dave. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt, and she felt the hot, sudden pulse of his release filling her.

He pulled out, and Mike was there instantly. “Bend over the desk.”

Still shuddering from her orgasm, Annie obeyed, her breasts pressing against the cool wood. Mike’s hands gripped her hips, and he entered her from behind. This angle was different, deeper. Each thrust sent a jolt of pure, electric pleasure through her core. He fucked her with a focused intensity, his balls slapping against her wetness. She could feel Dave’s cum leaking out of her, and the thought of it, of being used and filled, sent her spiraling toward another climax.

“Yes… oh god, Mike, yes!” she begged, her voice a broken thing.

He pistoned into her, his rhythm becoming erratic, frantic. “Gonna cum,” he grunted. “Gonna fill you up.”

His final, deep thrust was followed by a hot flood that joined Dave’s inside her. He held himself there for a long moment, both of them panting, before collapsing over her back.

Silence descended, broken only by their ragged breaths. Mike pulled out and handed her the incriminating magazine. “Your secret’s safe, Professor Reed.”

He zipped his jeans, a slow smile spreading across his face. He looked at her, naked, glistening, and thoroughly used on her own desk. “So… would you like to see us again?”

Annie hesitated, the rational part of her screaming no. But the part of her that was still throbbing, still full of them, the part that remembered the velvet couch, answered. Her voice was hoarse, but clear. “Okay.”

22 - A CONFESSION AT WORK

MF / BDSM / Boss Employee / Public / Masturbation / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Michelle stood nervously outside Max’s office, her heart pounding in her chest. She had been called in after submitting her latest project, and the look on his face during the team meeting had been anything but encouraging. She took a deep breath, smoothed her skirt, and knocked lightly on the door.

“Come in,” Max’s deep voice commanded from the other side.

She opened the door and stepped inside, closing it softly behind her. Max sat behind his desk, his broad shoulders accentuated by his tailored suit. His piercing blue eyes scanned the papers in front of him, not even glancing up as she approached.

“You wanted to see me, sir?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Max finally looked up, his gaze sharp and unyielding. “Michelle, sit.”

She obeyed immediately, taking the chair across from him. His presence was overwhelming, and she couldn’t help but feel small under his scrutiny.

“This,” he said, sliding the project report toward her, “is not acceptable. I expected better from you.”

Michelle’s stomach dropped as she glanced at the red ink scrawled across the pages. “I—I thought I did everything you asked,” she stammered, her cheeks flushing with humiliation.

Max leaned back in his chair, his expression unreadable. “You missed key details, Michelle. Your work is sloppy. It’s like you’re not even trying.”

Tears welled in her eyes, but she blinked them away, refusing to let him see her cry. “I’m sorry, sir. I’ll do better next time.”

“Will you?” he asked, his voice low and challenging. “Because I need someone who can keep up with me. Someone who can handle the pressure. Is that you, Michelle?”

She nodded, her throat tight. “It is. I promise.”

Max studied her for a moment, his eyes narrowing slightly. “You’re different from the others, you know that? I’m hard on you because I see potential. I see something special.”

Michelle’s breath hitched at his words. She had always admired Max, not just for his commanding presence, but for his intelligence and ambition. And now, hearing him say he saw something in her—it ignited something deep within her.

“I—I think about you all the time,” she blurted out before she could stop herself. Her face burned with embarrassment, but she couldn’t take it back now.

Max’s expression didn’t change, but there was a flicker of something in his eyes—curiosity, perhaps? “That’s a dangerous admission, Michelle,” he said slowly. “I’m your boss. This is inappropriate.”

She swallowed hard, her courage faltering. “I know, but I can’t help it. I’m attracted to you. I want to be close to you.”

Max leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk. “You don’t know what you’re asking for,” he said, his voice low and tinged with warning. “I’m not the kind of man who can give you what you want.”

Michelle’s heart raced. “What does that mean?”

He hesitated for a moment, as if weighing his words carefully. “I’m into BDSM, Michelle. I need a submissive woman. Someone who can surrender completely to me. And I don’t think that’s you.”

Her breath quickened at his words, and a shiver ran down her spine. She had never considered herself submissive, but the way he said it—the way he looked at her—made her want to prove him wrong.

“I can be,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I want to be. I want to submit to you.”

Max’s eyes darkened, and for a moment, she thought he might reject her. But then he stood, his towering frame making her feel even smaller. “Alright, Michelle,” he said, his voice firm. “Let’s see if you mean it.”

Before she could react, he walked around the desk and lifted her effortlessly, setting her down on the edge of it. His hands were warm and strong as he pushed her skirt up and pulled her panties off in one swift motion. She gasped at the sudden exposure, her body trembling with a mix of fear and excitement.

“Show me,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. “Show me how you like to be touched.”

Michelle hesitated, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. But then she looked into his eyes, saw the challenge there, and knew she couldn’t back down. Slowly, she spread her legs and began to rub her clit, her fingers trembling at first but quickly gaining confidence.

Max watched her intently, his gaze never leaving her. He unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock. It was thick and hard, and Michelle’s mouth watered at the sight of it. He started stroking himself, his eyes locked on her.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice desperate. “Please fuck me.”

Max chuckled darkly. “Not yet. If you’re good, I might let you suck it.”

Michelle’s hips bucked at his words, and she increased the pressure on her clit, her fingers moving faster as pleasure built within her. She could feel herself getting close, her breathing becoming ragged.

“That’s it,” Max murmured, his voice deep and approving. “Let me see you cum.”

With a cry, Michelle climaxed, her body shuddering with the force of it. Max watched her with satisfaction, a small smile playing on his lips.

“Good girl,” he said, stroking his cock slowly. “Now, suck it.”

Michelle didn’t need to be told twice. She slid off the desk and knelt before him, taking his cock into her mouth. It was thicker than she had anticipated, and she struggled to take all of it at first. But she was determined to please him, and she soon found a rhythm, slurping eagerly as she bobbed her head.

“That’s it,” Max groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. “Take it all, Michelle. I want to feel your throat.”

She gagged as he pushed her head down, forcing his cock deeper into her mouth. Tears streamed down her cheeks, but she didn’t stop, her determination overriding her discomfort. Finally, she managed to take him all the way to the base, her nose pressed against his pelvis.

“Impressive,” Max said, pulling her head back. “Maybe you’re more submissive than I thought.”

He yanked her to her feet and bent her over the desk, her face pressed against the cool surface. She felt his hands on her hips, positioning her just right. And then, with a sharp thrust, he was inside her, his cock stretching her in the most delicious way.

Michelle cried out, her nails digging into the desk as he began to fuck her hard and fast. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back as he pounded into her. The slap of his hips against her ass echoed through the room, and she loved every second of it.

“You’re mine now, Michelle,” he growled, his voice filled with dominance. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped, her body trembling with pleasure. “I’m yours!”

He slapped her ass hard, making her cry out again. The pain mixed with the pleasure, driving her closer to the edge. She could feel herself about to cum, her body tightening around him.

“Quiet,” Max commanded, clamping a hand over her mouth as she began to moan. “You don’t want the whole office to hear, do you?”

Michelle shook her head, her muffled moans only heightening her arousal. With a final thrust, Max came inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his seed.

When he pulled out, Michelle’s legs gave out, and she collapsed onto the desk, her body spent. Max straightened his clothes, then reached into his desk drawer and pulled out a simple black collar.

“I was wrong about you, Michelle,” he said, fastening the collar around her neck. “You’re a good submissive. And now, you’re mine.”

Michelle touched the collar, a sense of pride swelling within her. She had done it. She had proven herself to him. And as she looked up at Max, she knew she would do anything to keep him satisfied.

23 - THE HOUSEKEEPER’S LESSON

MF / MFF / BDSM / Group Sex / Boss Employee / Vibrator / Masturbation / Nipple Play / Blowjob

“Do you like what you see?” Mr. Blackwell’s low, velvety voice rolled over Kensie like a wave, startling her out of her trance.

She whipped around, her cheeks burning as she dropped the vibrator she’d been holding. It clattered to the floor, the sound echoing in the otherwise silent bedroom.

“Mr. Blackwell! I—I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to—” Kensie stammered, her voice trembling as she took a step back, her heart pounding in her chest.

He raised an eyebrow, a smirk playing on his lips as he leaned casually against the doorframe. His tailored suit hugged his broad shoulders perfectly, and his dark eyes bore into hers with an intensity that made her knees weak. “No need to apologize, Kensie. Curiosity isn’t a crime.”

She swallowed hard, her gaze flickering to the array of sex toys and BDSM equipment scattered across the bed. How had she even ended up here? She’d been cleaning, just doing her job, when she’d stumbled upon this. And now here she was, caught red-handed by her employer.

“I was just… tidying up,” she said lamely, her voice barely above a whisper.

Mr. Blackwell chuckled, the sound deep and rumbling. “You’re a terrible liar, Kensie.” He stepped into the room, closing the door behind him with a soft click. Click. The sound sent a shiver down her spine.

She froze as he moved closer, her breath hitching when he stopped just inches away. He was so close she could smell his cologne, something dark and spicy that made her head swim. “I could show you how to use them, if you’d like,” he murmured, his voice dripping with suggestion.

Kensie’s eyes widened. “I—I don’t think that’s appropriate, Mr. Blackwell. You’re married.”

He smirked, reaching out to tuck a strand of her blonde hair behind her ear. “Lena won’t mind. In fact, she’d probably enjoy watching.”

Kensie’s stomach twisted with a mix of nerves and something else she couldn’t quite name. Lena? Watching? The idea sent a jolt of heat straight to her core, but she shook her head, trying to clear it. “I shouldn’t.”

“But you want to,” he said, his voice low and confident, as if he already knew her answer. And maybe he did. Because as much as Kensie wanted to deny it, she did want to. The curiosity, the thrill, the forbidden nature of it all—it was intoxicating.

She hesitated for a moment longer before nodding slowly, her voice barely audible. “Okay.”

Mr. Blackwell’s smirk widened into a grin. “Good girl. Now, strip.”

Kensie’s heart raced as she reached for the hem of her blouse, her hands trembling slightly. What am I doing? she thought, but the question didn’t stop her. Slowly, she peeled off her clothes, letting them fall to the floor until she stood before him completely exposed.

She felt his eyes on her, roaming over her body, and it made her skin tingle with anticipation. “Beautiful,” he murmured, his approval sending a wave of warmth through her. “Now, get on the bed.”

She obeyed, climbing onto the plush mattress and lying back against the pillows. The sheets were cool against her skin, a stark contrast to the heat pooling between her legs.

Mr. Blackwell reached for the vibrator she’d dropped earlier, handing it to her with a pointed look. “Show me how much you want it.”

Kensie hesitated for only a moment before wrapping her fingers around the toy. She guided it between her legs, her breath hitching as the cool silicone brushed against her sensitive flesh. She closed her eyes, letting out a soft moan as she pressed it against her clit, the vibrations sending sparks of pleasure through her.

She heard the rustle of fabric and opened her eyes to see Mr. Blackwell undoing his belt, his dark gaze locked on her. Her breath hitched as he pulled his cock out, already hard and throbbing. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes never leaving her as she worked the vibrator against herself.

The room was filled with the sound of her soft moans and the rhythmic hum of the toy, and Kensie felt herself getting closer and closer to the edge. God, this was so wrong. But it felt so good.

Suddenly, the door creaked open, and Kensie’s eyes flew open in panic. No, no, no. But it wasn’t embarrassment she saw on Lena’s face—it was hunger.

“Having fun without me?” Lena purred, her eyes glinting with mischief as she stepped into the room.

Kensie froze, her breath catching in her throat. “Ms. Blackwell, I—”

“Shh,” Lena interrupted, moving to the bed with the grace of a predator. “Don’t stop on my account.”

Kensie’s heart raced as Lena climbed onto the bed beside her, her hands skimming over Kensie’s body with a familiarity that made her shiver.

“You’re so beautiful,” Lena murmured, her breath warm against Kensie’s ear. “Let me help you.”

Before Kensie could respond, Lena’s lips closed around one of her nipples, sucking gently as her fingers teased the other. Kensie let out a gasp, her back arching as the dual sensations completely overwhelmed her. Mr. Blackwell leaned in, his tongue circling her clit as Lena continued to tease her breasts.

Kensie’s mind spun, unable to process the sheer pleasure of it all. She felt Mr. Blackwell’s fingers wrap around the vibrator, guiding it toward her entrance. She moaned as he slid it inside her, the vibrations intensifying the sensations as he fucked her with it.

Lena’s fingers found her clit, rubbing in tight circles as Mr. Blackwell worked the toy in and out of her. Kensie’s breath came in shallow gasps, her body writhing as she teetered on the edge of orgasm. “I—I’m going to—” she managed to choke out before her body convulsed, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she came hard.

When she finally came down from her high, Kensie lay there, panting and completely spent. She felt Mr. Blackwell pull the toy out of her, and she opened her eyes to see him stroking his cock, his gaze locked on her.

“Suck it,” Lena commanded, her voice firm but not unkind.

Kensie hesitated for only a moment before moving to kneel between Mr. Blackwell’s legs. She wrapped her lips around the head of his cock, her tongue swirling around the tip as she took him deeper into her mouth. She could taste his pre-cum, salty and musky, and it only made her want him more.

Lena knelt beside her, her hand guiding Kensie’s head as they took turns sucking him off. Kensie’s lips slid down his length, taking him as deep as she could manage, her throat relaxing around him as he thrust into her mouth. Lena’s tongue swirled around the base of his cock, her hands caressing his balls as Kensie worked the shaft.

Mr. Blackwell groaned, his hips thrusting into their mouths as he neared his climax. Kensie felt his cock pulse in her mouth, and she pulled back just in time for him to cum, ropes of his release splattering across her and Lena’s faces.

Kensie looked up at him, her lips curling into a smile as she reached up to wipe some of the cum from her cheek. Mr. Blackwell grinned down at her, his eyes filled with satisfaction.

“We’re glad we hired you, Kensie,” Lena said, her voice teasing as she leaned in to lick some of the cum from Kensie’s face.

Kensie’s heart raced as she looked between them, a thrill of excitement coursing through her. She couldn’t wait to play with them again.

24 - A SHY LIBRARIAN’S AWAKENING

MF / BDSM / Bondage / Feather / Sensation Play / Dildo / Double Penetration / Cock Worship / Blowjob / Facial

The library was quiet, as it always was on a Tuesday afternoon. Misty sat behind the circulation desk, her fingers delicately tracing the spine of a newly returned novel. She loved the stillness, the way the air seemed to hold its breath, waiting for someone to break the silence. And then, it happened. The soft creak of footsteps echoed through the room, growing louder as they approached her desk.

She looked up, and there he was—Jake. Tall, with dark, tousled hair and eyes that seemed to pierce right through her. He moved with a confidence that made her heart skip a beat. Handsome didn’t begin to cover it. He leaned casually against the desk, a sly smile playing on his lips.

“Hey,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “I’m looking for a book, but I’m not sure where to find it. Maybe you can help me?”

Misty felt a warmth spread across her cheeks. “Of course,” she replied, her voice steady despite the sudden flutter in her chest. “What are you looking for?”

