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TAKEN AT THE TARGET


Emily’s eyes fluttered open to the low hum of New York traffic. Her small studio - really just a bedroom with a kitchenette tacked on - felt smaller in the morning light. The bed took up most of the floor; a single dresser, a desk with a monitor, and a narrow balcony beyond the sliding door were all she owned. She sat up, the oversized T-shirt slipping off one brown shoulder. No bra. Just cotton panties hugging the curve of her heart-shaped ass. She padded barefoot to the balcony, the cool tile kissing her soles.

Outside, the street was alive. A jogger in gray sweats glanced up - tall, dark hair, the kind of effortless. Another guy leaned against a food cart, laughing into his phone, forearms flexing as he gestured. She pressed her thighs together, suddenly aware of how little she wore.

Look away. Don’t stare.

But she did. Always did.

At twenty-six, Emily Dane coded clean, scalable systems for a fintech startup in Midtown. She could debug a memory leak in her sleep. Yet put her within ten feet of a man who wasn’t on a screen, and her tongue turned to lead. Her body was a contradiction: 36b breasts that strained against every top, hips that swayed without permission, a face framed by thick black hair that men on the subway stared at too long. Beauty as currency she couldn’t spend.

Today is Sunday. The fridge hummed like an empty stomach. Emily yanked open the door: half a yogurt, one limp carrot, a single egg. Grocery run. Pads too. She scribbled the note on her phone, then peeled off the T-shirt and panties in one motion, letting them drop and went to bathroom.

The shower hissed alive. Hot water sluiced over her whitish skin, tracing the slope of her shoulders, the heavy curve of her breasts, the dip of her waist before spilling down the perfect heart of her ass and pussy. Steam curled around her like a secret. She closed her eyes, let the heat unknot the morning’s nerves. Ten minutes later she stepped out, dripping, skin glowing. She wore a black one-piece skirt that just reached her thighs. The cloth hugged every inch, seam pressing into the cleft of her backside. When she twisted to check the mirror, the fabric shifted, outlining the sway she could never hide. It’s fine.

She dialled mom  in California  for a short talk.  After hung up, she grabbed her canvas tote. Keys, wallet, phone. Outside, the city pulsed. She walked the ten minutes to Target store, sneakers scuffing sidewalk cracks. Her ass moved in rythm  - left, right, left - like a metronome no one else could hear. A guy on a Citi Bike did a double-take; she pretended not to notice, cheeks warming.
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Three blocks away, in a loft that smelled of leather and cedar, Roveo cracked one eye against the sun slicing through half-shut blinds. Forty years old and still built like a boxer who never quite retired - broad shoulders, thick forearms veined from years of grip. He rolled out of bed naked, the sheet tangling at his ankles. He is a natural with women, an effortless hunter who read desire like weather patterns and closed the distance before they knew the storm had arrived. Till today no women was able to withstand his charm. Women were his language. He spoke it fluently, without accent. A tilt of the head, a half-smile that promised ruin and rescue in the same breath.

He showered fast, water pounding the knots from his back. Out in two minutes, towel slung low. Poured a finger of whisky - last of the bottle - into a heavy glass. The burn tasted like Sunday.

Empty.

He shrugged on a charcoal Henley, sleeves pushed to the elbow, dark jeans that hung just right. Leather jacket, keys, wallet thick with cash he never counted. The Bullet waited downstairs, matte black, chrome catching light like a blade. He lit a cigarette, inhaled deep, swung a leg over the seat. The bike snarled awake.
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As Emily reached Target store the automatic doors whooshed open. She snagged a red cart, wheels squeaking. She pauses in front of the produce section, her dark brown eyes scanning the neat rows of apples. The cart is already half-full: a loaf of sourdough bread, a container of Greek yogurt, a bag of  rice.

Roveo steps inside, the hum of the city fading behind him as the doors slide shut. He grabs a trolley from the stack near the entrance. Roveo doesn’t need a list. He never does. He shops the way he lives - on instinct, with a loose plan that allows for detours. Today, the detour is whiskey. He heads straight for the liquor section. The store is busy, but people seem to part for him without realizing it, drawn to the quiet authority in his posture, the way he moves like a man who expects the world to make space for him.

He stops in front of the whiskey display, his fingers trailing over the bottles until they land on a familiar label - Macallan 18, its amber liquid catching the light. He lifts it, testing the weight in his palm, then places it carefully in the trolley. He turns away from the liquor section, the trolley rolling easily beside him. His path takes him toward the back of the store, where the aisles widen and the crowds thin. He’s not looking for anything in particular - just letting his feet guide him. Then he sees her.

Emily standing near the organic produce, her back to him, one hand resting on the handle of her trolley as she studies a display of avocados. As she bent down to pick up an avocado on the floor her skirt rides up just enough to expose her sexy thighs a little more, and Roveo’s gaze snags on it. He slows his steps, his eyes tracing the line of her body, the way her shoulders slope gently, the dark hair spilling down her back, the subtle shift of her weight from one foot to the other. She’s unaware of him, completely absorbed in her task. A smile tugs at the corner of his mouth. It’s been a while since something so simple has caught his attention like this.  There’s something about her. The way she moves. The way she bites her lower lip just slightly as she debates between two avocados, her fingers pressing gently into their skins. Roveo stops a few feet away, his trolley angled so he can watch her without being obvious. He reaches for a bunch of bananas. He’s just... observing. Letting the moment build.

She turns slightly, her profile coming into view. High cheekbones. A delicate nose. Full lips, currently pressed together in concentration. And then there’s the scar - a thin, pale line running from the corner of her left eye down toward her jaw. It’s faint, but it’s there, a mark that tells a story. He clears his throat, just enough to make a sound, and she startles slightly, her head snapping toward him. Their eyes meet.

Emily blinks, her lashes fluttering as she takes him in - the broad shoulders, the green eyes, the way his beard is just rugged enough to make him look like he’s stepped out of a magazine spread. Her breath catches. She’s not used to being looked at like this. Like she’s the only thing in the room worth seeing. Roveo doesn’t look away. He just lets the moment stretch, lets her feel the weight of his gaze. Then, slowly, he lifts the bananas he’s been holding and drops them into his trolley with a quiet thunk.

“These never look as good as they promise,” he says, his voice low, smooth. Emily’s fingers tighten around the handle of her trolley. 

“I, uh - I usually go for the ones that are still a little green.” she said.

Roveo  smiles. 

“A woman who knows how to wait for the good things.” He leans against the edge of the display, his posture relaxed, but his eyes never leave hers. 

“Smart.”

Emily glances down at her trolley, her fingers fidgeting with the edge of her skirt. 

“It’s just fruit.”

He straightens, pushing his trolley just a little closer to hers. Close enough that she can smell his cologne, something woodsy and expensive, the kind of scent that lingers. 

“I’m Roveo,” he says, extending a hand.

Emily hesitates for just a second before slipping her fingers into his. His palm is warm, his grip firm. His thumb brushes over her knuckles, just once, before he lets go.

“Emily,” she says, her voice softer than she intends.

“Emily,” he repeats, like he’s tasting the word.

“That’s a name that suits you.”

She laughs, a quiet, disbelieving sound. “How do you figure?”

Roveo steps back just enough to gesture at her, the way she stands, the way her hair catches the light, the way her lips part when she’s about to speak. 

“Because it’s classic. Timeless. The kind of name that makes a man wonder what story comes with it.”

she tilts her head just slightly, her dark eyes searching his. 

