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Chapter one
Highway Heatwave
Ellie


Having a car accident in the middle of nowhere is my biggest fear. The second biggest one is a road trip without a smutty audiobook to keep me company. Nothing keeps me engaged on a long drive like a steaming love story.

A shiver runs down my spine as the narrator’s voice fills the car. The male protagonist is fucking the female lead hard, and I can feel the heat building inside me. I take a deep breath, letting the words flood my brain; my body is responding to every detail of the story.

“Jared slides his hands between her legs, pressing gently against her clit. Tina curls her toes in lust with every movement of his fingers, but she remains still against the wall as he pleasures her,” the narrator reads.

Picturing myself as the female lead, I squeeze my legs together and let out a small chuckle, feeling a wetness between my thighs. Disappointment sets in as I realize my arousal is going to waste, untouched and unused. I long for someone to enjoy them. I want to be claimed… to have my desire met with fervor and passion… just like in the book.

My T-shirt, once neatly in place, is now rumpled and pushed aside from the constant caressing of my sensitive nipples. Each brush of fabric sends a jolt of pleasure through me, heightening my sexual need.

My fingers trail down my body, teasing the edge of my waistband, as I lose myself in the fantasy. The voice in my ears becomes my reality, every word a promise of the ecstasy I crave. The book might be fiction, but the desire it stirs within me is all too real, leaving me breathless and aching for more.

In the most unexpected moment, my car jerks. My pulse quickens with each sputter until the engine finally gives out, stopping on the lonely open road. I realize that I’m several miles from any major city, essentially stranded in the middle of nowhere.

My biggest fear has arrived. I guess it’s true that the things you imagine will come true–and not just when it comes to positive thinking.

After taking a few deep breaths to calm myself down, I recall spotting a small signpost for an auto shop a few miles back. The idea of trekking back there drives me crazy, but it’s my best shot, especially since getting cell service out here would be like finding a needle in a haystack.

I step out of the vehicle, wiping a bead of sweat from my forehead. The air is thick with humidity, making me uncomfortably damp in several places. I give my truck a quick once-over, but I’m too tired to spot any immediate issue.

I wait on the roadside for a few minutes, hoping for someone to stop and lend a hand, but no such luck. With the sun hiding behind the trees, walking becomes an option. Feeling tired and desperate, I set off on foot, determined to reach that signpost I saw earlier.

Strolling along the winding road, lost in my thoughts with my headphones on, the steamy audiobook I was listening to earlier plays in my ears. The narrator’s words keep me company. My nipples are still hard and blood flows to my cheeks as the narrator explains in detail the sexual chemistry between both lead characters as they fuck.

“Tina lies on the other side of him, her body warm and inviting, as she takes his thick, throbbing dick into her mouth. Matching the fervor with which he had devoured her pussy, her tongue swirls in a teasing rhythm that drives him wild.

Her moans, low and sultry, echo in the small space, a symphony of pleasure that spurs him on. Each grunt he releases is a confirmation, a sign that she’s hitting all the right spots. Tina’s mouth works over his length with a sloppiness that only heightens his arousal, her lips sliding and sucking with desperate hunger.

His breath hitches, and she feels him tense, a warning before he spills into her mouth. The sudden rush of his cum fills her, warm and salty, but she doesn’t stop. Her head continues to bob up and down, her tongue milking every last drop. Tasting him fully, she savors the essence of his release, even as his dick begins to soften between her lips.

Jared lets out a deep, satisfied groan, his body relaxing as the waves of his orgasm subside. But Tina remains relentless, her mouth a haven of wet heat that refuses to let go, sucking and licking until his dick is completely spent. Jared’s hands tangle in her hair, a silent plea for mercy, but she’s not ready to give up her prize just yet. When she finally pulls back, her lips are swollen and glistening with his cum, a satisfied smile playing on her face as she looks up at him,” the audiobook continues.

After thirty minutes of walking and following hand-painted arrow signs, I reach the auto shop. A sigh of relief escapes my lips as I knock on the door. The place is eerily quiet, but I can see a light inside, through the cracks in the door.

Unplugging my headphones I move closer, taking careful steps. My body is humming in the aftermath of the erotic narrative. I catch a hint of my own arousal, the scent unmistakable in the air. The wetness between my thighs is impossible to ignore, soaking through my panties and making my desire all the more obvious. The smell is intoxicating, pulling me in and heightening my awareness of how turned on I am.

“Hello.” I knock desperately. “Sorry to bother you, I just really need some help-”

The door swings open, and I’m faced with the most handsome man I’ve ever seen, wearing nothing but body-hugging shorts that leave little to the imagination.

My eyes immediately lock on his exposed, chiseled chest, rising and falling with each deep breath; his abs are a sculpted masterpiece. His skin glistens slightly, either from sweat or the dim light playing tricks, but it only adds to his rugged appeal.

Traces of grease plaster his sexy, strong neck, indicating he had just recently finished working on a car. A light stubble adorns his strong jawline, and the faint shadows under his eyes give him a raw, unpolished charm that makes my heart race. I finally tear my gaze away from his torso and look up to see his hair – the darkest shade of black, perfectly tousled giving him an edge that even Channing Tatum couldn’t match.

His eyes are a mesmerizing shade of amber; they burn with an intensity that sends shivers down my spine. There’s a gentle curiosity in his gaze that I can’t quite decipher, but it’s clear that he’s noticed me checking him out. He watches me with a look I can’t catch, but I’m utterly captivated by the sight of his taut muscles and the way his shorts cling to his body. He is the epitome of raw, masculine beauty, and I am completely entranced.


Chapter two
Mechanic's Temptation
Ethan


Ismile coyly as I notice her staring me down like a hungry predator. Deciding to take the bait, I relax into her look, giving her a chance to see all of me.

Staring back at her, I take in the details of her appearance. Her hair is a fiery cascade of red, falling in waves around her shoulders like molten copper. It frames a face that could stop time: high cheekbones and a soft, inviting smile. A faint dusting of freckles across her nose adds to her charm, giving her a playful, girl-next-door vibe.

Then I notice her eyes. They are like emeralds, but not the shiny, polished kind you find in a jewelry store… more like the deep, rich greens you see in the heart of a forest.

Her figure is equally captivating, with curves that defy logic in their perfection. Her jeans hug her hips and accentuate her waist in a way that feels almost sinful. Every movement she makes is graceful and alluring, like a siren luring sailors to their doom.

Do I just see her this way because it’s been months since I’ve had sex? Or is it that I’m so used to seeing the same women around town that this new face gets me extremely excited? I can’t help but feel a stirring deep within me.

This woman is not just beautiful; she’s a force of nature. A mix of emotions washes over me: surprise at finding such a stunning woman standing alone on my doorstep, followed by a surge of pride as her narrow, cat-like eyes openly check out my body. But then, embarrassment hits when I realize that my thoughts are turning dirty.

Nevertheless, I continue to stare, noticing every detail. She’s slender, but those jeans clinging to her long legs show that she is anything but too thin. Her boobs are covered, but if I squint, I can make out the lining of her bra and possibly guess that she’s a B-cup. My thoughts drift off again, imagining how her tits would fit perfectly in my hands.