He hesitated for a moment, his eyes locking with hers. “It’s… a bit unconventional,” he admitted, his tone dropping to just above a whisper. “The book is called BDSM for Beginners.”

Misty’s breath caught in her throat. She could feel the heat rising to her face, and she quickly glanced around to make sure no one else was nearby. “Oh,” she managed to say, her voice barely audible. “I see.”

Jake’s smile widened, as if he enjoyed watching her squirm. “Yeah, I can’t seem to find it. Think you can help me?”

She nodded, though her hands trembled slightly as she stood up. “Follow me,” she said, leading him through the maze of bookshelves. Her mind raced, trying to remember where they kept the more… specialized sections. Finally, they reached a secluded corner of the library, and Misty pointed to a row of books. “Here,” she said softly. “This is what you’re looking for.”

Jake stepped closer, his body just inches from hers. He reached for the book, his fingers brushing against her hand as he did so. “Thanks,” he said, his voice now a husky murmur. “You’re really good at this.”

Misty swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel the intensity of his gaze, and it made her knees weak. “It’s… it’s my job,” she stammered.

He chuckled softly, leaning in a little closer. “You know,” he began, his voice low and teasing, “I can show you some of the things that are in this book. If you’re interested, of course.”

Her eyes widened, and she felt a rush of both excitement and fear. Was he serious? She had always been intrigued by the idea of BDSM, but she had never dared to explore it. Now, here was this man, this gorgeous man, offering to introduce her to a world she had only read about in fiction.

“I…” she started, unsure of what to say. Her mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, but one thing was clear—she was intrigued.

Jake took her hand, his touch sending a shiver down her spine. “Think about it,” he said, his voice soft but commanding. “I’ll be here tomorrow. If you’re curious, meet me after work.”

And with that, he walked away, leaving Misty standing there, her heart racing and her mind spinning. She couldn’t stop thinking about him, about what he had said. What if? The question lingered in her mind, and by the next day, she knew she had to find out.

After her shift, she found Jake waiting for her outside the library. He smiled when he saw her, and without a word, he took her hand and led her to his car. The drive to his house was quiet, but the tension between them was palpable. When they arrived, he guided her inside, and they made their way to the bedroom.

As soon as she stepped through the door, Misty’s eyes widened. The room was filled with BDSM gear—ropes, cuffs, blindfolds, and all sorts of toys. Her heart pounded in her chest, and she felt a mix of excitement and nervousness.

Jake turned to her, his eyes dark with desire. “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked, his voice gentle but firm.

Misty took a deep breath, then nodded. “I’m sure.”

He smiled, then slowly began to undress her, his hands moving with a deliberate slowness that made her skin tingle. He kissed her neck, her shoulders, her chest, each touch sending a wave of pleasure through her body. “Let me take control,” he whispered, his breath warm against her ear.

She lay down on the bed, her heart racing as he bound her wrists to the bedposts with soft, silk scarves. The feeling of being restrained was foreign, but it only heightened her arousal. He blindfolded her, and suddenly, her other senses were magnified. She could feel the cool air against her skin, the gentle touch of the feather tickler as it teased her body.

He moved down her body, his lips finding her nipples, suckling and nibbling until she was writhing beneath him. Then came the vibrator, its buzzing sensation sending shockwaves through her as he used it on her nipples, then moved it lower, to her clit. She moaned, her hips lifting off the bed as the pleasure built inside her.

And then, she felt it—a big dildo pressing against her pussy, slowly pushing inside her. She gasped, her body arching as he began to fuck her with it. She had never felt so full, so sensitive. Moments later, she felt another dildo at her ass, and she tensed for a moment before relaxing, allowing it to enter her.

Jake worked both dildos in perfect rhythm, driving her closer and closer to the edge. She could feel her orgasm building, a pressure that was almost too much to bear. And then, with a cry, she came, her juices gushing onto the bed as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

He removed the blindfold and untied her, his eyes dark with desire. He stood before her, his cock hard and throbbing. “Worship it,” he commanded, his voice low and husky.

Misty knelt before him, her hands trembling as she took his cock into her mouth. She sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip as she tasted his skin. “Beg for it,” he growled, his fingers tangling in her hair.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Please, cum on my face.”

He groaned, his grip tightening as he pulled her head back. “Open your mouth,” he ordered, and she obeyed, her eyes wide as he came, his hot seed spilling onto her face. She felt a thrill of excitement, a sense of euphoria that she had never experienced before.

As she knelt there, her face coated with his cum, she knew one thing for certain—she wanted more.

25 - THE MAID AND THE MILLIONAIRE

MF / Cheating / Age Gap / Wealthy / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

Jolene’s hands trembled as she wiped down the polished marble countertop in Mr. Blackwater’s kitchen. The faint scent of lemon cleaner clung to the air, mingling with the expensive cologne he always wore. She could feel his presence behind her before he even spoke—his energy was like a current, electric and suffocating in the best way.

“You missed a spot,” Thomas said, his voice low and teasing.

Jolene froze, her breath catching in her throat. She turned slowly, her cheeks burning as she met his piercing blue eyes. He was leaning casually against the doorway, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders perfectly. His smirk was dangerous, and she knew it.

“I’ll get it,” she murmured, turning back to the counter. But Thomas was already moving, his hand gently grasping her wrist.

“Relax, Jolene,” he said, his voice smooth as silk. “You’ve been cleaning all morning. Take a break.”

She swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. His touch was warm, his grip firm but not forceful. It sent a shiver down her spine, and she hated how much she liked it.

“I—I can’t,” she stammered, pulling her hand away. “I have work to do.”

Thomas tilted his head, his lips curling into a knowing smile. “You’re always so serious,” he said, stepping closer. “Don’t you ever let yourself have a little fun?”

Jolene’s breath hitched as he closed the distance between them. She could smell the faint hint of whiskey on his breath, mixed with his cologne. It was intoxicating. She tried to step back, but the counter was behind her, trapping her in place.

“Mr. Blackwater—”

“Thomas,” he interrupted, his voice soft but insistent. “Call me Thomas.”

She looked up at him, her resolve crumbling under his gaze. His eyes were dark with desire, and she felt a heat pooling low in her belly. This was wrong. She was married. But Charles hadn’t looked at her like that in years.

“I… I shouldn’t,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Thomas reached up, his fingers brushing a loose strand of hair from her face. “Why not?” he asked, his voice a gentle caress. “You deserve more than this, Jolene. More than cleaning my house. More than… him.”

The mention of Charles was like a slap to the face, but it didn’t sting as much as it should have. Instead, it felt like a weight lifting off her shoulders. She knew Thomas was right. She did deserve more.

Before she could stop herself, she leaned into his touch, her lips parting slightly. Thomas didn’t hesitate. He cupped her face in his hands, his lips crashing down onto hers in a kiss that was both fierce and tender. Jolene’s knees went weak as she kissed him back, her hands gripping his suit jacket for support.

It was wrong. So wrong. But it felt so good.

Thomas deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers in a way that made her head spin. She could feel his hard body pressing against hers, his arousal evident even through the layers of their clothes. Her own desire was burning hot, threatening to consume her.

When he finally pulled away, they were both breathless. Thomas’s eyes were dark with need as he looked down at her. “Come with me,” he said, his voice rough.

Jolene hesitated, her mind screaming at her to stop. But her body was already moving, following him as he led her out of the kitchen and up the grand staircase to the master bedroom. Her heart was pounding in her chest, her mind a whirlwind of guilt and desire.

The room was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a large bed in the center and soft rugs underfoot. Thomas closed the door behind them, his eyes never leaving hers.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his voice soft but filled with an intensity that made her shiver.

Jolene swallowed hard, her body betraying her as she nodded. “Yes,” she whispered.

Thomas stepped closer, his hands moving to the buttons of her uniform dress. He undid them slowly, his fingers brushing against her skin in a way that made her breath catch. When the dress fell to the floor, she stood before him in just her bra and panties, her body trembling with anticipation.

“You’re beautiful,” Thomas murmured, his eyes roaming over her.

He reached out, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist before moving to unhook her bra. Jolene’s breath hitched as the fabric fell away, her breasts exposed to the cool air. Thomas’s hands were warm as he cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples in a way that made her gasp. She could feel her body responding to him, her desire spiraling out of control.

“Thomas,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Shh,” he murmured, his lips descending to her neck.

He kissed her there, his teeth grazing her skin in a way that made her moan. His hands moved lower, slipping into her panties and cupping her pussy. Jolene’s legs nearly gave out as his fingers teased her, sliding through her wetness.

“You’re so wet for me,” Thomas growled, his voice thick with desire.

He pulled her panties down, letting them fall to the floor. Jolene stood before him completely naked, her body burning with need.

Thomas stepped back, his eyes dark as he unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it off. His chest was muscular, his skin tanned and smooth. Jolene’s mouth went dry as he unbuckled his belt and slid his pants down, his erection springing free. She couldn’t look away. He was perfect, his body a testament to the life he led. A life she could only dream of.

“Come here,” Thomas said, his voice commanding.

Jolene obeyed, stepping closer until she was standing in front of him. He took her hand, guiding it to his cock. She wrapped her fingers around him, her breath catching at the feel of him. He was thick and hard, his skin silky smooth.

“Suck me,” he ordered, his voice low and husky.

Jolene hesitated for only a moment before sinking to her knees. She looked up at him, her eyes wide as she took him into her mouth. Thomas groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, her tongue swirling around his cock.

The taste of him was intoxicating, and she found herself wanting more. She took him deeper, her throat relaxing as he filled her. Thomas growled, his hips bucking slightly as he thrust into her mouth.

“That’s it,” he moaned, his hand tightening in her hair. “Just like that, Jolene.”

She could feel her own arousal building as she sucked him, her pussy throbbing with need. When Thomas finally pulled away, she looked up at him, her lips swollen and her eyes glazed with desire.

“Get on the bed,” he said, his voice rough.

Jolene obeyed, climbing onto the large bed and lying back. Thomas followed her, his body covering hers as he kissed her deeply. His hands roamed over her body, his touch igniting her skin.

When he positioned himself between her legs, Jolene’s breath hitched. She could feel the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she arched her hips, wanting him inside her.

Thomas didn’t make her wait. He thrust into her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. Jolene cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. His pace was steady, each thrust driving her closer to the edge.

“You feel so good,” Thomas groaned, his voice strained.

He reached down, his fingers finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles. Jolene’s body tensed, her orgasm building quickly. When it hit, it was like a tidal wave. Her body convulsed, her pussy clamping down on his cock as she came. Thomas didn’t stop, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he chased his own release.

He pulled out at the last moment, flipping her onto her stomach and pulling her up onto her hands and knees. Jolene’s heart was racing as she felt him position himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice soothing as he pressed the tip of his cock against her ass.

Jolene’s eyes widened, but she didn’t protest. Instead, she took a deep breath, her body relaxing as he pushed inside her. The stretch was intense, but the pleasure was overwhelming.

Thomas groaned as he buried himself inside her, his hands gripping her hips tightly. He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but quickly picking up speed. Jolene’s moans filled the room as he fucked her, her body responding to him in ways she didn’t think were possible.

When she came again, it was even more intense than the first time. Her body shook with pleasure, her ass clenching around his cock. Thomas followed soon after, his groan loud as he spilled himself inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed together, both of them breathless and spent. Jolene’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, but one thought was clear.

She wanted more.

“Stay with me,” Thomas murmured, his voice soft as he pulled her close. “Be more than just my maid.”

Jolene hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew she should say no. But the desire in Thomas’s eyes was too much to resist.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Thomas smiled, his hand stroking her cheek. “Good,” he said. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Jolene’s breath caught as his lips descended to hers again, his hands already moving over her body. She knew this was wrong. But as Thomas’s touch ignited her skin once more, she realized she didn’t care.

She wanted this. She wanted him. And as their bodies joined together again, Jolene lost herself in the pleasure, knowing she could never go back.

26 - SLEEPING WITH HER HUSBAND’S BOSS

MF / Cheating / Wealthy / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Monica's heels clicked sharply against the polished marble floor of the office lobby, each step echoing her simmering anger. She could still hear Mike’s voice in her head, the way he’d tried to justify his infidelity just last night. “It didn’t mean anything, Monica. It was just a mistake.” A mistake. Like spilling coffee on a report, not sneaking off with some intern after hours.

Her jaw tightened as she strode toward the elevator, her dress hugging her curves in all the right places. She’d dressed deliberately this morning—black, fitted, and just enough to catch Byron’s attention.

The elevator chimed softly as the doors slid open, and Monica stepped inside, her reflection staring back at her. Her body looked good. Dangerous. And she intended to use it. When the doors opened on the executive floor, she took a deep breath, her eyes locking onto Byron’s office. Mike’s boss. The man who made his life miserable. Perfect.

Byron was pacing near the window, phone in hand, when she walked in. He glanced up, his sharp features momentarily softening in surprise. “Monica,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “What brings you here?”

“I was in the neighborhood,” she lied, leaning against the doorframe with a practiced ease. “Thought I’d stop by and say hi.”

Byron’s eyes flicked over her, lingering just a moment too long on the slit in her dress. “You look… stunning.”

She smiled, letting her lips curve into something slow and knowing. “Thank you. You’re not so bad yourself.”

He chuckled, setting his phone down and stepping closer. “Flattery will get you everywhere. Does Mike know you’re here?”

“Mike and I… aren’t exactly on speaking terms right now,” she said, her voice dropping just enough to make it sound like a secret. She watched his eyes light up with interest. “He’s been… distracted.”

“Distracted,” Byron repeated, his tone laced with amusement. “That’s one way to put it. He’s been distracted here too. Late to meetings, sloppy work. I’ve had to pull him aside more than once.”

Monica’s smile widened. Good. “Sounds like he needs a wake-up call.”

Byron stepped even closer, his cologne wrapping around her like a promise. “And you’re here to give him one?”

She tilted her head, letting her hair fall over one shoulder. “Something like that.”

There was a beat of silence, heavy with unspoken words, and then the sound of footsteps interrupted them. Mike stood in the doorway, his face a mix of confusion and anger. “Monica? What the hell are you doing here?”

She turned to him, her expression cool. “Just catching up with your boss.”

Mike’s eyes darted between her and Byron, his jaw tightening. “We need to talk. Now.”

Monica rolled her eyes but followed him out into the hallway, her heels clicking in sharp protest. The moment they were out of earshot, Mike spun on her. “What the fuck, Monica? Are you trying to embarrass me?”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Is this about your reputation? Because I seem to remember you didn’t care much about mine when you were fucking that intern.”

His face paled. “That’s not—I told you, it was a mistake.”

“A mistake,” she repeated, her voice low and dangerous. “Funny how you only seem to care about mistakes when they’re yours.”

Mike stared at her, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. Finally, he ran a hand through his hair and muttered, “I don’t have time for this.”

“Of course you don’t,” she said sweetly. “You’re probably late for your next meeting. Wouldn’t want to keep Byron waiting.”

She walked away, leaving him standing there, his fists clenched at his sides. Good. Let him stew in it.

