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The Perfect Man

The digital clock on the oven glowed with malevolent red numbers: 9:47 PM. Faith watched it from the living room sofa, her body sinking into the familiar cushions, a half-empty glass of chardonnay sweating a perfect ring onto the wooden coaster beside her. The wine, which she’d hoped would be a gentle sedative, a soft blurring of an evening’s sharp edges, had only served to heighten her awareness. Every tick of the grandfather clock in the hall, a sound she usually found comforting, now seemed to hammer out the passing seconds with the finality of a gavel. The air in the apartment was thick and still, heavy with the scent of her own nervous anticipation, mingled with the lingering, expensive fragrance of Robyn’s cologne, a clean, woody scent of sandalwood and something subtly spicy, like cardamom.

Leo was safely tucked in at her parents’ house for the first time overnight. The milestone felt less like a stepping stone and more like a precipice. The hours leading up to it had been a blur of packing his little dinosaur-themed overnight bag, meticulously listing his bedtime routine, and kissing his soft, milk-scented cheek a dozen times. The ensuing silence in the apartment was both a profound liberation and a source of quiet terror. The absence of his small, demanding presence created a vacuum, and into that vacuum rushed the crushing weight of expectation.

This was also, of course, the very reason Robyn was here, his solid frame currently occupying the space on the other end of her sofa, a comfortable distance between them. He was here, in her small, two-bedroom apartment that still bore the phantom imprints of a life she no longer lived, the faint outline on the wall where a wedding portrait once hung, the extra space in the closet that stubbornly refused to be filled.

This was supposed to be the night. The night they finally, irrevocably, crossed the invisible, trembling line they’d been carefully, respectfully toeing for three long months. She could feel the line in the air between them, a tangible thing, humming with static electricity.

The end of her marriage hadn’t been a dramatic explosion, a single act of betrayal that could be easily condemned and mourned. It had been something far more insidious: a slow, creeping rot that had eaten away at the foundations of her confidence until the whole structure had collapsed in on itself. Mark, her ex-husband, had been a master of the subtle wound, the quiet critique so perfectly disguised as a helpful suggestion that to protest would have made her seem crazy, oversensitive. He was an artist of relational erosion.

After Leo was born, the suggestions had multiplied, escalating from a quiet trickle to a constant, low-level hum of disapproval that became the soundtrack to her new motherhood. “Are you sure you want another dinner roll, honey? We want to get you back to your old self.” He’d say it with that placid smile of his, a loving pat on her hip that felt more like a measurement, a caliper check.

She could still feel the phantom pressure of his fingers, assessing the new softness there, the way his touch never lingered with desire but with a kind of detached evaluation. He’d trace the fresh, silvery stretch marks that webbed her belly while they were in bed, the light from the bedside lamp catching their iridescent shimmer. His touch wouldn’t be one of affection or awe at the body that had grown their son, but one of clinical curiosity. A quiet, disappointed sigh would escape his lips, as if he were mourning a valuable antique that had been carelessly damaged. “They’ll fade, right? My mom said there are creams for that.” Each word was a tiny, poisoned dart, aimed not at her skin, but at the fragile, newly forming identity of ‘mother’.

She had spent the first year of her son’s life and the last year of her marriage feeling like a stranger in her own skin, an unwelcome tenant in a body that was no longer deemed acceptable. Her body, the miraculous vessel that had created and nurtured a new life from nothing, had been systematically reframed as a problem to be solved, a project of restoration. She’d stand in front of the mirror, the harsh bathroom light revealing every change, and see only the ways she had failed to ‘bounce back,’ a cruel, athletic term for the slow, messy, achingly beautiful process of becoming a mother. The very phrase suggested a failure, as if she were a rubber band that had lost its snap.

The divorce had been a mercy in the end, a painful but necessary amputation of a gangrenous limb, but it had left her with ghosts. Mark’s voice was a permanent tenant in her mind, a relentless internal critic pointing out every soft curve, every new line on her face, every deviation from the woman she used to be. The ghost of him was more persistent than the man himself had ever been.

