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The phone screen glowed in the dim light of Jessica’s bedroom, the notification a beacon from another world. A direct message from Arnie Glass. The Arnie Glass, lead singer from the Black Tide, her favorite band.

Jessica’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing the ones she’d listened to for years. His message was simple, direct, and it had short-circuited her brain: ‘Keep leaving comments like that, gorgeous, and I’ll have to personally thank you. You’re fucking sexy.’

The following week was a blur of giddy messages that made her cheeks flush and her body hum with a constant, low-level current of anticipation. He was witty, charming, and his flirtations were expertly aimed.

Now, standing in the crushing swell of bodies at the Black Tide concert, the music was just a distant roar. Every power chord from Arnie’s guitar, every scream into the mic, was just a countdown. The real show was later.

—

Her knuckles rapped softly against the heavy hotel room door, the sound swallowed by the plush hallway carpet. The wait was a lifetime compressed into three heartbeats. Then the door opened.

Arnie Glass stood there, backlit by the warm glow of the suite. He wasn’t a pixelated image on a screen anymore. He was real. He’d swapped his stage leather for low-slung black sweatpants and a tight grey t-shirt that stretched across his chest. His famous smirk was softer up close, his eyes tracing her from head to toe.

“Jessica. You made it.” His voice was a rough, melodic thing, even quieter without a microphone.

“I… yeah. Hi.” She cringed internally at her own clumsiness.

He stepped aside, ushering her into a world of room service carts and discarded guitar cases. A half-empty bottle of bourbon sat on the table. He poured two fingers into a glass for her, his fingers brushing hers as he handed it over. The simple touch sent a jolt straight to her core.

They talked. Or, rather, she listened, mesmerized, as he offered canned stories about life on the road. She was nodding, sipping the burning liquor, her entire existence narrowed to the space between them. He moved closer on the couch, his knee brushing her thigh. The air thickened, charged with an intention that made her breath catch.

His eyes dropped to her lips. “I’ve been thinking about this all night.”

He didn’t wait for a reply. He closed the distance, his mouth finding hers. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was claiming. The taste of bourbon and mint, the faint scratch of his stubble, the sure pressure of his hand cupping her jaw—it was overwhelming. A moan escaped her, a tiny, desperate sound he swallowed greedily.

He pulled back, his dark eyes gleaming. “On your knees.”

The command, delivered in that low rasp, shattered the last of her inhibitions. She slid off the couch, the carpet rough against her shins. Her fingers trembled as she tugged at the waistband of his sweatpants. He helped, pushing them down just enough.

And there he was.

He was thick and already fully hard, curving proudly upward. She heard her own sharp intake of breath. This was the secret her friends whispered about, the subject of a thousand fantasies. And it was right in front of her.

She didn’t need a second invitation. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the salty bead of moisture at the tip. He groaned, a deep, resonant sound that vibrated through her. She took him into her mouth, slowly, relishing the weight of him on her tongue, the smooth velvet-over-steel feel of him. Her head began to bob, her hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t take. His fingers tangled in her hair, not forcing, just guiding, his hips giving shallow, rhythmic thrusts.

“Fuck, yes. Just like that, Jessica. Your mouth is incredible.”

The praise liquefied her. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the musk of his skin, in the guttural sounds of pleasure she was pulling from him.

Suddenly, he stilled her, pulling her up. “Bed. Now.”

He led her to the vast, unmade bed. His hands were swift, peeling her dress over her head, unclasping her bra. The cool air hit her skin, followed immediately by the heat of his gaze. He palmed her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples until they were hard, aching peaks. Then his mouth was on one, sucking deeply, his tongue flicking and teasing until she was writhing beneath him, gasping his name.

He reached over to the nightstand, pulling out a substantial, gleaming black toy. He held it up, his voice a dark promise. “I want to watch you. Show me how you touch yourself when you think about me.”

A fresh wave of heat flooded her. This was beyond her wildest imaginings. She took the smooth, silicone toy, her eyes locked on his as she spread her legs. The cool tip pressed against her clit, making her jolt. Then she guided it lower, sinking it into her own aching wetness. A gasp was torn from her throat as she filled herself, her hips beginning to move in a slow, desperate rhythm. His intense stare was as potent as a physical touch, and she let go, fucking herself for him, her pleasure laid bare.

“So fucking hot,” he growled. He took the toy from her quivering hand and tossed it aside. “My turn.”

He pushed her legs apart, burying his face between them. His tongue was relentless, a flat, firm pressure against her clit before delving deep inside her. He ate her with the same raw intensity he played guitar, a master completely absorbed in his craft. She clutched at the sheets, her back arching, a scream building in her throat as he pushed her right to the edge.

Before she could fall, he flipped her onto her hands and knees. She felt the blunt, insistent head of his cock nudge against her from behind. He gripped her hips.

“You ready for me?”

“Yes, God, yes, Arnie. Please.”

He drove into her in one long, smooth, stretching thrust. She cried out, the sound raw and real, as he filled her completely. He started to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly grew frantic. Each powerful thrust went deeper than the last, his hips slapping against her ass, the force of him pushing her forward. She met him thrust for thrust, the pleasure a coiling, white-hot wire inside her. The room filled with the sounds of their bodies, his grunts, her desperate moans.

“I’m gonna cum,” she sobbed, the tension snapping.

“Do it. Cum on my cock,” he commanded, his pace becoming punishing.

The orgasm ripped through her, a violent, shuddering wave that made her see stars. Her internal muscles clenched around him, and with a roar, he followed her over, pulsing deep inside her, his hot release filling her as he collapsed over her back, spent.

They lay there, a tangled, sweaty mess of limbs. His arm was slung over her waist, his breathing rough in her ear. Jessica’s mind was blissfully, utterly blank. The thrum of the concert, the roar of the crowd—it was all nothing compared to the quiet hum in her veins now.

She just had sex with Arnie Glass.

He nuzzled her neck, his voice thick with sleep. “Come back tomorrow night. I want to see you again before we head out.”

2 - A BOLD FAN’S TOUR BUS ENCOUNTER
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The bass wasn’t just something Asia heard; it was a physical force that pulsed through the floor and up into her bones, a relentless, rhythmic throb that owned her completely. She was lost in the crowd, a sea of moving bodies, but her eyes were locked on the man commanding it all from the stage. Dynasty. Bruce Williams. His sweat-soaked tank top clung to a torso carved from obsidian, and every bar he spat landed like a personal promise.

She’d worn the outfit for herself, a dangerously short black skirt and a tight crop top that left little to the imagination, but now, drenched in the heat of the venue, she felt it was for him. When his gaze, sharp and predatory, scanned the crowd and landed on her, the world shrunk to the size of that single connection. He didn’t smile, just held her look for a heartbeat that felt like an eternity, a sly, knowing smirk playing on his lips before he turned back to the mic. He saw me.

Later, the cool night air was a shock to her system. The concert high was fading, replaced by a buzzing, restless energy. And then she saw it, idling in a cordoned-off area behind the venue: his tour bus, a sleek, black behemoth. Her heart hammered against her ribs. This is insane. But her feet were moving before her brain could stop them, carrying her toward the bus, toward the fantasy.

A mountain of a man in a black suit materialized, blocking her path. “You need to leave. Now.”

Her courage faltered. This was a mistake. But then a smooth, familiar voice cut through the night. “Nah, it’s cool, Mike. Let her through.”

The door hissed open. And there he was, leaning against the frame, a glass of dark liquor in his hand. Up close, he was even more magnetic. “You,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “The one with the dangerous eyes. Get in here.”

The interior of the bus was a haze of weed smoke and expensive cologne. A few other people lounged on plush leather seats, but their presence felt distant, unimportant. A bottle was passed to her. She took a swig, the whiskey burning a welcome path down her throat, calming her shaking hands. Bruce guided her to sit beside him on a long couch, his thigh pressing against hers. His warmth seeped through the thin fabric of her skirt.

His hand, large and surprisingly gentle, came to rest on her bare thigh. His thumb made slow, lazy circles on her skin. This is really happening. The thought was a delirious loop in her head. Dynasty was touching her.

He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. “You’re too fine to be out here with all these people.” He nodded toward a small door at the back of the bus. “Come talk to me for a minute. Privately.”

She merely nodded, her voice stolen by anticipation. He led her into the small, dimly lit bedroom and locked the door behind them, the click of the lock echoing finality. The world outside ceased to exist. Without a word, he unfastened his jeans and pushed them down, freeing his erection. Asia’s breath hitched. He was thick, veined, and impressively large, the tip already glistening. The reality of him dwarfed every fantasy.

She didn’t need to be asked. The urge to taste him, to worship him, was overwhelming. She knelt on the plush carpet, her hands trembling as she wrapped one around the base of his shaft. She leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to tentatively taste the salty pre-cum beading at his slit. A low groan rumbled in his chest, and the sound fueled her. She took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the way he stretched her lips, the heavy weight of him on her tongue.

“Yeah, just like that,” he murmured, his fingers tangling in her hair, not forcing, just guiding.

She found a rhythm, bobbing her head, hollowing her cheeks, her world narrowing to the musk of his skin, the taste of him, the guttural sounds of pleasure he made above her.

He pulled her up, his hands urgent now. Her top was ripped away, her skirt yanked down. His mouth, hot and wet, found her nipple, sucking hard, his tongue circling the taut peak until she cried out, her back arching. He lavished the same attention on the other, his free hand squeezing and kneading her breast. I’m dreaming. This is a dream.

He turned her around, bending her over the edge of the bed, her ass in the air. One hand gripped her hip, the other slid between her legs, finding her soaked and ready. He teased her entrance with the head of his cock, a delicious, maddening pressure. And then he pushed inside.

A gasp tore from her throat as he filled her, a deep, stretching burn that quickly melted into pure, mind-numbing pleasure. He started to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly built into something more primal. Each thrust rocked her whole body forward, his hips slapping against her ass. The sounds were obscene and electric: their ragged breathing, the wet slap of skin on skin, her own moans muffled by the bedspread.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted, his pace becoming relentless, punishing.

His hand, slick with her own wetness, slid back, a single finger tracing the tight pucker of her ass. She tensed for a second, a shock of new sensation, but then relaxed into it, a moan escaping her as he pressed the tip inside. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, pushing her toward a precipice she’d never known. He worked the finger deeper, stretching her gently, preparing her.

He replaced his finger with the broad head of his cock. The pressure was immense, a sharp, blinding stretch that made her see stars. He pushed past the resistance with one smooth, brutal motion, burying himself to the hilt inside her. She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound of pleasure-pain. He stilled for a moment, letting her adjust to the incredible fullness, before he began to move again.

This was different. Deeper. More. Every nerve ending was on fire. She could feel every inch of him, every vein, every movement. He fucked her ass with a powerful, steady rhythm, his grip on her hips iron-tight. The pleasure built, a coil tightening deep in her belly, fed by the taboo intensity of the act and the sheer carnal power of the man taking her.

“I’m gonna cum,” she whimpered, her voice strained.

“Yeah? Cum for me then,” he commanded, his thrusts becoming frantic, erratic.

Her climax exploded through her, a seismic wave of pleasure so intense it was almost painful. Her body clenched around him violently, her ass muscles gripping and milking his cock in rhythmic spasms. The sensation tore a roar from his throat. He drove into her one last, deep time, his body stiffening as he emptied himself inside her with a guttural groan, his hot release flooding her.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, connected, both breathing in ragged, shattered gasps. He slowly pulled out, and she collapsed onto the bed, boneless and utterly spent. The air smelled of sex, sweat, and him.

She dressed in a daze, her body humming, every movement a reminder of what had just happened. When she emerged from the bedroom, the bus was quieter, the party winding down. Bruce followed her to the door, a lazy, satisfied smile on his face. He grabbed a t-shirt from a stack, scrawled his signature across the chest with a sharpie, and handed it to her.

“I had fun tonight,” he said, his voice back to its cool, collected rumble.

Asia just nodded, clutching the shirt, her mind still reeling. She stepped out into the cool night, the door hissing shut behind her, sealing away the surreal world inside. She stood there for a moment, the autographed cotton soft in her hands. I just had sex with Dynasty. The thought was too enormous to fully comprehend. It was a night she would never forget.

3 - THE POP STAR’S NUDE PHOTOS
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The chime was so innocuous, a soft triplet of notes that usually signaled a fan’s gushing compliment or her publicist confirming a schedule. But the preview text on Aimee Partin’s locked screen wasn’t from anyone in her contacts.

Unknown Number: I have the photos, Aimee. All of them.

Her heart didn’t just skip a beat; it plummeted, a cold stone sinking into the pit of her stomach. She was in her pristine L.A. kitchen, the morning sun glinting off the stainless steel appliances, but the world tilting on its axis. Fingers trembling, she tapped the screen.

Unknown Number: The pictures you sent to Bradley. The ones you took in the hotel mirror in Milan. I think your label would love them. Your “good girl” brand would be over.