“And what’s your story, Roveo?”

His smile turns wicked. 

“Oh, cara,” he murmurs, “that’s not first-date material.”

She blushes again, harder this time. 

“Who said anything about a date?”

“You did,” he says, his voice dropping to a whisper.

“The second you didn’t walk away.”

The air between them is thick enough to cut. Emily’s heart is pounding, her pulse a wild rhythm in her throat. She should say something clever. Something witty. But all that comes out is, “I should” She gestures vaguely toward her trolley. 

“I need to finish shopping.”

“Of course,” he says, stepping back with a flourish, as if he’s bowing out of her way. “Wouldn’t want to keep you from your avocados.”

Emily exhales, her shoulders relaxing just a fraction. She reaches for her trolley, her fingers trembling slightly as she grips the handle. She takes a step forward, then pauses. Turns back.

Roveo is still watching her, his expression unreadable.

“You know,” she says, her voice steady now, “if you’re going to flirt with a woman in the produce section, you should at least buy something healthy.”

He glances down at his trolley - the whiskey, the bananas, a bag of gourmet coffee. Then back at her. 

“Who says whiskey isn’t healthy?”

Emily laughs, really laughs this time, the sound bright and unexpected. He reaches out, his fingers brushing against the sleeve of her skirt - light, almost accidental. 

“I like this,” he murmurs, his voice dropping to a tone that feels intimate, like a secret shared between them.

Emily’s breath catches.

“It’s just a t-shirt.”

“It’s soft. It suits you.” he said.

She can feel the heat rising in her cheeks.

“Thank you,” she manages, her voice barely above a whisper.

Roveo’s eyes flicker down to her ass, and his smile turns knowing, a little wicked. 

“And I like how it hugs your back.”

Emily freezes. Because his gaze isn’t just on her back – he slowly touched her ass, bold brush against her backside. It’s so unexpected, so audacious, that she doesn’t even have time to react before his fingers are retreating.

Her breath stutters. She should be offended. She should step back, tell him that’s not okay, but instead, she’s rooted to the spot. Her mind races, did that just happen? In public? but before she can gather her thoughts, Roveo is already moving on, his expression easy, as if he hasn’t just crossed a line that should have sent her running.

“So,” he says, as if he hasn’t just set her entire nervous system alight, “where do you live?”

Emily blinks, her brain scrambling to catch up. 

“Nearby,” she stammers, then clears her throat, forcing herself to regain some semblance of composure. 

“Actually, I’m from California.”

“And now you’re in New York,” he says,

“What do you do here? Besides making Target runs look far more interesting than they have any right to be.”

“I’m a software developer,” she says. What about you?”

I’ll do anything you want.”

Her mind races with possibilities, with the sheer audacity of him, and then she laughs. It bubbles up out of her, surprised and breathless, and the tension that had coiled tight in her chest eases, unraveling like a held breath.

Roveo watches her, his grin widening as if her laughter is the best thing he’s heard all day.

“There it is,” he murmurs. “That smile.”

Emily presses her lips together, but it’s no use - she’s still smiling, still caught in the warmth of his attention. 

“You’re ridiculous,” she says, shaking her head.

“And yet,” he counters, stepping just a little closer, “you’re still here.”

She is. She is still here, standing in the middle of a Target aisle with a man she barely knows, her heart pounding, her skin tingling from the ghost of his touch. And the craziest part? She doesn’t want to leave.

The store hums around them, the distant beep of a scanner, the murmur of other shoppers, but it all feels far away, insignificant. Right now, there’s only this - the way Roveo’s eyes darken when he looks at her, the way his voice wraps around her like a promise, the way her body responds to him without her permission. Emily stretches upward on her tiptoes, her fingers barely grazing the jar of organic coconut oil on the top shelf. The plastic edge slips from her grasp, and she exhales in frustration, shifting her weight to try again. The fluorescent lights hum overhead, casting a sterile glow over the aisle.

“Can I help?”

His words land before she can react, his presence suddenly too close, too warm. Before she can answer, before she can even process the offer his hands are on her. Not gripping, not pulling, but lifting her with deliberate care, his fingers curling beneath her elbows. Her breath catches as her feet leave the ground, her body rising effortlessly, as if she weighs nothing at all. The jar is suddenly within reach, and she snatches it on instinct, her fingers tightening around the glass. Roveo doesn’t rush. He lowers her slowly, inch by inch, his gaze never leaving hers. The descent feels endless, intimate in a way that makes her pulse hammer in her throat.

When her feet touch the floor, she doesn’t step back. She can’t. Her cheeks burn, the heat spreading down her neck, and she knows she must be bright red. She clutches the jar to her chest like a shield, her knuckles whitening. 

An elderly woman stands a few feet away smiles at them.

Emily: Thanks..

Roveo: pleasure is all mine.

She blushes red and they walked together towards the counter.

At the counter Emily got busy with herself placing her items in the reusable bags.

"Debit or credit?" the cashier droned, snapping Emily back.

"Debit," she murmured, fumbling for her card.

The transaction beeped approval, and Emily gathered her bags, mumbling a thank-you to the cashier. Romeo swiped his own card with effortless grace.

"After you," he said, his smile crooked and inviting, giving way to her as they stepped into the crisp November air.

The automatic doors hissed shut behind them, cutting off the blast of cold supermarket air. Emily blinked in the morning sun, the weight of her grocery bags feeling suddenly trivial. He was still next to her.

“You look like you could use a break, “Let’s have a coffee together.”

Emily blinks. “Oh - uh, I ...” I actually have some work at home.”

“It’s Sunday,” he interrupts. His tone is light, teasing.

“What kind of work could possibly be that urgent on a Sunday?”

“It’s not urgent, exactly,” she admits, shifting the bags in her arms. “But it’s”

“Come on,” he says, stepping closer .

“There’s a place just down the street. Best cortado in the city. I’ll even let you pick the table.”

Emily hesitates. She should say no. She should. But there’s something about the way he says it - not pushy, not demanding, just... easy. Like this is the most natural thing in the world. And maybe, for him, it is. She’s never been good at spontaneity, at letting herself be swept up in a moment, but the way his eyes crinkle at the corners when he smiles makes her want to try.

“Okay,” she hears herself say, and the word feels foreign on her tongue. “But just a quick coffee.”

He grins “As you wish.”

He reaches for the bags in her arms before she can protest. Emily hesitates for only a second before swinging her leg over the bike, the cool leather seat pressing against the back of her thighs. The bike lurches forward, and Emily gasps, her body instinctively pressing flush against Roveo’s back. The wind whips at her hair, tugging loose strands from her braid. She can feel the vibration of the bike between her legs, the way Roveo shifts his weight with practiced ease as they weave through the streets.  The cafe appears in front of them, its warm yellow lights spilling onto the sidewalk, a stark contrast to the cool night air.

He gestures to a corner table, half-hidden by a potted fern. “Come on.”

Emily follows, her steps slower now. The table is small, intimate. Roveo pulls out a chair for her, the metal legs scraping against the tile, and she sits. The cafe is quiet inside, the usual hum of conversation. The barista, a young guy with a sleeve of tattoos, comes.

“Hey, man. Usual?”

Roveo: “Two coffees. Black.”

Emily blinks. She doesn’t drink her coffee black. She prefers it with a splash of cream, maybe a little sugar, something to soften the bitterness. But before she can say anything, Roveo’s already ordered and  the barista nods and gets to work, the hiss of the espresso machine filling the silence.