I know I’m an okay-looking guy, but most women aren’t subtle with their stares. This woman’s bold gaze makes me question my initial read: she’s definitely not delicate. “Fierce” suits her better. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say she’s horny as fuck.

This night just turned interesting, I think to myself. “How can I help you, miss...?” I ask, raising my brows.

“Ellie,” she says.

I notice a slight delay in her response; her gaze remains fixed on my chest. I’d be lying if I said that I didn’t enjoy this. Ellie clearly likes what she sees, boosting my confidence. I decide to let her keep staring and just soak it all in.

“That’s a beautiful name,” I say.

“Thank you. My truck broke down a couple of miles from here. I could use some help,” she stutters.

“You want me to check it out?” I ask her to confirm.

“Well, if you don’t mind. I’m tired, and it was dark when I opened up the hood, but I suspect a damaged radiator,” she continues.

“Oh, you know your way around cars,” I say, bemused.

“Yes, a little bit. My dad was a mechanic.”

I look at her, impressed.

“You are one of the triple threats, eh?” I ask her with a sexy, suggestive smirk.

“Triple threats?” she asks confused.

“Gorgeous, handy, and intelligent,” I say as I whistle.

“Okay, cool. We can take my pickup,” I say in a rush as I turn to grab a shirt while reaching for a few tools to see if we can salvage her vehicle.

As we drive to her stalled car, an uncomfortable silence settles in my truck. I want to say something, but I’m at a loss for words. The night grows darker, with crickets chirping in the bushes around us. There is no way we can fix anything right here, right now.

“This highway can be dangerous at night. I will call the tow truck to bring your car to the shop, and we can check it out tomorrow morning,” I advise her, noticing her nod in agreement.

When I feel her gaze lingering on me again, I can’t help but feel a surge of desire. She must be thinking about where to sleep. When she starts saying, “I will need to find...” I interrupt her.

“There is no need for that,” I blurt out, hoping not to scare her off.

“No need for what?” she asks, perplexed.

I’m deliberating whether or not to continue, when she smiles at me, urging me to go on.

“No need to find a hotel. Suppose that was what you were thinking. You’re welcome to stay at my place. I have a good shower and some food; you look like you could use both,” I offer, noticing the sweat-soaked hair clinging to her neck and face.

She gazes at me warily. “No, I can’t possibly take you up on your offer. I will call an Uber to get me to town.”

“Well, first of all. We don’t have Uber out here. And second, it will take at least forty-five minutes to get anywhere. You can have my bedroom. I’ll sleep on the couch.”

“You’re sure about this?”

I have never been more sure about anything. Because all I want is to kiss your fiery lips and claim your body. I don’t say that, of course. I only nod and look away, before she can read my mind.

I can already feel her hard ass in my eager palms. I can also feel my dick growing in my pants. Shit.

“Okay, thank you,” she answers shy but relieved.

The drive back to the mechanic shop is quiet before I turn on the radio and a solemn voice fills the air.

“She wanted to be fucked good, and Jared would do anything to have that pussy wound around his dick…”

Blood runs down my face as I look at her, embarrassed.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be,” she says amused. “I actually listened to the same audiobook,” she continues with a wink.

Growing uncomfortable, I harden as I listen to the narrator’s voice. I steal a glance at her and notice her mouth agape, her neck flushed, and her head tilted back slightly. A small sigh escapes her lips when she looks at me and then at my torso.

When we arrive at the shop, I make a quick call to the tow company before I gesture to the stairs.

“Up here is my place,” I beckon, leading the way to my cozy apartment.

Like the gentleman I believe I am, I step away from the door and let her in. Ellie’s eyes wander around the place and then back to me.

I know we will fuck. Her eyes are practically undressing me, and the way she bites her lip as she looks at me tells me everything I need to know. Her body is begging for it… those nipples poking through her tank top? It’s like they’re calling out to me. I’ve never felt this way with any other woman who’s come here for help; but with her, it’s different.

She needs me to take care of more than just her truck. She needs me to take care of her body and take her over the edge. I can practically smell her arousal and can’t deny the primal urge building up inside me.

Oh wow, my thoughts are racing. I can’t think straight anymore. All I want is to fuck this woman hard. Make her mine for the night. Stretch her wet little pussy and do it over and over again.

I never regretted the decision to locate my auto shop in the middle of nowhere. It meant people would be willing to pay any price to get their car fixed, with no negotiating. But if I’m honest with myself, the real satisfaction comes from being available to help stranded people, a situation that occurs more often than I can count. Yet never before has such a beautiful woman landed on my doorstep.

“The shower’s this way,” I say, leading her through the rooms. The kitchen and living room are connected, giving the place a spacious vibe. My bedroom’s on the left, just a simple setup; on the right is a small office nook, where I work on my projects.

“You can leave your stuff here,” I say and gesture to the bedroom. “I’ll grab you a towel and something to change into.”


Chapter three
Pit Stop Passion
Ellie


If only I could wrap my hands around his cock, I think to myself. Or wait, did I say that out loud? His laughter suggests that I might have.

My mind is playing tricks on me, conjuring several scenarios of how he would straddle me across the kitchen counter. I revert to the smutty book I was listening to, mentally comparing the male character’s description with this gorgeous man – automatically concluding that the mechanic in front of me is sexier. The character was described as perfect, but this man has imperfections that make him even more interesting: that small scar just above his brows and subtle wrinkles that appear when he smiles.

As I make myself comfortable, slipping off my shoes, I notice the queen bed in the bedroom. Leaning against the wall, I catch him staring at my ass as I bend over, his gaze sending an electric shock through my body. Feeling emboldened, I decide to take control: if he wants a show, I’ll give him exactly that.

Slowly, I stretch my arms over my head to relieve the tension building in my muscles. I begin to strip, starting with my tank, revealing my black lacy bra now soaked in sweat. He looks away, attempting to leave the room. A flush of disappointment rushes through me. Does he not like what he sees? Or is he a real gentleman?

As if he can sense my dismay, he pauses in the doorframe. Glancing at him, I notice the bulge growing in his shorts. His now hungry eyes don’t leave my body. I decide to tease him some more. Unstrapping my bra, my left forearm slides over my small breasts before I drop it. Playing with my nipple, I bite my lips in enjoyment.

I watch his reaction from the corner of my eye. I can see desire stirring within him, overpowering any semblance of restraint. With his gaze lingering on my breasts, I sense his struggle. My desire grows even fuller, and I can’t control myself anymore. Confident that I am reading the signs right, I walk to him, slowly but tantalizing.

What was it that the audiobook said about men when they see a naked woman? I can’t remember the details, but I know that I’m on a mission. I can see the outline of his dick through the fabric of his shorts. His fingers grab it to adjust it, while I imagine what it’d feel like inside me.

I wait, wanting to draw him in further; just when it seems he might resist, he straightens with determination. Lunging toward me, his arms envelop me while his hands seize my neck and hair firmly. The intensity of his embrace momentarily takes my breath away, and I feel a primal heat coursing through me. It’s raw and powerful, and I know that we both need this. Kissing like a storm, our lips meeting hungrily, our bodies crashing together in a dance of desire.

Wrapping his arms gently around my waist, he lets them wander down to my ass. His fingers trail across the stiff jeans fabric, moving slowly to cup my rear. I’m on fire, the wetness between my thighs undeniable as his touch ignites a raw need within me. He grabs me with a fierce intensity, his fingers not gentle but possessive, sending electric shocks through my body. I’ve been waiting for this… I crave to be dominated.