A strangled gasp escaped her lips. No. No, no, no. It was impossible. Those were for Bradley’s eyes only, sent through an encrypted app he’d promised was foolproof. She’d been playful, empowered, feeling sexy in the limelight of his desire. Now, they were a weapon.

Her thumbs flew across the screen. Who is this? What do you want?

The reply was instantaneous. I don’t want your money. I want cooperation.

I’ll do anything, she typed back, the word tasting like ash. Please. Just don’t release them.

Anything? Prove it. Go to your bedroom. Now. Get the biggest dildo you own.

Aimee’s breath hitched. This wasn’t a financial shakedown; it was a violation of an entirely different nature. A hot, shameful flush crawled up her neck. But the threat was absolute, a guillotine blade hovering over the career she’d spent a lifetime building. She moved on autopilot, the plush white carpet of her bedroom muffling her steps.

She pulled the sleek, obsidian-colored toy from its discreet drawer. Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs, but beneath the terror, a treacherous, unwelcome heat was beginning to pool low in her belly. The powerlessness was terrifying, yet it was stripping away every pretense, every carefully constructed persona, leaving only raw, primal instinct.

Her phone chimed again. I want a video. Show me you’re committed to our arrangement. Make yourself cum with it.

“Oh god,” she whispered to the empty room. This was the point of no return. Her hand shook as she propped the phone up on her nightstand, framing the bed. She hit record.

Every movement was hesitant at first. She peeled off her yoga pants, the air cool on her skin. She lay back against the pillows, the silken case a stark contrast to the turmoil within. It’s just a performance, she told herself. Another performance.

But it wasn’t. As her fingers trailed down her stomach, slipping through the neat triangle of dark hair, the performance melted away. The cool tip of the toy pressed against her entrance and she gasped, her head falling back. This was real. The shame morphed, twisted, merged with a shocking, dizzying arousal. The anonymity of it, the sheer audacity, the dangerous eyes on her—it was a fetish she never knew she possessed.

She pushed the toy inside, a slow, stretching fullness that made her cry out. This is wrong, this is so wrong, her mind chanted, but her body sang a different tune. Her hips began to move of their own accord, rocking against the shaft, taking it deeper with each thrust. The slick, rhythmic sound filled the silent room, a lewd soundtrack to her debasement. She forgot the camera, forgot the hacker, lost in the building pressure, the coiling tension. Her free hand found her clit, circling frantically, and her world dissolved into a white-hot burst of sensation. A guttural moan was torn from her throat as her body convulsed, waves of pleasure washing over her, through her, utterly obliterating.

Spent and trembling, she ended the video and sent it without a second thought, a strange, post-orgasmic clarity washing over her.

The reply came seconds later. Good girl. But we’re not done. Now I want both of you.

Bradley’s arrival was a storm of anger and masculine fury. “Are you insane, Aimee? We’re calling the FBI right now!” he barked, pacing her living room like a caged panther.

She explained, her voice small, showing him the messages. She saw the anger in his jaw clench, the protective fire in his eyes. But then she saw it dim, replaced by a grim, helpless acceptance. He knew how this worked. The photos were already out there. The video she’d just sent was out there. A scandal would only fuel the fire.

“That’s just gonna make it worse,” she said softly, placing a hand on his chest. His heart hammered under her palm. “He’ll release everything. He just… he wants a show.”

Bradley stared at her, his gaze dropping to her lips, then back to her eyes. The anger wasn’t gone, but it was being rerouted, transformed into something far more intense. A dark, shared secret. A dangerous collaboration. “A show?” he finally grunted, his voice low and rough.

She simply nodded, leading him back to the bedroom, to the phone propped back on the nightstand. This time, she didn’t feel hesitant. The earlier solo act had unlocked something, a desperate, hungry need for connection, for an anchor in this surreal nightmare.

She went to her knees in front of him, her fingers working his belt buckle, then his zipper. He groaned as she freed his hard length, his hands tangling in her hair. She didn’t need direction. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before taking him deep, savoring his taste, the low growls rumbling in his chest. The camera saw it all—the perfect pop princess, debasing herself for a hidden audience.

But she wasn’t thinking of them. She was lost in the weight of him on her tongue, the way his control was fraying. She pulled back, her lips glistening. “I need you inside me,” she breathed, her voice husky with a need that was no longer feigned.

He laid back and she straddled him, guiding him into her with a slow, exquisite roll of her hips. A sharp, blissful gasp escaped them both. God, he felt good. So much better than the toy. Real, and warm, and theirs. She began to move, a slow, grinding rhythm at first, then faster, riding him with a frantic, desperate energy. Her nails dug into his shoulders. The room filled with the sound of their ragged breathing and the wet slap of skin on skin.

She looked down at him, at the awe and raw hunger on his face, and any last pretense shattered. This wasn’t just about the blackmail anymore. This was about them, about a connection forged in fire. The pleasure built, a terrifying, magnificent wave, and this time when she came, screaming his name, it was with a soul-deep intensity that left her shattered.

Her climax triggered his own. With a final, powerful thrust, he groaned her name, his release pulsing deep inside her, a hot, claiming rush that sent another, smaller shudder through her.

They collapsed together, a tangled, sweaty mess of limbs. The phone’s recording light was still on, blinking. Slowly, Aimee reached over, stopped the video, and sent it.

The response was almost immediate. We’re done. The originals are deleted.

Aimee dropped the phone, the weight of the world lifting from her shoulders. She turned her head to look at Bradley. His anger was gone, replaced by a look of dazed wonder. He pulled her closer, his lips finding hers in a soft, lingering kiss that felt more intimate than anything they’d just done.

4 - A NIGHT WITH SERPENT’S CROWN
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“Oh, god, yes… just like that…” Candy moaned, the sound muffled and thick around the hard length filling her mouth. Her world had narrowed to a symphony of sensation: the slick, rhythmic pounding from behind, the hungry mouth on her breast, the intoxicating scent of sex and cologne and sweat.

It had started, as incredible things often do, with a bass line.

Thump-thump-thump.

The bass from the strip club’s sound system had vibrated up through the soles of her clear platform heels, a familiar rhythm that usually just marked time during her shift. But tonight, the air crackled with a different energy. She’d been mid-spin on the brass pole, the spotlight making her sequined G-string sparkle, when she saw them.

No. It couldn’t be.

Leaning against the far wall, shrouded in the club’s dim haze, were three figures. Zack, the brooding lead singer with the stormy eyes she’d seen on a hundred magazine covers. Carlos, the drummer, his muscular arms crossed over a chest covered in intricate tattoos she knew by heart. And Jay, the lanky, smirking guitarist whose solos had been the soundtrack to her late-night drives.

Serpent’s Crown. Her favorite band.

A fresh stack of bills landed on the stage near her foot, pulled from a thick roll by Zack himself. Her professional composure shattered, replaced by a star-struck dizziness that made her next moves more fluid, more desperate. She poured every ounce of her fandom into her dance, for them. They responded in kind, feeding the stage with a blizzard of cash, their cheers cutting through the generic club music.

When her set ended, her manager jerked a thumb toward the VIP roped-off area. “They asked for you. All three. Lap dances.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This wasn't real.

Zack went first. He sat, a king on a cheap velvet throne, and she settled onto his lap, her back to his chest. She could feel the lean strength of him, the warmth through his black denim. She ground her hips in a slow, circular motion, and his low groan in her ear was better than any recording. “Fuck, you move even better up close.”

Then Jay. He was all playful energy, his hands resting lightly on her thighs as she faced him. His smile was a wicked thing. With every roll of her hips, she felt the hard ridge of his erection straining against his pants, a promise of what was to come. The contact sent a jolt of pure heat straight to her core. She pressed down a little harder, just to hear him hiss.

But it was Carlos who changed the game. His touch was bolder, more possessive. As she danced, his calloused hand, the one that created those thunderous drum rhythms, slid from her thigh, under the flimsy fringe of her outfit, and cupped her bare ass. Her breath hitched. This is it. This is the line. But she didn’t stop. She couldn’t. She arched into his touch, a silent, eager permission.

It was Carlos who leaned in, his voice a gravelly whisper. “This place is loud. Our hotel is quiet. And we’ve got a lot more of this.” He held up a wad of cash that made her eyes widen. The offer wasn’t just about the money. It was an invitation into the fantasy.

Now, in the penthouse suite, the fantasy was her reality. The plush carpet, the low hum of the minibar, the city lights glittering beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows—it was all a blur.

“Show us what you got, sweetheart,” Zack said, sinking onto the large couch between his bandmates.

And she did. The music from Jay’s phone was one of their heavier, slower songs. She made her dance a gift for them, peeling away the sequins and velvets until she stood utterly bare under the ambient light, her skin glowing. She watched their eyes darken with hunger, watched as, almost in unison, they unzipped their jeans. The sight of their hands working over their own cocks, all for her, was the most powerful aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

She knelt before Zack first, taking his length into her mouth. She worshiped him with her tongue, tracing every vein, lost in the taste and feel of him, in his guttural praises.

“Your mouth is a fucking miracle.”

She moved to Carlos, sucking him deep while her hand found Jay’s shaft, stroking him in time with the music, her rhythm as primal as one of his drumbeats. She was the conductor of their pleasure, and hers.

Then strong hands guided her onto the couch. She lay back as Zack’s mouth descended on her nipple, his tongue circling and sucking until she cried out. At the same time, Carlos settled between her legs, his tongue delving into her with an expertise that had her bucking against his face. The dual assault was overwhelming. Jay watched, stroking himself, his eyes locked on hers.

“Turn over,” Zack commanded, his voice ragged.

On her hands and knees, the view of the city was dizzying. She felt Jay position himself behind her, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. He pushed in with one long, smooth stroke, filling her completely. A broken sob of pleasure escaped her lips.

Seeing her mouth fall open, Zack moved in front of her. “Open,” he growled, and she did, taking him deep into her throat as Jay began to move, his thrusts building a frantic, perfect rhythm. She was the connection between them, a live wire of pleasure. She felt the moment Jay’s control snapped, his thrusts becoming erratic, his groan loud as he emptied himself inside her with a final, shuddering pulse.

The moment he pulled out, Zack was there, taking his place, driving into her with a possessive force that stole her breath. Carlos, now kneeling on the couch in front of her, guided his cock to her lips. She took him, sucking hard as Zack pounded into her from behind. The taste of Carlos, the feel of Zack, the sight of her own body being used so thoroughly—it shattered her.

Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seismic event that made her entire body clamp down around Zack’s cock. Her internal muscles fluttered and gripped him, milking his own release. With a raw shout, he came, his warmth flooding her. At the same moment, Carlos tensed, and she tasted his salty release on her tongue.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Candy slowly, tenderly, pulled away. She gathered her clothes, her limbs feeling like liquid. Zack tucked himself away, pulled out the promised roll of cash, and peeled off a much thicker stack than she’d ever seen.

“Incredible,” he said, his voice hoarse. “We’re back in town next month. Give me your number.”

She scribbled it on a hotel notepad, her hand trembling, still not quite believing any of it was real.

As she reached for the door handle, Carlos called out, “Hey, Candy?”

She turned.

Jay finished for him, a new promise in his smirk. “We’ll call you.”

5 - A ROCK STAR’S VISIT TO THE ER
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The ER hummed with its usual chaotic energy, a symphony of beeping monitors and hushed, urgent voices. Kali moved through it with practiced ease, her soft-soled shoes silent on the linoleum. Another gurney was rushing in, and she turned, ready for whatever came next. This one, however, had an entourage. A small crowd of anxious-looking people flanked the stretcher where a man cradled his left arm, his face pale but his jaw set tight. He was scruffy, dressed in a ripped band t-shirt and jeans that looked like they’d seen better days, but the way his people hovered around him spoke of importance.

She took charge, her voice calm and professional. “Alright, let’s get him into three. Sir, can you tell me what happened?”

He looked up, and even through the pain, his eyes were a startling, clear blue. He managed a lopsided grin. “The stage was shorter than I remembered.”

One of his handlers sighed. “He jumped off the monitor wedge during the final encore. It’s Jed. Jed Miller.”

The name landed, but it didn’t detonate. Kali knew of Hornet’s Nest, of course—you’d have to live under a rock not to—but she wasn’t a devotee. She offered a small, professional smile. “Okay, Jed. Let’s get that arm looked at.”

As she helped him onto the exam table, her fingers gently probing the swollen, misshapen limb, he watched her. He was used to a reaction—shock, adoration, screaming—and her calm, clinical demeanor was a novelty. “You don’t know who I am, do you?” he asked, a hint of genuine curiosity in his voice.

“I know you have a likely fractured radius,” she said, her focus on her work. “And that you’re going to need an X-ray.”

He laughed, a low, warm sound that seemed to vibrate through the sterile room. God, that laugh. It did something to her, cutting through her professional armor. She felt a flush creep up her neck.