Emily shifts her weight, her fingers twisting together. The barista brings two steaming cups.  He’s watching her, his expression still unreadable, but there’s something in his eyes, something that makes her stomach tighten. “You don’t drink it black,” he says suddenly.

Emily freezes, the cup halfway to her lips. “What?”

“Your coffee.” He tilts his head slightly. “You were about to say something.”

She exhales, a shaky laugh escaping her. “How did you?”

“You tensed up when he asked if I wanted the usual.” 

“And you’re holding that cup like it’s going to bite you.”

Emily looks down at her hands, her knuckles white around the ceramic. She swallows, the warmth spreading through her chest.

“I usually take cream,” she admits.

Roveo doesn’t apologize. Instead, he sets his own cup down and turns back. “Hey. Can we get a little cream over here?”

The barista brings a small pitcher. Emily pours a careful stream into her coffee, the liquid swirling into the dark depths. She stirs it absently, the clink of the spoon against the cup the only sound between them. When she finally looks up, Roveo is watching her, his gaze intense.

“Better?” he asks.

She takes another sip. The bitterness is softer now, rounded out.

“Yeah,” she says quietly. “Thanks.

Emily: so, what you do actually?”

Roveo: I am a photographer. I do shoots for brands and also beautiful women’s like you.

Emily: that’s great.

Roveo leans forward slightly, his elbows resting on the table, his gaze locked onto hers. His voice is low, smooth. "You know," he begins, his voice barely above a murmur, "I don’t think I’ve ever seen someone look as beautiful as you do right now."

Emily’s breath catches. A faint smile tugs at her lips. She doesn’t know how to respond compliments have never been something she’s known how to handle. Roveo doesn’t rush her. He watches her, his expression softening as she reacts, as if her shyness is something he finds endlessly fascinating. There’s no smirk, no hint of teasing, just a quiet appreciation, like he’s memorizing the way she blushes, the way her lip’s part just slightly when she’s caught off guard. 

"There’s something about you, Emily. Something that makes it impossible to look away."

"Your lips are so cute," he says, his voice rougher now.

The blush deepens, her skin burning. She presses her lips together self-consciously, her fingers tightening around her cup. The tingling sensation in her stomach spreads, warm and insistent, making her acutely aware of every inch of her body, how close he is, how his cologne lingers in the air between them, woodsy and faintly spiced.

"Thanks," she says.

Her fingers wrapped around the coffee mug, the foam clinging to her upper lip like a secret she hadn't meant to share. He watched her with that half  smile of his - playful, knowing, the kind that made her stomach twist in ways she both loved and feared.

"You're staring," she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, trying to sound casual.

"Can't help it," Roveo replied, leaning forward on his elbows. His dark eyes locked onto hers, unapologetic.

"That little foam mustache? Adorable. Makes me want to lean over and lick it off myself."

Emily felt heat rush to her cheeks and lower. She laughed it off, but her thighs pressed together under the table.

“ Is that your go-to line for all the girls you drag to coffee shops?"

"Only the ones who look at me like they're imagining what my mouth could do elsewhere." He sipped his black coffee, never breaking eye contact.

She bit her lip, glancing around the cafe. The place was half-empty, soft jazz playing in the background.

"You're incorrigible."

"And you're blushing. Hard." He reached across the table, his fingers grazing hers as he stole a sip from her mug.

"Sweet. Just like I thought you'd be."

His voice cuts through the noise, low and rough.

“I like your boobs.”

Emily’s breath catches. Her fingers freeze mid-motion. For a second, she’s sure she misheard him, because no one just says that. Not here. Not in the middle of a café.

But Roveo doesn’t blink. Doesn’t smirk like it’s a joke. His gaze drops, just for a heartbeat, to the swell of her chest beneath her black skirt, then flicks back up to her face. Emily’s pulse spikes. Heat floods her cheeks, then her throat, then lower, pooling between her thighs in a way that makes her shift in her seat.

A giggle bubbles up before she can stop it, sharp and disbelieving.

“What? You’re nasty.” Her hand flies to her chest, fingers pressing against her sternum like she can shield herself from the weight of his words. Roveo chuckles, deep and unapologetic, leaning back in his chair like he hasn’t just lit a fuse under her.

“What?” he echoes, spreading his hands. “They’re great. Perfect size. Will Fit in my hands just right.” His voice drops, roughens. “I bet they’re soft, too.”

Emily’s mouth goes dry. But the truth is, no one’s ever talked to her like this - so blunt, so honest. Most men tiptoe around her, like she’s something fragile. Roveo? He’s looking at her like she’s a feast.

“You can’t just..” she starts, but her voice cracks. She swallows, tries again. “You can’t say things like that.”

“Why not?” He tilts his head, genuine curiosity in his expression.

“It’s true. You’re beautiful, Emily. And not just your tits.” His lips quirk. “Though they are spectacular.”

A whimper escapes her before she can stop it. Her face burns. She ducks her head, but not before she sees the way his Adam’s apple bobs, the way his fingers flex against the table like he’s fighting the urge to reach for her.

“You’re impossible,” she mutters, but there’s no heat in it. Just wonder. Just the dizzying rush of being seen.

“Yeah, maybe.” His voice is quieter now, rougher. “But I’m not lying. And I’m not just fucking with you.” A pause. “You’re a great chick, Emily.”

Emily’s heart hammers against her ribs. She should look away. Should change the subject. But she can’t

“You’re gonna make me blush,” she admits, voice barely above a whisper. Roveo’s gaze darkens.

“Good,” he murmurs. “I like you like this. Pink-cheeked. Breathless

The air between them crackles. Roveo’s nostrils flare. For a second, neither of them moves. Then, slow as sin, he reaches across the table and hooks a finger under her chin, tilting her face up. His thumb brushes her lower lip, and she gasps, the sound swallowed by the sudden press of his mouth against hers. It’s not gentle. It’s not sweet. It’s hot and wet and demanding, his tongue sweeping past her lips like he’s been dying to taste her. Emily melts into it, her hands flying to his shoulders, fingers digging into the hard muscle beneath his shirt. He groans into her mouth, the vibration making her whimper, her body arching toward him without thought.

When he pulls back, it’s only an inch, his breath fanning over her swollen lips.

“Fuck,” he growls. “You taste even better than I imagined.”

Emily’s vision swims. She can feel her nipples, hard and aching, rubbing against the fabric of her bra with every breath. Her thighs are slick with heat, her panties already damp.

Roveo set the mug down and tilted his head.

"You know, my place is nearby. Just a few yards, really. We could... continue this conversation somewhere more private."

Her heart hammered. Hesitation flickered - should she? They barely knew each other, but that's what made it thrilling. Dangerous.

"I... I don't know, Roveo. It's sudden."

He grinned, standing and tossing some bills on the table. "Come on, Emily. Live a little.

She hesitated another beat, pulse racing, then nodded. "Okay. But just for a bit."
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By the time they pulled up to his building, she was breathless. As she slid off the bike, legs a little shaky, she felt it - the unmistakable slickness in her panties, warm and insistent.

The heavy wooden door of Roveo’s apartment clicks shut behind Emily, the sound echoing in the dimly lit space. The air is thick with the scent of sandalwood and something darker - leather, maybe, or the faint musk of his cologne. Her pulse thrums in her throat as she stands there, her fingers twitching at her sides. He doesn’t turn on the overhead lights. Instead, the soft glow of a single lamp casts long shadows across the hardwood floors, painting the room in amber and gold. Roveo takes out the whisky from his shopping bag and pours 2 glasses.