Then, six months into her bewildering new life as a single mother, a life that felt both impossibly hard and exhilaratingly free, she’d met Robyn. The memory of it was still so clear, it felt like a scene from a movie she would have rolled her eyes at for being too perfect, too serendipitous. She’d been at the park, the late afternoon air thick and soupy with humidity, struggling to fold Leo’s ridiculously complicated stroller. Her hair had escaped its ponytail and was forming a frizzy halo around her head, sweat was trickling down her temples, and she was on the verge of kicking the wheeled contraption into the duck pond. Just as a frustrated sob was building in her throat, a deep, calm voice from behind her had asked, “Need a hand with that?”

He hadn’t made it look easy, the stroller was, in fact, a mechanical demon spawned from the ninth circle of hell, but he’d wrestled it into submission with a shared, breathless laugh and a triumphant smear of black grease on his cheek. He was a landscape architect, he’d explained, gesturing to a set of rolled-up blueprints he’d set on the bench. He was working on a redesign for the city park. His hands, she’d noticed immediately, were calloused and capable, with clean, short-trimmed nails and a dusting of soil under them. They were hands that built things, that worked with the earth. His eyes, a warm, clear hazel flecked with green, had looked at her not with the pity she’d grown so accustomed to, but with an open, uncomplicated kindness that felt like sunlight breaking through a long, gray winter.

Their courtship had been a study in a kind of patience she didn’t know still existed in the modern world. Robyn seemed to possess an endless, renewable supply of it. He learned Leo’s nap schedule and never suggested a date that would conflict with it. He brought her coffee on days she confessed via text that she’d been up all night with a teething baby, leaving the cup on her doorstep with a simple note: “You’ve got this.” He held her hand across the table at cheap taquerias and expensive bistros, his thumb stroking her knuckles in a silent, constant promise of contact without demand. The simple, non-sexual touch was a balm to her frayed nerves, a reassurance that her body was not just an object of potential desire but the vessel of a person he enjoyed being with.

They talked for hours, the conversations flowing as easily as water. They talked about his love for native plants and sustainable design, about her abandoned, half-formed dream of opening a small bakery. He listened, truly listened, with an intensity that made her feel like the most fascinating person in the world. He would lean forward, his gaze locked on hers, his expression engaged, asking follow-up questions that showed he wasn’t just waiting for his turn to speak. He was absorbing her.

There had been moments, of course. Moments so heated and thick with unspoken want that the air between them seemed to crackle. A lingering kiss at her doorway on their third date that had left them both breathless and dizzy, his forehead resting against hers, his warm breath mingling with her own. A night they’d watched a movie on her sofa, his arm a heavy, warm weight around her shoulders, his fingers gently playing with the sensitive hair at her nape, sending shivers cascading down her entire body. Yet he’d always been the one to pull back, to press a soft, final, achingly chaste kiss to her temple and say, “I had a great time, Faith. I’ll call you tomorrow.” He never pushed, never pried, seemed to intuitively understand that she was a garden that had been trampled and needed time, sun, and gentle tending for new things to grow. He was giving her that time, and she both loved him and was terrified by him for it.

And now, tonight. They’d had a beautiful dinner at a quiet Italian place downtown, tucked into a candlelit corner booth. The air had smelled of garlic, wine, and yeast. He’d worn a dark blue button-down shirt that made his shoulders look impossibly broad, the fabric stretching taut across his back when he reached for the wine. She’d worn a black wrap dress that she’d spent a full, agonizing hour deliberating over, trying on, and discarding half her wardrobe before settling on it.

Over a shared tiramisu, its cocoa-dusted surface like a pale desert, he’d reached across the table and taken her hand, his palm warm and slightly rough against her own. “I’ve been waiting a long time to have a night alone with you, Faith,” he’d said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated straight through her skin and into her core. “No pressure. At all. I just want you to know how much I… how much I want to be with you.”

The words had been perfect, a verbatim script of everything she’d dreamed of hearing. They were honest and direct, yet gentle and reassuring. So why, now that they were back in her apartment, the air thick with the promise of the night, did she feel a tidal wave of panic rising in her throat, cold and suffocating? She’d excused herself to the bathroom a few minutes ago, ostensibly to “freshen up,” a flimsy, old-fashioned excuse that felt foolish on her lips. In reality, she was here to wage a silent, frantic war with her own reflection.