As he presses against me, I can feel his hardness against my lower abdomen. I rub against him, seeking more of that delicious friction, my breath coming in shallow gasps as I close my eyes, lost in the sensation.

With its seductive narrative and steamy scenes, the audiobook had already set my body ablaze with desire, priming me for this moment. Now, his touch is like a match to a flame, intensifying every sensation. I almost feel him inside me already, the thought alone sending a wave of pleasure through me.

I want more… need more… my body aching for release. A soft moan escapes my lips, a mix of pleasure and frustration. I teeter on the brink, craving the ecstasy that lies just beyond reach.

“Look at you, and I haven’t even started yet,” he groans, his voice thick with lust.

His touch sends waves of arousal through me, but he hasn’t even reached the spots that really get me going. I’m surprised at how quickly I’m losing control; but damn, the thought of him inside me...

“Let’s shower together,” I manage to croak, my voice barely audible over the pounding of my heart. Grabbing my hand, he leads me into the bathroom, his eyes burning with desire. With a swift motion, he starts undressing, kicking off his shoes and socks. His shorts come off next, leaving him in just his boxers, his bulge straining against the fabric, begging to be freed.

Leaning in close, his breath hot against my ear, he whispers. “You have no idea what you do to me.”

I can feel my pulse quicken, my whole body aching for him. With a hunger that matches my own, he captures my lips in a searing kiss. I melt against him, lost in the sensation.


Chapter four
Shower Seduction
Ethan


Inever realized that a shower could be so intimate. Her small hands glide down my stomach, washing away the day’s grime, while the water cascades over us. From the moment I opened the door, I could see the need in her eyes.

As my hands roam over her soft skin, I notice the way she bites her lip, her eyes locked on my arms. When my thumbs brush over her tits, she arches her back, letting out a low, sultry moan. The raw, primal response from her body sends a jolt of lust straight to my dick, each gasp and shiver making me harder. Her nipples pebble under my touch. I can’t resist the urge to tease them further, reveling in the way her moans grow louder, more desperate.

Unable to restrain myself any longer, I lower my mouth to her boobs, capturing a nipple between my teeth. Her gasp is immediate, her fingers tangling in my hair as I suck gently, then harder, flicking my tongue over the sensitive bud. The taste of her skin and the way her body responds to my touch is making me lose control. I move to her other breast, lavishing it with the same attention, relishing every shiver and gasp. She’s like a spark plug, igniting with intensity.

“Fuck, I’ve been craving this,” she whimpers.

Feeling her knees buckle under the weight of my touch, I tighten my hold on her, lifting her and drawing her closer.

“I thought I saw you looking at me like prey,” I answer while planting a soft, gentle kiss on her lips. She responds wildly, her mouth capturing mine with a fierce intensity. It’s like she is starving and I’m her feast. As I ease my tongue into her mouth, I’m afraid she might devour it.

“I want you in me right now,” she whispers.

“Not yet, Sparks, be patient.”

My voice is a soft murmur against her skin, soothing her as I lift her small frame gently away from the water stream and place her on the built-in marble step on the other side of the shower. Her body relaxes against mine, and I spread her legs open.

As I trail kisses down her neck and chest, I have to resist the urge to grab my dick. My hunger for her is tempting beyond belief. All I can think about is burying myself deep inside her, feeling her tightness around me. But I want more than just a quick release. I want her to get what she needs.

Fucking her hard and fast would be so easy, especially because she’s already given me permission. But I don’t want this to be over in three minutes. I want this moment to last all night. I want to pleasure her multiple times and watch her come undone under my touch.

I take my time, exploring her wetness with deliberate precision. My fingers glide through her slick folds, feeling the heat radiating from her core. I circle her clit with my thumb, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. Ellie’s moans are music to my ears, each one fueling my rising desire.

She’s so wet that her cream coats my fingers as I slip one inside her. The tightness around my digit is intoxicating, her muscles clenching in response to my every movement. I curl my finger, finding that spot inside her that makes her cry out.

Adding a second digit, I watch her greedy pussy stretch wide around my fingers, swallowing them whole. Her hips move in rhythm with my hand, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

Her clit throbs beneath my caress. I grin as I keep teasing it with gentle strokes. The way she responds and the way her body melts into mine is everything. I can feel her getting closer, her walls tightening around my fingers; it takes all my self-control not to push my cock into her right now.

“Please,” she begs, her voice barely a whisper. I know that I’ve got her right where I want her.


Ellie

Feeling his tongue brush the surface of my wet pussy, I jerk in pleasure. His warm lips and expert organ work on my inside like a duo made in heaven. His mouth maneuvers me like a pro, making my pussy the star player in his game of pleasure.

I cling to the bench beneath me with a soul-clutching desperation, my knuckles white as they drain of blood. When his hand finds my hot spot, I lose the last bit of control. My body forces me to arch my back, pushing my hot center closer to him. He sucks and pinches, his thumb pressing lightly against my clit as his tongue works its magic. A scream of relief leaves my lips when he pushes one finger deep inside me.

Grunts escape his lips as he looks up at me.

“Please,” I beg desperately, “I need you to fuck me.”

Ethan’s response is immediate, slipping another finger into me. The sensation is overwhelming, sending shockwaves of pleasure throughout my body. I’ve been craving this for so long.

Slowly he pushes in and out while his finger curls upward to brush against my G-spot. The feeling is phenomenal, and I can’t stop whimpering. He inserts a third one, careful at first, and then harder and deeper.

“Is that what you need, Sparks?” I hear him ask from a distance.

“I need you deeper, harder…” Mid-sentence, I scream.

“That’s it! Right there!” I gasp, guiding him as I press my hand over his, pushing his fingers in as deep as possible while I grind my mound against our intertwined hands.

He called me Sparks. I like that nickname. If I remember later, I want to ask him how that came to his mind. For right now, I’m trying to muffle the uncontrolled noises that escape my lips.

“You don’t need to hold back, Sparks. Let it out. There are no neighbors to worry about,” he whispers, his voice low and soothing.

Being able to scream as loud as I want makes everything more intense.

“Ohhhh! Yeah!” My pussy develops a mind of her own, wrapping around and grinding against his hand with an increasingly rapid rhythm.

I feel the tension building, and my breaths release in shallow gasps. After a final, powerful thrust, I cry out, surrendering to the intense climax that follows. I pant hard and fast, looking at his proud, reassuring smile as he leans in for a kiss.

His kiss rejuvenates me and brings me back to life. Steam swirls around us, a hazy curtain in the shower. With him now standing in front of me, I trace a fingertip over his sculpted chest. I follow a path, savoring the contrast between his smooth skin and trail of light hair. My touch lingers where his body tightens with anticipation, feeling his muscles tense beneath my fingers.

My breath hitches as my eyes catch his massive dick, right in front of my face. I try to evaluate its size, maybe seven inches, but the thickness is what stands out. He’s really thick. Good thing he stretched me with three fingers just a second ago. The smooth, rosy head contrasts with his darker skin, making it look raw and powerful. Veins run along its length, adding to its strong, masculine vibe. His cock stands proudly, demanding attention, and I’m more than ready to give it.