“Drink,” he said, offering one.

Emily’s fingers hesitated around the glass. She brought it to her lips. The burn surprised her; warmth spread down her throat and bloomed low in her stomach. Roveo set his glass aside untouched. Without ceremony he reached behind his head and pulled off his T-shirt in one smooth motion. The fabric whispered to the floor.

Emily’s breath caught.

He was narrower than the gym bros she sometimes scrolled past online, but every line looked carved for use: shoulders cut sharp, ribs faintly visible when he breathed, the clean V of muscle disappearing into his waistband. A thin scar ran along his left oblique, pale against warm skin. He didn’t pose; he simply existed there, letting her look. Then his hands dropped to his belt. The clink of the buckle was soft, almost polite. Jeans slid down lean thighs and pooled at his ankles. He stepped out of them, kicked them aside.

Now only dark boxer briefs. They clung to him, and there was no hiding what the sight of her. The outline of his dick was unmistakable, thick against the fabric, straining slightly as he shifted his weight. Then he slowly removed his boxer, his long thick dick came in to display. Emily’s breath caught. She wanted to say something, but it didn’t come. Emily felt heat rush to her face, sudden and fierce. She stared at the glass in her hand as if it might save her, then risked another glance at his dick.

“You’re trembling,” he murmurs, his voice rough, amused. His thumb traces slow circles over her knuckles, sending a shiver up her arm.

Emily swallows hard. “I don’t know why.”

“Liar.” His chuckle is low, knowing. He doesn’t give her time to protest. Instead, he guides her deeper into the room, his steps sure, until they reach the center where the light pools around them like liquid honey. Then, without warning, he reaches up, his fingers grazing the side of her face before he ties something soft and dark over her eyes.

The world goes black.

Emily gasps, her breath hitching as the blindfold settles against her skin. The fabric is smooth - silk and it presses gently against her eyelids, blocking out everything. Her other senses sharpen instantly. The sound of Roveo’s breathing, slow and steady.

“Roveo..” Her voice wavers, but he cuts her off with a finger pressed to her lips.

“Shh.” His breath fans over her cheek, warm and intoxicating. “Just feel.”

She does.

His hands find the hem of her skirt, his fingers deft as he pulls it off. The cool air kisses her skin as the fabric parts, revealing the lace of her bra, then the swell of her breasts as he pushes the cups aside.

“Fuck, Emily,” he murmurs, his voice thick. “You’re perfect.”

She whimpers, her back arching involuntarily as his warm breath ghosts over her bare skin. Then his lips are on her breast, feather-light at first, brushing against one nipple before the other. She can feel the wet heat of his mouth, the way his tongue flicks out to tease her, swirling around the sensitive peak before he sucks it between his lips. A jolt of pleasure shoots straight to her core, her thighs pressing together as her pussy throbs, aching.

“Oh god” Her fingers tangle in his hair, gripping tight as he lavishes attention on her, his hands cupping her breasts, kneading them with just the right amount of pressure. His thumbs circle her nipples, rolling them between his fingers until they’re hard and aching, the sensation bordering on pain but never crossing it. Then something new - something soft and sinuous drags across her chest. A scarf, she realizes, silk sliding over her skin, cool and smooth. It contrasts sharply with the roughness of Roveo’s calloused fingers, which follow the same path a second later, tracing the undersides of her breasts before pinching her nipples just hard enough to make her gasp.

“Roveo, please.” She doesn’t even know what she’s begging for. More? Less? The blindfold makes it impossible to anticipate, to prepare. She’s at his mercy. His mouth trails lower, kissing a path down her belly, his hands never leaving her breasts. He worships them like they’re something sacred, squeezing, teasing, his thumbs flicking over her nipples until she’s panting, her hips rocking helplessly against nothing. The silk scarf drags over her skin again, this time lower, dipping into her navel before he tugs it away, replacing it with the wet heat of his tongue.

Emily moans, her head falling back as her body arches into his touch. She can feel how wet she is, her panties damp against her skin, her clit throbbing with every flick of his tongue against her belly.

His hands slide down her sides, gripping her hips as he sinks to his knees in front of her. His fingers hook into the waistband of her panty, tugging them down just enough to expose her pussy hair. He doesn’t take them off. Not yet. Instead, he presses a kiss to the fabric right over her clit, his breath seeping through the lace, making her shudder.

Emily cries out, her knees nearly buckling.

The blindfold slips away, the soft silk gliding over Emily’s flushed cheeks before Roveo pulls it free. Her breath catches when she sees the tray beside them, glass vials of golden oil, their surfaces shimmering, the scent of jasmine and sandalwood thick in the air. She swallows hard, as Roveo’s fingers brush against her jaw, tilting her face toward his.

“Beautiful,” he murmurs, his voice rough with admiration. His thumb traces the curve of her lower lip. She watches, mesmerized, as he picks up a vial, the oil inside sloshing gently as he uncorks it. The first drop falls onto her collarbone, warm and slick, trickling down between her boobs. She gasps, her nipples tightening instantly, the cool air contrasting with the heat of the oil.

Roveo doesn’t rush. He pours more, a slow stream over her left breast, the golden liquid pooling around her nipple before spilling down her ribs. Emily arches into his touch as his palm follows the trail, spreading the oil in slow, deliberate circles. His fingers are firm, his grip possessive as he massages her flesh, kneading the softness before rolling her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. A whimper escapes her, her back arching off the rug, her hands clutching at his wrists, not to push him away, but to ground herself. His other hand mirrors the motion on her right breast, pinching just hard enough to make her moan. His hands slide lower, tracing the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips, before gliding back up to cup her breasts again. He lifts them, weighing them in his palms, his thumbs brushing over her nipples in slow, maddening strokes.

“So perfect,” he growls, his voice thick with lust. “I could worship these all night.” And he does - leaning down to take one taut peak into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud before he sucks hard, pulling a broken cry from her lips. Emily’s fingers tangle in his hair, holding him to her as he lavishes attention on first one breast, then the other, his beard scratching deliciously against her skin.

She’s panting now, her body a live wire, every nerve ending alight. Roveo pulls back just enough to meet her gaze, his eyes dark with hunger.

“On the floor,” he commands, his voice leaving no room for argument. Emily obeys, sinking onto her back on the thick rug, her legs falling open in silent invitation. Roveo kneels between them, his broad shoulders pressing her thighs apart, exposing her to his hungry stare. He removed her panty in a motion revealing her little hairy pussy.

“Fuck, you’re dripping,” he groans, he lowers his head to her pussy. He sucks them, his eyelids fluttering closed as he savors her taste, his breath ghosting over her clit before his tongue flicks out, tracing slow, deliberate patterns - circles, figure eights, teasing the bundle of nerves until her thighs tremble around his ears.

Then he feasts.

His mouth seals over her pussy, his tongue plunging deep inside her, fucking her with long, relentless strokes. Emily cries out, her fingers clawing at the rug, her body writhing under the onslaught. Roveo’s hands grip her thighs, his fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks, holding her open as he devours her. He alternates between lapping at her clit and spearing her with his tongue, his beard rough against her inner thighs, the contrast of soft and scratchy driving her wild.