Faith swallowed hard against the lump of tears that had formed in her throat; it was tight and aching. She leaned closer to the bathroom mirror, her palms pressed flat against the cool, smooth countertop on either side of the sink. The fluorescent light above was merciless, casting every feature into stark, unforgiving relief. It highlighted the faint, new lines fanning out from the corners of her eyes and the weary shadows beneath them. With a trembling finger, she wiped away a single, treacherous fleck of mascara that had landed on her cheek like a tiny black tear. She couldn’t be crying like this now, not tonight. Not after so much waiting, so much gentle, patient wooing from a man who deserved more than this quivering mess.

Robyn was a beautiful man, a kind and solid presence who had been an anchor for her over these last few months, a steady point in the choppy, unfamiliar waters of being a single mother navigating a new relationship. She hadn’t expected her marriage to end, hadn’t expected to be thirty-two and starting over, her heart and her body both feeling like foreign territory she was afraid to explore.

Mark’s phantom voice, a constant, cruel companion, echoed in the small, tiled room, its acoustics making his whispers sound even more insidious. Look at the lines around your eyes. You look tired. Permanently exhausted. And that belly pooch… Leo really did a number on you, huh? Irreparable. She squeezed her eyes shut, her knuckles white as she gripped the edge of the sink, trying to banish him, to force his voice out of her head. But the damage was done. The seeds of doubt he had planted years ago had taken deep, thorny root. Her gaze, against her will, dropped from her own haunted eyes to the body she was supposed to present to Robyn. A body she was supposed to feel desirable in. A body she was supposed to feel sexy in.

And now she had to face it, the terrifying precipice of dating someone, of truly being intimate with someone new, when her own body still felt so profoundly foreign to her. She felt like a tenant, not the owner, and the landlord had been a cruel one, constantly pointing out the cracks in the walls and the stains on the floor.

A soft knock on the bathroom door made her jump, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. “Faith?” asked Robyn, his voice muffled by the wood, but carrying the same gentle concern it always did. The sound of it, so kind and patient, only made the knot of shame in her stomach tighten. “Are you okay in there? You’ve been a while.” A pause. “I’m here, Faith. Do you want to talk?”

Silence stretched between them, a thick, heavy blanket filled only by the frantic thumping of her own pulse in her ears and the low hum of the bathroom fan. Could she do this? Could she open the door and let him see not just her body, but the raw, unvarnished fear that clung to it like a shroud? Another deep, shuddering breath. It wasn’t just for her. It was for him. For them. For the fragile, beautiful possibility they represented. Summoning a sliver of courage from some hidden reserve, she reached out, her hand trembling, and turned the cold, brass knob.

There was a barely audible pause, a small, metallic click as the latch released, and then Faith opened the door just a crack at first, before pulling it fully inward. She gave him a sad, wobbly smile that felt like it might shatter her face.

But Robyn wasn’t just looking at her face. His gaze, overwhelmingly warm and searching, didn’t leer or assess or catalogue. It flowed over her, a gentle, welcoming tide taking in the whole of her, from the nervous tension in her shoulders to the slight tremor in her hands. His eyes ran up and down Faith’s soft, curvy body, lingering for a moment not with judgment but with something that looked like appreciation on the swell of her hips, the curve of her waist.

She was wearing a matching bra and panty set she’d bought last week in a fit of optimistic bravery. The lace was a deep, rich emerald green, a color she’d hoped would make her feel regal and confident. Instead, standing before him now, she felt exposed, a fraud in a queen’s attire. Her arms were crossed protectively over her stomach, a reflexive, defensive posture her body had adopted without her consent, her hands gripping her elbows as she shifted uncomfortably where she stood, her bare feet cold on the polished wood of the hallway runner.

“I just feel…” she started, her voice a thin, reedy thing that was barely a whisper. She couldn’t meet his eyes. She gestured vaguely at her midsection, at the soft swell of her belly that rose above the delicate lace waistband of her panties. “Self-conscious. I don’t think… it looks good.” The words tasted like ash in her mouth, a bitter confession of a shame she desperately wanted to disown but couldn’t seem to shake. It felt like a betrayal, both of him and of herself, to give voice to Mark’s long-dead criticisms.