—

That night, Monica was halfway through a glass of wine when her phone buzzed. She glanced at the screen. Byron. Her stomach fluttered, a mix of anticipation and nerves. She hesitated for a moment, then answered.

“Monica,” Byron’s voice was warm, almost intimate. “I was hoping we could continue our conversation from earlier.”

She bit her lip, her mind racing. “Depends. What kind of conversation are we talking about?”

He chuckled softly. “The kind that doesn’t involve Mike.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “I’m listening.”

“Why don’t you come over? My place. I’ll send you the address.”

She hesitated again, her thoughts drifting to Mike. But then she remembered the way he’d looked at her earlier—like she was the one who’d done something wrong. Screw him.

“Send it,” she said, her voice firm.

—

Byron’s house was everything she’d expected—massive, opulent, and dripping with wealth.

He met her at the door, a glass of wine in hand. “You look even more beautiful in the moonlight,” he said, his eyes dark and intent.

She took the glass, her fingers brushing his. “You’re full of compliments tonight.”

“Only when they’re deserved.”

They moved to the living room, the air thick with tension. Byron sat beside her, his thigh pressing against hers. “So,” he said casually, “tell me more about this ‘distraction’ of yours.”

She took a sip of wine, her gaze steady. “Mike and I are done. He made his choice, and now I’m making mine.”

Byron’s lips curved into a smile. “And what choice is that?”

She set her glass down and turned to face him fully. “What do you think?”

Their eyes locked, and then he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a kiss that was soft at first, then possessive. Monica melted into it, her hands sliding up his chest. He pulled her closer, his tongue teasing hers, and she moaned softly.

“You taste incredible,” he murmured against her lips.

She pulled back just enough to look at him. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

He stood, taking her hand and leading her down the hall. His bedroom was as lavish as the rest of the house, the bed enormous and inviting. Byron turned her to face him, his fingers trailing down her spine as he unzipped her dress. It pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but a lace bra and panties.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his eyes raking over her. “You’re perfect.”

He kissed her again, his hands roaming over her body as he unhooked her bra. Her nipples hardened under his touch, and she arched into him as he took one into his mouth, teasing it with his tongue. She moaned, her hands tangling in his hair.

Byron’s fingers hooked into her panties, pulling them down slowly, his eyes never leaving hers. “You’re so fucking wet,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

“For you,” she whispered, her breath hitching as he slid a finger inside her.

He kissed her deeply, his finger moving in slow, deliberate strokes. “I want to taste you.”

Monica’s knees nearly gave out as he lowered himself to the floor, his tongue replacing his finger. She gripped the edge of the bed, her moans growing louder as he licked and sucked, pushing her closer to the edge. When she finally came, her legs trembling, he stood and kissed her again, his cock pressing against her stomach.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice shaky but determined.

She pushed him onto the bed, tugging at his belt until his pants were off. His cock sprang free, thick and already hard. She wrapped her hand around it, stroking him slowly as she leaned down to take him into her mouth. Byron groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she worked him with her tongue.

“Fuck, Monica,” he breathed. “You’re amazing.”

She climbed on top of him, guiding his cock into her. They both moaned as she sank down, her hips moving in a slow, steady rhythm. Byron’s hands gripped her waist, his eyes locked on hers. “You feel so fucking good.”

She leaned forward, her lips brushing his ear. “Make me scream.”

He flipped them over, his thrusts deep and relentless. Monica clawed at his back, her cries filling the room as he pounded into her. He reached down, his fingers finding her clit, and she came with a shout, her body trembling. Byron followed, his release hot and urgent inside her.

They lay there for a moment, catching their breath, before Byron rolled onto his side and pulled her close. “That was… incredible.”

Monica smiled, her eyes drifting shut. Mike’s boss. She’d done it. She’d gotten her revenge.

27 - LUST AND DANGER AT THE LAKE
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The wind howled through the trees as Irene and Steven trudged down the narrow, winding trail. The forest was dense, the kind of place where shadows seemed to move on their own, and the air carried a chill that seeped into her bones.

Irene tightened her grip on her flashlight, the beam cutting through the darkness as she scanned the ground for any sign of evidence.

“Think we’ll find anything out here?” Steven asked, his voice low but carrying a hint of curiosity. He was a few steps ahead of her, his tall frame moving with an ease that Irene envied. “This place gives me the creeps.”

Irene forced a laugh, though the unease in her chest was anything but funny. “You’re the survivalist,” she reminded him, her tone teasing but with an edge of nervousness. “If anyone can handle this, it’s you.”

Steven glanced back at her, his eyes meeting hers for a moment before he smiled. “Guess I’ll have to keep you safe, huh?”

The words sent a flutter through her stomach, and she quickly looked away, focusing instead on the ground beneath her feet. This is wrong, she thought, the guilt creeping in like a shadow. She was married. He was her partner. But as they walked, she couldn’t ignore the way his presence made her feel—alive in a way she hadn’t felt in years.

The trail led them to a clearing by the lake, the water glistening under the pale moonlight. It was beautiful, in an eerie sort of way, and for a moment, Irene forgot about the case altogether. But then Steven’s voice broke the silence.

“Over here,” he called, crouching down near a large rock.

Irene hurried over, her flashlight illuminating the surface of the stone. Strange symbols had been painted on it, crude and jagged, like something out of a nightmare.

“What the hell is this?” Irene muttered, her heart racing as she knelt beside him.

She pulled out her radio, her fingers trembling slightly as she pressed the button. “This is Officer Irene. We’ve found something at the lake. Requesting backup.”

The crackle of the radio filled the air before a voice responded. “Copy that. Stay put. Backup’s on its way.”

Irene set the radio down, her eyes still fixed on the symbols. “This has to be connected to the case,” she said, more to herself than to Steven. “Why else would someone come all the way out here?”

Steven stood, brushing off his pants. “Whatever it is, we’re not alone out here,” he said, his voice grim. “We should stay alert.”

The words sent a shiver down her spine, and she glanced around the clearing, half-expecting to see someone—or something—watching them from the shadows. But there was nothing, just the sound of the wind through the trees and the occasional cry of an owl.

As the minutes dragged on, the chill in the air grew more pronounced. Irene wrapped her arms around herself, trying to ward off the cold. “I’m freezing,” she admitted, her breath visible in the air.

Steven didn’t say anything, but a moment later, he was moving, gathering dry branches and leaves from the edge of the clearing. Within minutes, he had a small fire going, the flames casting a warm glow over the clearing.

“You’re full of surprises,” Irene said, a smile tugging at her lips as she sat on a fallen log near the fire.

Steven joined her, close enough that their shoulders brushed. The warmth of the fire was soothing, but it was nothing compared to the heat that sparked between them.

Steven’s arm slid around her shoulders, pulling her closer. “Better?” he asked, his voice low and filled with something that made her heart skip a beat.

“Much,” she murmured, her eyes meeting his. The tension between them was palpable, a silent pull that neither of them could—or wanted to—resist.

And then, without another word, his lips were on hers, soft and insistent. Irene froze for a moment, her mind screaming that this was wrong, that she needed to stop. But her body had other ideas, and soon she was kissing him back, her hands clutching at his shirt as the fire crackled beside them.

Steven’s fingers fumbled with the zipper of his pants, and Irene’s breath hitched as he took himself in hand, his cock already hard and eager. Her hand replaced his, her fingers wrapping around his length as they continued to kiss, their movements growing more frantic.

She broke the kiss, dropping to her knees before him, her mouth finding his dick with a hunger that surprised even her. Steven groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him deeper, her tongue working in ways that had him cursing under his breath.

“Fuck, Irene,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You’re incredible.”

She didn’t respond, too focused on the feel of him in her mouth, the taste of him on her tongue. But then he was pulling her to her feet, leading her behind the cover of the trees.

“We shouldn’t—” she started, but he cut her off with another kiss, his hands already working at the buttons of her uniform.

“No one’s around,” he whispered against her lips, his breath hot on her skin. “Just us.”

And then her uniform was off, leaving her exposed to the cool night air. Steven’s mouth found her nipples, his tongue flicking over the sensitive peaks until she was gasping, her hands clutching at his shoulders for support.

He pressed her back against a tree, his cock sliding easily into her wetness as she wrapped her legs around his hips. The first thrust had her moaning, her head falling back against the rough bark of the tree.

“Steven,” she whispered, his name a plea as he began to move, each thrust driving her closer to the edge.

Her orgasm hit her hard, her body trembling as she clung to him, her nails digging into his skin. Steven followed soon after, his release hot and deep inside her as he groaned her name.

They stayed like that for a moment, their breaths heavy as the reality of what they’d done began to sink in. Steven pulled away, zipping his pants as Irene quickly dressed, her hands shaking.

“This stays between us,” Steven said, his voice firm but gentle. “I mean it.”

Irene nodded, though the guilt was already clawing at her. “I know,” she whispered.

Just then, the sound of voices reached their ears, the distant rumble of engines signaling the arrival of backup. Steven glanced at her, his eyes filled with something she couldn’t quite place.

“Come on,” he said, holding out his hand. “Let’s go meet them.”

Irene hesitated for a moment before taking his hand, the weight of what they’d done settling heavy on her shoulders. This was only the beginning, she realized. And it was going to be dangerous.
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"Anita," James murmured, his voice low and raspy as he pressed the call button for the third time that night.

She walked in, her scrubs rustling softly against her skin, her hair tied back in a loose ponytail.

"You called, Mr. Robertson?" she asked, her voice steady despite the late hour.

He smiled, his eyes lingering on her face before they drifted down to the curve of her neck. "I’m being released tomorrow," he said, his tone carrying a mix of relief and something else—something heavier, more intimate. "I’ll miss our little chats."

Anita hesitated, her fingers twitching at her sides. "I’ll miss them too," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Sit," James commanded gently, patting the edge of his bed.

She hesitated, glancing at the door before slowly easing herself onto the mattress. His hand found her thigh, the warmth of his palm seeping through the fabric of her scrubs. "You’ve been… wonderful," he said, his fingers lightly squeezing her flesh. "I’d like to see you outside these walls."

Her breath hitched. "Mr. Robertson, I—"

"James," he corrected, his thumb now tracing small circles on her leg. "Call me James."

Anita swallowed hard, her heart racing in her chest. "James," she whispered, her voice trembling.

Before she could protest further, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. She froze for a moment, her mind a whirlwind of thoughts, before her body betrayed her, and she kissed him back. His tongue slipped into her mouth, exploring her with a hunger that made her knees weak.

—

It had all started a few weeks ago.

James had gone to the emergency room with chest pains. He was shocked to discover that he was having a heart attack—after all, he’d been in good health for a man in his sixties. He’d ended up in the ICU, fighting for his life. The doctors were scared he wouldn’t pull through, but he’d made a miraculous recovery.

Anita had been there every step of the way—pushing him through the corridors of the hospital in his wheelchair, encouraging him to eat the bland hospital food, and keeping him company.

She’d spent many nights talking to James, getting to know him better. Despite the age difference, they had a lot in common. They both loved animals, cooking, and classic rock. James kept her entertained with fascinating stories about his time in the army, and his adventurous life as a pilot.

Anita found herself wishing she could meet a guy like James. The men her age were so… immature. James was so confident, so accomplished. He was a man who knew what he wanted in life, and he’d already gotten it.

Could she be attracted to James? Anita pushed the thought out of her mind. He was too old. What would he want with a woman her age?

She needed to focus on her job. She put James out of her mind, getting back to work.

—

Now, Anita was in Jame’s bed, her lips pressed against his in a passionate kiss.

Her hands moved of their own accord, tugging at the ties of his hospital gown. The fabric fell open, revealing his hard, throbbing cock. She wrapped her fingers around it, feeling the heat and the weight of him in her hand. He groaned, his hips lifting slightly off the bed as she began to stroke him.

Without a word, she slid off the bed and onto her knees, her lips wrapping around the head of his cock. She tasted the saltiness of him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper into her mouth. He groaned louder, his hands tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, taking him as far as she could.

Her own body was on fire, her pulse a frenzied rhythm in her ears. She stood up quickly, her hands trembling as she pulled off her scrubs, leaving her in nothing but a simple black bra and panties. James’ eyes roamed over her body, his chest rising and falling rapidly.

"Get on top of me," he urged, his voice rough with need.

Anita hesitated for only a moment before climbing onto the bed, straddling his hips. She guided him inside her, the sensation of him filling her sending a jolt of pleasure through her entire body. She began to move, her hips rising and falling in a steady rhythm as he thrust up to meet her.

His hands gripped her thighs, his fingers digging into her flesh as he guided her movements. She moaned, her head falling back as the pleasure built inside her, each thrust sending her closer to the edge. Her body tightened around him, a wave of ecstasy crashing over her as she came, her cries muffled against the crook of her neck.

James wasn’t far behind, his own climax hitting him hard. He groaned deeply, his hips bucking wildly as he spilled himself inside her. Anita collapsed onto his chest, her body shuddering with the aftershocks of her orgasm.

She stayed there for a moment, catching her breath, before quickly getting dressed, her mind still reeling from what had just happened. James watched her, a satisfied smile on his face.

"I’ll call you," he promised, his voice low and filled with promise.

Anita nodded, her heart still pounding as she hurried out of the room, her body still tingling from the encounter. She knew she should feel guilty, but all she could think about was when she would see him again. The thought sent a shiver down her spine, and she couldn’t help but smile as she walked down the quiet hallway, her body still humming with desire.
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Aaron burst through the front door, his tie already loosened, but his energy anything but relaxed. His eyes were bright, his cheeks flushed, and his grin wide enough to make Sadie pause mid-sip of her wine.

“You’re home early,” she said, setting the glass down on the counter.

“You won’t believe it,” he said, tossing his briefcase onto the couch. “Max DeFoe invited us to a party. Not just any party. A party at his mansion.”

Sadie’s eyebrows shot up. Max DeFoe was more than a name in their household; he was practically a legend. The man who built an empire from the ground up, the kind of person whose approval could make or break a career. Aaron had recently started working for him. And now, he was inviting them into his world. “Us?” she asked, her voice tinged with disbelief.

“Yeah, you and me,” Aaron said, stepping closer. He took her hands in his, his excitement palpable. “This is it, Sadie. My chance to impress him, to really show him I’m cut out for this role. But I need you there with me. You’re my secret weapon.”

Sadie laughed, though her stomach fluttered with nerves. “Secret weapon, huh? What exactly am I supposed to do?”

“Just be yourself,” Aaron said, leaning in to kiss her. “You’re beautiful, smart, and charming. Max will love you. Plus, it’s a chance for us to make an impression together. Think about it—this could be the start of something huge.”

The days leading up to the party were a blur of preparation. Sadie spent hours shopping for the perfect dress, something that would make her feel confident but not overly flashy. When she finally slipped into the strapless black number the night of the event, she knew she’d nailed it. The fabric hugged her curves in all the right places, and the high heels added just the right amount of drama. Aaron, in his tailored suit, looked every bit the rising star she knew he was.

As they pulled up to Max’s mansion, Sadie’s nerves returned with a vengeance. The house was enormous, lit up like a beacon against the night sky. A valet took their car, and they walked up the grand staircase to the front door, which swung open before they even had a chance to knock.