Throughout the process—the X-ray, the temporary cast, the pain medication—he kept talking to her. Little comments, questions about her shift, flirty asides muttered low so only she could hear. He wasn’t hitting on the idea of a nurse; he was flirting with her, with Kali. It was flattering, and for the first time in a long time, she felt seen.

As she finished his discharge paperwork, he leaned closer. “I know this is against protocol or whatever, but… can I get your number? I’d like to see you when I’m not a patient.”

Her heart did a little flip. This is a terrible idea. But she scrawled her digits on a piece of paper anyway, her hand trembling just slightly. “It’s Kali,” she said.

“Kali,” he repeated, as if tasting the word. “I’ll call you.”

He did, the very next day. The dinner was at a small, intimate Italian place, not some flashy celebrity haunt. He was different outside the ER—softer, more focused. He listened intently as she talked about her life, her reasons for becoming a nurse. He liked that she wasn’t a fan girl, that she saw the man, not the frontman. The connection was instant and electric.

Back at his hotel suite, the door had barely clicked shut before he was pulling her to him. The kiss wasn’t tentative; it was a claiming. A deep, hungry exploration that tasted of red wine and pure desire. His good arm wrapped around her waist, pulling her flush against him, and she could feel the hard ridge of his erection even through their clothes.

“I’ve been thinking about this since I saw you in those scrubs,” he murmured against her lips, his voice rough.

He slowly undressed her, his cast-encased arm resting on her hip as his other hand and his mouth did the work. He kissed the hollow of her throat, the slope of her breast, taking his time to lavish attention on each nipple, sucking and teasing until they were hard peaks and she was gasping. His lips traced a blazing path down her stomach, and he knelt before her, hooking his fingers into the sides of her lace panties and drawing them down her legs.

He guided her back onto the enormous bed, following her down. He didn’t speak, his intense blue eyes holding hers as he parted her thighs. The first slow, flat stroke of his tongue up her center made her back arch off the mattress. A low, guttural moan escaped her. Oh god. He was relentless, circling her clit with a precision that felt wildly at odds with his rock star bravado. He licked and sucked, his free hand holding her hip firmly in place as she writhed against his mouth. The pleasure was a tight coil, winding deeper and hotter inside her with every flick of his tongue. Her fingers twisted in his messy hair, not guiding, just holding on as the tension shattered, her climax rolling through her in wave after dizzying wave.

She came down, panting, her body humming. Before she could even catch her breath, she pushed him onto his back, a new hunger taking over. She kissed her way down his chest, her hands working his belt, then his zipper. She freed his cock, thick and hard and straining. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before she sank down, taking as much of him as she could. His groan was a raw, unfiltered sound of pleasure. His good hand tangled in her hair, not pushing, just feeling. She set a rhythm, sucking him deep, her own arousal building again at the taste of him and the sounds he was making.

When she felt him tense, she released him, crawling up his body. She straddled his hips, and without a word, she guided him inside her, sinking down onto his length with a deep, shuddering sigh. So full. She began to move, a slow, rolling grind of her hips that made him curse softly. She rode him, her head thrown back, her hands braced on his chest. He met her thrust for thrust, his grip on her hips fierce.

“Turn over,” he growled, his voice thick.

She complied instantly, getting on her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her, one hand on her back, the other, still in its cast, resting on the bed for support. He entered her again, this plunge deeper, more primal. Each thrust jolted through her, hitting a spot that made her see stars. The room filled with the sound of their skin slapping together, their ragged breaths. She could feel the climax building again, a supernova at her core, fed by the raw, animalistic way he was taking her.

“Jed… I’m going to…” she gasped.

“Me too, baby. Come with me,” he grunted, his pace becoming frantic, brutal, perfect.

Her orgasm erupted, a violent, screaming release that clenched around him, milking his own climax from him. She felt him pulse deep inside her, a hot, spurting release that seemed to go on forever as he collapsed over her back, his breath hot on her shoulder.

They lay like that for a long moment, a tangled, sweaty mess of limbs. He eventually rolled off, pulling her against his side. She rested her head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat slowly return to normal.

He finally broke the silence, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her arm. “I leave for the next leg of the tour in two days,” he said, his voice quiet. “I don’t… I don’t want this to be just a night, Kali. I want to see you again.”

“Okay,” Kali whispered, her heart racing. “I have the day off tomorrow.”

6 - THE COP AND THE PUNK ROCKER
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The fluorescent lights of the precinct buzzed like a trapped fly, casting a sickly glow over the linoleum floor. Officer Mica Santos sighed, the sound swallowed by the general hum of the graveyard shift. Another night, another parade of poor life choices. So when the doors swung open and two of her colleagues hauled in a raggedy-looking man reeking of cheap beer and rebellion, she just rolled her eyes.

“Disorderly conduct at the Rock ‘n’ Roll Roast,” one of them grunted, shoving the man toward Mica’s booking desk.

He was a mess. Ripped jeans, a leather jacket that had seen better decades, and a shock of black hair that fell into eyes smudged with leftover eyeliner. He swayed on his feet, but a defiant smirk played on his lips. Just another punk, she thought, pulling the paperwork toward her. Standard procedure. Name, date of birth, vitals.

“Brett Cline,” he slurred as she prompted him.

The name pinged something in the back of her memory. She glanced up, really looking at him for the first time. The sharp angle of his jaw, the piercing blue of his eyes beneath the kohl. No. It couldn’t be.

“Brett Cline… of Dead of Night?” she asked, her professional monotone cracking just slightly.

His smirk widened into a rakish grin. “The one and only, officer. Things got a little… celebratory after the show.”

The lead singer. One of her favorite bands. The one whose posters were tacked to her college dorm wall. Heat flooded her cheeks. She focused on fingerprinting him, the rough pad of his index finger against hers sending an unwelcome jolt up her arm. She booked him, her movements suddenly clumsy, hyper-aware of his gaze tracing the line of her neck, the badge on her chest.

The night dragged on. Boredom settled back in, thick and heavy. Her rounds took her past his cell. He was leaning against the bars, surprisingly lucid now.

“So, Officer…” he began, his voice a low, gravelly thing that was nothing like his screaming vocals. “Mica. That’s a cool name.”

It was stupid. Against every protocol. But the silence was suffocating. “I have your new album. Life of a Rebel. I listen to it all the time. Those guitar solos are sick.”

His eyes lit up. They talked. He was charming, self-deprecating, and witty, painting a picture of life on the road that was equal parts glamour and grime. He was nothing like the chaos-fueled maniac she’d booked hours before. He was… compelling.

When he was released the next morning, he lingered at her desk. “So. My band’s in town for another week. I know it’s against the rules…” He leaned in, his voice dropping. “But give me your number.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This is a terrible idea. But she liked him. She scrawled her digits on a sticky note, her fingers trembling. Just a chance.

That night, off duty and nerves buzzing, her phone rang. An hour later, she was in a dive bar so loud the bassline felt like a second heartbeat. Beer soaked the floor, bodies crashed into each other in a frenzy of joyous noise, and Brett was at the center of it all, pulling her into the whirlwind. She laughed, she shouted lyrics she didn’t know, she felt alive.

Then his hand was on the small of her back, his mouth at her ear. “Let’s get out of here.”

The silence in his hotel room was a physical thing after the bar’s roar. He kicked the door shut, his eyes dark and intent. He didn’t say a word. He just closed the distance, his hands cupping her face, and his mouth crashed down on hers.

It wasn’t gentle. It was all heat and hunger, a clash of teeth and tongue that tasted of whiskey and pure want. Her hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him closer. His fingers worked at the buttons of her blouse, peeling the stiff police-issue fabric away until she stood in just her jeans and bra, her skin pebbling in the cool air.

He broke the kiss, his breath ragged. “You have no idea what you’ve done to me since I saw you behind that desk.” He unbuttoned his own jeans, pushing them and his briefs down his hips. His cock sprang free, thick and already fully hard, curving up toward his stomach.

Mica’s breath hitched. God, he’s big. She dropped to her knees on the scratchy hotel carpet, her hands sliding up his tattooed thighs. She looked up, meeting his heated gaze as she leaned forward. Her tongue flicked out, a slow, tentative lick from root to tip, tasting the salty pre-cum already beading there.

A guttural groan ripped from his throat. “Fuck, Mica.”

Emboldened, she took him into her mouth. She couldn’t take all of him, not yet, but she worked what she could with a desperate fervor. Her head bobbed, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head, her hand pumping the base in a tight, twisting rhythm. His hips gave a shallow thrust and she moaned around him, the vibration making his legs buckle. His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, just holding, guiding. Yes. This. This is what I wanted.

He pulled her up, his mouth finding hers again in a searing kiss. He walked her backward toward the bed until her knees hit the mattress and she fell back. She watched, her chest heaving, as he stripped off the rest of his clothes. In the dim light, he was all lean muscle and pale skin crisscrossed with ink.

Her own jeans and panties were gone in a frantic shuffle. She lay back, spreading her legs for him, her own fingers finding her wet, aching center. She circled her clit, her back arching off the bed, a low moan escaping her lips as she watched him watch her. “See what you do to me?”

He was on her in an instant, pushing her hand away and replacing it with his mouth. His tongue was flat and hot and perfect, licking a long, slow stripe through her soaked folds. She cried out, her fingers clutching at the cheap bedspread. He devoured her, his tongue teasing her clit before delving deep inside her, fucking her with his mouth. The scrape of his stubble against her inner thighs sent shivers of pleasure-pain through her. She was close, so close, her hips rolling against his face.

But he pulled away, his own need overwhelming. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her. “Look at me,” he commanded, his voice raw.

Her eyes fluttered open. He drove into her in one smooth, devastating thrust that stole the air from her lungs. She gasped, a sharp, broken sound, as he filled her completely. So full. He held himself there for a moment, letting her adjust to the delicious, stretching ache.

Then he began to move. Slow, deep pulls that made her see stars. Each stroke was a revelation, a friction so intense it bordered on pain. He braced himself on his arms above her, his eyes locked on hers, watching every flicker of pleasure cross her face.

“Harder,” she pleaded, digging her nails into his back. “Please, Brett.”

A feral grin flashed across his face. He obliged, his pace shifting into something frantic, pounding into her with a force that shook the headboard against the wall. The sounds were obscene: skin slapping against skin, their ragged breaths, her increasingly desperate cries. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper with every thrust, meeting him stroke for stroke.

“Turn over,” he grunted, his voice strained.

She scrambled onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. When he entered her again, the angle was different, deeper, hitting a spot that made her vision whiten at the edges. “Right there! Oh, god, right there!”

He fucked her with a relentless, driving rhythm, each plunge a claim. One hand snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles. The dual assault was too much. The coil of pleasure in her core snapped, and her orgasm ripped through her with a silent, breathless scream, her entire body clenching around him in wave after wave of blinding ecstasy.

The feeling of her pulsing around him was his undoing. With a shout that was half her name, half a raw, animal sound, he came, his own release hot and deep inside her, his body shuddering against hers.

They collapsed together on the sweat-slicked sheets, a tangled heap of limbs and exhaustion. He pulled her against his chest, his heartbeat a wild drum against her back. She felt boneless, utterly spent, a contented hum vibrating through her.

He nuzzled her hair. “We’re here for another week,” he murmured, his voice already thick with sleep.

She smiled into the darkness. “Then let’s do this again.”

7 - A HOLLYWOOD ARREST
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“Oh god, Miguel… right there…”

Her breathy plea was muffled by the muscular curve of his shoulder, her nails digging into the skin of his back. The world had narrowed to the frantic, delicious rhythm of their bodies, to the slick, driving heat where they were joined. Every nerve ending was on fire, every thought scorched away by pure sensation. She was close, so close, teetering on a precipice he was building beneath her with every powerful thrust.

“Look at me, Mara,” he growled, his voice ragged, and she forced her eyes open, meeting his dark, intense gaze. “I want to see you.”

—

It had started with the cold click of the handcuffs.

“Ma’am, step out of the vehicle, please.”

The police cruiser’s lights had painted the interior of her sports car in frantic, swirling shades of red and blue, a horrific disco ball of shame. Mara’s head was fuzzy from the Pinot Noir, her designer heels wobbling on the asphalt. The humiliation was a physical weight, heavier than the officer’s hand guiding her to the back of his car.

The booking process was a blur of fluorescent lights and impersonal questions. She gave her name, her date of birth, her address, each answer feeling like a stone dropped into a deep well of disgrace. She was Mara Vance, pop sensation, and she was being fingerprinted.

And then, he was there.

Officer Miguel Vasquez had taken over the processing. He was tall, with broad shoulders that strained against his uniform shirt, and dark eyes that held a surprising softness amidst the stern protocol. He recognized her immediately, a flicker of awe in his gaze that made her cheeks burn hotter.