Looking up at him, he casts an “I dare you to take it all in” smirky look. I accept his dare without a word as I seductively lean in to plant a kiss on his crown. Licking his precum from my lips, I see the smirk on his face slowly fade. He tastes surprisingly good, almost sweet, and it only makes me want more.

“So, what’s your name, handsome?” I randomly ask as I continue to lick his erection.

“Ethan,” he answers in a voice laced with pain and pleasure. His massive cock makes my hands look small. I stroke him gently from the top to his balls. With every jerk, I feel his dick pulsating. I need both hands to grab the full length, his exposed head now glistening with more precum. He’s nicely shaved down here, his skin soft and smooth.

“I love your big cock,” I confess as I climb down from the bench and get on my knees. Starting gently, I suck and swirl my tongue around his head, keeping it moist with each movement. His taste is like a drug, addictive and arousing, urging me to suck harder and savor more of his sweet, salty flavor. His moans of pleasure drive me wild, spurring me to take him in deeper. There’s something about a guy who vocalizes his enjoyment. I’m consumed with the desire to please him to the fullest and make him scream.

My tongue starts a dance of desire, part of our celebration of pleasure. With every inch of me, I worship this man. His hardness in my mouth sends a thrill through my body. I recall the vivid description from my audiobook, where the girl deepthroated the guy. I wonder if I can take him all the way in. Pushing myself, I take him deeper until I feel him hit the back of my throat. It’s a bit uncomfortable, almost choking me, but hearing his moans is worth it.

“Damn, girl,” he exclaims as I go all out. The slurpy sounds and the use of both hands to work his dick only make me hornier. Tilting my head to the side I take him into my cheek, feeling the weight of him on my tongue.

“Don’t stop. You suck so good,” he moans, throwing his head back. Wrapping my hand around his shaft I feel the heat and hardness. Slowly, with a firm grip, I start stroking his base while his head still pushes into my cheek. I alternate my pace, teasing him with slow, deliberate movements, then speeding up just enough to make him groan in pleasure.

Every so often, I lean in and lick his balls. I take one into my mouth, rolling it gently with my tongue before moving to the other. His reactions spur me on, his hips jerking slightly every time I switch from my hand to my mouth.

I return to his shaft, my fingers curling around the base as I slide my lips over the tip, sucking gently. I use my other hand to fondle his balls, massaging them with some pressure. The combination of my hand, mouth, and tongue seems to drive him wild. I hear his moans filling the air. I can feel the tension building in his body, and I know he’s close.

“You are mine,” I chant possessively, reverently referring to his manhood. I spit on his hard length and suck eagerly, taking as much as I can into my mouth.

“I’m so close! Let me fuck your pussy,” he growls.

Next thing I know, he is helping me up, turning me around, and pushing me violently against the wall. My face is turned towards the wall and my breasts press against the cold tile. Taking control, he spanks me. Ethan holds my waist, puts on a condom, and then enters me almost violently from behind.

Strings of curses escape my throat as I feel pain and pleasure at the same tempo.

“Jeez, fuck…oh hell…This feels so good. Goddammmn.”

My body collapses into the wet wall as he hits me hard.

“Yes, just like that. You feel so good. Don’t stop!”

His dick feels like it’s been dipped in warm, melting butter; my dripping pussy envelops him snugly, like a pea in a pod. While hitting me in the deepest part of my core, his balls jiggle against my ass. I move one hand to the back and wrap it around his big frame in a silent plea to hit faster as my body vibrates. Energy is surging through my entire body, especially in my G-spot, where a strong wave of orgasm threatens to burst.

“Oh damn, your pussy is so warm. So tight.”

His body shudders with each thrust, driving me closer to the edge of total bliss. The friction is unbearable, every stroke hitting just the right spot inside me. I feel the tension coil tighter and tighter, and I know I can’t hold back much longer.

“Yes, just like that,” I moan, my voice barely a whisper as the sensation overwhelms me. My fingers dig into his back, while I brace myself for the explosion.

He pounds harder, his rhythm becoming erratic as he chases his own release. The pressure in my core builds until it’s unbearable, and then it happens—a wave of pure ecstasy crashes over me, my body convulsing with the force of the orgasm. My walls clamp down around him, milking him for all he’s worth.

“Fuck,” he groans, his hips slamming into me one last time before he lets go. I feel his cock twitch inside me as he moans my name, the condom capturing his warm release. The sensation pushes me even farther, my body shaking with aftershocks as he continues to thrust, riding out both our orgasms.

We collapse together, our exhausted bodies trembling, our breaths mingling as we come down from the high.


Chapter five
Shadows and Sensations
Ethan


As we both regain control of our bodies, we enjoy a simple dinner of cup noodles and beer.

“Stop biting your lips like that,” I command, trying to keep my voice cool. Ellie sits across from me in the small space, her eyes glued to the TV.

I gaze at her wearing one of my T-shirts, knowing she’s got nothing on underneath. My hands itch to touch her… to slide her under me and make love to her right here on the sofa, slowly and sensually.

“What’s going on in your head, Ethan?” Ellie asks, her voice clear and curious.

“You really want to know?” I ask, standing up to sit down right next to her, wrapping her in my arms.

Finally, I get to admire her up close. Her clear skin is dotted with freckles. Most are on the bridge of her nose, cleavage and shoulders.

“Yes, tell me,” she says with wide eyes.

“How about I show you,” I answer, taking her mouth in mine. It feels soft and willing against me. Not sure what she expects, but I want her to remember this kiss… this night. I lean in and press my lips to hers, kissing her slowly and passionately. My mouth moves with intent, exploring every inch of her lips and tongue. I want to savor this moment and make it last.

She grips my neck with purpose, pulling me close as if she wants to eat me alive. My heart races at the intensity of her desire and the urgency of her touch. Her grip tightens, her nails digging into my skin. I can feel the heat of her body, her breath hot on my skin. The world fades away, leaving only the two of us lost in this moment of raw passion. I deepen the kiss when my palms find her neck. In a choking motion, I pull her head up and closer to me. Pleasure-filled moans escape her lips, revealing how much she enjoys the roughness.

Our kiss is passionate, raw and full of hunger. Her lips are soft and inviting, and I can’t get enough. When we finally break apart, she looks at me with shiny eyes.

Getting on my feet, I stand before her, our gazes locked. I want her so badly, and I can tell she wants me just as much.

Slowly, I discard my underwear, revealing my hard, throbbing cock. As she watches me, I notice her biting her lips again. I love that she reacts like this, seeing me naked. It makes me want her even more.

“You look perfect,” I state out loud.

“And you look like you are too far away,” she whispers.

I kneel before her, running my hand lightly along her legs and slide them apart. Her moans grow louder, and I can feel the warmth of her skin against my cold hand. Fire ignites in my core as my palm creeps deeper between her thighs, then up to her belly and breasts. I brush against one of them lightly, earning a soft yelp from her.

“Don’t stop,” she begs when my hands attempt to move forward. I oblige, teasing her nipples some more. Her small, round breasts feel perfect in my palms. She adjusts further into the couch as I shift my weight. My hands keep wandering and exploring Ellie’s body, from her neck and ribcage to her breasts and down to her hips.