Max DeFoe himself greeted them, his presence as commanding as Sadie had imagined. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with a smile that was both welcoming and calculating. “Aaron,” he said, clapping him on the shoulder. “Glad you could make it. And this must be the lovely Sadie.”

“Nice to meet you,” Sadie said, shaking his hand. His grip was firm, his gaze lingering a moment longer than necessary.

Max ushered them inside, where the opulence of the mansion was on full display. The living room was vast, with plush furniture and artwork that looked like it belonged in a museum.

Sitting on the couch was a strikingly beautiful woman. Next to her was a man and a woman who both exuded authority. “This is my wife, Lana,” Max explained. “And this is Ellie and George. George is one of the company’s top executives.”

Sadie smiled politely, though she couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something… off about the way they all looked at her. It wasn’t hostile—quite the opposite. It was almost as if they were sizing her up, assessing her in a way that made her skin tingle.

Drinks were served, and the conversation flowed easily enough. But there was an undercurrent of something Sadie couldn’t quite put her finger on. Max was charming, but there was a glint in his eye that made her wonder what he was really thinking. Lana was warm, but her smiles seemed almost too practiced. Ellie and George were quiet, exchanging glances that hinted at some unspoken understanding.

Dinner was a lavish affair, with courses that seemed to go on forever. The food was exquisite, but Sadie couldn’t shake the feeling that she was being watched. Every time she glanced up, she caught someone looking her way—Max, Lana, even George. It was unsettling, but also… thrilling in a way she couldn’t quite explain.

“So,” Max said, leaning back in his chair after the dessert plates had been cleared. “Who’s ready for some after-dinner entertainment?”

Sadie exchanged a glance with Aaron, who looked just as confused as she was. “What kind of entertainment?” Aaron asked, his voice cautious.

Max’s smile widened. “You’ll see.”

They returned to the living room, where the lights had been dimmed and soft music was playing. Sadie’s heart began to race. Something was about to happen—something big. She could feel it in the air, thick and electric.

Ellie and George were the first to break the tension. Without a word, they leaned in and began kissing, slow and deliberate. Sadie’s eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat. She looked at Aaron, who was staring at them, his expression a mix of shock and curiosity.

Then, Max stood, his gaze locking onto Aaron’s. He reached for Lana, pulling her into his arms and sliding the straps of her dress down her shoulders. “If you want to move up in the company,” Max said, his voice low and commanding, “join us.”

Sadie’s pulse roared in her ears. She turned to Aaron, her mind racing. But before she could say anything, he pulled her into a kiss—deep, urgent, and full of intent. She kissed him back, her body responding before her mind could catch up. This is insane, she thought, but the idea was fleeting, drowned out by the heat of the moment.

Aaron’s hands moved to her dress, tugging it down until it pooled at her feet. She stood there, exposed, but the look in his eyes made her feel anything but vulnerable. She glanced around the room, her heart pounding. Max was already undressed, his cock hard as he pounded into Lana, her moans filling the air. Ellie was on her knees, her lips wrapped around George’s thick shaft.

Sadie’s hesitation melted away. She dropped to her knees in front of Aaron, her fingers trembling as she unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, already erect, and she took him into her mouth without a second thought. The taste of him, the way he groaned her name—it only fueled her desire.

When he guided her to the couch, she climbed on top of him, sinking onto his cock with a gasp. Her hips moved of their own accord, riding him with a rhythm that made her heart pound. She came first, her body shuddering with the force of it, and he followed soon after, filling her with his release.

But it wasn’t over. Max approached her, his eyes dark with hunger. “I want you,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Sadie hesitated, but Aaron’s voice broke through the haze. “Do it,” he urged, his hand already moving to stroke his cock as he watched.

She got on her hands and knees, her heart racing as Max positioned himself behind her. His cock slid into her with a groan, and she cried out as he began to move. It was raw, primal, and utterly intoxicating. She came again, her body trembling as he thrust into her, his own climax coming with a guttural roar.

When he pulled out, Aaron was there, his cock in hand. He grabbed the back of her head, guiding her mouth to his tip. “Swallow it,” he commanded, and she obeyed, his release spilling onto her tongue.

As the room settled into a sated silence, Sadie’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions. Excitement, disbelief, and a strange sense of anticipation. Max and George exchanged satisfied smiles, while Lana gave her a knowing look.

“You’ll fit right in,” Max said, his tone leaving no doubt that this was only the beginning.

As Sadie and Aaron left the mansion, her mind was already racing with possibilities. “What do you think?” Aaron asked, his voice tinged with hope.

Sadie looked at him, her heart pounding. “I think…” she began, her voice trembling with excitement. “I think this is the start of something big.”
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The gates of the mansion loomed ahead, their wrought iron tendrils twisting like vines under the pale morning light. Nya gripped the handle of her duffel bag tighter, her heart thrumming with a mix of curiosity and nerves. Mr. Carson’s estate was… massive, to say the least. The kind of place that made you wonder what secrets lay hidden behind its walls.

She pressed the intercom button, the buzz echoing in her ears.

“Yes?” A smooth, low voice crackled through the speaker.

“It’s Nya. I’m here for the housekeeping position,” she replied, forcing her voice to stay steady.

The gates creaked open, and she stepped inside, her sneakers crunching against the gravel driveway. The mansion itself was a monolith of glass and stone, reflecting the sky like a mirror. She barely had time to take it all in before the front door swung open, revealing a man in his late forties. His tailored suit screamed wealth, but it was his piercing gaze that made her pause.

“Welcome, Nya,” he said, his lips curling into a faint smile. “I’m Mr. Carson. Come in.”

She followed him inside, her eyes darting around the opulent foyer. Crystal chandeliers sparkled above, and the air smelled faintly of sandalwood.

“The job is straightforward,” he began, handing her a list of supplies. “Clean the main areas, keep things tidy. Think you can handle that?”

“Yes, sir,” she replied, tucking the list into her pocket.

He nodded, his expression unreadable. “Good. I’ll be in my study if you need anything.”

The day passed quickly, the tasks easy enough—dusting, vacuuming, polishing. But the mansion felt… alive, as if its walls were watching her. By the time she finished, the sun was dipping below the horizon, casting the estate in a warm, golden glow. She was about to leave when Mr. Carson appeared again.

“Nya,” he called, his voice smooth. “I’d like to introduce you to some friends of mine.”

She hesitated, curiosity tugging at her. “Sure.”

He led her to a sitting room where a couple lounged on a plush couch. The woman, Bedelia, had fiery red hair and a smile that was both inviting and dangerous. The man, Franklin, was broad-shouldered, his eyes sharp and calculating.

“Nya, meet Bedelia and Franklin,” Mr. Carson said. “They’re good friends.”

Nya extended her hand, but Bedelia stood, closing the distance between them in a few graceful strides. Instead of a handshake, Bedelia wrapped her arms around her, pulling her into a hug. Nya stiffened, caught off guard.

Then, just as quickly, Bedelia’s lips were on hers.

The kiss was soft at first, exploratory, but when Nya didn’t pull away, it deepened, Bedelia’s tongue brushing against hers. Nya’s mind raced, her body caught between surprise and a sudden, unexpected heat. When Bedelia finally pulled back, Nya’s cheeks were flushed, her breath uneven.

Mr. Carson watched, his expression unreadable. “I’m looking for more than just a housekeeper, Nya,” he said, his voice low. “I want someone who can… entertain. Me and my friends.”

Nya’s heart pounded. She glanced at Bedelia, who was watching her with a sly smile, then at Franklin, who leaned back, his gaze fixed on her with an intensity that made her pulse quicken. She could feel the weight of the opportunity—what a relationship with Mr. Carson could mean. Money, connections, a way out of the life she’d been stuck in.

“I’m intrigued,” she said, her voice steady despite the storm inside her.

Mr. Carson’s smile widened. “Excellent. Shall we?”

He led them to a bedroom, its walls adorned with dark, sensual art. The air was thick with anticipation, and Nya’s skin prickled with a mixture of nerves and excitement. Bedelia stepped forward, her fingers deftly unbuttoning Nya’s shirt.

“You’re beautiful,” Bedelia murmured, her breath warm against Nya’s neck as she slid the fabric off her shoulders.

Nya stepped out of her jeans, standing in just her bra and panties. Bedelia’s hands moved to her back, unhooking the bra and letting it fall to the floor. Nya’s breath hitched as Bedelia’s lips found her nipples, teasing them with light kisses and flicks of her tongue.

Franklin approached, his hands resting on her hips as he knelt before her. He tugged her panties down, his tongue immediately finding her pussy. Nya gasped, her fingers tangling in Bedelia’s hair as Franklin’s tongue worked her with a skill that made her legs tremble.

Mr. Carson watched from the corner, his hand sliding down to stroke his cock through his pants. Bedelia glanced over at him, a smirk playing on her lips. She left Nya’s side, moving to Franklin.

“My turn,” she purred, climbing onto his lap as he sat on the edge of the bed.

Nya’s eyes widened as Bedelia sank down onto Franklin’s cock, her body moving in slow, deliberate waves. The sight was intoxicating, and Nya felt a surge of arousal as she watched them.

Mr. Carson approached her then, his cock hard and ready. He guided her onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice thick with desire.

She nodded, her breath catching as he pushed inside her, filling her completely. He started slow, but soon his thrusts became harder, deeper, each one sending ripples of pleasure through her body.

Nya’s eyes drifted to Bedelia and Franklin, their bodies moving in perfect sync. The sight of Bedelia bouncing on Franklin’s cock, her breasts swaying with each movement, was almost too much.

“Oh, god,” Nya moaned, her nails digging into Mr. Carson’s back as her orgasm began to build.

He groaned, his pace quickening. “That’s it, Nya. Let go.”

Her climax hit her like a wave, her body shuddering as pleasure crashed over her. Mr. Carson followed soon after, his hips stuttering as he came inside her.

For a moment, the room was filled with nothing but the sound of heavy breathing and the scent of sweat and sex.

Mr. Carson pulled out, a satisfied smile on his face. “You were incredible, Nya.”

Bedelia and Franklin exchanged glances, their expressions equally pleased.

“I’ll make sure you’re well compensated for your… services,” Mr. Carson added, his tone leaving no room for doubt.

Nya’s lips curved into a smile. “I can’t wait to see where this will lead,” she said, her voice soft but confident.

Mr. Carson leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “Neither can I,” he whispered…
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Lelani’s heart raced as she stepped into the grand foyer of Mr. Rockford’s mansion. The marble floors gleamed under the chandelier’s soft light, and the air smelled faintly of cedar and wealth. She smoothed her skirt nervously, her heels clicking against the floor as she approached the man standing at the base of the staircase. He was older, his silver hair perfectly styled, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders. His piercing blue eyes locked onto hers, and a slow, knowing smile spread across his face.

“Lelani,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. “Welcome.”

“Thank you, Mr. Rockford,” she replied, her voice trembling slightly. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

He stepped closer, his presence commanding yet oddly comforting. “Call me Gregory,” he said, his tone warm but laced with something else—something that made her stomach tighten. He extended a hand, and she took it, her breath catching as his fingers wrapped around hers. His grip was firm, his skin warm against hers.

“Let’s talk in the study,” he suggested, leading her down a hallway lined with artwork.

The room he brought her to was rich with mahogany and leather, the scent of aged books and fine whiskey lingering in the air. He gestured for her to sit in one of the plush chairs, and she did, crossing her legs nervously as he took the seat across from her.

“So, Lelani,” he began, leaning back slightly, his gaze never leaving hers. “Tell me about yourself. Why do you want this position?”

She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. “I’ve always been detail-oriented, and I take pride in making spaces beautiful. I think I’d be a great fit for your home.”

He nodded, his eyes roaming over her face, lingering on her lips. “You’re very beautiful,” he said, his voice low. “Has anyone ever told you that?”

Her cheeks flushed, and she looked down for a moment before meeting his gaze again. “Thank you,” she murmured, her heart pounding.

Gregory leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “Lelani, I’m not just looking for a housekeeper. I’m looking for someone who can… satisfy my needs. Someone who understands that this job could be more than just cleaning and organizing.”

Her breath hitched, her mind racing. She should have been shocked, maybe even offended, but instead, a strange warmth spread through her body. There was something about his confidence, his authority, that made her feel both vulnerable and excited.

“I… I think I understand,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper.

He smiled, a slow, predatory grin that sent shivers down her spine. “Good,” he said, standing and extending his hand again. “Let me show you the rest of the house.”

She took his hand, her pulse quickening as he led her up the grand staircase. They passed several doors before he stopped in front of one, opening it to reveal a lavish bedroom. The bed was massive, the sheets a deep, luxurious red. He stepped inside, pulling her with him, and closed the door behind them.

Her breath caught as he turned to face her, his eyes dark with desire. “Lelani,” he murmured, cupping her face in his hands. “Do you want this?”

She hesitated for only a moment before nodding, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yes,” she whispered.

He leaned down, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, teasing kiss. She responded instinctively, her hands gripping his shoulders as she kissed him back. His lips were firm yet gentle, his tongue slipping into her mouth, tasting her, claiming her. She moaned softly, her body melting against his.

Gregory’s hands moved down her body, sliding over her curves, exploring every inch of her. He gently pushed her blazer off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. His fingers made quick work of the buttons on her blouse, and soon, she was standing before him in just her bra and skirt. He stepped back, his eyes raking over her, and she felt a thrill of heat at the way he looked at her—like she was a feast, and he was starving.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, reaching out to unhook her bra. It fell away, and his hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples.

She gasped, her back arching as pleasure shot through her. He leaned down, capturing one nipple in his mouth, teasing it with his tongue. Her hands tangled in his hair as she moaned, her body trembling with desire.

His hands moved to her skirt, sliding it down her hips until it pooled at her feet. He stepped back again, his eyes dark as he took in the sight of her in just her lace panties. “Take them off,” he commanded, his voice rough with need.

She hesitated for only a moment before hooking her fingers in the waistband and sliding them down her legs. She stepped out of them, feeling exposed, vulnerable, yet strangely powerful under his gaze.

“Turn around,” he said, and she did, her heart pounding as she felt him step closer.

His hands slid over her back, down to her ass, squeezing gently. “Perfect,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear.

She felt his hands move to his belt, the sound of it unbuckling sending a fresh wave of heat through her. He stepped back, and she turned to see him sliding his pants down, revealing his thick, hard cock. Her eyes widened, her mouth watering at the sight of him.

“Touch me,” he ordered, his voice low and commanding.

She reached out, her fingers wrapping around his length, feeling the heat and hardness of him. She stroked him slowly, her thumb brushing over the head, spreading the bead of precum that had gathered there. He groaned, his hands gripping her hips as she continued to stroke him.

“On your knees,” he said, and she dropped to the floor, her knees sinking into the plush carpet.

She looked up at him, her lips parting as he guided his cock to her mouth. She took him in, her tongue swirling around the head before she took him deeper, inch by inch, until he was hitting the back of her throat. She moaned around him, the vibrations making him groan as he gripped her hair, gently guiding her movements.

He pulled out of her mouth, his cock glistening with her saliva. “Get on the bed,” he said, his voice rough with desire.