“Roveo please...” she begs, her voice breaking, her orgasm coiling tight in her belly. He growls against her, the vibration making her clench around nothing, her body desperate for more. His fingers join the assault, two of them sliding inside her with a slow, deliberate curl that has her seeing stars. “Gonna come,  fuck - ” she chokes out, her back bowing off the rug.

He pulls back just enough to whisper,

“Let go, amore,” his breath hot against her soaked folds. And she does, shattering with a scream, her pussy clenching around his fingers as wave after wave of pleasure crashes over her. Roveo doesn’t stop, licking her through it, drawing out every last tremor until she’s a boneless, trembling mess beneath him.

Roveo gets up and pushes her up giving hands. His hands sliding down her arm before gripping her hip, turning her toward the balcony doors. The glass is cool under her fingertips as he guides her forward, his body a solid, unyielding presence behind her.

“Look,” he murmurs, his lips brushing the sensitive skin just below her ear. “The city’s watching. Emily’s breath fogs the glass as she presses her palms against it, her reflection blurred in the dark surface. Beyond it, the city sprawls - endless lights, distant and indifferent. No one knows she’s here. No one knows this is happening. The realization makes her knees weak.

Emily’s head falls back against his shoulder as his fingers slide through her wetness, teasing her entrance before circling her clit.

“Roveo” His name is a plea, a prayer, a demand all at once.

“Quiet,” he orders, his teeth grazing her earlobe.

She bites her lip hard. when his fingers press deeper, two of them sinking inside her with a slow, deliberate thrust, she can’t stop the whimper that escapes. Roveo pulls his hand away suddenly, leaving her empty, her body throbbing with need. She whines in protest, her hips chasing his touch, but he’s already turning her, pressing her back against the glass door. The cool surface is a shock against her overheated skin. His hands are on her thighs, gripping hard as he lifts her.

“Wrap your legs around me.”

She does, her heels digging into his ass as he pins her against the glass, the city watching behind him. With one rough thrust, he’s inside her, stretching her, filling her so completely she sees stars.

“Fuck” The word is torn from her lips, her back arching off the glass as he bottoms out, his hips flush against hers.

“That’s it,” he grunts, his hands gripping her ass, holding her in place as he pulls back and slams into her again.  The glass rattles with every thrust, the sound of their bodies slapping together obscene in the quiet of the apartment. He was long, thick, stretching her with a delicious, burning fullness that made her gasp. Her forehead dropped against the glass with a soft thud. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust, letting the sensation bloom. Then he withdrew, almost completely, before slamming back in.

“Oh god.”

The impact drove her forward, her bare back and shoulders crushing flush against the chilled glass. The cityscape sprawled beneath her, a panoramic view for anyone who might look up. The thought was a fleeting spark that only made the heat between her legs coil tighter. His thrusts established a rhythm, deep and powerful, each one jolting her body, making her breasts bounce.

In. Out. Deep.

He fucked her with a relentless, piston-like precision.  Every thrust rubbed directly against that perfect, sensitive spot inside her. Moans were punched from her lungs, loud and shameless. Her nipples were hard peaks, scraping against the smooth surface with every driven movement of his hips.

“Roveo...” It was less a name and more a plea, a prayer.

He fucked her like he was trying to brand himself inside her. The glass shuddered faintly with their rhythm. Her moans became a continuous, broken stream. Her inner muscles began to clench around him, fluttering wildly, the coil pulled taut to its breaking point. He growled against her breast, the vibration traveling straight through her. Emily’s moans are loud, unchecked, her fingers tangled in his hair as she pulls him closer, her lips crashing against his. He kisses her like he’s starving, his tongue invading her mouth, his teeth nipping at her lower lip. Roveo groans, his grip on her ass bruising as he angles his hips, driving into her with deep, punishing strokes.

“You’re gonna come on my cock,” he growls, his breath hot against her ear.

She can’t hold back. The pleasure is too much, the risk too intoxicating. Her orgasm crashes over her like a wave, her body clamping down around him as she screams his name, her nails raking down his back.

“Roveo! Ahh!”

“That’s my girl,” he grunts, his thrusts turning erratic, his own release building.

He cums with a guttural groan, his body jerking as he buries himself deep, his cum filling her in hot, thick pulses. Emily can feel it, the warmth of him spilling inside her, marking her, claiming her. She whimpers, her body still trembling with aftershocks, her legs locked around him as he rides out the last waves of his orgasm.

For a long moment, neither of them moves. Roveo’s forehead rests against hers, his breath ragged, his cock still twitching inside her. Roveo finally pulls back, his cock slipping free with a wet sound that makes her blush. She can feel his cum dripping down her thighs, the warmth of it a stark reminder of what just happened. He doesn’t let her go, though. His arms wrap around her, pulling her  against him as he turns, pressing his back against the glass instead.

“On your knees.”

The command is a whip-crack in the quiet, and Emily’s body responds before her mind can catch up. The rug is soft beneath her knees, the fibers pressing into her skin as she sinks down, her pulse roaring in her ears. Roveo stands over her, his cock already thick and heavy in his hand, the tip glistening with cum. He strokes himself slowly, his jaw tight, his gaze locked on her.

“Open.”

Emily parts her lips, her tongue darting out to wet them. The first press of him against her mouth is salty and hot, the weight of him making her breath hitch. She takes him in slowly, her lips stretching around his girth, her hands coming up to brace against his thighs. The muscles there tense under her fingertips as he groans, low and guttural.

“That’s it,” he rasps, his fingers threading into her hair, gripping just tight enough. “Take me deeper.”

She does, relaxing her throat as he pushes in, the tip of him hitting the back of her mouth. Her eyes water, but she doesn’t pull away, her nails digging into his skin as she hollows her cheeks, sucking hard. The sounds he makes - rough, broken - spur her on, her own arousal dripping down her thighs, her pussy clenching around nothing.

The cool air washed over her exposed ass, a stark contrast to the burning heat of her face and the hard, living heat in her mouth. She lost herself in the rhythm. In the wet, sucking sounds. In the low, approving grunts that fell from his lips. She worshiped him with her mouth, hollowing her cheeks, using her tongue, taking him as deep as she could until her nose brushed the coarse hair at his base. Her own arousal was a dripping, throbbing mess between her legs, ignored, a secondary pulse to the primary act of serving him.

His thrusts into her mouth became more urgent. His breathing hitched. The hand in her hair fisted, holding her firmly in place as he began to fuck her face in earnest, short, powerful drives that made her throat work. Tears tracked down her cheeks. She didn’t fight it. She embraced the helplessness, the sheer use of it. She looked up, meeting the dark intensity of his gaze. Her submission was complete, and he saw it.

A tremor shot through his thighs. A guttural, raw sound tore from him. “Now.”

The first hot, salty spurt hit the back of her throat. She swallowed instinctively. The second was thicker, flooding her mouth with his essence. His hand left her hair and clamped firmly over her jaw, his thumb and fingers pressing into her cheeks, holding her mouth open, making sure she took it all. There was no question, no choice. Only the hot, relentless pulses filling her, the intimate, primal taste of him, the absolute ownership of the act. She drank. Gulp after gulp, swallowing every drop of the hot, bitter seed as he emptied himself into her. The pulses slowed. Stopped. He held her there for a long moment, his softening cock still resting on her tongue, his hand still firm on her face. Finally, he withdrew with a wet, obscene pop.

Emily stayed on her knees, breathing heavily. His cum was a warm trail leaking from the corner of her lips down her chin. She didn’t wipe it. She looked up at him, her vision blurry, her lips swollen and glistening. Roveo looked down at her, at the picture of absolute debasement. His thumb came up and swiped through the mess on her chin, then pushed the digit back between her parted lips. She sucked it clean, her eyes never leaving his.