Her breasts fit perfectly in my hands like they were made just for me. Her nipples are already hard, pressing urgently against my palms. I can’t stop pinching them, drawing a gasp from her lips.

Not able to wait any longer, my mouth descends to her already wet pussy, my tongue exploring her eagerly. My hands remain under her rumpled shirt, continuing to worship her tits. My fingers tease her stiff nipples as I pleasure her.

My tongue enters her juicy cunt with glee. When Ellie grinds her hips against me, I groan in satisfaction. I can feel her pussy tighten, like a trap catching its prey. The possessiveness of it fuels me to swipe my tongue harder and add my index finger.

As I push my finger into her, Ellie reacts immediately. She bites her lip, trying to stifle a scream; her body moves with mine, matching the pace of my fingers. I can feel her arousal… her need for more. She grabs my head, pushing me down onto her pussy. I take it as a cue to take her harder.

Increasing the intensity, I use more force and pressure and a second finger. Her moans grow louder, her body writhing beneath me. I focus on her pleasure… on taking her to the edge and beyond.

“You feel so good,” she moans, her voice muffled as she bites into a nearby pillow.

With force, I grab the pillow from her and toss it to the side, wanting to see her face… needing to hear her scream.

“Let it all out, Sparks,” I growl, my voice low and husky. “Scream for me. I want to hear you scream my name.”

My cock throbs hungrily as I spread her lower lips wide, revealing the glistening, pink flesh beneath. Her slick cream flows freely, coating my finger. Ellie’s swollen labia twitches with anticipation, begging to be stretched and filled with my hard cock.

As her body shudders for release, I have to hold back the burning sensation building at the edge of my balls. I suck all the cum from her center and my fingers. Ellie tries to catch her breath as her body collapses. She watches me suck my fingers before donning a condom.

After taking her shirt off, I guide her down to the floor.

“On top of me, Ellie,” I command gently, my voice filled with urgency.

She positions herself above me, her eyes glazed with lust. “I want you to ride me hard,” I order, my hands gripping her hips. She lowers herself slowly onto my cock, taking me inch by inch, her slick heat enveloping me completely.

Ellie begins to move, her hips rocking back and forth, riding me with increasing intensity. “That’s it, Sparks,” I groan, my hands guiding her rhythm. She leans forward, her breasts so tantalizingly close that I can’t resist capturing one with my mouth. My lips wrap around her nipple as I savor the taste of her skin.

“You’re so deep,” she gasps, her voice trembling with pleasure. “I can’t get enough of you.”

“Ride me harder,” I urge, my own release building. She obeys, her movements becoming more frantic, her body slamming down onto mine with fervor. I can feel her tightening around me, and I know she’s close.

“Come for me, Ellie,” I whisper, my hands gripping her hips tightly. “I want to feel you explode around my cock.”

With a final, powerful thrust, she cries out; an orgasm rips through her, her body shaking uncontrollably. The sight and feel of her climax push me over the edge. I release into the condom with a deep groan, my body tensing as waves of pleasure crash over me.

She collapses onto my chest; both of our bodies are slick with sweat. “This was incredible,” I murmur, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

“And you’re insatiable,” she mocks with a satisfied smile, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest.

We lay there, our bodies entwined, savoring the afterglow of our intense passion.

***

In the wee hours of the morning, I wake up in a cocoon of warmth, Ellie’s small frame wrapped protectively in my arms. Small snores escape her lips.

“Good morning,” I murmur against her skin, my voice thick with desire.

“Mm, definitely a good morning,” she whispers back.

I reach over to the nightstand to retrieve a blindfold and a delicate feather. She raises an eyebrow, a playful smile tugging at her lips.

“Trust me,” I whisper. I gently tie the blindfold over her eyes, plunging her into darkness. Her breathing quickens, and her anticipation is palpable.

I trail the feather lightly over her breasts, watching her shiver in response. The soft touch teases her sensitive skin, eliciting sweet whimpers from her lips. I circle her nipples with the feather.

“Please,” she breathes, her body arching toward me.

“Patience,” I murmur, my voice low and commanding. I continue to tease her, the feather dancing over her stomach and down to her thighs, before finally brushing against her slick folds. She moans, her hips lifting off the bed.

With deliberate slowness, I part her legs, revealing her glistening pussy. I replace the feather with my mouth, my tongue flicking over her clit in a maddeningly slow rhythm. Her moans grow louder, and her hands grip the sheets as I torture her with pleasure.

“You’re so beautiful,” I whisper.

With her chest rising and falling I know she’s already close. Without warning, I slide two fingers inside her, curling them to hit her sweet spot while my tongue continues its relentless assault on her clit. Her body tenses as she screams my name.

“Yes, just like that,” I murmur, feeling her inner walls contract around my fingers. Her hips buck wildly.

I feel her arousal flood over my hand as she teeters on the edge. “Oh my God,” she gasps, her voice trembling. “I’m so close...”

With a final, powerful stroke of my fingers and a firm flick of my tongue, I push her over it. Her scream echoes throughout the room. Her body convulses as her orgasm crashes over her in waves. Her thighs clamp around my head, her entire body shuddering with the force of her release.

I watch her with a mix of awe and desire, her face contorted in pure ecstasy. The sight drives me wild, and I can’t resist. I pull my fingers out of her, sucking them clean before positioning myself at her entrance.

“Ready for more?” I whisper, my voice thick with lust.

“Yes, I need you so badly,” she murmurs in a trembling voice.

With her still blindfolded, I stay in control of guiding her pleasure.

“Do you trust me?” I ask.

She nods eagerly.

“I need you to say it,” I command.

“I trust you, Ethan,” she says, biting her lips.

Getting out of bed, I tread to my closet and grab a tie.

“Where are you going? Don’t leave me here,” I hear her whimpering in fear.

“I’m here, Sparks,” I reassure her while I gently bind her hands above her head; her wrists secured, she is naked and exposed.

She shivers as her body responds to my dominance. I press myself against her, feeling her warmth and the urgency between us.

In one swift motion, I slide a condom on. Teasing her with the tip of my cock, I growl. “You’re mine,” I moan.

She moans in response, arching toward me. Without warning, I thrust deep inside her, claiming her completely.

“Ethan,” she cries.

“Take what you need, Ethan.”

I set a relentless pace, driven by the need to dominate her. Our bodies move together, each thrust asserting my control. Her moans intensify, echoing against the walls as she surrenders to the new sensations.

Feeling her climax approach, I withdraw, leaving her to whimper. She strains against the tie and arches her back.

“Ethan, I’m so close. Please don’t leave me hanging like this.”

“I know, Sparks. Don’t worry, I’ll make you come good. Just not yet,” I answer, trying to hide how close I am myself.

I place my cock on her lips, commanding her to taste her arousal. She eagerly complies, sucking me greedily. I could play this game for hours, but she has me on the edge, and my cock is begging for release. Unable to resist, I plunge back inside her, nailing her hard and fast. She tightens around me, her body yielding to mine as we both reach the peak of ecstasy. With a primal groan, I release inside the rubber, only seconds after she cries out and strains against me in release.

We collapse in a heap, breathless and spent.

“This was incredible,” she says with a smile. Still blindfolded, I hold a satisfied submissive in my arms.