Robyn’s jaw, which had been set in a line of gentle concern, dropped open slightly. It wasn’t a look of shock or disgust, but of pure, unadulterated disbelief. He blinked several times, as if he couldn’t comprehend what she was saying, as if they were standing in the same hallway but looking at two entirely different people. “Faith, are you kidding me?” he breathed, the words laced with genuine astonishment. Then, seeing the genuine, shimmering pain in her eyes, his expression softened instantly, melting into a look of such profound tenderness it was like a physical touch, a warm blanket settling over her chilled skin. “Hey…”

He spoke so gently, his voice a balm on her raw nerves, so tenderly, that it almost made Faith want to cry all over again, but this time for an entirely different reason. This time, from a staggering sense of relief. He stepped across the threshold without hesitation, closing the small, charged distance between them. His presence filled the narrow space, his warmth and his clean, earthy scent enveloping her. “You are so beautiful,” he murmured, his voice low and firm, not an opinion but a statement of undeniable fact. “So sexy.” He cupped his hand on the side of her face, his palm warm and solid against her skin, his fingers tangling gently in the soft hair by her ear. He ran his thumb over her cheekbone, sweeping away the ghost of her earlier tears. On pure instinct, Faith brought her hand up to meet his, pressing his palm more firmly against her face as if to absorb his warmth, his certainty, his unwavering belief in a version of her she couldn’t see herself.

Robyn was good.

He was so, so good.

Patient.

Sweet.

He was everything Mark hadn’t been, everything she hadn’t even realized she was starving for. With every passing second in his presence, with every gentle word that fell from his lips, Faith could feel the rigid, brittle armor she’d encased herself in for years beginning to crack. The knot of anxiety that had been clenched tight in her stomach was beginning to loosen, its tight coils slowly, miraculously unfurling. She could feel the muscles in her shoulders, which had been up around her ears, begin to release. She could feel herself, for the first time all night, beginning to truly, deeply relax.

He lowered his other hand and gently, deliberately, pried her arms from their defensive posture, uncrossing them from her stomach. His touch was feather-light, a request, not a demand. He held her hands in his, lacing their fingers together, letting them dangle in the charged space between their bodies. His touch was a question, an invitation to trust. “There’s nothing about your body that I don’t like.” Robyn was still holding her hands, his grip firm and reassuring, a lifeline. His gaze met hers, clear and unwavering, a sea of calm hazel. “I mean that, Faith. Every single part of you.”

He took another step closer, until the tips of his leather shoes were touching her bare feet, until she could feel the heat radiating from his chest through the fabric of his shirt. He smelled of soap and wine and something uniquely, intoxicatingly Robyn, a scent she was already beginning to associate with safety and desire. He used his free hand to brush back a stray lock of Faith’s light brown hair, his fingers skimming her temple in a feather-light caress that made her skin tingle. Then he leaned in, his lips finding the sensitive, pulsing spot just below her ear. He kissed her neck, a soft, lingering press of his mouth that sent a jolt of pure, liquid electricity through her, making her toes curl against the floor.

“I like your gorgeous brown eyes,” he mumbled into her ear, his warm breath causing a cascade of goosebumps down her spine and along her arms. “Especially when they look at me like you’re doing right now, all wide and full of fire.” His lips traveled lower, slowly and deliberately tracing the sharp line of her jaw. “I like your breasts,” he whispered, his gaze dropping to the heavy swell of them above the emerald lace, “and how they look in this skimpy little bra. So full, so perfect.” He moved back to her neck, his voice a low, hypnotic rumble that vibrated through her bones. “I like your cute stomach.”

Faith swallowed hard, a dry, clicking sound in her throat. He said the word, stomach, the very word that had been a weapon against her for years, and it wasn’t an insult. It was a compliment. It was an endearment. As if to prove his point, his lips followed the word, leaving her neck and pressing a single, reverent, earth-shattering kiss to the soft skin just above her navel, right on the spot her arms had been shielding just moments before. The gesture was so profound, so healing, that her breath hitched. Her whole body was aching for him now, a deep, primal throb that started low in her belly and spread like wildfire through every limb. Her pussy, which had been clenched with anxiety, was now pulsing with an entirely different kind of tension. She was throbbing between her legs, a liquid heat pooling there, insistent and undeniable. A slick wetness that was both a shock and a profound relief.

He liked her stomach. He’d kissed it. Her stomach, with its network of fine, silvery lines, the permanent, beautiful map of her journey to motherhood. He seemed so genuine as he spoke, his voice vibrating with a sincerity that bypassed her cynical, wounded brain and spoke directly to the starved and hopeful part of her heart. Faith could tell he meant every single word. There was no artifice in him.