“I have to ask,” he said, his voice a low, calm baritone that cut through the sterile jail noise. “My little sister is your biggest fan. Any chance I could get an autograph for her? On this?” He held up a property receipt form, the gesture so absurdly out of place that a hysterical laugh almost escaped her.

She signed For Sofia, with love, Mara Vance with the cheap ballpoint he offered, her hand trembling. He was kind, his touch gentle as he guided her through the steps, his professionalism a strange, comforting anchor. He didn’t leer, didn’t judge. He just saw her, the terrified woman beneath the scandal.

The night in the cell was long and cold, but her mind kept circling back to him. To the way his name tag sat on his chest. Vasquez. To the surprising contrast of his hardened physique and his gentle hands.

The next evening, the silence of her mansion was suffocating. The pending charges were a storm cloud hanging over her head. She found the business card he’d discreetly slipped into her purse. Officer Miguel Vasquez. She called before she could lose her nerve.

“I just… needed to talk to someone who doesn’t work for me,” she’d said, the words tumbling out.

An hour later, he was at her door, out of uniform, wearing dark jeans and a simple t-shirt that did nothing to hide the powerful build beneath. He looked even more devastating without the badge and utility belt.

They’d ended up on her massive sofa, a movie playing but utterly ignored. The tension wasn’t about the legal trouble anymore. It was the magnetic pull between them, the unspoken electricity that had been humming since the jail. She saw the way he looked at her, a mix of reverence and raw want.

She was the one who finally broke. She turned to him, placed a hand on his jaw, the stubble rough against her palm, and leaned in. The first kiss was tentative, a question. His answer was a low groan as his mouth opened to hers, and any pretense of watching a movie vanished.

It was a hungry, exploring kiss that tasted of wine and desire. His hands slid into her hair, pulling her closer, and she melted into the solid wall of his chest. She climbed onto his lap, straddling him, feeling the hard length of him already pressing against her through the denim. He kissed her like a man starved, his hands roaming her back, down to the curve of her hips, pulling her tighter against his growing arousal.

“Upstairs,” she breathed against his lips, taking his hand and leading him to her bedroom.

In the dim light, she didn’t waste time. Her fingers went to his belt buckle, fumbling with the leather and metal until it gave way. She pushed his jeans and boxers down in one motion, his cock springing free, thick and erect. She dropped to her knees, not breaking eye contact as she took him into her mouth.

He hissed, his hands tangling in her hair. “Mara… fuck…”

She loved the taste of him, the salt and musk, the way his body tensed under her ministrations. She swirled her tongue around the head, then took him deeper, her one hand cupping his heavy sac, the other gripping his hip. She worked him with her mouth, listening to his ragged breaths, feeling the powerful muscles in his thighs quiver.

With a guttural sound, he pulled her up. “My turn,” he murmured, his voice thick.

He peeled her silk blouse off, then unclasped her bra, his eyes darkening as her breasts spilled free. He worshiped them with his hands and mouth, his tongue circling a nipple until she cried out, her back arching.

He laid her back on the bed, peeling her leggings and panties down her legs with a slow, deliberate slowness that made her tremble. He kissed his way back up her inner thigh, his stubble a delicious friction against her sensitive skin. And then his mouth was on her, and her world exploded into sensation.

His tongue was an artist, painting exquisite patterns on her most intimate flesh. He licked and sucked, finding a rhythm that had her bucking against his face, her fingers clutching the sheets. He held her hips down, pinning her as he devoured her, his tongue thrusting inside her before returning to circle her throbbing clit. The pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter, a spring wound to its breaking point.

She came with a broken scream, her body convulsing under the relentless, glorious assault of his mouth.

Before the last waves of her climax had even subsided, he was moving up her body, sheathing himself in a condom he’d produced from his wallet. He held himself above her, his weight supported on his arms, and looked down into her eyes.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, and then he was pushing inside her.

It was a slow, filling, stretching intrusion that stole the air from her lungs. He was big, and she felt every glorious inch as he sunk into her wet, welcoming heat. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly built into something more urgent, more possessive.

Which is how they ended up here, in the throes of it, the headboard knocking a steady beat against the wall. His thrusts were becoming more erratic, his control fraying.

“I’m gonna… I can’t…” he choked out.

“Inside me,” she gasped, locking her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper still. “I want to feel you.”

With a final, deep thrust that seemed to touch her very core, he came, his roar muffled against her neck, his body shuddering atop hers.

For a long moment, they lay there, tangled together, the only sound their ragged, syncopated breathing. The scent of sex and sweat filled the air. Mara traced the lines of his back, feeling the power there, even in repose.

She didn’t want this to be a one-off. A secret shameful hookup. This felt different. Necessary.

She tilted her head up, nuzzling his jaw. “This can’t be it,” she whispered, her voice still shaky. “I need to see you again.”

Miguel lifted his head, his dark eyes searching hers. He brushed a damp strand of hair from her forehead, his thumb caressing her cheek. “Yes.”

8 - A WHITE KNIGHT AT THE CONCERT
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The bass line throbbed through Violet’s bones, a final, satisfying hum that signaled the end of the set. A wave of cheers and clapping washed over the stage. She grinned, slick with sweat, and gave her guitar a final, loving pat before slinging it off. The energy of the crowd was a drug, and she was blissfully high on it.

She hopped off the stage, eager to get to the merch table, but a large, unsteady man in a stained tour shirt immediately blocked her path. His breath hit her face, a foul mix of cheap beer and cheaper whisky.

“Hey, gorgeous,” he slurred, his eyes glazed and unfocused. “Played real good. How ‘bout you play with me for a bit?” His hand, thick and calloused, snaked out to grab her wrist.

Violet’s grin vanished. “Oh, for fuck’s sake.” She tensed, ready to drive a combat boot into his shin, but another figure moved faster.

A man stepped between them, his posture calm but firm. “She’s trying to get through, mate. How about you let her be?”

The drunkard bristled. “Who the hell are you?”

“I said, leave the lady alone.” His voice was low, steady, and left no room for argument. After a moment of blustering, the drunk shuffled away, muttering curses under his breath.

Violet rolled her eyes so hard she saw the inside of her own skull. She shoved past her would-be rescuer. “I had that handled, you know. I don’t need some white knight.”

He turned, and for the first time, she got a good look at him. He was tall, with kind eyes that crinkled at the corners and dark hair that fell across his forehead. He held up his hands in a gesture of peace. “I’m sure you did. I apologize. I just… acted. Old habits. Say… could I maybe get an autograph?”

She studied him. The apology seemed genuine, not performative. And he was kind of cute. Really cute. The adrenaline from the confrontation and the show began to morph into a different kind of energy, a low thrum of interest deep in her belly.

“Violet,” she said, her tone softening as she took the Sharpie he offered.

“Jack,” he replied, his smile tentative. “I’m a huge fan.”

She scribbled her name on a napkin, her signature a messy slash of black ink. The noise of the crowd was suddenly overwhelming. An idea, impulsive and thrilling, bloomed in her mind.

“You want to get out of here, Jack?” she asked, her voice dropping. “My hotel is just a few blocks away. We could have a real drink.”

His eyes widened slightly, then a slow, thrilled smile spread across his face. “I’d like that.”

The hotel room was a mess of discarded clothes, guitar cases, and room service trays. Violet kicked a pile of laundry aside and went straight to the minibar, pulling out two tiny bottles of whiskey. She tossed one to Jack.

“To not needing to be saved,” she said, clinking her bottle against his.

“To being capable of doing it yourself,” he countered with a smile.

They drank. The silence that followed was thick, charged. Violet felt the amber liquid burn a warm path down her throat, but it was nothing compared to the heat building under her skin. She was acutely aware of him: the way he stood, the scent of his cologne cutting through the stale hotel air, the intensity of his gaze fixed solely on her.

She closed the distance between them in two quick steps. She didn’t say a word. She just grabbed the front of his shirt, pulled him down, and crushed her lips to his.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was all pent-up energy and released tension, a clash of teeth and tongue that tasted of whiskey and potential. A low groan rumbled in Jack’s chest, and his hands came up to cup her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks as he kissed her back with equal fervor.

Her fingers worked quickly, fumbling with the button of his jeans, then the zipper. She broke the kiss, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she pushed his pants and boxers down his hips in one firm motion. His cock sprang free, already hard and eager. Perfect.

She dropped to her knees on the plush carpet, not breaking eye contact. She heard his sharp intake of breath as she wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft. She leaned forward, her pink hair falling around her face, and finally looked down. She flicked her tongue against the tip, tasting the salty pre-cum already beading there. A shiver of pure, raw desire went through her.

Then she took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the way he filled her. She worked him with a practiced rhythm, one hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t take. Her other hand crept up to fondle his balls, rolling them gently. His hips gave a slight, involuntary thrust and his hands tangled in her hair, not guiding, just holding on. His moans were the best kind of music, a ragged, desperate symphony just for her.

When she felt his legs begin to tremble, she pulled back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She stood up, her own need becoming a frantic drumbeat between her legs. She peeled off her own clothes—the tight jeans, the sweat-damp tank top, the black lace bra—until she stood completely naked before him. The cool air of the room hit her skin, but it did nothing to douse the fire he was stoking.

His gaze was worshipful, raking over her body, from the small silver ring in her nipple to the intricate tattoo that snaked down her side and over her hip. “Jesus, Violet. You’re…”

“I know,” she said, a smirk playing on her lips.

She pushed him back onto the bed and straddled his waist, leaning down to kiss him again, letting her breasts crush against his chest. Then she shifted, moving down his body. She positioned herself over his face, one hand braced on the headboard for balance. “Your turn.”

She lowered herself onto his mouth. His tongue was a revelation. It was hot and insistent, circling her clit with a precision that made her cry out. He licked and sucked, his hands gripping her thighs, holding her right where he wanted her. Pleasure, sharp and bright, arced through her. She rocked against his face, her movements becoming less controlled, more frantic. The coil in her abdomen wound tighter and tighter with every flick of his tongue.

She was close, so close, but she wanted more. She needed to feel him inside her.

She moved again, slick and eager, positioning herself above his cock. She guided him to her entrance, and then, with a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she sank down onto him, taking his entire length in one smooth, breathtaking motion. A guttural moan was torn from both of them. God, he filled her completely.

She began to ride him, setting a hard, driving pace. Her head fell back as she moved, her hands on his chest for leverage. Each downward stroke sent a jolt of pure ecstasy through her. She could feel the muscles in his stomach clench beneath her palms, could hear his ragged breaths matching her own.

“Fuck, Violet,” he gritted out, his hands moving to her hips, meeting her thrust for thrust.

“Not yet,” she panted, a wild laugh escaping her. “I want you behind me.”

She slid off him and turned onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He didn’t need instruction. He knelt behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding himself back to her soaked entrance. He pushed inside, and the angle was so much deeper, so much more intense. He gripped her hips and began to fuck her in earnest, each powerful thrust driving her forward.

The slap of their skin filled the room. Violet’s vision blurred at the edges. Every nerve ending was on fire, every sensation magnified. She could feel the delicious friction, the way her body stretched to accommodate him, the undeniable rightness of it. The pressure built, a tidal wave gathering force.

“I’m gonna… Jack, I’m…” she tried to warn him, but her words dissolved into a wordless cry as her orgasm ripped through her. Her inner muscles clenched around him in violent, pulsating waves, milking his length, pulling him deeper still.

The feeling of her tight, convulsing climax was his undoing. With a final, deep groan, he buried himself to the hilt and came, his own release hot and endless inside her. He collapsed over her back, his breath hot on her neck, his body shuddering with the aftershocks.

They stayed like that for a long moment, entangled and breathing heavily. Finally, he gently pulled out and they fell onto their sides, facing each other on the tangled sheets. He brushed a sweaty strand of pink hair from her forehead.

Violet nuzzled into his touch, a surprising sense of contentment washing over her. The frantic energy was gone, replaced by a warm, sated glow. She traced a finger over his lips.

“We leave for Portland the day after tomorrow,” she murmured, her voice husky. “I wanna see you again before I go.”

9 - A RECORDING STUDIO ROMANCE
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The phone hadn’t even finished its first ring before Emerald snatched it up, her professional melody already in place. “Emerald Jones Productions.”

A gruff voice on the other end wasted no time. “Yeah, hi. This is Rick, manager for The Black Widow. We need a producer for our new album. You were recommended.”

Emerald’s carefully practiced cool evaporated. The Black Widow. The biggest metal band on the planet. Her heart hammered against her ribs. “Of course. I’d be thrilled. When were you thinking?”

“Now. The guys are antsy. Studio free?”

Two hours later, the studio was filled with the chaotic energy of four larger-than-life rock stars. And Brad, the lead singer, was the epicenter of it all. He prowled the control room, picking up a Neumann microphone, and scoffed.

“This the best you got? We usually use a modified U87. Tube, not FET.” He dropped it on the desk with a clatter.