She obeyed, crawling onto the bed and lying on her back. He opened a drawer, pulling out a sleek, black dildo. “Use this,” he said, handing it to her.

She took it, her hands trembling slightly as she positioned it at her entrance. She looked up at him, his eyes dark with desire as he watched her. She slowly pushed it inside, her breath hitching as it filled her. She began to move it in and out, her moans filling the room as pleasure built within her.

Gregory watched her for a moment before climbing onto the bed behind her. He pulled the dildo out of her, tossing it aside. “On your hands and knees,” he said, and she quickly complied, her body trembling with anticipation.

She felt his hands on her hips, guiding her back onto his cock. He slid into her slowly, his thickness stretching her, filling her completely. She moaned, her head dropping as he began to move, thrusting into her with a steady rhythm. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back onto him with each thrust, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the room.

Her moans grew louder, her body trembling as pleasure built within her. She could feel him hitting that spot inside her, sending waves of ecstasy through her. His pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper, until she was crying out, her body convulsing with pleasure as she came.

He groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he thrust into her one last time, his own release crashing over him. He collapsed onto the bed beside her, pulling her into his arms as they both caught their breath.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” he asked, his voice soft but still laced with dominance.

She nodded, her body still tingling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

He smiled, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Good,” he said, his eyes dark with promise. “Because this is just the beginning.”

32 - A RECIPE FOR DESIRE
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“I want you, Paula.” Lyle’s voice was low, gravelly, and filled with a hunger that sent shivers down her spine.

His hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer as they stood in the dimly lit kitchen. The air was thick with tension, their breaths mingling as their bodies pressed together.

Paula’s heart raced. She could feel the heat radiating off him, his arousal evident. She had never expected this when she took the job as his private chef. But now, here they were, on the brink of something she couldn’t—didn’t want to—resist.

She leaned up on her toes, her lips brushing against his in a tentative kiss. It was soft at first, a mere whisper of contact, but then Lyle deepened it, his tongue sliding into her mouth, exploring, claiming. Paula moaned into the kiss, her hands tangling in his hair as she gave in to the desire coursing through her.

—

But let’s rewind. How did they get here?

Paula had always been passionate about food. It was her sanctuary, her art. When she heard about the private chef position at Lyle Worthington’s mansion, she knew she had to apply. The interview was unlike any she had ever experienced. Lyle was charming, handsome, and had a way of making her feel both nervous and exhilarated all at once.

She got the job, and from the very first meal she prepared, Lyle was enamored. He raved about her cooking, praising her creativity and skill. They began to spend more time together, talking about everything from food to life. Paula found herself drawn to him, not just for his looks, but for the vulnerability he sometimes showed. He was lonely, something she could see in the way his eyes would cloud over when he spoke about his life.

One night, Lyle requested a midnight snack. Paula obliged, whipping up something quick but delicious. When she brought it to him, he invited her to join him in the kitchen. They ate together, laughing, talking. Then, he opened up.

“Sometimes I feel like people only want me for my money,” he admitted, his voice heavy with emotion.

Paula reached out, placing a hand on his arm. “I’m not here for your money, Lyle,” she said softly. “I’m here because I want to be.”

That’s when it happened. Lyle looked at her, his eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and something else—something deeper. He leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that was both tender and filled with longing.

—

Now, back in the kitchen, their kiss intensified. Lyle’s hands roamed over her body, his touch igniting a fire within her. He lifted her onto the counter, her legs wrapping around his waist as they continued to kiss, their bodies pressed tightly together.

“Paula, I need you,” Lyle murmured against her lips, his voice rough with desire.

She felt the same way. The attraction between them was undeniable, and in that moment, nothing else mattered.

Lyle led her to his bedroom, their hands never leaving each other. Once inside, they began to undress, their movements hurried yet filled with purpose. Paula’s breath hitched as she took in Lyle’s body. He was magnificent, his muscles taut and his skin smooth. He looked at her with equal appreciation, his eyes roaming over her curves.

They moved to the bed, their bodies coming together in a heated embrace. Lyle’s hands explored every inch of her, his touch sending waves of pleasure through her. She returned the favor, her fingers trailing over his chest, his abs, and finally, his cock. It was thick and hard, and when she wrapped her hand around it, Lyle groaned, his hips bucking into her touch.

Paula smiled, her confidence growing as she began to stroke him. She loved the way he responded to her, the way his body trembled under her touch. Lyle’s fingers found her pussy, his fingertips teasing her entrance before sliding inside. She gasped, her head falling back as he began to finger her, his movements slow and deliberate.

“You’re so wet,” Lyle whispered, his voice filled with awe.

Paula moaned, her hips rocking against his hand. She wanted him—needed him—inside her. Sensing her urgency, Lyle withdrew his fingers, positioning himself at her entrance. He looked into her eyes, seeking permission.

“Please, Lyle,” Paula whispered, her voice trembling with need.

That was all he needed. He slid into her slowly, inch by inch, filling her completely. They both groaned at the sensation, their bodies melding together perfectly.

Paula’s hands clung to his back as he began to move, his thrusts deep and steady. She met him thrust for thrust, their bodies moving in perfect harmony. The pleasure was overwhelming, each movement sending sparks of ecstasy through her.

“You feel incredible,” Lyle growled, his voice strained with effort.

Paula couldn’t speak, her moans and gasps the only response she could manage. She could feel the pressure building inside her, her orgasm just out of reach.

Lyle shifted their positions, pulling out of her momentarily. He laid back on the bed, his cock standing at attention.

“Ride me,” he commanded, his voice firm yet filled with desire.

Paula didn’t hesitate. She straddled him, her pussy hovering over his cock. Slowly, she lowered herself onto him, taking him inch by inch. Once he was fully sheathed inside her, she began to move, her hips rolling in a slow, sensual rhythm.

Lyle’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements. “Faster,” he urged, his voice strained.

Paula obeyed, her pace quickening. The sensation was incredible, his cock hitting all the right spots inside her. She leaned forward, her hands resting on his chest as she rode him harder, faster.

“Yes, just like that,” Lyle groaned, his hips thrusting up to meet her.

Paula could feel her orgasm approaching, the pressure building to an unbearable level. Her movements became more erratic as she chased her release, her moans filling the room.

Lyle’s grip on her hips tightened, his own orgasm close. “Paula, I’m going to cum,” he warned, his voice raw with need.

That was all it took. Paula’s orgasm exploded through her, her body convulsing with pleasure. She cried out, her pussy clenching around Lyle’s cock. He followed soon after, his release filling her as he groaned her name.

They collapsed together, their bodies spent and sated. Lyle wrapped his arms around her, holding her close.

“Stay with me,” he whispered, his voice soft yet filled with conviction.

Paula smiled, her heart swelling with emotion. She nodded, her body curling into his.

“I’ll stay,” she murmured, her eyes closing as she drifted off to sleep, nestled in Lyle’s arms.

33 - A RESTAURANT RESCUE
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Sherry’s hands trembled as she balanced the tray of champagne flutes, her heart pounding in her chest. The restaurant was packed tonight, the air thick with the hum of conversation and the clinking of fine china. She had been on her feet for hours, her feet aching in her too-tight shoes, but she forced a smile as she approached the table. It was then that it happened—her heel caught on the edge of the rug, and the tray tilted precariously. Time seemed to slow as one of the flutes tipped over, splashing expensive champagne onto the pristine white tablecloth.

“Sherry!” Her manager’s voice cut through the room like a whip, and all eyes turned to her. His face was red, his nostrils flaring as he stormed over. “You clumsy oaf! Look what you’ve done! I should have known better than to trust a fat cow like you with something so delicate.”

Hot tears pricked at the corners of Sherry’s eyes as she stammered an apology, her cheeks burning with humiliation. She could feel the stares of the customers, their judgmental gazes burning into her skin. She wanted to disappear, to melt into the floor and never have to face anyone again.

But before her manager could continue his tirade, a deep, commanding voice cut through the tension. “That’s enough.”

Sherry turned to see Ross Mathers rising from his seat. He was dressed in an impeccably tailored suit, his dark hair perfectly styled, and his piercing blue eyes locked onto her manager with a fierce intensity. “Apologize to her,” he said, his voice calm but laced with steel.

Her manager blinked, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. “Mr. Mathers, I-I didn’t realize—”

“Now,” Ross interrupted, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Her manager stammered out an apology, his face pale as he quickly retreated to the kitchen. Sherry could hardly believe what was happening. She had heard of Ross Mathers, of course—the eccentric CEO of one of the biggest tech companies in the world—but she never imagined he would come to her defense.

Ross turned to her, his expression softening. “Are you okay, honey?” he asked, his voice gentle.

She nodded, still too stunned to speak. She couldn’t believe he even knew her name. “I’m fine,” she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper. “Thank you.”

Ross smiled, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Good. And for the record, I think you’re stunning. I love a woman with curves.”

Sherry’s breath caught in her throat. Had he really just said that? She felt a warmth spread through her chest, a flicker of something she hadn’t felt in a long time—hope.

“What time do you get off work?” Ross asked, his gaze never leaving hers.

“In an hour,” she replied, her voice trembling with excitement.

“Perfect,” he said, flashing her a devilish grin. “I’ll wait for you.”

—

The limo ride was surreal. Sherry had never been in such a luxurious vehicle before, and the plush leather seats felt like a dream beneath her. Ross sat beside her, his hand resting casually on her thigh, sending shivers of anticipation through her body. She could feel the heat of his palm through the fabric of her skirt, and her heart raced as his fingers traced small circles on her skin.

“You’re even more beautiful up close,” Ross murmured, his voice low and intimate. He leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, “I can’t wait to see what’s underneath that uniform.”

Sherry’s breath hitched, her body responding instantly to his words. She could feel the warmth pooling between her thighs, her core clenching with desire. She had never been with a man like Ross before, someone so confident, so commanding. It was intoxicating.

When they arrived at his mansion, Sherry could hardly believe her eyes. The place was enormous, with sprawling gardens and a grand entrance that looked like something out of a fairytale. Ross led her inside, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back as he guided her up the grand staircase to the master bedroom.

The room was breathtaking, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of the city below. The bed was massive, covered in soft, white liners that looked like they belonged in a five-star hotel. Ross turned to her, his eyes dark with desire as he began to undress her.

His hands were gentle but deliberate, his fingers skimming over her skin as he peeled away her uniform, revealing the curves she had always been self-conscious about. But Ross didn’t seem to care about her insecurities; he looked at her like she was the most beautiful woman in the world.

“You’re perfect,” he murmured, his voice husky with need as he cupped her breasts in his hands, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, making them harden instantly.

He leaned in, capturing one in his mouth, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak as Sherry gasped, her hands tangling in his hair. His hands roamed over her body, exploring every inch of her, as if committing her to memory. He kissed a trail down her stomach, his lips brushing against her skin as he knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs apart.

Sherry’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as Ross’s tongue flicked against her clit, sending jolts of pleasure through her body. He licked and teased her, his mouth driving her wild as she writhed beneath him, her hands clawing at the sheets.

“Oh God, Ross,” she moaned, her voice trembling with need as he slid a finger inside her, curling it just right to hit that spot that made her see stars. Her thighs trembled as she came, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave, her juices gushing onto his tongue.

Ross didn’t give her a moment to recover. He stood, shedding his clothes in a matter of seconds before he pushed her onto the bed, his body covering hers as he guided his cock to her entrance. Sherry gasped as he slid inside her, his thick length stretching her in the most delicious way.

He started slow, his thrusts deep and deliberate, each one sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body. Sherry wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper as he filled her completely. She could feel every inch of him, every ridge and curve, as he moved inside her, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

Ross’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he increased his pace, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate. Sherry could feel the tension building inside her, her orgasm cresting like a tidal wave as Ross’s movements became erratic, his breathing ragged.

“I’m close,” he groaned, his voice thick with need as he slammed into her one last time, his release filling her as Sherry cried out, her own orgasm crashing over her like a thunderstorm.

They lay there for a moment, their bodies slick with sweat, their breathing heavy as they came down from their highs. Ross kissed her gently, his lips soft against hers as he brushed a strand of hair from her face.

“Quit your job,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “Be my girlfriend. I’ll take care of you.”

Sherry’s heart raced, her mind spinning as she looked into his eyes. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with excitement. “Yes, I’ll be your girlfriend.”

Ross smiled, his hand cupping her cheek as he leaned in for another kiss. “Good. Because I’m not letting you go.”

34 - INTRIGUE AT THE SPA
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Kelly’s fingers worked deftly over the taut muscles of Walter’s back, the warm oil smoothing her movements as she kneaded deep into his flesh. His skin was bronzed and firm beneath her palms, the kind of body that screamed wealth and discipline. She could feel the power coiled in his broad shoulders, the strength in his lower back as her hands glided down. Walter let out a low, appreciative groan, the sound vibrating through the quiet, dimly lit room. It was a sound that sent a shiver down her spine—deep, commanding, and laced with satisfaction.

“You’re good,” he murmured, his voice low and gravelly. “Very good.”

Kelly kept her focus on her work, though her cheeks warmed slightly at the compliment. She’d been a massage therapist for years, but there was something about Walter Moore that felt… different. He wasn’t just another wealthy client. There was an intensity to him, a presence that filled the room even when he was silent. She could feel it now, a kind of magnetic energy that made her pulse quicken.

“Thank you, Mr. Moore,” she replied softly, her hands continuing their rhythm. “I’m glad you’re enjoying it.”

“Walter,” he corrected lazily, his voice almost a purr. “Call me Walter.”

She nodded, though he couldn’t see her. “Walter,” she murmured, testing the name on her tongue. It felt personal, intimate somehow, and she wasn’t sure why that made her heart race.

Her boss’s words echoed in her mind—make sure he’s satisfied. She hadn’t thought much of it at the time, but now, with Walter lying so still yet radiating such power, she couldn’t help but wonder what he really wanted.

Her hands moved lower, tracing the curve of his lower back, and she felt his muscles tense slightly beneath her touch. It was subtle, but it was there—a reaction she hadn’t expected. She hesitated for just a moment before pressing her palms into the firm flesh of his glutes, her movements careful but deliberate. Walter let out another low groan, this one deeper, more drawn out. It was a sound that sent a flush of heat through her body, pooling low in her stomach.

“You’ve got a talent,” he said, his voice heavier now, more charged. “But I think you could take it further.”

Kelly’s hands stilled for a moment, her heart pounding in her chest. “Further?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Walter shifted slightly, turning his head to look at her over his shoulder. His eyes were dark, intense, and filled with something that made her breath catch. “You know what I mean,” he said, his voice smooth but laced with command. “Don’t make me spell it out for you.”

Her stomach tightened, and she felt a sudden rush of heat between her legs. She’d heard stories, of course—about clients who wanted more than just a massage. But she’d never been in this position before, never had someone so openly expressive about it. And there was no mistaking what Walter meant.

She swallowed hard, her hands trembling slightly as they hovered over his body. She should say no, she knew that. But something about the way he looked at her, the way his voice wrapped around her like silk, made it impossible to resist. Slowly, she began to massage him again, her touch softer, more deliberate. She could feel the tension in his body, the way he seemed to be holding his breath, waiting. Her hands moved lower, brushing against the edge of the towel draped over him, and she heard his sharp intake of breath.