A faint, dark smile touched his mouth. Before she can protest, he takes her on his shoulder and puts her in to the bed. Roveo stands at the foot of the bed, his broad frame casting a long shadow over her. His cock, already thickening again, juts out from his body, the veins along the shaft pulsing with every beat of his heart. His jaw tightens, his fingers flexing at his sides as if resisting the urge to grab her, to take her again.

Emily watches him through half-lidded eyes, her lips parted. She shifts slightly, her thighs pressing together before falling open again, an unconscious invitation. The movement draws his attention straight to the slick, puffy lips of her cunt, still flushed from the last time he fucked her raw. His hands grip her hips, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh as he pulls her toward the edge of the bed, positioning her exactly where he wants her. The head of his cock nudges against her entrance, thick and hot, and Emily moans, her head falling back as she feels him start to push inside. There’s no gentleness in the way he takes her, just raw, unfiltered need. She’s sore, her pussy still sensitive from the last time, but the stretch of him filling her again sends a jolt of pleasure through her, her walls fluttering as they part around his dick.

“Fuck,” Roveo groans, his voice strained, his forehead pressing against hers as he bottoms out.

She can only whimper, her body adjusting to the intrusion, her pussy clenching around him as if trying to pull him deeper. He stays still for a moment, letting her feel the full weight of him inside her, the way he owns her, the way he fills her completely. Then he pulls back, just a little and slams back in, hard. Emily cries out, her back bowing off the bed, her boobs bouncing with the force of his thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin fills the room, wet and obscene, the bed creaking beneath them as Roveo sets a punishing rhythm. Thud. Thud. Thud. A steady, punishing rhythm. Each one jolted her whole body forward on the bed, the headboard tapping a frantic counter-beat against the wall.

Emily’s world had narrowed to that sound and the incredible, stretching fullness deep inside her. Roveo wasn’t just inside her; he was occupying her, a hard, hot presence that seemed to reach parts of her she didn’t know existed. Her fingers twisted in the sheets, knuckles white. Her breath came in ragged gasps that matched his tempo. His hands were anchored on her hips, his grip like iron, fingers digging into the soft flesh as he pulled her back onto him with every forward surge. The slap of their skin meeting was wet, loud, obscene.

Her boobs bounced with every brutal thrust. The motion was wild, uncontrolled. He shifted his angle, just slightly, and Emily cried out. A sharp, broken sound. The new angle sent a shock of pure, electric pleasure straight up her spine. Her back arched, pushing her chest out further, presenting herself. Her head fell back, mouth open.

He saw it. His gaze, dark and intense, dropped from her face to watch her body react. To watch him work on her. The sight seemed to fuel him. His pace increased. The thud-thud became a continuous, rolling thunder. The bedsprings protested in a high whine.

“Look at you,” he growled, his breath hot against her neck. The new position trapped her, his weight pinning her down, his thrusts becoming shorter, more focused, more intense. “Taking every inch. Fucking beautiful.”

She was. She felt beautiful in her complete undoing. The heat pooling low in her belly was a molten spill, spreading with every penetration. She was stretched so wide, so full. She could feel the thick ridge of him, the insistent pulse of his need, the wet, slick proof of her own arousal coating them both. His hands slide up her body, rough and demanding, until they find her breasts. He palms one, his thumb flicking over her nipple. Then his mouth follows, his lips closing around the peak, his tongue swirling before he sucks hard. Emily screams, her fingers tangling in his hair, holding him to her as he devours her. The sensation is too much the heat of his mouth, the drag of his cock inside her, the way his teeth graze her skin just enough to sting.

“Roveo...please...” she gasps, her voice breaking.

He growls against her skin, the vibration sending a fresh wave of desire coursing through her. His hips snap forward, his cock pistoning into her with deep, relentless strokes. Each thrust hits that perfect spot inside her, the one that makes her see stars, her vision blurring at the edges. She can feel her orgasm building already, her pussy fluttering around him as if trying to milk him for his cum.

“Roveo...I’m...”

“Come for me,” he orders, his voice a rough command. “Now.”

And she does.

Her orgasm hits her like a freight train, her back arching off the bed as her pussy clamps down around his cock, her walls rippling as she comes. A broken cry tears from her throat, her nails raking down his back as she rides out the pleasure, her body shuddering beneath him. White-hot pleasure erupted from that deep, full place, exploding outward in concentric rings of sheer, mindless ecstasy. Her vision whited out. Her body convulsed around him, milking him, clenching in rhythmic, uncontrollable pulses. A silent scream locked in her chest, every muscle taut as wire before the delicious, total collapse.

Roveo groans, his thrusts turning erratic as her tight cunt milks him, her orgasm triggering his own.

But he doesn’t let go. Not yet.

He pulls out suddenly. Before she can protest, he flips her onto her stomach, gripping her hips and yanking her onto her knees. She’s still panting, her skin slick with sweat, when she feels him press against her again, this time from behind.

Roveo bottoms out with a sharp thrust, his hips slapping against her ass, his balls pressing tight against her. Emily screams, her body trembling violently. He’s so deep, the stretch bordering on unbearable, the pressure of him inside her making her vision blur. Her ass clenches around his cock, her muscles fluttering in desperate little pulses, trying to push him out even as her body betrays her, her pussy gushing with arousal, soaking the sheets beneath her.

He pulls back slowly, his cock dragging against her sensitive inner walls, every ridge and vein catching on the way out. Emily whines, her body already missing the fullness, her hole gaping slightly before he slams back in. The impact drives the air from her lungs, her cry muffled against the pillow. He does it again. And again. Each thrust is brutal, his hips snapping forward with enough force to jolt her entire body, her tits swaying beneath her, her hair sticking to her damp skin. His  thrust is punishing. The slap of skin against skin echoes through the room, the sound wet and obscene. Emily’s vision whites out for a second, her body jolting forward with the force of it. Her ass burns, the stretch almost too much, but the way his cock drags against that spot deep inside her  -  fuck - it’s too good. Emily’s moans turn to broken whimpers, her body tightening, her ass milking his cock with every desperate clench. She’s there right on the edge, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave.

And then he stops.

Roveo freezes, his cock buried to the hilt inside her, his hips flush against her ass. Emily keens, her body trembling, her release just out of reach. She tries to rock back, to force him to move, but his grip on her hips turns to iron, holding her still.

“No” she whines, her voice cracking. “Please”

“Not yet,” Roveo murmurs, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. His cock twitches inside her, the movement maddening, just enough to keep her teetering on the edge but not enough to push her over.

“You don’t get to cum until I say so.”

Emily’s breath comes in ragged sobs, her body strung tight, her ass clenching around him in helpless little pulses. She can feel his cock throbbing inside her, the heat of him, the way her body is trying to drag him deeper. She’s so close, her clit aching, her pussy soaked, her entire body trembling with the need to cum.

His hand slides around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, circling it lazily, just enough to make her whimper but not enough to let her tip over. Emily’s vision blurs with tears, her body shaking, her breath coming in broken gasps.

“Please,” she begs, her voice raw. “I’ll do anything. Just let me cum. Please.”

Roveo chuckles, the sound dark and satisfied. His fingers still, his cock twitching inside her, denying her even that small friction. “Since you’re begging so prettily...”