Emerald’s smile tightened. “The signal path on this console is pristine, Brad. I assure you, we’ll get the raw, gritty tone you’re famous for.”

He waved a dismissive hand, already fiddling with the preamp knobs. “Just let me handle the levels. I know how my voice should sound.”

After twenty minutes of him second-guessing every mic placement, EQ setting, and compressor ratio, Emerald had reached her limit. She watched him argue with his own guitarist about a cab sim and something in her snapped. This wasn’t producing; it was babysitting with a multi-million dollar budget.

She stood up, her chair rolling back silently. “You know what? You clearly have this under control. Good luck with the album.” She grabbed her bag and walked out, leaving a stunned silence in her wake.

She was almost to her car when the studio door burst open. “Wait! Emerald, wait!”

Brad jogged toward her, his earlier swagger gone, replaced by a sheepish, almost panicked look. “I’m… I’m a fucking idiot. I’m sorry. Rick just chewed my head off. Please. Come back. We need you. I need you.”

The session that followed was a revelation. With Brad’s ego checked, his talent was undeniable. His voice was a weapon of raw power and stunning control. They laid down three tracks, and with each take, the energy in the room shifted from tense to electric. As the final crushing chord of the last song faded, the band erupted into grins and backslaps.

“That’s a fucking hit,” the bassist said, shaking his head in awe.

Brad walked over to her, not looking at the band, his eyes locked on hers. “He’s right. That’s because of you. Thank you.” He ran a hand through his messy dark hair. “Let me make it up to you. Properly. Dinner?”

She hesitated. He was arrogant, infuriating… and undeniably cute with that now-humble expression. “Okay. Dinner.”

The restaurant was all white tablecloths and soft piano music. Brad, in his ripped jeans and a tight band t-shirt, stuck out like a sore thumb, but the staff fell over themselves to accommodate him. He was charming, funny, and the stories he told between courses of seared scallops and expensive wine made her laugh until her sides hurt.

Back at his surprisingly modern, minimalist house, he poured them each a glass of amber whiskey. They stood close in the living room, the tension from the studio returning, but this time it was sweet and charged.

“I really am sorry about today,” he murmured, his voice low.

“I know,” she said, looking up at him.

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. His hands are so much softer than I imagined. Then his lips were on hers, and any remaining thought evaporated. The kiss wasn’t gentle; it was hungry, a claiming. It tasted of whiskey and want.

He broke away, taking her hand. “Come with me.”

He led her to his bedroom, a spacious room dominated by a huge platform bed. Her eyes scanned the room and caught on the shelf beside it. It wasn’t hidden. Ropes, silky-looking restraints, a few well-crafted leather cuffs, a small, sleek vibrator.

He saw her looking. “I should probably tell you… I’m into… kink.” He searched her face for hesitation, for judgment. “It’s okay if that’s not your–”

“It’s okay,” she breathed, a thrill shooting through her. “Show me.”

A slow, wicked smile spread across his face. He turned her around, his fingers deftly working the buttons of her blouse. He pushed the fabric from her shoulders, his lips following the path down her spine, each kiss a brand. Her skirt pooled at her feet. He laid her back on the cool black sheets, her skin pebbling in the air.

He reached for the restraints; soft, padded cuffs connected to black silk ropes. “Is this alright?”

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice already thready with anticipation.

He secured her wrists to the posts above her head, the gentle restraint an incredible turn-on. Helpless. His. He picked up the vibrator, a quiet hum filling the room. He trailed it over her stomach, her thighs, never quite where she needed it, making her gasp and arch her back.

“Please, Brad.”

“Please, what?” he teased, circling her clit with the tip of the toy, the vibration a maddening promise.

“Please don’t stop.”

He replaced the vibrator with his mouth, his tongue lashing her with expert precision. The sensation, combined with her restrained position, was overwhelming. She cried out, her hips bucking against his face as a sharp, sudden orgasm ripped through her.

He didn’t let her come down. He quickly unbuckled the cuffs, his voice a guttural command. “On your hands and knees. Now.”

She obeyed, her body humming, her mind blissfully empty. She felt him position himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance and he drove into her with one deep, sure stroke. She gasped at the exquisite fullness. He set a punishing rhythm, each thrust hitting a spot deep inside that made her see stars.

He reached for a bottle on the nightstand. The snick of a cap. A cool drip of lube against her other rosebud. His thumb circled it, pressed gently. “I want this too. Tell me you want it.”

“I want it,” she moaned, the words torn from her.

He guided himself there, pressing insistently. There was a moment of intense, burning pressure, and then he was inside, a deeper, more consuming fullness. He fucked her ass with slow, then frantic, pounding strokes. The dual sensations—the ache, the stretch, the brutal rhythm—coiled a new orgasm deep within her, tighter and hotter than the first. It exploded, her inner muscles clenching around him in violent, helpless waves, her ass gripping his cock like a vise.

With a raw, animalistic groan, he followed her over the edge, his own release pulsing into her as he collapsed over her back, his breath hot on her shoulder.

Later, tangled in the sheets, his arm a heavy weight across her stomach, he nuzzled her hair. “I want you to produce the whole record.”

She smiled into the dark, her body humming with a contented, sated exhaustion. “Okay.”

His voice was sleepy, hopeful. “And maybe… after?”

She turned to face him, tracing the line of his jaw. “We’ll see where it leads.”

10 - THE RAPPER AND THE COUNTRY STAR
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The studio door clicked shut, muffling the world outside. Amelia leaned against the cold glass of the isolation booth, her arms crossed tightly over her chest. The label’s idea was, in her professional opinion, absolute garbage. A duet? With a rapper? It was a transparent ploy for cross-genre appeal, and it made her skin crawl.

The main door opened, and he walked in. Lil Troy. He was all easy confidence and casual swagger, dressed in designer streetwear that somehow looked both effortless and expensive. A diamond stud glittered in one ear. He gave a nod to her producer before his gaze landed on her. A slow, appraising smile spread across his face.

“Amelia Hart,” he said, his voice a low, smooth baritone that was at odds with the aggressive tone she’d expected. “An honor.”

She offered a tight, professional smile. “Troy. Glad we could make this work.”

He chuckled, a rich, warm sound. “Yeah, me too. So, you heard my last album? The track I sent over?”

Amelia hesitated for a beat too long. “I… haven’t had the chance to dive in yet.” The lie was brittle. She’d actively avoided it. “I have to be honest, it’s… not really my usual style.”

His smile didn’t falter. If anything, it widened, a flash of white teeth. “That’s why it’s gonna be great. Opposites attract, right?”

Three hours later, she had to admit he was right. The man was a professional. He was patient, tweaking his verses to complement her soaring choruses, suggesting a melodic flow she’d never have considered. His presence was electric, filling the control room with an energy that was contagious. Against her will, she found herself laughing at his jokes, impressed by his sharp wit. The song they built together was… incredible. A fusion of soulful country and gritty rap that somehow, impossibly, worked.

When the final playback finished, a stunned silence hung in the air before they both broke into genuine, exhilarated grins.

“Told you,” Troy said, his eyes gleaming with triumph. “That’s a hit. We gotta celebrate. Dinner. My treat.”

The upscale restaurant was all soft lighting and hushed conversations, a world away from the vibrating energy of the studio. They talked for hours, the formalities melting away with every glass of wine. She learned about his childhood, his love for old soul records, the surprising depth behind the celebrity persona. He was brilliant. And so attractive.

As he described his first tour, his hand, which had been resting on the tablecloth, disappeared. A moment later, she felt the warm weight of it on her knee. Her breath hitched. His fingers, calloused from guitar strings, began a slow, deliberate journey up her thigh, pushing the hem of her dress higher.

Her mind screamed a weak protest, a fading echo of her earlier resistance. But her body screamed louder. A flush of heat spread through her core, a direct, pulsing response to his touch. She pressed her thighs together, but it only increased the pressure, the delicious friction against his exploring fingers. God, his touch. It was confident, possessive. He didn’t ask; he simply took, and she simply wanted.

“You’re trembling,” he murmured, his voice a dark whisper meant only for her.

His eyes held hers captive as his fingers found the damp silk of her panties. He traced the seam of her, a slow, torturous circle over the aching nub hidden beneath. A soft, involuntary gasp escaped her lips. She was drowning in the sensation, in the illicit thrill of his touch in this public place. Her hips gave a tiny, betraying jerk against his hand.

“I think,” he said, his thumb applying a perfect, fleeting pressure that made her see stars, “we should get out of here.”

His penthouse was a monument to his success, all sharp angles, floor-to-ceiling windows, and a breathtaking view of the city lights. The door hadn’t even closed before he had her pinned against it, his mouth crashing down on hers. This wasn’t the tentative kiss of a first date; it was a claiming. His tongue delved into her mouth, tasting of wine and pure desire. She melted into him, her hands tangling in the soft fabric of his hoodie, pulling him closer.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Bedroom. Now.”

He led her through the sleek apartment, not letting go of her hand. In the dimly lit bedroom, he turned to her. With his eyes locked on hers, he unbuckled his belt, the sound unnaturally loud in the quiet room. He pushed his jeans and boxers down in one fluid motion.

Her eyes widened. Oh. He was thick and already fully, impressively erect, curving up towards his stomach. The sight sent a fresh jolt of pure want straight to her core, making her lips throb in memory of his touch at the restaurant.

She didn’t wait for an invitation. A newfound boldness surged through her. She dropped to her knees on the plush rug, her hands settling on his powerful thighs. She leaned forward, her breath ghosting over the velvety head before her tongue darted out for a tentative taste. Salty. Musky. Him. She swirled her tongue around the crown, eliciting a sharp groan from above her.

Encouraged, she took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth. She bobbed her head, establishing a rhythm, one hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t take. His hands fisted in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, his hips giving minute thrusts. The sounds he made—guttural, appreciative growls—were the best music she’d ever heard.

“Enough,” he finally growled, pulling her to her feet.

His fingers made quick work of the buttons on her blouse, and he peeled the dress from her body until she stood naked before him, bathed in the city’s glow. He devoured her with his eyes before lowering his head to her breast. His mouth was hot and wet around her nipple, sucking deeply, his tongue flicking the hardened peak until she cried out, her knees buckling. He switched to the other, lavishing it with the same attention, his free hand squeezing and kneading her flesh. The dual sensations were overwhelming, a direct line of pleasure-pain that coiled tightly in her belly.

He laid her back on the massive bed, spreading her legs and kneeling between them. He didn’t speak. He just looked at her, at the glistening proof of her arousal, and lowered his mouth to her.

His tongue was a flat, firm stroke up her center. Amelia arched off the bed with a broken scream. He held her hips down, pinning her as he feasted on her. He licked and sucked, his tongue delving inside her before focusing relentlessly on her clit, circling it, flicking it, applying just the right amount of pressure. He was a virtuoso, and her body was his instrument. The coil wound tighter, tighter, her breaths coming in ragged sobs. She was right on the edge, trembling violently.

He pulled away, leaving her shaking and empty. “I need to be inside you,” he panted, his voice rough with need. “Now.”

She could only nod, frantic, desperate for him. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her soaked folds. With one powerful, relentless thrust, he filled her completely. She gasped at the stunning fullness, the delicious stretch. He gave her a moment to adjust before he began to move, setting a deep, punishing rhythm that stole the air from her lungs.

Each thrust was a jolt of pure electricity. The slap of their skin, his guttural grunts, her high-pitched moans—it was a savage, perfect symphony. He drove into her, over and over, hitting a spot deep inside that made her vision blur.

“Turn over,” he commanded.

She obeyed immediately, getting on her hands and knees. He entered her from behind, deeper this time, his grip firm on her hips. This angle was unbearable. Every plunge rubbed directly against her clit. She could feel the gush of her own arousal with each movement. The tension snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a convulsive, mind-shattering wave that clenched around him, milking his length as she cried out, her body shaking uncontrollably.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, deep, ground-shaking thrust, he buried himself to the hilt. She felt the hot, pulsing release of his cum flooding into her, a warmth that spread through her very core. He collapsed over her back, both of them spent and slick with sweat, his breath hot on her shoulder.

After a long while, he rolled off, pulling her into his arms. They lay tangled in the silken sheets, the only sound their slowing breaths. He traced a finger along her jawline.

“This isn’t a one-time studio session, Amelia,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “I want to see you again. For real.”

She looked up at him, at the genuine desire in his eyes that mirrored her own. Her career was a whirlwind. So was his. It was insane. It was impossible.

She nestled deeper into his embrace, a contented smile gracing her lips. “Yes.”

11 - THE DOCTOR AND THE AGING ROCK STAR
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The heavy oak door of Jared Jamison’s mansion clicked shut, sealing them in a world of polished concrete and soaring, silent ceilings. Jared tossed his keys into a large ceramic bowl on a console table, the metallic clatter stark in the quiet. He turned to Kaylie, his face looking younger without the harsh stage makeup, but his eyes held a vulnerability she’d come to know intimately over the past six months.