“Good girl,” he murmured, the words sending a jolt of electricity through her.

Her fingers slipped beneath the towel, her touch feather-light as she explored the curve of his ass. Walter let out a low growl, the sound almost feral, and she felt a thrill of power surge through her. She’d never done this before, never crossed this line, but the way he reacted—his body trembling beneath her hands—made her feel bold, daring. Her fingers brushed lower, tracing the sensitive skin of his inner thighs, and she felt him shift, his legs parting slightly to give her more access.

“God, you’re good,” he breathed, his voice thick with need. “But I think it’s time we… switch things up.”

Before she could respond, Walter rolled over onto his back, the towel falling away to reveal his fully erect cock. Kelly’s breath caught in her throat at the sight of him—thick, long, and veined, his arousal undeniable. Her mouth went dry, and she felt a rush of wetness between her legs, her own body betraying her.

Walter’s eyes locked onto hers, his gaze intense, unyielding. “Touch me,” he commanded, his voice low and rough.

Her hands trembled as she reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his shaft. He was hot and hard in her hand, the weight of him sending a jolt of excitement through her. She began to stroke him slowly, her movements tentative at first, but Walter let out a deep groan, his hips grinding into her touch, and she gained confidence. Her hand moved faster, her grip tightening as she worked him, her own arousal building with every sound he made.

“That’s it,” he growled, his hand reaching up to grab her wrist. “But I think you can do better.”

Before she could react, he tugged her closer, his other hand tangling in her hair as he guided her head down. Her heart pounded in her chest, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as his hardness brushed against her lips. She hesitated for just a moment, but then his hand tightened in her hair, and she opened her mouth, taking him in.

The taste of him exploded on her tongue, salty and musky, and she moaned around him, the sound vibrating through his cock. Walter let out a harsh groan, his hips bucking slightly as she took him deeper, her lips wrapping tightly around him. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, his need overwhelming, and she found herself craving more, her own body aching with desire.

Her tongue swirled around the tip of his cock, her hand working the base as she sucked him with increasing urgency. Walter’s breathing grew ragged, his fingers tightening in her hair as he groaned her name, the sound sending a rush of heat through her body. She could feel the tension building in him, the way his muscles tightened with every pull of her mouth, and she knew he was close.

“Fuck, Kelly,” he growled, his voice rough and raw. “I need more.”

He pulled her up suddenly, his hands gripping her hips as he lifted her onto the table, her legs straddling him. Her heart raced as she looked down at him, his eyes dark with hunger, his cock pressed against her soaked panties. She could feel the heat of him through the fabric, the way he throbbed against her, and she shuddered with anticipation.

“Ride me,” he commanded, his voice low and insistent.

She hesitated for just a moment, but then her body took over, her hands fumbling with his cock as she positioned him at her entrance. She sank down onto him slowly, her breath hitching as he filled her completely, stretching her in the most delicious way. Walter let out a deep groan, his hands gripping her hips tightly as she began to move, riding him with increasing urgency.

She could feel every inch of him inside her, his thickness hitting all the right spots as she rocked her hips, her own pleasure building with every thrust. Her fingers dug into his chest, her nails scraping against his skin as she moved faster, harder, lost in the sensation of him. Walter’s hands moved to her ass, squeezing roughly as he thrust up into her, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

“That’s it, baby,” he growled, his voice thick with need. “Take what you want.”

She cried out as her orgasm hit her, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she clenched around him. Walter let out a harsh moan, his hips slamming into hers as he came, filling her with his release. She collapsed onto him, her body trembling with the aftershocks, their breathing ragged and uneven.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, their bodies still connected, the room filled with the sound of their heavy breathing. Then Walter reached up, his hand brushing a strand of hair from her face, his touch surprisingly gentle.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured, his voice low and rough.

Kelly could only nod, her body still humming with the intensity of what had just happened. She knew she should feel guilty, ashamed, but all she could think about was how much she wanted him again.

Walter got up slowly, his hand reaching for the towel he’d discarded earlier. He wiped himself off before handing it to her, his eyes never leaving hers. “I think we’ll be seeing each other again,” he said, his voice smooth but laced with promise.

He reached into his robe pocket, pulling out a crisp business card and handing it to her. “Call me,” he instructed, his gaze intense. “Don’t make me wait.”

Kelly took the card, her fingers trembling slightly as she looked down at his name and number. She nodded, her heart racing as she watched him get up, his powerful body moving with ease as he slid his robe back on. He gave her one last, lingering look before he left the room, the door closing softly behind him.

She sat there for a moment, her body still humming with the memory of him, her mind racing with possibilities. Then she looked down at the business card in her hand, a small smile tugging at her lips. She couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.

35 - A COFFEE SHOP SAVIOR
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Lana wiped down the counter of her small coffee shop, The Daily Grind, for what felt like the hundredth time that day. The rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled the air, mingling with the faint scent of baked goods. It was her pride and joy, a cozy space filled with mismatched furniture, exposed brick walls, and twinkling fairy lights.

But no matter how much heart she poured into it, the numbers weren’t adding up. Rent was due, suppliers needed payment, and her savings were nearly drained. She sighed, running a hand through her dark, tousled hair. If something doesn’t change soon, I’ll have to close the doors for good.

The bell above the door jingled, pulling her from her thoughts. A man stepped inside, his tailored suit catching her eye immediately. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a confident stride. His dark hair was neatly styled, and his sharp jawline was framed by a faint shadow of stubble. Lana straightened, offering him her warmest smile.

“Welcome to The Daily Grind. What can I get started for you?” she asked, her voice steady despite the flutter in her chest.

The man’s gaze swept the room, taking in the decor before settling on her. “I’ll take a black coffee,” he said, his voice smooth and deep. “And a moment of your time, if you don’t mind.”

Lana blinked, surprised by the request. “Sure,” she said, pouring his coffee. She slid the cup across the counter to him. “I’m Lana, by the way.”

“Jeff,” he replied, taking a sip of the coffee. His eyes closed briefly, a small smile tugging at his lips. “This is excellent. Better than anything I’ve had at those corporate chains.”

Lana felt a flicker of pride. “Thank you. I roast the beans myself.”

Jeff nodded, setting the cup down. “I noticed. You’ve got a real talent here. The atmosphere, the coffee—it’s authentic. It’s rare to find something like this these days.”

Lana’s smile faltered, her worries bubbling to the surface. “Thanks, but… times are tough. I’m not sure how much longer I can keep this place going.”

Jeff’s expression shifted, his gaze intent. “That’s a shame. I’d hate to see a place like this disappear.” He paused, studying her. “What if I told you I could help?”

Lana’s heart skipped a beat. “What do you mean?”

“I’m a businessman,” Jeff explained. “I believe in investing in potential. And I think your shop has a lot of it. I’d like to offer you a loan.”

Lana’s eyes widened. “A loan? Just like that?”

Jeff nodded, a sly smile playing on his lips. “Just like that. But… there’s a condition.”

Lana’s stomach twisted, a mix of hope and apprehension swirling inside her. “What kind of condition?”

Jeff leaned in slightly, his voice lowering. “Why don’t we discuss the details tonight? Come to my place. We can work out the terms.”

Lana hesitated, her mind racing. She needed the money desperately, but something about the way he looked at her sent a shiver down her spine. What’s the harm in hearing him out? she thought. “Okay,” she agreed. “Where do you live?”

Jeff pulled out a business card, scribbling an address on the back before handing it to her. “I’ll see you at eight.”

—

That evening, Lana stood outside Jeff’s mansion, her heart pounding in her chest. The house was enormous, with towering columns and perfectly manicured lawns. She smoothed her dress nervously before ringing the doorbell. Jeff opened the door, his smile warm but with a hint of something darker in his eyes.

“Right on time,” he said, stepping aside to let her in. “Come in.”

The interior was just as impressive as the exterior, with marble floors and a grand staircase. Jeff led her into a lavish living room, gesturing for her to sit on the plush couch.

“So,” Lana began, trying to steady her voice. “About the loan…”

Jeff sat across from her, his gaze unwavering. “Before we get into the details, I want to make something clear. This isn’t just a business transaction for me. I’m attracted to you, Lana. And I think we could help each other in more ways than one.”

Lana’s breath hitched, her pulse quickening. “What do you mean?”

Jeff leaned forward, his voice low and steady. “I’ll give you the money you need to save your shop. But in return, I want you. Tonight.”

Lana’s mind raced, her body betraying her with a flush of heat. This is insane, she thought. But the desperation clawing at her chest made her nod slowly. “Okay.”

Jeff’s smile widened, and he stood, holding out his hand. “Let’s go upstairs.”

Lana’s heart pounded as she took his hand, letting him lead her up the grand staircase to the master bedroom. The room was opulent, with a massive bed and floor-to-ceiling windows. Jeff turned to her, his eyes dark with desire.

“Take off your clothes,” he commanded, his voice firm but not unkind.

Lana’s hands trembled as she reached for the hem of her dress, slowly pulling it over her head. She stood before him in just her lingerie, her breath shallow. Jeff’s gaze raked over her, his approval evident.

“All of it,” he said.

Lana complied, unhooking her bra and sliding her panties down her legs. She stood naked before him, her skin tingling under his intense scrutiny. Jeff stepped closer, his fingers trailing down her arm, sending shivers through her.

“You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he murmured before stepping back. “Now, let me show you what you’ve agreed to.”

Jeff began to undress, his movements deliberate. His shirt came off first, revealing a chiseled chest and defined abs. Next, he unbuckled his belt and slid his pants down, his hard cock springing free. Lana’s eyes widened at the sight; he was huge, thick and veined, already fully erect.

“On your knees,” he ordered, his voice thick with desire.

Lana dropped to her knees without hesitation, her mouth watering as she took in the sight of him. Jeff stepped closer, his cock brushing against her lips. She opened her mouth, sliding him inside, her tongue swirling around the head. Jeff groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as he began to thrust into her mouth.

“That’s it,” he growled, his grip tightening. “Take it all.”

Lana obeyed, her throat relaxing as he pushed deeper, her lips stretched wide around his girth. She gagged slightly, but Jeff didn’t slow, his thrusts becoming more forceful. Her eyes watered, but she didn’t pull away, her hands gripping his thighs for support.

“Good girl,” Jeff praised, his voice rough. “Now, get on the bed.”

Lana scrambled onto the bed, her body trembling with anticipation. Jeff climbed on top of her, his lips closing around one of her taut nipples. He sucked hard, his tongue flicking over the sensitive bud, drawing a moan from her lips. His other hand found her other breast, kneading it as he continued to tease her.

Lana’s back arched, her hips bucking as pleasure shot through her. Jeff’s mouth moved to her other nipple, giving it the same attention. Lana moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as his fingers trailed down her stomach to her wet pussy.

“So wet already,” Jeff murmured, his fingers sliding through her folds.

He circled her clit, applying just enough pressure to make her cry out. Lana’s thighs trembled, her body on the edge. Jeff shifted, his mouth replacing his fingers as he began to eat her out with fervor. His tongue lapped at her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her.

Lana’s hands flew to his head, her fingers tangling in his hair as she ground against his face. “Jeff,” she gasped, her voice shaky. “I’m going to cum!”

Jeff’s only response was to suck harder on her clit, his fingers plunging inside her. Lana’s orgasm hit her hard, her body convulsing as she cried out his name. Jeff continued to lick her through her climax, drawing out every last bit of pleasure.

When she finally came down, Jeff climbed up her body, his cock pressing against her entrance. Lana’s legs wrapped around his waist, her eyes locking with his.

“Ride me,” he commanded, flipping them over so she was on top.

Lana positioned herself over his cock, sinking down onto him with a moan. He filled her completely, stretching her in the most delicious way. She began to move, her hips rolling as she took him deeper with each thrust.

Jeff’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements. “Just like that,” he groaned, his eyes dark with lust. “Fuck me, Lana.”

Lana’s pace quickened, her body craving more. Her breasts bounced with each movement, her pussy clenching around Jeff’s cock. She could feel her orgasm building again, her moans growing louder.

“Jeff, I’m close,” she panted, her movements becoming erratic.

“Cum for me,” he growled, thrusting up into her. “Cum on my cock.”

Lana’s orgasm crashed over her, her body tightening as she screamed his name. Jeff followed, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum. Lana collapsed on top of him, their bodies slick with sweat as they caught their breath.

Jeff’s hand stroked her back, his voice soft. “You’re incredible, Lana.”

Lana lifted her head, a small smile on her lips. “So are you, Jeff.”

Jeff pulled Lana closer. “I have another offer,” he whispered in her ear. “Forget the loan. Be my girlfriend, and I’ll give you the money.”

Lana couldn’t believe what she was hearing. And yet, she wanted more. She knew she couldn’t give Jeff up. Not yet. “Okay, I’ll do it,” she replied, her heart racing.

Jeff gave Lana a kiss. “You won’t regret it, babe,” he said, his eyes full of desire.

—

Six months later, The Daily Grind was a bustling business. Thanks to the new renovations and a clever marketing promotion, sales were through the roof. And it was all because of Jeff. Not only had he given Lana the money to improve her business, he’d used his incredible business skills and powerful connections to make the Daily Grind more profitable than ever before.

And Lana had never been more happy. Her whirlwind romance with Jeff was incredible. He took her to fancy restaurants and amazing vacations, showing her the finer things in life. They’d fallen madly in love.

One day, as Lana and Jeff were closing the coffee shop, Jeff dropped down on one knee. “I have something to ask you,” he murmured, pulling a small velvet box from his pocket. “Will you marry me?”

Lana’s heart pounded in her chest. “Y-yes. I will,” she stammered with tears in her eyes.
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Daria’s heart raced as she stepped into Hugo Roberts’ office. The room was warm, filled with the scent of leather and expensive cologne. He was standing by the window, his back to her, and for a moment, she was struck by how commanding he looked. Tall, broad-shouldered, his tailored suit hugged his frame in a way that made her stomach flutter. When he turned, his gray eyes locked onto hers, and she felt a shiver run down her spine.

“Daria,” he said, his voice smooth and low, like velvet. “I’ve been looking forward to this.”

She smiled nervously, clutching her manuscript to her chest. “Thank you for meeting with me, Mr. Roberts.”

“Hugo, please,” he corrected, gesturing for her to sit in the plush chair across from his desk. As she sat, he leaned against the edge of the desk, his body angled toward her. His gaze was intense, and she could feel the heat of it on her skin. “I’ve read your work. It’s… captivating.”

Her cheeks flushed. “That means a lot, coming from someone like you.”

He chuckled softly, the sound deep and rich. “Flattery will get you everywhere, my dear.” His eyes lingered on her for a moment too long, and she felt a pang of something electric in the air between them. He stood then, moving behind his desk, and gestured to the manuscript she held. “May I?”

She handed it over, her fingers brushing against his, and she couldn’t help but notice the way his hand lingered for a brief second.

He flipped through the pages, his expression thoughtful, before setting it down. “I think we can make something incredible out of this. But…” He paused, his eyes narrowing slightly. “There’s something else I’d like to discuss.”