His hand tightens in her hair, yanking her head back as he finally pulls his hips back and slams into her again. The thrust is brutal, his cock pounding into her ass with enough force to make her scream. Emily’s body convulses, her orgasm crashing over her like a freight train, her ass clenching around him so tightly it’s almost painful. Her vision whites out, her cry muffled against the pillow as wave after wave of pleasure wracks her body, her pussy gushing, her ass milking his cock in desperate, rhythmic pulses.

Roveo groans, his own release building, his thrusts losing their precision as he fucks her through her orgasm. “That’s it,” he grunts, his voice rough. “Milk my cock, you filthy little slut. Take every fucking drop.”

His cock swells, his balls drawing up tight, and then he cums, his release hot and thick inside her, filling her ass as he buries himself to the hilt. Emily whimpers, her body still trembling, his cum dripping out around his cock with every shallow thrust. Roveo collapses forward, his chest pressing against her back, his breath hot against her ear. His cock is still half-hard inside her, his cum leaking out around the stretch of him. Emily’s body feels boneless, her limbs trembling, her ass sore and throbbing.

“Good girl,” Roveo murmurs, his lips brushing her shoulder. His hand slides up her body, his fingers wrapping around her throat, tilting her head back just enough to press a filthy, open-mouthed kiss to her lips. “Such a good girl for me.”

She felt liquid, boneless. Spent.

Roveo’s hand stilled on her spine. Then it moved, not with languid tenderness, but with purpose. A large palm smoothed over the curve of her shoulder, down the dip of her waist, coming to rest on the swell of her hip.

Before she could form a thought, he was moving. He sat up in the bed, the muscles of his abdomen flexing, and in one smooth, effortless motion, he guided her off his chest. Her world tilted. Strong hands turned her, positioned her. Before she knew it, she was bent across his lap, her front pressed into the rumpled sheets, her backside presented to the cool air of the room. The vulnerable, submissive position sent a fresh jolt of arousal straight to her pussy, which still throbbed from his earlier possession. Her cheek was against the cotton, her arms splayed out for balance. She could feel the hard muscle of his thighs beneath her stomach, the heat of him seeping into her skin.

For a long moment, there was only silence and the sound of their breathing. His hand rested on the crest of her left ass cheek, a warm, heavy weight. She held her breath.

The first slap came without warning.

It was a soft touch, really. More a caress with impact. A gentle pat against her flesh. The sound was a muted thwack.

Emily let out a breath she didn’t know she was holding.

The second slap landed on the same spot, a heartbeat later.

Thwack.

This one had more intent behind it. The sting deepened, spreading a warmth across her ass. A small, involuntary sound escaped her lips, a sharp intake of air.

Roveo said nothing. His silence was a presence in itself. She could feel his gaze on her, studying the pinkening imprint of his hand, watching her react.

The third slap was not on the left, but on the right.

Thwack!

Louder. Harder. The impact jolted her forward slightly on his lap. The sting was immediate, bright, a line of fire that made her muscles clench. A low moan vibrated in her throat, born of surprise and a sudden, sharp pleasure.

He didn’t rush. The pause was a torture in itself. Her skin felt hypersensitive, every nerve ending waiting for the next strike. She squirmed slightly, her hips shifting against his legs.

The fourth slap came down on the left cheek again, overlapping the first mark.

Thwack.

The sound was sharper, crisper. The force was significant now, enough to make her body jolt. Her moan this time was louder, less controlled, ending in a shaky exhale. His hand rubbed the spot slowly, a soothing gesture that only heightened the sensitivity. Then he pulled it away.

The fifth slap was a revelation.

THWACK!

It landed dead center, where her ass cheeks met, the impact vibrating through her whole lower body. The sound was a solid, meaty crack. The pain was intense. Her back arched of its own accord, pushing her rear up higher into the air, into the path of his hand. A full, rich moan tore from her chest, loud and unashamed. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, not from hurt, but from the overwhelming flood of sensation.

He was remaking her here, over his lap. With each slap, the careful, civilized Emily who had walked into this room was being stripped away, leaving only raw nerve endings and a hunger for more.

The sixth and seventh blows came in quick succession - left, then right.

THWACK! THWACK!

The rhythm was building. The slaps were no longer separate events but part of a crescendo. The heat in her skin was immense, a glowing, radiant warmth. She was moaning with every hit now, a continuous, needy sound. Her hips began a small, unconscious roll against his thigh, seeking friction, seeking more.

His free hand came down to still her, his arm like an iron bar across the small of her back. “Stay,” his voice rumbled.

She stilled, obedient, panting into the sheets.

The eighth slap was the hardest yet.

CRACK.

The sound echoed. Her whole body jolted violently. A sharp cry ripped from her throat. The sting was breathtaking, a searing brand that seemed to sink straight through her flesh and into her very bones. Her vision swam. She was lost in it. It was a surrender more complete than any she’d experienced with him inside her. He paused again, his hand resting on the trembling, scorching skin.

He didn’t speak, just moved. The arm around her waist tightened. His other hand slid beneath her thighs. In one fluid, powerful lift, he raised her from his lap and stood, holding her against his chest as if she weighed nothing. Her heated backside pressed against his forearms, the contact sending a fresh wave of sensation through her. She was too dazed to do anything but wrap her arms around his neck, her face buried against his shoulder. The world moved in a blur of motion - the edge of the bed, the dim room, the doorway.

The bathroom tiles were cool under his feet. He didn’t put her down. He walked them straight into the shower stall, reaching one-handed to turn the knobs. Water erupted from the showerhead, a sudden, heavy spray that quickly warmed, steaming up the glass enclosure.

The first hot drops hit her back, a startling contrast to the air. He adjusted her in his grip, turning them so the water cascaded over both their shoulders, sluicing the sweat and slickness from their skin. It ran in rivulets down his chest, over the hard planes of his stomach. It plastered her hair to her scalp, her back. He backed her against the tiled wall, the chill of the ceramic a shock against her heated skin. Then he let her slide down the length of his body until her feet found the textured floor.

The water beat down on them, a constant, drumming curtain. He framed her face with his hands, his thumbs wiping droplets from her cheeks. His kiss wasn’t gentle. It was deep, claiming, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with the same ownership his body had claimed earlier. She melted into it, her hands sliding up the wet, corded strength of his back. He was fully, magnificently hard again. He crowded her against the wall, his body hot and solid against hers. One hand cupped her breast, his thumb rolling her nipple into a tight, aching peak. The other hand slid between them, his fingers finding her once more, but this time, just to position himself.

The broad, blunt head of him nudged at her entrance, slick with her arousal and the water. He pushed forward, just an inch, a slow, stretching invasion that made her eyes roll back.

He pushed forward with a relentless, steady pressure that stretched her open around him once more. The water sluiced between them, over them, as he filled her completely, seating himself to the hilt with a groan that was lost in the steam. Emily’s cry was swallowed by the shower’s roar. Her hands scrabbled against the slick tile for purchase, finding none. He pinned her there, his hips flush against hers, the thick, hot length of him a perfect, punishing fit. For a long moment, he didn’t move, just let her feel the totality of his possession. The water beat down on his back, running in rivulets down the hard valley of his spine.

Then he withdrew, almost completely, and slammed back in.