Robyn straightened up then, his eyes dark with a desire that mirrored her own, a raw need that he was no longer trying to hide. He pulled her gently by the hand he still held, leading her out of the narrow hallway and through the open door into the bedroom. The room was cast in a soft, intimate glow. The bedside lamp was on, its cream-colored shade diffusing the light into a warm, honeyed pool that fell across the rumpled duvet and the plumped-up pillows.

Faith’s immediate, deeply conditioned instinct was for darkness, for concealment. She went to turn the lamp off, her hand reaching for the small switch on its base, a desperate, reflexive urge to be in a room as dark as possible for what they were about to do, to hide the parts of her she was still so afraid for him to see in the unforgiving light.

But Robyn stopped her, his larger hand gently closing over hers, his fingers warm and strong. “If it’s okay,” he said, his voice quiet but firm, imbued with a soft plea. “I’d like to leave it on.” He waited, his thumb stroking the back of her hand, a small, circular motion that was incredibly soothing. “I’ve spent months imagining what you look like. All of you. I don’t want to miss a single second of it.” His hazel eyes pleaded with her, a silent, vulnerable request for trust. “Can you do that for me, Faith? Can you let me see you?”

The raw vulnerability in his request disarmed her completely. He wasn’t demanding; he was asking. He was making his own desire, his own longing, as exposed as her fear. He was giving her power in this moment, the power to say no, which, paradoxically, made her want to say yes. Faith took a shaky breath, the air shuddering in her lungs, and gave a small, jerky nod. It was a tiny movement, but it was enough. It was a yes.

A slow, breathtaking smile spread across Robyn’s face, crinkling the corners of his eyes in a way that made her heart ache. He released her hand and sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping significantly under his weight. He held his arms out to her, a clear, open invitation. With her heart doing a frantic, nervous flutter-kick against her ribs, Faith stepped forward without a second thought, positioning herself in the space between his widespread legs.

He wrapped one strong arm around her lower back, his fingers splaying across the top edge of her emerald panties, and pulled her close to him until her stomach was pressed firmly against his chest, against the solid wall of his torso. His other hand came up to cradle the back of her head, his fingers threading through her hair. She arched slightly into his hold, an unconscious offering, a surrender, giving him full access to her soft tummy.

And Robyn kissed it.

He didn’t just peck at it; he worshipped it. His lips, warm and wet and firm, moved over her skin with a reverence that stunned her into silence. He kissed every inch, his mouth moving from her navel, which he teased with the very tip of his tongue, outwards in slow, concentric circles. He kissed the faint, silvery lines on her hips, not as imperfections to be ignored, but as part of the beautiful, intricate tapestry of her skin. The light, pleasant scrape of his evening stubble against her sensitive flesh sent shivers of pure pleasure radiating through her. With every deliberate kiss, a layer of old, caked-on shame flaked away. With every soft murmur of appreciation against her skin, a new seed of confidence was planted in the barren soil of her self-esteem.

Faith began to relax completely, to melt into him, her head falling back against his sturdy shoulder. This was happening. This was real. And it was good. So, so good. Better than she could have ever dared to imagine.

He stood up then, urging her to her feet with the gentle pressure of his hands on her waist. He crowded her against the edge of the bed and kissed her properly, his mouth claiming hers with a searing hunger that had clearly been held in check for months. His hand moved from her waist to hold her firmly around the back of the neck, his fingers threading into her hair, tilting her head to the perfect angle for his kiss. She shivered as his tongue slipped into her mouth, a bold, sweeping exploration that was both a question and a declaration. He tasted of rich red wine and pure, unadulterated want. He kissed her until her knees felt weak, until the room seemed to tilt on its axis, until her only coherent thought was a single, desperate word: more.

They slid onto the bed together, a tangle of limbs and escalating desire, with Faith landing on her back amidst the soft pillows, the duvet cool against her skin. Robyn propped himself up on one elbow, his body a warm, heavy, reassuring line against her side, his eyes never leaving her face. With slow, deliberate fingers that somehow weren’t shaking, he reached underneath her back to unhook her bra. The simple, metallic click of the clasp echoed loudly in the quiet, intimate room. He watched with heavy-lidded, hooded eyes as her breasts sprang free from their lace confinement, his gaze filled with a raw, undisguised admiration.