Chapter six
Grease and Desire
Ellie


Upon hearing the word, “earth,” I look at him, confused. “What? I must have been dreaming.”

“I said, come back to earth. The truck is almost fixed,” he repeats, using the small towel hanging around his neck to wipe off the grease and sweat from his face.

“You’ve done a good job. Let me reward you.”

“Ooh, I love rewards,” I say, suddenly fully awake.

Ethan holds my hand, gently pushing me against the workbench and removes the band holding my hair together.

“You look so hot in overalls,” he stammers.

“I would look even hotter without it.”

“I know,” he confirms, his eyes boring into mine, his steady hold on my hand still intact as he moves my palm over his dick.

“Look what you do to me.”

Closing my eyes for a second longer than needed, I can feel my heart rate go up.

“Look what you do to me,” I offer, pulling my shirt down to expose a breast. I did not bother putting on a bra this morning. Biting my lips, I push my tits up.

He puts his mouth on my already hard nipple; his tongue swirls around it, sending shivers down my spine. I grab his dick through his pants, feeling it harden even more under my touch. His hand trails down my side, squeezing my waist before slipping under my shirt to cup the other breast.

My breathing quickens as he teases my nipple with his teeth, and I moan softly. I rub him again through the fabric, feeling his arousal grow with each stroke. He groans against my skin, the vibration adding to the intense pleasure.

Our bodies collide a few seconds later, our lips meeting in a long kiss. Ethan’s hands still massage my breasts while I work my way into his underwear, pressing his balls and playing with his dick.

“I want to fuck you, hard,” he murmurs into my mouth as his body presses against mine. His hands quickly unclasp the buttons holding my blue overalls in place, while my hands tug at his shorts, pulling them away from his ass. There’s an urgency in our movements; neither of us is able to hold off the desperate desire for a good fuck.

My vision blurs with hunger, fixed on the sole purpose of fucking him hard and non-stop. Ethan peels off my overalls, leaving me in just a T-shirt and underwear. With a swift movement, he lifts me onto the workbench; our bodies are pressed together in a heated embrace. We hastily strip each other down, shedding clothes until we’re both in our birthday suits.

“Are you open to try something new,” he asks a little shy.

“Yes, sure. What do you have in mind?”

“It’s almost embarrassing,” he continues. “But I have this fantasy. Well, no,” he stutters.

“Come to the point, Ethan, I’m dripping. Whatever it is, I want it. I need it!”

“Whenever I put on those blue latex gloves,” he says while reaching for the gloves, “the feel and smell gets me all horny.”

“What are you waiting for?” I smirk with a mischievous smile.

Ethan reaches for the gloves, a momentary pause filled with anticipation. He meets my gaze, his eyes smoldering with need as he rolls them over his hands.

I watch intently as he pours lube into his hands, spreading it slowly, making sure every inch of his gloved skin is coated. With deliberate care, he wipes my folds, starting at the front and trailing sensually toward the back. Kneeling before me, he teases with his tongue before sliding at least two fingers inside me. I gasp, captivated by his every move, wondering what he has planned.

“Can you help me put a condom on, please? My hands are way too slick.”

Nodding, I reach for the condom he had placed on the workbench earlier. I watch him intently, jumping down from the workbench and kneeling in front of him. With a slow, deliberate motion, I run my tongue along his length, savoring his salty taste. His breath quickens as I take him deeper, teasing and pleasuring him with each caress of my lips.

As I draw back slightly, I open the condom wrapper, maintaining eye contact the entire time. My fingers deftly roll the condom down his shaft, ensuring a perfect fit. Before letting go, I press a gentle kiss on the tip of his dick.

Seconds later, just after I get back up, he grips my hips and plunges inside me. The sensation of him filling me up sends shockwaves of pleasure through my core. I moan, intoxicated by the delicious friction as he thrusts hard and deep… just how I like it.

With his body slamming against mine, the only sound filling the air is the rhythmic collision of our bodies. I grab his hair instinctively, pulling him closer as I grind against him, completely lost in the overwhelming rush of pleasure radiating from between my legs.

Ethan’s touch is electric; his hands are moving over my back and down to my ass, gripping me gently but firmly. Each squeeze makes me want to feel him deeper, and I moan loudly. My body moves instinctively, craving more of his touch… and more friction.

He surprises me by sliding one slick, latex-covered finger into my rear. A sharp jolt of discomfort makes me tense up immediately.

“Ethan, wait,” I gasp, the new sensation feeling more painful than pleasurable.

“Relax, baby,” he coos soothingly, his free hand gently stroking my back. “I’ll go slow. Just breathe.”

I take a deep breath, trying to relax as he slowly moves his finger in and out. The initial discomfort gradually eases as I focus on his calm, reassuring presence. “Okay,” I whisper, “just... just go slow.”

“I will,” he promises, his voice soft and tender. He continues his gentle movements, allowing me to adjust to the sensation. Slowly, my body begins to relax and the pain subsides, replaced by a strange mix of discomfort and growing pleasure.

“That’s it,” he sighs, kissing my neck softly. “You’re doing great.”

I nod, feeling myself relax further into his touch, my breathing steadying as I start to trust the new experience. “Okay,” I say more confidently, “keep going.”

Ethan smiles against my skin, continuing to move slowly, letting me get used to every inch. The sensation still feels unfamiliar, but his patience and care make it easier to handle. “How does that feel now?” he asks.

“Surprisingly good,” I confess.

Without pulling his finger out, he pushes me down onto the rough wooden bench, catching me off guard. My legs instinctively part as his cock slips out, leaving me aching for more. Feeling my pussy throb with need, all I can think about is how badly I need him back inside me.

Right now, all I can focus on is the sensation of his finger in my ass. It’s a new, overwhelming feeling, filling my heightened senses. The pressure is intense, and the stretch feels foreign and uncomfortable. I take deep breaths, relaxing into it as he moves slowly and carefully, letting me adjust.

A surprised gasp escapes my lips as his big, hard dick slides back in. The sudden intrusion sends a shiver through my body, leaving me trembling with lust. My primal desires take over completely.

Then to my surprise, his finger in my rear suddenly feels really good. The initial discomfort melts away, replaced by a growing sensation of pleasure that intensifies with each movement.

The dual sensations overwhelm me, a blend of fullness and friction that drives me wild. “Oh, Ethan,” I moan, my voice trembling with newfound pleasure, “don’t stop.”

He smiles, his eyes filled with a mix of lust and satisfaction. “You like that, huh?” he murmurs, his finger moving gently in sync with his thrusts.

I nod frantically, my body arching to meet his every movement. “Yes, yes, oh God, yes,”

I scream, overwhelmed by the intensity of his thrusts. “Ohhhhh. Don’t stop. Please…oh yeah…yes.”

My hair clings to my neck and face; everything is blurry; only his grunts and the pounding inside my pussy matter at the moment. My pussy tightens as the walls experience an increase in pleasure. The feeling starts to be unbearable, but the lingering afterglow in the pit of my stomach leaves me craving more.

Ethan’s breath becomes ragged as my pussy hisses; the feeling of wetness increases with every thrust, making the movement uncontrollable. His body hardens as his muscles contract with the rush of the need to cum.

The tension builds until it explodes in an intense orgasm. I cry out, pleasure washing over me as my body trembles beneath him.