When Kaylie was offered a job looking after the aging rock star, she hesitated. Although his raw talent was still unmatched, years of drugs and alcohol had eroded his confidence. Kaylie had been told to prescribe him whatever he wanted. As long as he made it on stage every night, everyone got paid. But no one cared about Jared’s health and well-being. Kaylie knew it was unethical, but she needed the money. And maybe, just maybe, she could help Jared. She’d accepted the position.

Now, the tour buses were parked. The final show was over. The roar of the crowd was just a memory echoing in their ears.

“So,” Jared said, his voice roughened by a lifetime of screaming into microphones. “That’s it. You’re officially unemployed.”

“I suppose I am,” Kaylie said, smoothing her hands over her skirt. The prestigious job was done. She’d succeeded. He was healthy, sober, and his blood pressure was better than hers. But a hollow feeling was opening up in her chest at the thought of walking away.

He stepped closer, the space between them crackling with an energy that had been building for weeks, carefully ignored. “I don’t know how to do this without you, Kaylie.”

“You don’t need me anymore, Jared. That was the whole point. You’re strong. You’re healthy.” Her professional tone sounded brittle, even to her.

“That’s not what I mean,” he murmured, closing the distance completely. He didn’t touch her, but his heat radiated against her skin. “The pills were a crutch, yeah. But you… you’re the foundation. I don’t need a doctor.” He took a shaky breath. “I need you.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. “Jared…”

“I’m falling for you, Kaylie. So damn hard.” His hand came up, his fingers gently brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. The touch was electric. “I know it’s messy. I know the rules. But tell me I’m not alone in this. Tell me you feel this, too.”

All her reservations, her ethical hand-wringing, evaporated under the raw honesty in his gaze. She saw the man, not the legend—the one who battled demons with a guitar and had let her see the cracks in his armor. The one she’d watched find his strength again.

Her voice was a whisper. “You’re not alone.”

Relief flooded his features. “Stay. Be with me. Not as my doctor. As my… everything.”

The word yes was on her lips before she could second-guess it. It was barely out of her mouth before his were on hers.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a claiming, a release of months of pent-up tension. It was all heat and hunger, his lips moving over hers with a desperate intensity that stole her breath. She kissed him back with equal fervor, her hands sliding up to tangle in the soft leather of his jacket. His taste—whiskey and mint and pure, unadulterated Jared—was intoxicating.

He shrugged out of his jacket, letting it fall to the floor without breaking the kiss. His hands roamed her back, pulling her flush against him. She could feel the hard line of his erection pressing into her stomach, and a jolt of pure, liquid heat shot through her.

God, she wanted him.

Her fingers fumbled for his belt buckle, the cold metal a contrast to the searing skin beneath his shirt. She undid it, then the button of his jeans. The sound of the zipper coming down was obscenely loud. She slid her hand inside the open fly, past the soft cotton of his briefs, and wrapped her fingers around his hard length.

He groaned into her mouth, a deep, guttural sound that vibrated through her whole body. He was thick and velvety hard in her hand, and she began to move her fist in a slow, steady rhythm, her thumb swiping over the slickness already beading at the tip.

“Kaylie,” he breathed, tearing his mouth from hers to trail hot, open-mouthed kisses down her neck.

His hands were at her clothes, impatient. He pulled her blouse over her head, his fingers making quick work of her bra clasp. The cool air hit her skin, followed immediately by the scorching heat of his mouth on her breast. He laved her nipple with his tongue before drawing it deep, sucking hard.

A sharp cry escaped her, her head falling back. The sensations were overwhelming—the pull of his mouth, the rhythmic stroke of her own hand on him, the dizzying scent of his cologne. He worshipped her breasts, moving from one to the other, nipping and licking until she was writhing against him.

“Bedroom,” he growled against her skin. “Now.”

He took her hand and led her through the expansive, dimly lit home, not to a guest room, but to his own sanctuary—a vast space dominated by a massive bed. He turned her to face him, his eyes dark with desire as he slowly, deliberately, peeled her skirt and panties down her legs, kneeling before her. He placed a hot kiss on her inner thigh, making her jump.

He laid her back on the cool, black silk duvet, and she watched, breath catching, as he stripped off his own clothes. His body was a roadmap of his life—lean muscle from performing, a few tattoos, the faint scars of past excess. He was beautiful.

He crawled up the bed, his gaze locked on hers, and settled between her legs. He didn’t enter her. Instead, he lowered his head.

The first flat stroke of his tongue up her center made her back arch off the bed. It was an electric shock of pure pleasure. He licked her slowly, thoroughly, as if memorizing her taste. Then he found her clit and focused all his attention there, sucking the sensitive nub into his mouth while his tongue flicked over it with devastating precision.

Her hands flew to his hair, fisting in the dark strands as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She was moaning, uninhibited, her hips rolling against his face, chasing the exquisite pressure. The coil of tension inside her wound tighter and tighter with every lap of his tongue, every soft groan he made against her.

“Jared… I’m so close…”

He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her see stars. The dual sensation—the suction of his mouth, the press of his fingers—was too much. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed around his hand, pleasure searing through every nerve ending.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, positioning himself above her. He sheathed himself in a condom with a quick, practiced move she chose not to examine too closely. He kissed her, letting her taste herself on his lips.

“I need to be inside you,” he whispered, his voice ragged.

“Yes,” she gasped.

He guided himself to her entrance, and then he was pushing in. He filled her completely, a slow, stretching, perfect burn. They both stilled for a moment, joined, breathing each other’s air. The intimacy of it was almost more overwhelming than the physical sensation.

Then he began to move.

He started with long, deep thrusts that made her whimper with each retreat and cry out with each plunge. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the room. He braced himself on his arms above her, his eyes never leaving hers.

“You feel… fucking incredible,” he groaned, driving into her harder.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his thrusts. “Harder, Jared.”

He obeyed, his rhythm becoming more frantic, more primal. The bed rocked with their motion. He slid a hand between them, his thumb finding her clit again, circling it as he drove into her. Another orgasm began to build, faster this time, fiercer.

“I want to be on top,” she panted.

In a fluid motion, he rolled them over. She straddled his hips, sinking down onto him with a gasp of relief at the new angle. She rode him, setting a punishing pace, her hands braced on his chest. She watched his face, watched the pleasure contort his features, and felt a powerful surge of possession. This legendary man was hers.

He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he thrust up into her, meeting her every movement. “I’m not gonna last,” he warned, his voice strained.

“Me either.” The pressure was peaking, a spectacular crest she was about to fly over.

He sat up suddenly, wrapping his arms around her, holding her tight against his chest as his thrusts became shallow and frantic. He switched their positions one last time, laying her back and pounding into her, his body covering hers.

It was the final, perfect push. Her climax detonated, a silent, screaming release that clenched around him, milking his own orgasm from him. He cried out her name, a raw, broken sound as he poured himself into her, his body shuddering with the force of it.

They collapsed together in a sweaty, breathless heap, his weight a welcome anchor. The only sound was their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. He nuzzled her neck, his lips brushing her skin.

“Thank you,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. “For everything. For… this.”
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“Do you feel that?” Bella’s voice was barely audible over the roar of the crowd, her green eyes wide with a mix of surprise and curiosity.

She glanced over her shoulder, her long brown hair brushing against her friend Sarah’s arm. The air was electric, thick with the scent of sweat and anticipation as the band launched into their hit song.

Sarah, oblivious, shouted back, “What?” Her face was lit with excitement, her focus entirely on the stage.

Bella didn’t answer. She didn’t know how to. Because what she felt wasn’t the kind of thing you could just blurt out in the middle of a concert. Not when it was him.

Corbin.

His name had been the first thing she’d heard when she turned around, his voice low and smooth, cutting through the chaos like a secret whispered in the dark. “Hey. I’m Corbin.” He’d flashed her a grin, all sharp angles and mischief, his spiky black hair catching the stage lights in a way that made him look like he belonged up there, not down here in the crowd.

Bella had smiled back, a little breathless, her heart pounding in a rhythm that had nothing to do with the music. She’d opened her mouth to say something—anything—but before she could, the crowd surged, pressing them even closer together. And that’s when she felt it. The heat of his body against hers, the way his chest brushed her back, the unmistakable hardness of him pressing into her.

Her breath hitched, and for a moment, she froze. She should have pulled away. She knew she should have. But she didn’t. Instead, she stayed right where she was, her body instinctively leaning into his, her skin tingling where it touched his.

“You’re beautiful,” Corbin murmured, his lips brushing against her ear in a way that sent shivers down her spine.

His hands, which had been resting lightly on her hips, slid up her sides, his fingers grazing the curve of her breasts through the thin fabric of her dress. Bella’s cheeks flushed, her pulse quickening as her body responded to his touch, a warmth pooling low in her stomach.

She tried to say something, but the words caught in her throat. Instead, she let out a soft gasp as one of his hands drifted lower, slipping beneath the hem of her dress and brushing against the bare skin of her thigh. Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment, her body arching slightly into his touch. She could feel the warmth of his palm against her skin, the way his fingers moved with a confidence that left no doubt about his intentions.

“Is this okay?” Corbin’s voice was low, his tone teasing but with an undercurrent of something darker, something that made Bella’s stomach twist with excitement.

She nodded, her breath coming in shallow pants as his fingers glided higher, brushing against the edge of her panties.

She could feel the heat of his breath on her neck, the way his body pressed against hers, the hardness of him making her ache with a need she hadn’t realized was there. Her hands gripped the edge of the barricade in front of her, her knuckles turning white as she tried to steady herself. But it was useless. Corbin’s touch was too much, too good, and she was losing herself in the sensation of it.

The crowd around them was a blur, their movements chaotic and frenzied as the band played on. No one noticed. No one cared. They were all too caught up in the music, the energy of the night, to pay any attention to the two of them. And that only made it more thrilling, more intoxicating.

Bella bit her lip to stifle a moan as Corbin’s fingers slipped beneath her panties, his touch sending jolts of pleasure through her. She could feel how wet she was, the heat of her arousal making her desperate for more. Her hips moved against his hand, her body instinctively seeking the release she craved.

“You’re so wet for me,” Corbin whispered, his voice rough with desire.

His fingers pressed against her clit, his touch firm and deliberate, drawing a soft gasp from her lips. Bella’s head fell back against his shoulder, her body trembling as the pleasure built inside her. She could feel herself getting closer, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until she thought she might burst.

And then, just as she was on the edge, Corbin’s hand stilled. Bella’s eyes flew open, a whimper escaping her lips as she turned to look at him. His eyes were dark with need, his lips curved into a wicked smile. Without a word, he unzipped his pants, freeing his cock. Bella’s breath caught, her heart pounding as he reached for her again, his hands sliding her panties to the side.

The first thrust sent a wave of pleasure through her so intense that she had to bite down on her lip to keep from crying out. Her body tightened around him, the heat of him filling her in a way that made her head spin. Corbin moved slowly at first, his hips rocking against hers in a rhythm that was as maddening as it was exhilarating.

But it wasn’t enough. Bella needed more. She gripped the barricade tighter, her body arching into his as she urged him to go faster, harder. Corbin didn’t need much encouragement. His hands tightened on her hips, his thrusts growing more urgent, the sound of their bodies coming together lost in the chaos of the crowd.

Bella could feel herself getting closer, the pleasure building inside her like a storm about to break. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling as the tension coiled tighter and tighter. And then, with a final, desperate thrust, she came undone, her body convulsing around Corbin’s as pleasure exploded through her.

Corbin followed soon after, his breath hot against her neck as he spilled inside her, his body shuddering with the force of his release. For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies still joined, their breaths mingling in the charged air. And then, slowly, reluctantly, Corbin pulled away, zipping his pants and smoothing her dress down.

Bella’s legs were still shaky, her heart pounding as she turned to look at him.

Corbin’s eyes met hers, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across his face. “Give me your number,” he said, his voice rough with the remnants of desire.

Bella nodded, her hands trembling as she fished her phone out of her purse. They exchanged numbers quickly, their voices barely audible over the roar of the crowd.

And then, just as suddenly as it had begun, it was over. Corbin’s friends called out to him, and he was swept away into the sea of bodies, leaving Bella standing there, her heart racing and her body still humming with the aftershocks of what had just happened.

Sarah turned to her, oblivious. “Bella! Did you see that? They’re amazing!”

Bella forced a smile, her mind still reeling. “Yeah,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Amazing.”

She glanced in the direction Corbin had disappeared, her heart skipping a beat. She didn’t know what had just happened, but she did know one thing: she wanted it to happen again. And soon.

13 - PIANO LESSON LUST
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The moment Elsie stepped into Jim’s house, the air felt different. Thicker. It was as if the world had slowed down, every breath deliberate, every movement charged with something she couldn’t quite name. The familiar scent of aged wood and polished ivory greeted her. Jim’s grand piano stood in the center of the room like a monument to his talent—and to everything she secretly craved.