Faith shivered again, an involuntary tremor of nerves and raw anticipation. Her instinct, sharp and immediate, was to cross her arms over her chest, to hide. “They used to be so much perkier and…” she began, the old, familiar script of apology and self-deprecation rising to her lips, needing to apologize for what she didn’t even know, for the simple, elemental crime of having a body that had lived and changed and nourished a child.

But Robyn cut her off, his voice a low growl of visceral appreciation that vibrated through the mattress. “They’re gorgeous now.” He leaned down, his face hovering just above her, his warm breath fanning across her skin. “Sexy as fuck, even.” He proved his point by kissing his way over each soft mound, his tongue tracing the delicate, darker skin of her areola before taking her nipple gently into his warm, wet mouth. He suckled softly, and a sharp, piercing arrow of pleasure shot straight from her breast to her core, making her gasp his name. He gave equal, painstaking attention to the other, his free hand cradling the weight of the breast he wasn’t kissing, his thumb stroking its soft underside with infinite tenderness. He wasn’t just touching her; he was systematically rewriting years of insecurity with his hands, his mouth, his worshipful gaze. He was erasing Mark’s ghost with every touch.

His lips blazed a hot trail down her body once more, over the stomach he had already claimed and sanctified with his kisses, until he reached the emerald lace of her panties. He didn’t rip them away. He paused, lowering his face to the juncture of her thighs, and breathed her in, his hot breath ghosting through the thin, damp fabric. The scent of her own arousal, musky and sweet, rose to fill her senses, emboldening her, chasing away the last vestiges of her fear. Then, with an agonizing, delicious slowness, he hooked his thumbs into the lace waistband and pulled the panties down over her hips, over her thighs, over her calves, freeing her completely.

He tossed the small scrap of lace aside and looked at her, truly looked at her, laid bare and vulnerable in the soft, forgiving lamplight. Her legs were trembling, a visible tremor she couldn’t control.

“You’re shaking,” said Robyn, a curious, almost feral expression on his face. He sounded pleased by it. It wasn’t a question, but a statement of fact, his voice thick and clouded with arousal.

“Because I want it bad,” Faith confessed, the words tumbling out of her, raw and unfiltered and shockingly honest. She hadn’t expected that sentence to come out so bold, so a-flame with need. A quiet gasp escaped her own lips as she heard the truth of it spoken aloud in the quiet room. It was thrilling.

His answering groan was low and guttural, a sound from deep in his chest. He kissed the sensitive, trembling skin of her inner thighs, moving slowly, deliberately, upward. Each kiss was a spark, each touch of his tongue a jolt that made her pussy thrum with a desperate, aching, liquid arousal. He was charting her, learning the map of her pleasure. When he finally shifted, his shoulders settling between her open knees, and touched his mouth down on her clit, a lightning bolt of pure sensation shot through her. Faith’s eyes fluttered closed, her head falling back against the pillows with a soft thud.

Whatever residual stress or self-consciousness that remained coiled in her body seemed to dissolve at that very moment, turning to steam and evaporating into the warm air. It felt floaty and light, this feeling of utter surrender, of being played with and touched and worshipped the way that Robyn was touching her. His tongue was a miracle worker, sometimes soft and laving, covering a wide area, other times firm and pointed, tracing the exquisite, swollen shape of her. He found a rhythm that was hers alone, a rhythm she didn’t even know she had, and he played it expertly, like a virtuoso.

“Fuck, Robyn,” she whimpered, the sound torn from her throat, raw and needy. Her back pulled up from the bed, her hips instinctively lifting, tilting to meet the exquisite pressure of his mouth. Her thighs were shaky and weak, having devolved into pure, ecstatic feeling. “I’m so close. Oh god, I’m so close…” Her words sounded broken as they left her lips, fractured by the pleasure that was building into an unbearable, glorious, shimmering crescendo.

Her orgasm broke free from her center, not a simple rush, but a shattering supernova. It burst forth, spreading out as a wave of molten heat that moved through her entire body, from the tingling tips of her toes to the roots of her hair. Robyn’s tongue was heavenly on her clit, relentless, massaging her in hard, perfect circles, refusing to let her down gently. He was holding her at the peak, keeping her there in that exquisite, suspended moment of release. Somehow, in the ecstatic chaos of sensation, his hands had found their way to hers, his fingers lacing tightly with hers, anchoring her to the bed, to him. He squeezed her hands tightly while Faith came, her entire frame bucking up against him, her moans turning into a single, high, keening cry of pure, unadulterated release that felt like it was tearing her apart and putting her back together all at once.