A ragged scream tore from her throat. The force drove the air from her lungs. He set a pace that was brutal in its efficiency, each thrust a deep, claiming stroke that punched a gasp or a moan from her lips. The shower stall echoed with the wet slap of skin, a frantic rhythm competing with the water’s percussion. Her breasts bounced heavily with every impact, the peaks tight and aching, sensitive to the spray and the brush of his chest. One arm wrapped around her waist, locking her in place against the onslaught. The other hand fisted in her wet hair, tilting her head back, exposing her throat to the hot water and his hungry mouth. He bit down on the tendon where her neck met her shoulder. Her climax began to build again, a swift, rising tide. The earlier tension he’d wound so tight with his mouth was still there, coiling tighter with every punishing drive of his hips. She was babbling again, words she didn’t understand, a litany of yes and more and his name, Roveo, a chant against his sweat-and-water-slicked skin.

He felt it too. His rhythm fractured, became ragged, desperate. With a final, deep thrust that lifted her onto her toes, he shuddered against her, a low roar tearing from his chest as he emptied himself inside her. The hot, pulsing rush triggered her own release. It crashed over her in a blinding, deafening wave, her inner muscles clamping around him in rhythmic, milking spasms that seemed to pull the very last drop from him.

They slumped against the wall, gasping, the water cooling around them. He stayed inside her, his forehead pressed to the tile beside her head, his breath hot and ragged in her ear. Slowly, carefully, he pulled out. The sensation made her whimper, a sudden, hollow emptiness where he had been.

He turned off the water. The silence was abrupt, ringing.

Wordlessly, he grabbed a towel, wrapping it around her, rubbing her skin roughly until a faint, prickling heat returned. He dried himself with another. She felt boneless, her mind blissfully blank, her body a map of pleasant aches and glowing satisfaction. He scooped her up again, towel and all, cradling her against his chest. She nuzzled into the solid warmth of him, her eyes drifting shut. The walk back to the bedroom was a haze. He laid her on the cool sheets, the damp towel beneath her.

She expected him to join her, to pull her into the afterglow. She expected sleep. He did not join her.

He stood beside the bed, looking down at her, his expression unreadable. The predatory focus was back. He turned and walked to the closet. She heard a soft rustle, then the distinct sound of leather sliding against itself.

Her eyes opened fully.

He returned to the bedside. In his hands were two long, supple straps of dark leather. They were simple, sturdy, with sturdy buckles on one end.

Her heart, which had settled into a slow, languid rhythm, gave a hard, single thud.

He took her right wrist, his grip firm but not painful. He guided her arm up, over her head, towards the heavy wooden slat of the headboard. She watched, mesmerized, as he wrapped one strap around her wrist and the wood, the leather cool against her skin. He buckled it, the click of the clasp shockingly loud in the quiet room. He pulled on it, testing. It held fast.

He repeated the process with her left wrist, stretching her other arm up and out. The leather bit gently into her skin as he tightened it, securing the buckle with another decisive click. She was spread before him, utterly exposed. The position arched her back slightly, thrusting her breasts upward. The air in the room felt cooler on her damp skin.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, the word a low rumble of pure approval.

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her spread legs. His hands smoothed up the inside of her thighs, pushing them wider apart, exposing her completely. His thumbs traced her inner lips. She gasped, her hips twitching upward, but the restraints held her firmly in place.

He leaned down, his mouth hovering just above her. His breath was a hot promise against her slick flesh.

“This time,” he said, his voice thick, “you don’t get to move. You don’t get to touch. You just take what I give you.”

He moved up her body, his knees nudging her thighs wider. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of him nudging, spreading her. He looked into her eyes, his own dark with intent.

“Now,” he said, and pushed forward.

The stretch was exquisite, a deep, burning fullness she felt in every nerve. He seated himself fully, then withdrew almost all the way. He set a slow, devastating pace. Each thrust was deep, measured, controlled. The thud of his hips meeting hers was a solid, rhythmic punctuation in the room, underscored by the soft creak of the bed and her own ragged, desperate breaths. Her breasts bounced with every drive, a wild, helpless motion. She was so full, so stretched. The angle was different like this, bound and open. Each stroke seemed to reach deeper, brushing a spot inside her that made her see stars. Her moans were constant, a raw soundtrack to his possession. He watched her face, her body, with a fierce concentration. One hand came to her breast, his palm rough against the soft flesh. He squeezed, his thumb rubbing her nipple in time with his thrusts.

His pace began to quicken, the slow, deep strokes turning harder, faster. The thud-thud-thud became a frantic drumbeat. The headboard tapped a frantic rhythm against the wall, a sharp counterpoint to the wet slap of skin. Her world narrowed to that sound, to the feeling of him pistoning into her, over and over, stretching her, filling her, claiming her. The leather straps cut into her wrists, a sharp, grounding pain that only heightened the pleasure. She was a vessel for him, a thing of sensation, completely at his mercy.

The orgasm built, a pressure so intense it was agony. She was begging now, wordless, animal sounds. His thrusts became erratic, powerful, driving her higher, higher...

He slammed into her one last, final time, burying himself to the hilt with a guttural shout. The hot, sudden rush of his release inside her was the final trigger. It shattered her. Her vision whited out. A scream, raw and ragged, tore from her throat as her body convulsed around him, clenching in wave after wave of blinding, mindless ecstasy. The sensations seemed to go on forever, wracking her tethered form, her cries echoing in the room long after the last tremor had subsided.

He collapsed atop her, his weight a crushing, welcome anchor. His breath was a hot gust against her neck. The only sounds were their harsh, mingled gasps and the faint, persistent creak of the bed settling under their weight.
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The room smelled of sex and sweat now . Emily sat on the edge of the bed, legs still shaky, skin flushed from collarbone to thighs. The sheet had slipped to the floor hours ago; the lamp still burned low, painting everything gold and shadow.

She moved slowly, deliberately, as if her body belonged to someone else tonight. First the bra: black lace, a little torn at one strap from earlier impatience. She reached behind to clasp it, breasts lifting as she arched, then settling heavy again. Roveo watched from the bed, propped on an elbow, sheet barely covering his hips. His eyes tracked every motion like he was memorizing her.

Emily padded barefoot across the small room, found her panties crumpled in the corner where they’d landed when he’d peeled them off her. She bent to pick them up, the lace cool between her fingers.

A hand shot out and closed around her wrist.

“No panties,” Roveo said.

“You can drop them here.”

Emily’s lips curved, half shy, half wicked. She didn’t argue. Just let the lace fall from her fingers and stay where it landed.

She stepped into her black skirt instead. As she dragged them up her thighs, she felt herself: swollen, slick, still dripping from him. Every small shift sent a fresh pulse of warmth down her legs; she could feel it threatening to soak through if she wasn’t careful.

Roveo’s gaze never left her.

“Good girl,” he murmured, almost too soft to hear.

Her boobs strained in the skirt, no bra straps to hide this time, nipples hard against the cotton. She ruffled her hair, took one last look around the room that already felt like a secret she’d carry under her clothes all the way home.

At the door she paused, hand on the knob. Turned back to him.

“Next time,” she said, voice husky, “I’m keeping the panties off before I even get here.”

Roveo smiled, slow and dangerous. “Next time, you won’t be wearing anything when you walk through that door.”

She laughed under her breath, stepped into the hallway, and let the door click shut behind her, the cool night air kissing the wet heat between her thighs with every step toward the elevator.

––––––––

THE END
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If you enjoyed this book, you may also like this femdom book bundle of above 120k words with femdom, cuckolding, pegging, feminization and a lot more at a huge discount.

https://a.co/d/02ZJaIzC
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