Jim was an accomplished pianist, and Elsie was a student of music at a local university. Her father-in-law had been giving her piano lessons ever since she’d married his son. But now, their meetings were starting to feel like more than just sheet music and notes.

“Right on time,” Jim said, his voice smooth and warm as he gestured to the bench. “Let’s see how much progress you’ve made.”

Elsie’s heart raced as she sat down. She wasn’t sure if it was the anticipation of the lesson or the way his gaze lingered on her a second too long. She placed her fingers on the keys, but before she could begin, his hands were on hers, adjusting her posture.

“Your wrists are too tense,” he murmured, his breath brushing her ear. “Relax. Let the music flow through you.”

Her skin prickled where he touched her. God, his hands were so much larger than hers, so firm yet gentle. She could feel the heat radiating off him, and it was all she could do not to shiver. She tried to focus on the keys, but his presence was overwhelming. His cologne—musky and woodsy—filled her senses, making her head swim.

“Jim…” she started, her voice trembling. “I… I can’t seem to focus.”

He chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent a jolt straight to her core. “Maybe you’re thinking too hard. Music isn’t about perfection. It’s about feeling.”

She swallowed hard, her cheeks burning. Feeling. That’s exactly what she was doing—feeling things she shouldn’t. Things that made her pulse quicken and her stomach twist with guilt. But she couldn’t help it. Not when he was this close, not when his fingers brushed her skin like he was playing her instead of the piano.

“You’re a beautiful musician, Elsie,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper. “And not just because of your talent.”

Her breath hitched. “Jim, I’m married. To your son.”

“I know,” he said, his tone unapologetic. “But that doesn’t change what I feel for you.”

She turned to face him, her eyes wide. His gaze was intense, unwavering. There was no mistaking the desire in his eyes, and it mirrored the ache building inside her. Her lips parted, but no words came out. Instead, she leaned in, closing the distance between them.

The kiss was electric. His lips were firm and insistent, claiming hers with a hunger that left her dizzy. She moaned softly, her hands clutching at his shirt as his tongue slid against hers. It was wrong—so wrong—but it felt so damn right. She could feel the heat pooling between her legs, her body betraying her with every second that passed.

“Elsie,” he growled, pulling away just enough to look at her. “Are you sure about this?”

She nodded, her chest heaving. “Yes. Please.”

He stood, taking her hand and leading her down the hallway to his bedroom. The door clicked shut behind them, and suddenly the world outside ceased to exist. It was just the two of them, and the unspoken tension that had been building for weeks.

He reached for the hem of her shirt, lifting it over her head and tossing it aside. Her bra followed, and then his hands were on her breasts, his thumbs brushing her nipples until they hardened under his touch. She gasped, her head falling back as he leaned in to take one into his mouth.

“Oh, God,” she whimpered, her fingers tangling in his hair.

His tongue flicked over her sensitive flesh, sending waves of pleasure through her. She could feel her panties growing damp, her body throbbing with need.

He unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her hips along with her panties. She stepped out of them, standing before him in nothing but her skin. His eyes raked over her, dark and hungry, and she felt a thrill of power knowing she had this effect on him.

“You’re exquisite,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

He stripped off his own clothes, revealing a body that was every bit as impressive as she’d imagined. His chest was broad, his muscles defined, and between his legs… Oh, God. He was huge. Thick and hard, jutting out proudly.

He stepped closer, his hands roaming her body as he kissed her again. She could feel his erection pressing against her stomach, and it only made her want him more. Without thinking, she dropped to her knees, taking him into her mouth.

He groaned, his hands gripping her shoulders as she worked him with her lips and tongue. She could taste him, salty and musky, and it only spurred her on. She sucked him deep, her cheeks hollowing as she took as much of him as she could. His hips rolled forward, fucking her mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts.

“Elsie,” he rasped, pulling her to her feet. “Not like this. I want to feel you.”

He guided her to the bed, laying her down and spreading her legs. His eyes locked on hers as he knelt between her thighs. His breath was hot against her skin as he leaned in, his tongue flicking her clit.

She cried out, her back arching off the bed. He licked and sucked at her sensitive flesh, his fingers teasing her entrance before slipping inside. She was soaked, her walls clenching around his fingers as he worked her toward the edge.

“Jim, I’m so close,” she panted, her hips bucking against his mouth.

He didn’t slow, his tongue and fingers relentless as he drove her higher and higher. She came with a strangled cry, her body trembling as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

But he wasn’t done. He kissed his way up her body, his cock pressing against her entrance. “Are you ready for me?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

“Yes,” she breathed, wrapping her legs around his hips.

He slid inside her slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. She gasped at the stretch, her walls adjusting to his size as he began to move.

His thrusts were deep and steady, each one hitting a spot that made her toes curl. She clung to him, her nails digging into his back as he fucked her harder, faster. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound drowned out by their moans and the slap of skin on skin.

“Elsie,” he groaned, his forehead pressed to hers. “You feel so good.”

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking as another orgasm built inside her.

He didn’t. His hips pistoned against hers, his cock driving her wild. She came with a scream, her body convulsing around him as he followed her over the edge, spilling himself deep inside her.

They lay there, panting and tangled in each other, as the reality of what they’d done began to sink in. But Elsie didn’t care. She’d never felt anything like this before, and she knew she’d do it again in a heartbeat.

“We can’t tell anyone,” she whispered, her heart pounding.

“I know,” Jim replied, his voice equally hushed. “This stays between us.”

But as she looked into his eyes, she knew this wasn’t the end. It was only the beginning.

14 - LATE NIGHT MUSIC AND A SECOND CHANCE AT LOVE
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The thumping bassline was a physical presence in her tiny apartment, a relentless, percussive invasion that vibrated through the cheap floorboards and rattled the single wine glass on her counter. Bella pressed a pillow over her head, but it was useless. The noise was inside her skull, a mocking soundtrack to her loneliness. Forty-seven, divorced, unemployed, and now tormented by some noise-polluting punk. It was the final indignity.

She couldn’t take it. Enough.

Stomping into the hallway, her rage was a hot, focused thing. She hammered on his door, the sound swallowed by the guitar solo ripping through the wood. The music cut off abruptly, and the door swung open.

He was younger than she expected. Maybe late twenties. Messy dark hair, a faded band t-shirt stretched across a lean frame, and eyes that held a flicker of annoyance before shifting to surprise. He wasn’t expecting a pissed-off middle-aged woman.

“Can I help you?” he asked, his voice a low rumble.

“Your music. It’s too loud. It’s always too loud. Some of us have to live here,” she snapped, her words sharper than she’d intended, fuelled by weeks of pent-up frustration.

He crossed his arms, a smirk playing on his lips. “It’s 10 p.m. on a Saturday. Not exactly a crime.”

“It’s a crime against common decency! Do you ever think about anyone but yourself?” The words poured out, harsh and condescending. She called him selfish, immature, a cliché. He fired back, defensive, calling her a prude who needed to loosen up. The argument was short, brutal, and entirely her fault. She spun on her heel and marched back to her silent, empty apartment, slamming the door.

But the silence that greeted her was worse than the music. It was filled with the echo of her own nastiness. She slumped against the door, shame washing over her. He was just a guy playing music. She was the one who was miserable. The honesty of that thought was a punch to the gut.

Taking a steadying breath, she went back. She knocked, softly this time.

He opened the door again, caution in his eyes. “Back for round two?”

“No. I… I’m sorry,” she said, the words feeling foreign on her tongue. “That was rude. I’m having a really shitty time, and I took it out on you. It’s not an excuse. It’s just… an explanation.”

The defensiveness melted from his posture. “Jack,” he said, offering a small smile. “And it’s okay. Apology accepted. Want to come in? I promise the music stays off.”

His apartment was a mirror of hers in size but cluttered with guitar cases, amplifiers, and vinyl records. It felt lived in. He offered her a beer, and she took it, her fingers brushing his. A tiny, unexpected spark.

They talked. Really talked. She found herself telling him about the divorce, the hollow feeling of her corporate job letting her go, the profound sense of being obsolete. He listened, his gaze intense and unwavering. He told her about his own recent breakup, the band’s struggles to get a record deal. The years between them seemed to dissolve in the dim light.

“You’re not obsolete,” he said, his voice firm. “You’re just in between chapters.”

The next evening, she stood outside his door again, her heart fluttering. This was a terrible idea. He’s a child. But when he opened the door, his smile was genuine. “You came.”

Inside, the air was thick with unspoken tension. They drank cheap red wine from coffee mugs, the conversation easier now, laced with a new, electric charge. He put on a record, something low and melodic this time. She could feel his eyes on her, tracing the lines of her face, the curve of her neck.

“I can’t stop thinking about you,” he murmured, his voice husky. “Since last night.”

“Jack, I’m… I’m so much older,” she whispered, the protest weak even to her own ears.

“So?” he said, moving closer. “I don’t see a number. I see a beautiful woman who fascinates me.”

That was all it took. He closed the distance, his lips meeting hers. It wasn’t a gentle first kiss; it was hungry, full of pent-up desire that mirrored her own. A low moan escaped her throat as his tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of wine and promise. Her hands came up, tangling in his soft hair, pulling him closer. This is madness. But it was a madness her body craved.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Are you sure?”

Instead of answering, she kissed him again, her hands sliding down his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath his shirt. Her fingers found the waistband of his jeans, fumbling with the button. He groaned into her mouth as she popped it open, her hand sliding down, palming the hard, thick length of him through his boxers. Oh god.

He was already so hard, straining against the fabric. She unzipped his fly, the sound loud in the quiet room, and slipped her hand inside. His skin was hot. She wrapped her fingers around him, stroking slowly, feeling him swell even thicker in her grasp.

A strangled gasp tore from his throat. “Bella…”

Driven by a primal need she’d forgotten she possessed, she sank to her knees on the scratchy carpet. She looked up at him, at the raw desire on his face, before pulling his boxers down. His cock sprang free, and her mouth watered. She took him into her mouth in one slow, wet glide.

He cried out, his hands fisting in her hair. “Fuck…”

She worshiped him with her mouth, licking and sucking, taking him deep until he hit the back of her throat. She reveled in his taste, his scent, the way his hips began to thrust involuntarily. She was in control, and the power was an incredible aphrodisiac.

He gently pulled her to her feet, his eyes dark with lust. “My turn.” His hands went to her blouse, unbuttoning it with surprising deftness before tossing it aside. He unhooked her plain, practical bra, and it joined the blouse on the floor. His breath hitched as he looked at her. “You are so fucking beautiful.”

He lowered his head, his mouth finding one nipple, then the other, sucking and laving them with his tongue until they were pebbled, aching points. Sharp, exquisite pleasure shot straight to her core, making her knees buckle. He held her up, his hands sliding her skirt down her hips, followed by her underwear. He stepped back for a moment, pulling his shirt over his head, then kicking off his jeans and boxers.

He was magnificent. Lean, toned, all taut muscle and smooth skin. And he was fully, completely hard for her. For her.

He led her to the unmade bed, pushing her down onto it. He didn’t climb on top of her immediately. Instead, he kissed his way down her stomach, his stubble a delicious abrasion against her sensitive skin. He parted her thighs, and his hot breath washed over her. Then his tongue was on her, in her, licking and probing with an expertise that had her crying out, her back arching off the bed.

He ate her pussy like it was his sole purpose, licking broad stripes through her wetness before zeroing in on her clit, sucking the tender bud rhythmically. She was writhing, her hands clutching the sheets, incoherent pleas falling from her lips. The orgasm built quickly, a terrifying, wonderful pressure. “Jack, I’m going to… oh god, don’t stop!”

He didn’t. He drove her over the edge with his mouth, and she shattered, a wave of pure, blinding ecstasy crashing through her.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, covering her body with his. He positioned himself at her entrance, his eyes locking with hers. “I need to be inside you.”

“Yes,” she gasped, spreading her legs wider in invitation.

He pushed in. Slowly. Filling her, stretching her in the most delicious way. He felt enormous inside her, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly accelerated. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the room. He fucked her with a powerful, desperate intensity, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars.

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

She obeyed, getting on her hands and knees. He entered her from behind, and the new angle was even deeper, more intense. He gripped her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with every thrust. One of his hands snaked around her front, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

It was too much. The friction, the fullness, the sheer animalistic pleasure of it all. Another orgasm, tighter and sharper than the first, ripped through her. Her inner muscles clenched around him, a pulsing, milking grip that made him shout her name.

He pulled out suddenly, his hot release spurting across her lower back in thick, possessive stripes. He collapsed beside her, both of them breathless and slick with sweat.

After a moment, he pulled her into his arms, his body warm against hers. He nuzzled her hair. “I want to see you again,” he whispered. “Tomorrow.”

She smiled into the darkness, the heavy weight of her depression feeling miles away. “Okay.”