“Shit,” she moaned, the word a long, drawn-out sigh when she was finally, slowly, coming down from her cloud of bliss, her body buzzing and humming and utterly, wonderfully spent. “That was…” She broke off, unable to find a word magnificent enough to describe the experience. She just smiled at Robyn as he lifted his head, his lips slick and swollen, his eyes blazing with a profound satisfaction that was almost as powerful as her own orgasm. She felt so lucky, so utterly cherished, so completely seen.

Overcome by a sudden, fierce wave of desire, a need to connect on an even deeper level, a need to claim him as he had claimed her, Faith sat up, her movements fluid and newly confident in a way that felt thrilling. She began to untie the drawstring of his shorts, her fingers nimble and sure. The look on his face was one of pure, astonished delight. “Fuck me, Robyn,” she commanded, her voice husky and low, a stranger’s voice full of power and want. It was like everything had been unlocked between them, a final, crumbling barrier turning to dust. There was no going back now.

He kicked off his shorts and briefs in one smooth, eager motion, his erection springing free, proud and magnificent in the lamp’s glow. Robyn’s cock was a solid seven inches, thick and beautifully veined, and throbbing hard for Faith as he moved between her legs. She let her knees splay open, a willing, eager invitation. He positioned himself at her entrance, the smooth, swollen head of his cock pressing against her slick, swollen folds, and looked down at her, his expression a potent mixture of raw hunger and deep, abiding affection. “You’re so wet for me, baby,” he rasped, his voice rough with need.

“It’s all for you,” she breathed, her voice just as shaky as his. She reached up to cup his face, her thumbs stroking his stubbled cheeks, wanting to feel him, to memorize the texture of his skin.

He sank into her, not with a jarring, impatient thrust, but with a slow, deliberate pressure that had her gasping. He filled her completely, stretching her in the most delicious, satisfying way. She felt him slide past her G-spot, a deep, internal pressure that sent a fresh, powerful wave of pleasure cresting through her. He paused then, buried to the hilt inside her, letting them both savor the profound, electric moment of their joining. Her body clenched around him, a tight, wet, welcoming glove. His eyes were closed, his face a mask of pure bliss.

Then he began to fuck her, deeply and slowly, in long, grinding thrusts that seemed designed for maximum sensation, for maximum contact. His noises were what turned her on the most. With every deliberate, sinking stroke, a low groan would rumble in his chest, a rough, guttural sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure that she felt vibrate through her own body. Faith loved looking up at him, watching his handsome face twist with blissful concentration, his eyes half-closed, his jaw tight with the effort of his control. It felt so primal, so real, so incredibly intimate. Faith wrapped her legs around his back, hooking her ankles together, keeping him as tightly against her, as deeply inside her, as possible, unwilling to lose an inch of him.

“Yes, baby,” Robyn panted into her ear, his breath hot and ragged against her skin. “God, you feel amazing around my cock. So tight, so hot.”

Faith smiled dizzily, her head swimming with a dizzying cocktail of sensation and emotion. His cock felt even more than amazing. It felt like it was made for her, like it was the key to a lock she didn’t know she had. Every time he dove it into her wet pussy, a fresh ripple of exquisite arousal surged up inside her. She was soaking wet, so drenched that each powerful thrust was met with a loud, decadent squelching sound that echoed in the quiet room—a filthy, beautiful music of their own making that spurred them both on.

Every so often, Robyn would slow his rhythm, prop himself up on his hands, and square up his face in front of hers. He’d give her a deep, soul-searing kiss, his tongue tangling with hers as their bodies remained joined below, moving in a slow, hypnotic grind. He brushed the stray, sweat-damp pieces of hair out of her eyes with a tenderness that made her heart ache with a sweet, piercing joy. He smiled down at Faith, a real, unguarded smile, like she was the most beautiful, most wondrous thing he had ever seen.

Faith blinked quickly, her vision blurring. Damn it! There were those tears again, welling up in the corners of her eyes and threatening to spill over. But these weren’t tears of fear or insecurity or shame. They were tears of overwhelming, joyous emotion. Tears of gratitude for his kindness, his patience, his worship.