Gazing up at Ethan, I see his eyes grow dark with desire. He looks like he wants more… just as much as I do.

I lie on the bench, my body is red with hickeys from his touch; my pink nipples are flushed with color while my small belly heaves up and down. Ethan has one leg bent on the bench and the other firm to the ground. Freshly fucked, he looks even more gorgeous.

“69?” I ask, my voice breathless and filled with anticipation.

Ethan doesn’t require more of an invitation. Climbing on top, he squats over me, his dick close to my face, his mouth hovering over my lower lips. He pauses for a moment, then reaches down to pull off the latex gloves, discarding them with a quick motion. The gloves land with a soft thud on the floor, leaving his hands free to explore my body.

I use one hand to hold his balls, touching them lightly as I take his dick into my mouth while Ethan eats my pussy. His warm lips over my wet folds make me momentarily lose my grip on his dick. They don’t come close to my skin, but that tongue is fire! My breathing seizes when I feel him curl it and attempt to enter deep inside – the source of all pleasure.

After regaining composure, I take him into my mouth, slowly and deeply, savoring every inch as I go. My lips wrap around his shaft, creating a tight seal, while my tongue caresses the underside. I begin to pleasure him with long, slow strokes, sliding up and down, exploring every ridge and vein.

Next, I move my mouth down to his balls, taking them in gently. With my tongue twirled around one at a time I give them soft, tender licks. My hand cradles them, providing a gentle squeeze as I continue to tease and please with my tongue.

After thoroughly attending to his balls, I glide my tongue back up his shaft, savoring every inch with slow, intentional movements. Circling the tip before taking him back into my mouth I groan.

He yelps loudly and nips my pussy gently, arousing me even more.

“Fuck, do that again,” he requests between manly moans.

I take my time pleasuring his dick and repeat the same motion. Meanwhile, he pushes a finger into my pussy. He spreads my lips open and watches intently. His tongue follows, teasing and tasting my slick, sensitive folds. The scent of my arousal fills the air, even I can smell it.

He begins to move his finger inside me, curling it to seek out my most pleasurable spots. Tingles run throughout my body as he adds a second finger, stretching and filling me even more. He alternates between thrusting and gently massaging my inner walls, making me crave more and more.

I moan softly as pleasure builds, my body responding eagerly to his skilled touch. The sensations overwhelm me, pushing me closer to the edge. Arching my back, I lift my hips to meet his mouth and fingers. He increases the pace, his tongue flicking over my clit while his fingers work magic inside me.

After building up for so long, the release doesn’t come as a surprise, but the intensity of the orgasm still catches me off guard. Within seconds, I’m screaming, shivering, and losing all control over my body. My nails dig into Ethan’s flesh, though I don’t even know where exactly, since my head is thrown back and my eyes are closed. For the first time in ages, I see stars. It’s as if the whole world narrows down to this single, overwhelming moment of bliss. Every nerve feels electrified, and all I can do is ride out the waves of pleasure, grinning and gasping as the intensity slowly subsides.

With unsteady movements and a weary body, Ethan eases himself off the workbench and collapses to the floor, catching his breath. I lie back, gazing absently at the ceiling, still lost in the aftermath.

“That was freaking awesome!” I yell with a loud laugh. “This is even better than my daydreams,” he says and joins me laughing.


Chapter seven
Heat of the Moment
Ellie


Working on the truck is taking longer than I expected, especially after we thought we almost had it.

“I’ll drive to town to exchange the parts; this doesn’t seem to fit,” Ethan states.

My hair is pulled back in a sweaty ponytail, flighty strands sticking to my skin in the damn heat. I spot a smear of black oil on Ethan’s cheek, making him look downright irresistible. I don’t know what it is about those hard-working men getting all dirty, but it definitely turns me on.

I wipe the sweat from his face with a few wipes from my purse before doing the same for myself as we peel off our overalls.

“I’ll come with you,” I say, feeling a surge of closeness as we prepare to head into town.

As we get into his truck, we share knowing smiles. Ethan starts the audiobook with a playful smirk, and the narrator’s voice fills the car, drawing me into the story.

“His hands glide around her waist, lifting her by her ass before gently placing her on the twirling chair. Her skirt rides up, and he places her legs over his shoulders. The tiny lacy panties barely cover her as he kneels before her, steadying the chair with one hand while pushing the fabric aside, exposing her pussy.

“Still so thick and juicy,” Jared murmurs.

“Do you like it?” she asks, a hint of uncertainty in her voice.

“Love it,” he replies, sliding his fingers into her. The warmth and softness drive him wild. Her eyes close as her inner muscles tighten around his fingers. He adds another finger, pushing deeper. Strings of curses and moans escape her lips as her head falls back against the chair.

He touches her in all the right places, each stroke igniting a fire within her. As her climax builds and her body begins to tighten, he slips in another finger, pushing her closer to the edge. Tina can’t hold back any longer. The relentless teasing reminds her of all the times she yearned for this exact moment.

Her muscles begin to loosen as she melts into his touch, surrendering to the waves of pleasure he brings. Just when she thinks she can’t take anymore, he replaces his fingers with his wet, warm tongue. Jared folds it in half, penetrating her deeply, sending her spiraling into ecstasy.”

“Pull over,” I demand, my body burning with lust for him. Ethan doesn’t hesitate, stopping the car in a secluded spot behind a giant tree.

I climb over to the driver’s side, straddling his leg. With a quick flick, I release the lever under his seat, sliding it back for more space. His arms wrap around my neck, tilting my head up as he kisses me.

The narrator’s words guide our movements like a beacon.

Ethan expertly removes my panties and shorts, baring my ass, while I peel off my tank top. Each of my tits find their way into his mouth. Teasing my nipples gently, his hand slips between my thighs. I grind my hips against him, feeling his throbbing bulge beneath me.

I waste no time undoing the loose belt holding his jeans together. He lifts slightly, affording me easy access.

“Wait, not so impatient,” Ethan murmurs, with a husky voice.

He scrambles to get a condom out of his wallet, quickly tearing it open and rolling it over his throbbing cock. Without wasting any time, I sink down onto him, making him curse and moan as I grind against him, just like the female lead in the story: back and forth, up and down.

I can feel every inch of him filling me up as I move. His head falls back, eyes squeezed shut, and his grip on my arms tightens as he struggles to hold back the urge to come.

“The feel of your wet, warm pussy around me drives me wild,” he murmurs.

I’m lost in the heat of the moment, feeling every bit of his hardness pressing into me. His moans and growls urge me on. Shifting my position I angle myself so he hits even deeper. For a moment, there’s a sharp sting, but then the intense pleasure quickly kicks in, making me gasp.

His hands grip my hips, guiding me as I move, each thrust bringing me closer to the edge.

I feel the tension building, a delicious ache that intensifies with each stroke. My breath quickens, and I lose myself in the rhythm of our bodies moving in tandem. I moan softly, my hands gripping his shoulders for support. Riding him faster, I feel my body tense, the pleasure building until it finally crashes over me. My head hits the headrest and a cry escapes my lips as I reach my peak, trembling with the intensity of my release.

Biting my lips, I can feel the urge to come again.

“I need one more,” I moan while my hips, already start moving by themselves.

“Oh you got me so close,” Ethan whispers.