Daria tilted her head, curiosity piqued. “What is it?”

He rounded the desk again, this time closer, and her breath hitched. His nearness was overwhelming, and she could feel the warmth radiating off his body. “You,” he said simply. “There’s a fire in you, Daria. A passion that leaps off the page. I find it… irresistible.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “I… I don’t know what to say.”

“Say yes,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a whisper. He reached out, his fingers brushing a strand of hair from her face, and she felt her body tremble under his touch. “Say you feel it too.”

She did. God, she did. The way he looked at her, the way his voice wrapped around her like a caress—it was intoxicating. She nodded, barely a breath, and that was all the invitation he needed. His lips were on hers in an instant, firm and insistent, and she melted into the kiss, her hands finding their way to his chest. His tongue slipped into her mouth, and she moaned softly, the taste of him sending a jolt of desire straight to her core.

When he pulled back, she was breathless, her chest rising and falling rapidly. He smirked, his eyes dark with need. “Lock the door.”

She hesitated for only a moment before obeying, her fingers fumbling with the lock as her heart pounded in her ears. When she turned back, he was already at his desk, clearing a space with a single sweep of his arm. He caught her wrist, pulling her to him, and she stumbled, her body pressing against his. His hands were everywhere—in her hair, on her waist, sliding down the curve of her ass—and she couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t do anything but feel.

He lifted her onto the desk, her legs parting instinctively as he stepped between them. His fingers made quick work of the buttons on her blouse, and she gasped as his lips found the sensitive skin of her neck.

“Hugo,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He didn’t respond, too preoccupied with the task of undressing her. Her blouse fell away, followed by her bra, and then his mouth was on her breasts, his tongue circling her nipples until they were hard and aching. She arched into him, her hands tangling in his hair as he worked her body with a skill that left her mind reeling.

When he slid her skirt down her hips, tossing it aside, she was left in nothing but her panties, and she could feel the heat of his gaze as he took her in. He kissed his way down her stomach, his hands gripping her thighs, and she knew what was coming next, anticipation coiling tight in her belly.

He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties, pulling them down slowly, and she lifted her hips to help him. When he saw her fully exposed, he groaned, the sound guttural and raw. “Perfect,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin.

And then his mouth was on her, and she cried out, her hands flying to the edge of the desk as he licked and sucked at her, his tongue driving her to the brink of madness. He found her clit, circling it with practiced ease, and she bucked against him, her moans filling the room. He pressed two fingers inside her, curling them just right, and she shattered, her orgasm crashing over her in waves.

But he wasn’t done. He stood, his eyes locked on hers as he unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. Her breath caught at the sight of him—his cock was thick, his length impressive, and she could feel herself growing wetter at the thought of him inside her. He stepped closer, the tip of his cock brushing against her slick folds, and she whimpered, her body begging for him.

“Tell me you want it,” he growled, his voice rough with need.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Please, Hugo, fuck me.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He thrust into her in one smooth motion, and she cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders as he filled her completely. He set a relentless pace, his hips slamming into hers, and she could feel every inch of him as he drove her closer and closer to the edge. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, and he reached up, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her scream.

She came again, her body clamping down around him as pleasure ripped through her. He groaned, his pace faltering as he spilled himself inside her, his hot release flooding her core. He stayed there for a moment, his forehead pressed against hers, both of them breathing hard.

When he finally pulled out, she felt a pang of emptiness, but he kissed her softly, his hands gentle as he helped her off the desk. “You’re going to be a famous writer, Daria,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “And this… this is just the beginning.”

She dressed quickly, her body still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. As she left his office, her mind was a whirlwind of emotions, but one thought was clear: she couldn’t wait to see him again.
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The diner was quiet, the hum of the fluorescent lights the only sound breaking the stillness of the night. Jenny wiped down the counter for what felt like the hundredth time, her mind drifting as she thought about the monotonous routine of her late shifts. That’s when the bell above the door jingled, snapping her back to attention.

Tim walked in, his tall frame silhouetted against the dim street lights outside. He was older, his hair streaked with gray, but there was something about him that made Jenny’s heart skip a beat. Confidence, she thought. Or maybe it was the way his eyes lingered on her just a second too long, like he was seeing more than just a waitress.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “I’ll take a black coffee and a slice of pie.”

Jenny nodded, trying to keep her composure as she poured his coffee. Why does he make me so nervous? she wondered, her hands trembling slightly as she placed the cup and plate in front of him.

—

That night turned into many more. Tim became a regular, always sitting at the same spot at the counter, always ordering the same thing. He’d stay late, talking to Jenny about everything and nothing at all. She found herself looking forward to his visits, to the way his eyes crinkled when he smiled, to the way he made her feel like she was the only person in the room.

One night, after the usual small talk, Tim leaned in closer. “You ever get tired of this place, Jenny? Ever think about getting out, seeing the world?”

She laughed, but there was a nervous edge to it. “I don’t know. I guess I haven’t really thought about it.”

“Well,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper, “how about I take you out sometime? Show you there’s more to life than late nights and greasy spoons.”

Jenny’s heart raced. This is crazy, she thought. He’s so much older. But she couldn’t deny the pull she felt towards him. “Okay,” she said finally, her voice barely audible. “I’d like that.”

—

The date was everything Jenny had hoped for and more. Tim took her to a fancy restaurant, the kind of place she’d only seen in movies. He was charming, making her laugh with stories of his travels and his past adventures. After dinner, they went for a walk on the beach, the sound of the waves crashing against the shore filling the silence between them.

Jenny couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so alive, so wanted. He sees me, she thought, her heart swelling with a mix of excitement and fear. He really sees me.

When Tim dropped her off at her apartment, the air between them was electric. Jenny hesitated at the door, her hand on the knob. “Do you… want to come in?” she asked, her voice trembling.

Tim didn’t answer with words. Instead, he stepped closer, his hands cupping her face as he kissed her deeply. It was a kiss that spoke of pent-up desire, of months of stolen glances and unspoken words. Jenny’s body melted into his, her arms wrapping around his neck as she kissed him back with equal fervor.

Inside, they barely made it to the bedroom. Clothes were shed in a frenzy, hands exploring every inch of each other’s bodies. Tim pushed Jenny gently onto the bed, his lips trailing down her neck, her chest, her stomach. She moaned softly, her fingers tangling in his hair as he kissed her thighs, his tongue teasing her until she was trembling with need.

“Tim,” she gasped, her voice a desperate plea.

He didn’t make her wait. He climbed up her body, his cock hard and throbbing as he positioned himself between her legs. Jenny reached down, her fingers wrapping around him, stroking him slowly. He groaned, his head falling back as he let her take control.

But Jenny wanted more. She pushed him onto his back, straddling him as she guided him inside her. She moaned as he filled her, her hips rocking against his as she took him deeper and deeper. Tim’s hands gripped her hips, his eyes locked on hers as she rode him, her body moving with a rhythm that was primal, instinctual.

When she could take no more, Jenny slid off him, her lips wrapping around his cock as she tasted herself on him. Tim’s moans filled the room, his fingers tightening in her hair as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deep into her throat.

“Jenny,” he groaned, his voice thick with need. “I can’t… I need you.”

She didn’t need to be told twice. She got on her hands and knees, her ass in the air as Tim positioned himself behind her. He entered her again, his thrusts hard and fast as he pounded into her. Jenny’s moans grew louder, her body shaking with pleasure as he hit that spot inside her that made her see stars.

Tim’s hands gripped her hips tightly, his thrusts becoming more erratic as he approached the edge. “Jenny,” he gasped, “I’m gonna… I’m gonna cum.”

That was all it took. Jenny’s body convulsed as she came, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. Tim followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he emptied himself deep within her.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies entwined, their breathing ragged. Jenny lay there, her head on Tim’s chest, her mind racing with thoughts of what had just happened. This is crazy, she thought again. But as she felt Tim’s arms tighten around her, she realized she didn’t care. Crazy or not, she didn’t want it to end.

“Stay,” she whispered, her voice soft but firm.

Tim kissed the top of her head. “I’m not going anywhere,” he murmured, his voice filled with a promise that made Jenny’s heart swell.

And as they lay there in the darkness, Jenny knew that what had started as late night meals at the diner had become something much more. Something she never expected, but something she knew she couldn’t live without.
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“Helen,” Miles murmured, his breath hot against her neck as his hand slid up her thigh, “you’ve been driving me crazy all day.”

Her heart raced, her body responding instantly to the rough texture of his fingers brushing against her sensitive skin. She hesitated for a moment, the rational part of her brain screaming that this was wrong. He was her mentor, her boss, and decades older than her. But the way he looked at her—the way he touched her—made it impossible to resist.

“Miles,” she whispered, her voice trembling, “I shouldn’t…”

“You should,” he interrupted, his lips grazing her ear as his hand inched higher. “You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you? Just as much as I have.”

Helen’s breath hitched. She had. God, she had.

—

It had started innocently enough. Helen, a bright-eyed college student with dreams of becoming a veterinarian, had landed an internship at Dr. Miles Langston’s animal clinic. From the moment she stepped into the clinic, Miles had taken a special interest in her. His knowledge of animals was unparalleled, and he seemed to relish teaching her everything he knew. Helen admired him—his expertise, his confidence, the way he carried himself.

But as the weeks went on, she began to notice the way his eyes lingered on her just a little too long. The way he’d stand closer than necessary when they were examining an animal. The way his compliments about her work started to feel… different. She told herself it was nothing. He was just being kind, fatherly even.

Except she didn’t feel like a daughter around him.

The first time he flirted with her, it was subtle. They’d been discussing a complicated procedure, and he’d said, “You’re going to make one hell of a vet, Helen. Smart, beautiful, and determined—you’re the complete package.”

She’d laughed it off, but the way he’d said “beautiful” had sent a shiver down her spine.

—

Now, sitting in her apartment with Miles’ hand on her thigh, Helen realized she’d been lying to herself. She wanted this. Wanted him.

“Miles,” she said again, this time with less hesitation.

He cupped her face in his hands, his eyes searching hers. “Tell me to stop, and I will. But if you want this as much as I do…”

She didn’t let him finish. Instead, she leaned in, pressing her lips to his in a kiss that was equal parts tentative and desperate.

Miles groaned, deepening the kiss as his hands slid down to her waist, pulling her closer. Helen’s fingers tangled in his hair as she kissed him back, her body alight with a need she hadn’t realized was there.

He broke the kiss to trail his lips down her neck, his hands moving to the hem of her shirt. “Let me see you, Helen,” he murmured against her skin.

She nodded, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps as he lifted her shirt over her head. Her bra followed, and then his mouth was on her breasts, his tongue flicking over her nipples as his hands explored the rest of her body.

“Miles,” she moaned, arching into his touch.

He pushed her back onto the couch, his hands working to undo her jeans. Helen lifted her hips, letting him slide them off along with her panties.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice husky as he took her in. “So fucking gorgeous.”

He knelt between her legs, spreading them wide as he leaned in to kiss her inner thigh. Helen’s breath caught as his lips moved higher, closer to the place she needed him most.

“Please,” she begged, her hands gripping the couch cushions.

Miles didn’t make her wait. His tongue swiped through her folds, and Helen cried out, her back arching off the couch. He circled her clit with his tongue, his hands gripping her thighs to hold her in place as he devoured her.

“Oh my God,” Helen moaned, her hips bucking against his mouth. “Miles, that feels so good.”

He growled against her, the vibration sending another wave of pleasure through her body. He slipped a finger inside her, then another, curling them just right as he continued to lick and suck her clit.

Helen’s orgasm hit her hard and fast, her body trembling as she came undone beneath him.

Miles stood, his eyes dark with desire as he unzipped his pants and freed his cock. He stroked himself slowly, his gaze locked on Helen as she watched him with wide, hungry eyes.

“Suck me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Helen didn’t hesitate. She dropped to her knees in front of him, taking him into her mouth with a moan. She worked him with her tongue, her lips stretching around his girth as she took him deeper.

“Fuck,” Miles groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. “You’re so good at this, Helen.”

She looked up at him through her lashes, her mouth filled with him, and that was all it took for Miles to pull her to her feet.

“I need to be inside you,” he said, his voice thick with need.

Helen nodded, her body still humming from her first orgasm as he led her to the bedroom.

Miles laid her down on the bed, his hands roaming her body as he kissed her deeply. Helen wrapped her legs around his waist, her core aching for him.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his cock resting against her entrance.

“Yes,” Helen breathed, her hips lifting to meet him.

Miles pushed into her slowly, his eyes never leaving hers as he filled her completely. Helen clawed at his back, her nails digging into his skin as he began to move.

“You’re so tight,” he groaned, his thrusts steady and deep. “So fucking perfect.”

Helen wrapped her legs tighter around him, meeting each of his thrusts with one of her own. The friction was divine, each stroke driving her closer to the edge.

“Miles,” she moaned, her hands sliding down to his ass as she urged him on. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His pace quickened, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. Helen’s second orgasm crashed over her, her body convulsing around him as she screamed his name.

Miles followed her over the edge, his body stiffening as he buried himself deep inside her, his release filling her completely.

As they lay tangled together in the aftermath, Helen’s mind was reeling. She’d never felt anything like that before.

“Miles,” she said softly, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest.

“Hmm?”

“What happens now?”

He turned to look at her, his eyes soft. “Whatever you want, Helen. You’re in control here.”

She hesitated for a moment before speaking. “I… I want to be with you. For real.”

A slow smile spread across his face. “Then you’ve got me.”

Helen smiled back, her heart swelling with a mix of emotions she couldn’t quite name. But there was one thing she knew for sure—age was just a number, and she wanted Miles more than she’d ever wanted anything.
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Excerpt from On Her Knees: Ava’s Affair by Brandi Moore:

The call came on a Tuesday afternoon, the phone screen flashing with an unknown number. Ava’s heart gave a little skip. Please let this be about the application, she thought, swiping to answer.

The voice on the other end was polished, smooth, like warmed honey. “Ava? This is Caroline Thorne. I’m calling regarding your application for the housekeeper position.”

Ava’s grip on the phone tightened. “Yes, hello, Mrs. Thorne. Thank you for calling.”

“We were very impressed with your resume,” Caroline continued, her tone brisk but pleasant. “My husband and I would like to meet you. Are you available to come to the estate this afternoon for an interview?”

An hour later, Ava’s old sedan crunched up a long, private driveway, winding through immaculately manicured grounds. And then the house came into view. Mansion was too small a word for it. It was a monument of glass and steel, all sharp, modern angles that somehow managed to look inviting.

The woman who opened the massive front door was just as polished as her voice. Caroline Thorne was probably in her late forties, dressed in a simple but undoubtedly expensive cream-colored sheath dress. Her blonde hair was pulled into a sleek chignon, not a strand out of place. She offered a cool, professional smile.

“Ava, right on time. Please, come in.”

The interior was staggering. A vast, open foyer gave way to a sunken living area with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a breathtaking view of the city skyline in the distance. The air smelled faintly of lemon polish and something floral. Everything gleamed.

“Xavier?” Caroline called out, her voice echoing slightly in the vast space. “The applicant is here.”