He must have seen the shimmer of them in the lamplight, because he leaned down and kissed one away from the corner of her eye, his lips salty and soft. “You ready for me to finish, baby?” he groaned, his own control clearly fraying at the edges. His hips were already picking up the pace without his conscious permission, his thrusts becoming shorter, harder, more frantic.

She was.

Oh, she was.

He pumped into her still deeply but faster now, a frantic, driving rhythm that stole her breath. It wasn’t so much aggressive as it was passionate and urgent, a desperate, final climb toward the summit they were both racing to reach. Faith’s voice could only come out as ragged moans, her own name and his tangled together into breathless, incoherent pleas. She felt that familiar stirring, that deep, coiling tug deep in her center, that glorious ache between her legs building for a second time, shockingly soon after the first.

It happened so fast, a supernova of sensation. As his pace became frantic, his hips slamming into hers with a delicious, bruising force, she felt her own climax begin to build, a powerful, unstoppable wave chasing the first. “Robyn!” she cried out, her voice high and sharp, her nails digging into the hard muscles of his back. He threw his head back, a guttural roar tearing from his throat, his whole body going rigid above her. They came together somehow in a loud, simultaneous burst of pleasure, a shared explosion that rocked them both to their very core.

Faith thought that only happened in romance books, a convenient, tidy trope designed for maximum romantic impact. But there she was, living it, her pussy clenching violently around his cock as he flooded her with his hot, thick cum. She felt his release as if it were her own, the pulsing of his cock deep inside her triggering the final, shattering waves of her own incredible orgasm. For a few perfect, timeless seconds, their bodies were entirely one, fused together, writhing and warm and slick with sweat.

When it was all finished, when the last exquisite tremor had subsided, they lay together, panting into the quiet, basking in that thick, hazy, wonderful afterglow. He collapsed onto her, his full weight a comforting, solid presence, his face buried in the crook of her neck, his breath hot against her skin. After a moment, he summoned the strength to roll onto his side, but he pulled her with him, tucking her against his chest, their legs still tangled, his cock still half-hard and lodged cozily inside her.

Faith smiled, a lazy, contented curve of her lips, and sighed, a sound of pure, unadulterated bliss that seemed to come from her soul. Robyn responded by kissing the top of her head, his lips moving gently against her hair.

“Thank you,” she said quietly, her voice husky and soft from shouting his name. The words were small, but they carried the weight of the whole evening, the whole three months of patient waiting. Thank you for waiting. Thank you for being kind. Thank you for seeing me, the real me, and not the broken version I thought I was. “For being so patient with me.”

“You’re worth it, Faith.” Robyn pulled her closer, his arm a secure, warm band around her. His voice was a low, sated rumble against her ear, a sound she thought she could listen to for the rest of her life. “And for the record? That was the most incredible sex I’ve ever had in my life.”

Faith had to agree. It was more than sex; it was a reclamation. A baptism. She wished, with a small pang, that she’d been brave enough to do it for the last few months, but then she reminded herself that they could always make up for lost time. A slow, wicked smile spread across her face in the dim, intimate light of the bedroom. That sounded quite fun, actually. A whole lifetime of making up for lost time with him.
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My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Taboo Cravings

https://mybook.to/TabooCravings

A Series of Forbidden Intimacies.

Step into a realm where desire surrenders to the irresistible pull of the unspeakable. Taboo Cravings invites you to explore the intoxicating depths of familial bonds twisted into passionate, erotically charged encounters. Dare to witness the burning glances between a step-sister and her devoted step-brother, or the electrifying tension that ignites a step-mother’s carefully guarded heart. Uncover the clandestine affairs and unexpected desires that bloom within the unsuspecting confides of family gatherings, from the seductive allure of a mother-in-law’s knowing touch to the shocking, yet undeniable, passion found in the arms of a step-aunt.

This series is a decadent exploration of relationships that defy convention, where the thrill of the forbidden fuels a burning, insatiable hunger. Prepare for stories that push the boundaries of morality, delving into the raw, primal urges that arise when deeply entrenched familial ties become the ultimate catalyst for the most exquisite and scandalous of pleasures. Taboo Cravings offers an escape into a world where societal rules crumble, and the only commandment is the relentless, intoxicating pursuit of desires that have long been suppressed. Each novel is an uninhibited plunge into the delicious agony and ecstasy of connections that dare to be entirely, thrillingly taboo.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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