Seconds later, we both cry out in release.

The narrator says, “…The feel of her wet, warm pussy around his dick drives him to the edge; he moves his waist slowly and rhythmically, meeting her every grind. Their moans and grunts fill the air, forming a rhythm of pleasure until they reach the climax together…”

Sweat clings to my skin despite the blaring car air conditioning.

“Wow, I really needed this after listening to the audiobook.”

“I know, right,” he says with a smirk, his arm wrapping around me while he fumbles with the glove compartment to find some paper. After cleaning me, he helps me into the passenger seat before tidying himself up.

I have no idea how he can drive now. I’m fighting to keep my eyes open. The dealer in town didn’t have the fitting fan for my broken radiator; they had to order it, and it should arrive within the next forty-eight hours. Secretly, I thank the universe for this update. I’m not ready to leave.

***

“I will get dinner started,” he announces with a big smile when we get back to the shop.

“You’ll be my dessert, but let me shower first,” I say with a suggestive smile.

“The night just went from great to the best,” Ethan affirms, carrying me into the apartment.

Feeling his hungry gaze on me while I shower, I decide to give him a little show. I dance and sing, swinging my hips provocatively. With my eyes closed, I tilt my head back and run my fingers through my hair, down my neck to my tits. My other palm joins in, and I massage myself.

“I thought you said you’ll make dinner?” I ask with closed eyes, enjoying the shower.

“Well, I just couldn’t miss this show,” he barks and laughs.

“You are one lucky man,” I answer.

“You know, I think I should join you in there; looks like you could use some help,” he suggests, already coming out of his jeans.

“You are right. I could use some capable hands here. And while you are at it, you could fuck me.”

“You are so naughty. For those dirty thoughts, I need to punish you,” he says full on serious.

“I need you to give me a blow job to make up for it,” he continues.

Okay, let’s play this game. I love his dominance.

Stepping under the water stream, he pushes me onto my knees. Without hesitation, I open my mouth wide, taking in his dick halfway. My little dance has him rock hard, and I need both hands to grab him properly while I lick his crown.

He tastes like a fantasy come true. Gripping his dick firmly with one hand, I massage his balls with the other. I spit on his erection repeatedly, gagging and swallowing the mix of my saliva and his pre-cum.

After a while, I feel his body tense beneath me; his orgasm is building. “I can’t take it any longer,” Ethan groans, the words heavy with anticipation. “It feels like swarms of butterflies are escaping my belly.” His whole body shudders with pleasure; he doesn’t hold back, cumming all over my face as he releases.

“You are one bad, bad girl,” he says between pants as he lifts me halfway, then leads me out of the shower.

“Lean over the vanity for me and watch me in the mirror,” he demands as he pushes my upper body down.

Instinctively, I catch myself with both palms resting on the cold granite counter, my ass facing him. My body braces for a quick doggy-style fuck; instead, I’m met with the unexpected sensation of Ethan’s mouth. Blood rushes through me as I realize that no one has ever eaten me out from behind before.

Ethan’s lips close over my asshole; he releases warm air before his tongue swipes upward between my ass and pussy. Embarrassment quickly gives way to pure pleasure. His hands circle my swollen mound, gently rubbing my clit, while his tongue moves up and down in a tantalizing curve.

My body, from my waist down to my feet, has completely been taken captive by his touches, but my breasts ache for the attention. I manage to steady myself with one arm as I rub my boobs, one after the other. With my sensitive parts so thoroughly pampered, I throw my head back, my toes curling against the cold tile.

His words sound muffled against me, my eyes spin in a dizzying cycle, making my body weak.

“How about dessert before and after the main course?” he mocks as he stands, his lips covered in my clear, slimy cum.

Instead of answering, I push my ass up and back. After spitting on his fingers, he slides two of them into my pussy, his tongue circling my asshole.

“Your pussy is so tight and delicious,” he grunts.

“All yours,” I manage to croak.

He teases me, alternating between slow, deliberate motions and quicker, more urgent strokes. My breathing becomes ragged, and I grip the edge of the counter for support. His fingers work their magic, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

“Watch me in the mirror,” he demands, his voice now a low growl.

I meet his gaze in the reflection, feeling a rush of excitement. With a final, perfectly-timed motion, he increases the pace, sending me over the brink. My body shudders with the intensity of my climax. I cry out, overwhelmed by the waves of pleasure coursing through my veins.

Ethan holds me steady, his fingers never faltering until the last tremors of my orgasm subside. I collapse against him. My eyes are locked with his in the mirror, never breaking the connection.

~ The End ~

Did you like this story?

Then you’ll LOVE all 10 Erotica Short Stories.

A collection of my ten most recent erotic short stories all in one.

All books in this series are stand-alone stories—no need to read them in order.
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Unforgettable Pleasure - The plumber arrives with his big pipe, ready to fix more than just her leaks.

Pulled Over For Passion - Caught speeding, the only way out is to take the officer’s weapon deep.

Elevated Ecstasy - Mile-high pleasure with a stranger at 30.000 ft. From virgin to threesome.

Forbidden Lessons - When anatomy crashes her math tutoring she learns how to ride his cock.

Naughty Delivery - She orders pizza and he delivers extra sausage.

Roadside Rendezvous – He pops her hood, checks her fluids, and makes sure everything is running smoothly.

Dual Seduction – Why choose when you can have both Greek brothers?

Dirty Detour – She came for the ride, but now she’s straddling more than just his motorcycle.

Taste of Temptation – She’s served a feast she’ll never forget—two eager bodies and a kitchen about to go up in flames.

Changing Room Confessions – She’s frozen in place, unable to look away as he strokes himself under the steaming water.

Trigger Warning:

If you are looking for a romantic short story with plot and character development, this story is NOT for you.

If you are looking for pure smut, porn for women, and just need a quick read to get going, THIS BOOK IS FOR YOU!

This book contains scenes depicting consensual sexual activity involving anal play, threesomes, light BDSM, and sex in public. Reader discretion is advised, as the content includes explicit descriptions of intimate encounters and may not be suitable for all audiences. If you’re sensitive to explicit sexual content, please be aware before reading.

Continue reading HERE!


Ready to get wet?

Dive into 22 super short taboo erotica stories.

22 Shades of Taboo.
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A quick and filthy collection of adult short stories…

Nothing is off-limits and every desire is explored.
From forbidden fantasies to seductive surprises, get ready for a world of passion that will leave you craving more.

No fluff, no filler—just 22 sizzling fantasies in one book.

Endless possibilities are waiting inside.
Get in the mood in less than 5 minutes.

From Escort to Firefighter here are just a few of the stories you’ll find inside:

	He gifts his brother to his girlfriend for one night.

	Two millionaires place a bet on the same woman.

	At a secret sex club, two couples become entangled in a night of ecstasy.

	Sexting with her one-night stand.

	The world’s best massage therapist offers more than relaxation.

	Dripping wet from the lifeguard, not the water.

	A morning quickie in the parking garage.




In these stories, you’ll discover how a little imagination and some hot gadgets can turn up the heat in the most unexpected ways. Whether it’s solo play, fun with a partner, or indulging in the pleasures of light BDSM.

Continue reading HERE!


For more information

Scan HERE
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To sign up for my Newsletter

Scan HERE
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