A moment later, a man emerged from a hallway. Xavier Thorne was… arresting. Tall, with thick, dark hair shot through with distinguished silver at the temples. He wore a tailored charcoal grey suit that fit his broad shoulders perfectly. But it was his eyes that held her—a piercing, intense blue that seemed to take in every detail of her, from her nervous smile down to her sensible interview shoes.

“Ava,” he said, and her name sounded different in his mouth. Deeper. More significant. He didn’t extend a hand, just gave a slow, appraising nod. “A pleasure.”

The interview itself was a blur. Caroline asked most of the questions—about experience, references, availability. But Ava was hyper-aware of Xavier’s presence. He leaned against a marble countertop, his silent observation feeling heavier than his wife’s direct inquiries. His gaze lingered on her face, her hands, and a slow, warm flush crept up her neck.

When Caroline finished, she glanced at her husband. He gave an almost imperceptible nod.

“Well,” Caroline said, turning back to Ava with a warmer smile. “I think you’re perfect for us. The job is yours, if you’d like it. You can start immediately.”

Ava’s breath caught. “Really? Oh, thank you! Yes, of course. I’d love to.”

And just like that, she was employed. Caroline gave her a brisk tour, pointing out supplies, outlining priorities, and then excused herself for the remainder of the afternoon, leaving Ava alone in the silent, sprawling house.

She threw herself into the work, polishing the vast stretches of dark wood, vacuuming plush rugs that swallowed the sound whole, cleaning the pristine windows until they seemed to disappear. It was physical, grounding work, but her mind kept drifting back to that intense blue stare. He’s married. He’s your boss. Stop it.

The sun was beginning to set, casting long, golden shadows across the floors, when a sharp buzz from the intercom panel by the door made her jump. She pressed the button. “Yes?”

“Ava.” Xavier’s voice was a smooth, low baritone that seemed to vibrate through the speaker and directly into her bones. “Please come to my study. Now.”

Her stomach did a little flip. Caroline had left for a charity event an hour ago, leaving Ava alone in the vast house with him. She smoothed her simple cotton dress, took a steadying breath, and made her way to the heavy oak door at the end of the hall.

He was standing by the window, silhouetted against the dying light, a crystal tumbler of amber liquid in his hand. The room was a testament to masculine power: dark wood, leather-bound books, the faint, spicy scent of his cologne.

“You’ve done excellent work today,” he said, not turning around. “The place hasn’t looked this cared for in years.”

“Thank you, sir. It’s a beautiful home.”

He finally turned, his gaze intense, appraising. It felt like he was looking right through her dress. “It is. And it requires beautiful things to fill it.”

He took a step closer, and then another, until he was standing right in front of her. The space between them crackled with a sudden, unexpected charge. You shouldn’t, a voice in her head whispered. What about his wife?

“Caroline was right,” he murmured, his eyes tracing the line of her jaw, then dipping lower. “You are perfect.”

“Mr. Thorne, I…”

“Xavier,” he corrected softly, lifting a hand to gently tuck a stray strand of hair behind her ear. His fingertips grazed her cheek, and a shiver racked her body. “There’s no need for formalities behind closed doors.”

“Caroline…”

“Doesn’t need to know,” he finished, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. His thumb stroked her lower lip. “Some pleasures are meant to be discreet. Don’t you think?”

Every rational thought screamed for her to step back, to run. But her body was betraying her, warmth pooling low in her belly, her skin humming where he touched her. He’s so powerful. So desired. And he wants me. The sheer illicit thrill of it was a potent aphrodisiac.

He saw the hesitation in her eyes, the quickening of her breath. It was all the answer he needed.

He closed the final inch between them, his mouth capturing hers in a kiss that was nothing like she’d ever experienced. It wasn’t sweet or tentative; it was hungry, possessive, and utterly confident. His tongue claimed her mouth, and she melted against him, her own hands coming up to clutch at the expensive wool of his suit jacket. The taste of him, whiskey and mint and pure, unleashed desire, flooded her senses.

When he broke the kiss, they were both breathing heavily. His dark eyes burned with a fire that made her knees weak. Without a word, his hands went to his belt, the click of the buckle echoing in the silent room. He unzipped his trousers and freed himself.

Ava’s breath hitched. He was thick and already fully erect, a prominent vein tracing its length. The sight was intimidating, exhilarating. He’s so big.

A knowing smile played on his lips. “I think you know what to do.”

The last vestiges of her resistance crumbled. She sank to her knees on the plush Persian rug, the position feeling both submissive and powerfully erotic. She looked up at him, at this commanding man now presented to her, and took him in her hand. The skin was like silk over steel. She leaned forward, her lips parting, and took the broad head into her mouth.

A low groan rumbled in his chest. “Yes, just like that.”

She relaxed her jaw, letting her tongue swirl around the tip, tasting his unique, musky flavor. She bobbed her head slowly, taking him deeper with each pass, one hand working the base of his shaft. His fingers tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, his hips making tiny, involuntary thrusts. The power she felt was dizzying; to have this man at her mercy, to hear his breath catch because of her mouth.

“Enough,” he growled, his voice thick.

He pulled her to her feet, his hands urgently peeling her simple dress from her body until she stood naked before him, her skin pebbling in the cool air of the study. His gaze was a physical caress, roaming over her breasts, her narrow waist, the flare of her hips.

“Turn around,” he commanded. “Bend over the desk.”

She obeyed, leaning forward until her palms were flat on the cool, polished mahogany. She felt exposed, wanton, alive. She heard him step closer, then the sharp, stunning crack of his palm connecting with her ass cheek. A gasp tore from her lips, followed instantly by a wave of heat and a throbbing need. He spanked her again, on the other side, the sting morphing into a deep, radiating pleasure.

He positioned himself behind her, the blunt head of his cock nudging at her entrance. He thrust into her with one smooth, powerful motion, filling her completely. A cry was torn from her throat—a mix of surprise and sheer bliss at being stretched so perfectly. He set a brutal, possessive pace from the start, each drive of his hips slamming the desk into the wall with a rhythmic thud.

His grip on her hips was iron-clad. “You feel even better than I imagined,” he grunted, his rhythm never faltering. “So tight around my cock.”

Ava was lost in a haze of sensation, the slap of skin on skin, the deep, internal friction that was coiling her tighter and tighter. Just as she felt herself nearing the edge, he stilled.

She heard the click of a cap. A moment later, a cool, slick finger was circling her other hole, pressing insistently. She tensed for a second, but the memory of his touch, his kiss, his ownership, made her relax, pushing back against his finger in silent invitation.

“I’m going to take this now,” he whispered, and it wasn’t a question.

He replaced his finger with the slick, broad head of his cock. The pressure was immense, a burning stretch that was entirely new. She whimpered, burying her face in her arms as he pushed past the initial resistance, a slow, inexorable invasion that stole her breath. And then he was inside, buried to the hilt, a fullness so complete it bordered on pain before transforming into the most intense pleasure she had ever known.

He began to move again, a slower, deeper rhythm that touched something primal within her. The pleasure was unbearable, a coil wound to its breaking point. Every nerve ending was on fire. His thrusts became more frantic, his own control shattering.

“Come for me,” he demanded, his voice a ragged growl.

It was the command that sent her over. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of convulsing pleasure that clenched around his thrusting length. The intense, milking contractions of her ass were his undoing. With a guttural cry, he plunged deep and held there, pulsing as he emptied himself inside her.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. He slowly pulled out, and she felt a sudden, aching emptiness. He gently turned her around to face him. He was already tucking himself back into his trousers, the powerful billionaire restored, but his eyes still smoldered.

He leaned close, his lips brushing her ear. “What happens in this study, stays in this study. Understood?”

Ava could only nod, her mind reeling, her body still humming with the aftershocks. She gathered her dress, her hands trembling.

As she slipped out the door, the weight of the secret settled on her, heavy and thrilling. She couldn’t believe what had just happened.

But the aching, satisfied throb between her legs knew one thing for certain: she desperately wanted it to happen again.

40 - SUBMITTING TO XAVIER

MF / BDSM / Cheating / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Teasing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Excerpt from On Her Knees: Ava’s Affair by Brandi Moore:

"No."

The word was a soft, breathy whisper, but in the heavy silence of the master bedroom, it sounded like a gunshot.

Xavier didn't frown. He didn't argue. He simply watched her, his dark eyes holding hers with an intensity that made her feel physically pinned to the spot. He leaned back against his wife’s vanity, his posture deceptively relaxed. "No, you don't want this? Or no, you don't believe me?"

Ava's mind was a frantic, screaming mess, a stark contrast to the perfect stillness of the opulent room. She’d been replaying his touch from the previous day on a loop for twelve hours.

This morning had been exquisite torture. Polishing silver, dusting shelves, all while feeling Xavier’s eyes tracking her every move from his home office doorway. Every bend, every reach, was performed under his silent, searing appraisal. Her skin had hummed with a current of pure want, her panties dampened by ten o’clock. When Caroline, crisp and impeccable in her tailored dress, had announced she was heading to a long lunch and some shopping, Ava’s heart had begun to hammer against her ribs like a trapped bird.

The moment the front door clicked shut, his voice came from the top of the stairs. Smooth. Certain. "Ava. My bedroom. Now."

And now here she was.

He’d laid it out with brutal, emotionless clarity. He’d fallen madly in love with Caroline, but she’d refused to marry him without an airtight prenuptial agreement. If Xavier cheated, Caroline got half of his vast fortune.

After a few years of marriage, he’d realized that he wanted things that Caroline couldn’t give him. He had a hunger for submission that Caroline simply couldn’t understand. She’d grown cold and disinterested, and Xavier was left with a longing that he couldn’t satisfy—until he met Ava.

"It's… it's wrong," Ava managed, her voice trembling.

"Probably," he agreed, his tone flat. He pushed off the vanity and took a single step toward her. The air crackled. "But it's also inevitable. I've watched you. I see the way you look at me when you think I don't notice. The flush on your cheeks. You don't just want a man, Ava. You want this. You want to please."

He was right. God help her, he was right. The guilt was a cold rock in her stomach, but it was no match for the wildfire he’d ignited in her blood. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

A slow, devastating smile spread across his face. It wasn't a kind smile. It was a predator's smile, and it made her knees weak.

"Then let's begin. Get naked."

His command brooked no argument. Her fingers, clumsy with a heady mix of fear and thrilling anticipation, went to the buttons of her standard-issue housekeeping dress. She let it pool at her feet. Then her sensible bra, her plain cotton panties, until she stood shivering in the cool, conditioned air, utterly exposed.

Xavier didn't move, just drank her in with those dark eyes, making her feel more seen than she ever had in her life. Then, he began to undress. It wasn't a striptease; it was a revelation. A crisp white shirt, peeled away to reveal a sculpted chest and defined abdomen. Trousers, shed to show powerful thighs. And then, him. Thick, long, and already fully erect, curving proudly up toward his navel. A tremor of pure, primal want shot through her.

From a drawer, he produced soft leather cuffs. He guided her gently but firmly to the massive four-poster bed, securing one wrist, then the other, to the ornate posts above her head. The leather was cool and supple against her skin. She was bound. Helpless. His.

Next, a blindfold. The world vanished into perfect, velvety blackness. Her other senses exploded into hyper-awareness. The scent of his cologne, of the clean linen. The sound of his calm, steady breathing.

Then, a new sensation. A cold, gentle pinch at her right nipple, followed by a subtle, building pressure. A clamp. He repeated it on the left. The initial sting melted into a deep, radiating ache that centered her entire being on those two sensitive points. She gasped.

"Shhh," he soothed, his voice right by her ear.

A low buzz filled the air, and then the vibrator touched the first clamp. The sensation wasn't just on her nipple; it was a seismic shock that rattled down her spine and settled in a throbbing pulse between her legs. He traced each clamp, the vibrations singing through her nerves, making her arch her back off the mattress, a low moan torn from her throat.

He was a maestro of sensation, moving the device down the tense plane of her stomach, circling her navel, then lower. So much lower. The second the buzzing head made contact with her swollen clit, she cried out, her hips bucking instinctively off the bed.

"Please…" she begged, her voice a ragged thing. "Xavier, please."

"Please, what?" he asked, his tone conversational, even as he kept the vibrator pressed against her, circling that desperate, aching nub.

"Please, let me… I need to…"

"To cum?" he finished for her. "No. Not yet. You need to learn patience. You need to learn to take what I give you."

He removed the vibrator. The loss was a physical pain. But then his hands were on her thighs, pushing them apart. And then his mouth.

His tongue was a brand. Hot, wet, impossibly skilled. He didn't just lick; he devoured. His tongue lashed her clit with relentless, perfect pressure, then delved deep inside her, fucking her with it. He sucked. He nibbled. He reduced her to a writhing, sobbing mess, her pleas becoming incoherent. The pleasure was a tidal wave, building and building, threatening to shatter her. Just as she felt herself teetering on the very edge, he pulled away again, leaving her gasping and empty.

She heard the tear of a foil packet, but he discarded it. "I want to feel you," he growled, his voice thick with desire.

And then he was on her, his weight a delicious anchor. The broad, silken head of his cock pressed against her dripping entrance. He paused, letting her feel the immense pressure, the promise of being stretched. Then, with one powerful, relentless thrust, he was inside. All the way inside.

Ava screamed. The fullness was overwhelming, exquisite. He was so deep, touching a place that had never been touched. He didn't wait for her to adjust. He set a brutal, punishing rhythm, each plunge rocking her entire body, making the restraints pull taut, sending fresh jolts of sensation from the clamps on her breasts. The slap of his skin against hers was a lewd, rhythmic counterpoint to her ragged cries.

She was tumbling, falling, lost in a vortex of pure sensation. The pressure coiled again, tighter, hotter, fuelled by every thrust, every grunt that escaped his lips.

"Now," he commanded, his voice guttural, as he pistoned into her. "Cum for me."

It was the permission she didn't know she needed. The orgasm detonated, a white-hot explosion that ripped through her, shaking her to her core. Her inner muscles clamped around him, milking him desperately as waves of pure ecstasy wracked her body. Her scream was muffled by his shoulder as he drove into her one last, final time, his own roar echoing in her ear as he emptied himself deep inside her, his hot release pulsing within her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Gently, he pulled out. She heard the soft clicks as he unbuckled the cuffs from her wrists. The blindfold followed, and she blinked up at the ornate ceiling, her body boneless, humming, completely spent.

He leaned over her, brushing a damp strand of hair from her forehead. "You did so well, Ava." From the nightstand, he retrieved a collar. It was simple, black leather, with a small, discreet silver ring. It wasn't a cruel device, but a statement. He fastened it around her neck. It fit perfectly. A secret sign of Ava’s submission.

He left her there to recover. Later, as she finished her duties, the soft weight of the collar against her collarbone was a constant, thrilling reminder. The vacuum cleaner hummed, but all she could hear was his voice. The smell of lemon polish filled the air, but all she could smell was him. The guilt was still there, a sharp, cold shard in her gut. But it was drowned out by the almost painful throb between her legs, the lingering ache in her breasts, and the terrifying, undeniable truth. She’d been claimed by Xavier Thorne.
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