15 - THE POP STAR’S ASSISTANT
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The cavernous silence of her mansion was broken only by the faint hum of the air conditioning, a sound that usually soothed her but tonight felt like a taunt. Kylie stared at her reflection in the floor-to-ceiling window, the city lights below blurring into insignificant stars. At thirty-eight, each one felt like a candle on a cake she didn’t want to see.

She took a long sip of wine, the tannins doing little to quiet the buzzing in her mind. The latest streaming numbers, the radio silence from her label, the memes comparing her now to her twenty-two-year-old self—it was a special kind of hell, being haunted by the ghost of who you used to be.

With a resolve fueled by Merlot and misery, she picked up her phone and typed a text.

Come to my room. Now. - K

He arrived in minutes, a testament to his relentless efficiency. James stood in her doorway, a silhouette of youthful vigor against the dim hall light. At twenty-four, he carried himself with a confidence that she found both irritating and intoxicating.

“You needed something, Kylie?” His voice was calm, a steady anchor in her churning sea of doubt.

She turned from the window, not meeting his eyes. “The label called. They’re pushing the album back. Again.” She swirled the wine in her glass. “They say the market isn’t right. What they mean is I’m not right.”

“Their loss,” James said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “The new tracks are incredible.”

“Are they?” she challenged, finally looking at him. He was so damn sure. His crisp white shirt was still perfectly tucked, his dark hair slightly tousled from a long day. He’d been organizing her archive since noon without a single complaint. “Or are you just a very good assistant?”

A slow, easy smile touched his lips. “I’m an excellent assistant. But I’m also a fan. I’m not lying to you.”

She took a step closer, the plush carpet muffling her footsteps. The wine warmed her veins, melting her inhibitions. “James… be honest with me. The kind of honest nobody else is.” Her voice dropped to a near whisper, vulnerable and raw. “Am I still beautiful?”

He didn’t hesitate. He didn’t flatter. He simply looked at her, his gaze traveling over her face with an intensity that made her breath catch.

“You’re the most stunning woman I’ve ever seen.”

The air between them shifted, growing thick and charged. It was no longer pop star and employee. It was just a man and a woman in a bedroom.

“I think about you,” he confessed, the professional veneer cracking to reveal the heat beneath. “All the time. I thought it was… inappropriate. But I can’t stop.”

That was all the permission she needed. Kylie closed the final distance between them, her hand coming up to cup his jaw. She saw the shock in his eyes, then the quick, hungry acceptance. She leaned in and pressed her lips to his.

It started soft, a question. His lips were firm, tasting faintly of coffee. Then his arms wrapped around her waist, pulling her flush against him, and the question was answered with a definitive, searing yes. The kiss deepened, becoming a desperate, open-mouthed exploration. His tongue met hers, and a bolt of pure desire shot straight to her core, making her knees weak.

Her hands fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, pushing the crisp cotton from his shoulders. He broke the kiss only to yank it the rest of the way off, and her breath hitched. His chest was toned and defined, the body of someone who took care of himself, and the sight of it sent a fresh wave of lust crashing through her.

He turned his attention to her, his fingers expertly finding the zip of her silk dress. The sound of it sliding down was louder than any applause. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in only a lace bra and panties. His eyes darkened as he drank her in.

“God, Kylie…” he breathed.

He guided her to the edge of the large bed and knelt before her. His hands slid up her thighs, his thumbs hooking into the sides of her panties. He drew them down slowly, his knuckles grazing her sensitive skin, making her shiver. He kissed the inside of her knee, then her thigh, his hot mouth inching closer to her center.

When his mouth finally found her, his tongue licking a slow, firm stripe through her folds, her head fell back with a choked gasp. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him to her as he feasted. He licked and suckled, exploring every fold, every hidden sensitive spot until her hips were lifting off the bed, meeting his mouth in a primal rhythm. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, and her world narrowed to that single, exquisite point of pleasure. A high, keening cry was torn from her throat as she came, shuddering around his fingers.

Before she could even catch her breath, he was standing, shedding his trousers and boxers. His erection sprang free, thick and hard, and a thrill shot through her. She pushed him onto the bed and straddled his hips, taking his length in her hand. She leaned down, taking him into her mouth.

She loved the feel of him, the smooth velvet skin over unyielding steel. She loved the way his breath hitched when she swirled her tongue over the head, the guttural groan he made when she took him deep. She reveled in his taste, his scent, the power of reducing this composed, beautiful man to a trembling mess.

“Kylie… stop… I’m too close,” he finally gasped, pulling her up.

He flipped her onto her back, his body blanketing hers. He kissed her, letting her taste herself on his lips. He positioned himself at her entrance, and for a heartbeat, he just held himself there, letting the anticipation build until she was writhing beneath him.

“Please, James…”

He thrust forward, filling her completely in one smooth, glorious stroke. She cried out, her nails digging into his back. He began to move, setting a deep, punishing pace that stole the air from her lungs. Each thrust was a claiming, a perfect friction that built a new, more intense fire within her. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting him thrust for thrust.

He changed their angle slightly, and on the next drive inward, he hit a spot that made her see stars. Her second orgasm built rapidly, a tsunami of sensation. “Right there… oh god, don’t stop…”

He didn’t. His pace became frantic, desperate. He drove into her, his own release imminent. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against slick skin, filled the room.

“Come with me,” he growled against her ear, his voice ragged.

It was all she needed. She shattered, her inner muscles clenching around him in violent, endless waves. Her cry of release was muffled against his shoulder. The sensation of her pulsing around him pushed him over the edge. With a final, deep thrust, he stilled, groaning her name as he spilled himself inside her, his own body shuddering with the force of his climax.

They collapsed together, a tangled, sweating heap of spent passion. The only sound was their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. He held her close, one arm draped possessively over her waist.

After a long silence, she nuzzled against his chest, her voice soft. “This… this can’t just be a one-time thing, James. I don’t want it to be.”

She felt his smile against her hair. “It’s whatever you want it to be, Kylie. For as long as you want.”
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"That's it, sweetheart. Just like that. Take it all."

Nick's voice was a low, gravelly command, utterly unlike the soaring tenor that had electrified the stadium just an hour before. It was intimate, raw, and it vibrated through Adrienne’s skull as her lips stretched around the thick head of his cock. The taste of him, musky and clean, flooded her senses. Holy shit. I’m sucking Nick Vex’s dick. The thought was a delirious loop in her mind, a stark contrast to the sheer, animal instinct that had taken over her body.

Her own pulse was a frantic drumbeat against her temples, syncing with the heavy bass line still echoing from the main arena. Her clothes were a discarded puddle on the garish carpet, and she was on her knees, the center of a dizzying, intoxicating universe of three rock gods.

—

It had started the moment the house lights had come up.

Adrienne, drenched in sweat and deafened by the roar of the crowd, had been trying to catch her breath when a man in a black headset tapped her shoulder.

“Adrienne? The band would like to see you backstage.”

Her heart had simply stopped. The band. Double Helix. Wants to see me? She’d numbly followed him through a maze of concrete corridors, the sterile backstage air a shock after the furnace of the crowd. He’d stopped at an unmarked door, knocked once, and opened it.

And there they were.

Not as distant icons under blinding lights, but as men. Nick, the lead singer, leaned against a dressing table, a bottle of water in hand. Hal, the drummer, was stretching his powerful shoulders on a low sofa. Lee, the brooding guitarist, was tuning an acoustic guitar in the corner. The room smelled of sweat, stale beer, and expensive cologne.

“Well, hello,” Nick had said, his famous smirk making her knees weak. His eyes, the color of storm clouds, traveled the length of her body, from her flushed face down to her tight band t-shirt and ripped jeans. “We spotted you in the front row. You were… captivating.”

She’d blushed, her words failing her. “Th-thank you. The show was… incredible.”

“We think you’re beautiful, Adrienne,” Nick stated, his voice dropping, losing its performative edge and becoming something far more dangerous. He took a step toward her. Hal sat up, watching with a curious, hungry expression. Lee didn’t look up from his guitar, but a faint smile played on his lips.

Then, the command. Simple. Direct.

“Get naked.”

Her breath had hitched. Is this real? This was a fantasy, one she’d privately indulged in a hundred times. But fantasy was safe. This was three sets of intense, famous eyes waiting for her to obey. A tremor of nervousness shot through her, but it was utterly consumed by a wave of white-hot desire. They want me. They actually want me. With shaking fingers, she’d complied, peeling off her clothes until she stood bare before them, the cool air raising goosebumps on her skin.

She watched, heart hammering against her ribs, as they unzipped their own jeans, freeing their erections. Three very different cocks. Nick’s was long and thick, proudly jutting upward. Hal’s was a solid, formidable weight in his hand. Lee’s was elegant, like the man himself, but with a prominent vein running its length.

The sight of them, these men she’d worshipped from afar, now stroking themselves while looking at her, was the most powerful aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

Nick had closed the distance first, his calloused fingers gently cupping her jaw. “Open,” he’d murmured. And she did.

Now, on her knees, the reality was overwhelming. The weight of Nick on her tongue, the way his hips gave tiny, involuntary thrusts. The rough texture of his jeans against her cheeks. She moaned around him, the sound vibrating along his length, and he groaned in response, his fingers tangling in her hair.

“Good girl. So good.”

A hand, large and slightly rough—Hal’s hand—guided her own. She understood. Without breaking her rhythm on Nick, she reached out, her fingers wrapping around the hard, hot shaft of Hal’s cock. She began to pump him, her fist moving in time with the bobbing of her head. The contrast was exquisite: the smooth, wet heat of her mouth on Nick, the firm, dry friction of her hand on Hal.

Then she felt Lee step closer, his cock brushing her other arm. The unspoken request was clear. More. She shifted, turning her head to take Hal into her mouth, his girth a new, delicious challenge for her lips. At the same time, her left hand found Nick again, stroking him, while her right hand reached for Lee. She was the axis they spun around, a creature of pure sensation, servicing them, worshipped by them, lost in a symphony of groans and ragged breath.

But they wanted more.

Hal’s strong hands were suddenly under her arms, lifting her to her feet. Lee was there, guiding her toward the long, leather couch. He sat down, his hands on her hips, positioning her. She knew what he wanted. She bent over, bracing her hands on the back of the couch, presenting herself to him. She heard the rustle of a condom wrapper—a brief, clinical sound in the primal atmosphere—then the blunt, insistent pressure of his cock at her entrance.

With one smooth, powerful thrust, Lee was inside her, filling her deeply. A cry was torn from her throat, a mix of shock and pure pleasure. The stretch was immense, incredible. He set a relentless, driving rhythm, each snap of his hips pushing her forward.

And then Hal was in front of her. He gripped her hair, not roughly, but with definite ownership, and guided his cock to her lips. She opened for him, taking him into the heat of her mouth as Lee pistoned into her from behind. She was pinned between them, utterly full, a conduit for their pleasure. Hal thrust deep, his tip hitting the back of her throat, and she relaxed into it, letting him use her, her own arousal coiling into a tight, screaming knot within her.

“My turn,” Nick’s voice cut through the haze.

The rhythm stopped. Lee slipped out of her, and Hal withdrew from her mouth. Nick lay down on a Persian rug in the middle of the room, his cock glistening and hard against his stomach. “Ride me, Adrienne.”

She moved on trembling legs, straddling him. She positioned herself above him, lowering herself slowly, so slowly, until the broad head of his cock began to stretch her open. Then she sank down, taking every inch of him with a gasping moan. It was a different fullness, deep and claiming. She began to move, rocking her hips, finding a rhythm that made him curse and dig his fingers into her thighs.

She felt Hal behind her again, his hands spreading her cheeks. Something cool and slick—lube—drizzled down her cleft. Her eyes went wide. Oh God. She felt the pressure, different this time, at a place that had never been touched. It was an intrusion, a claiming so complete it stole her breath. Hal pushed, slowly, inexorably, until he was buried in her ass alongside Nick, who was buried in her pussy.

The feeling was unbelievable. She was stretched to her absolute limit, filled beyond imagining. Every tiny movement sent shockwaves of intense sensation through her. Nick’s groan from beneath her was guttural, primal. Hal’s breath was hot on her back.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Hal grunted, his thrusts short and deep.

It was the friction, the overwhelming fullness, the sheer taboo of it that shattered her. Her orgasm erupted without warning, a silent, seizing wave that clenched around both cocks inside her, milking them, pulling a ragged scream from her lungs.

She looked up, her vision blurry with tears of ecstasy, and saw Lee standing over her. He was stroking himself, his eyes locked on hers, on the spectacle of her being taken by his bandmates. His own release hit him, and with a hoarse cry, he came, hot stripes of cum painting her face, marking her.

The sensation triggered their own climaxes. Beneath her, Nick’s body went rigid, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his cum flooding her. Behind her, Hal slammed home one last time, his own release joining Nick’s, a second wave filling her other channel.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing and the lingering smell of sex and sweat.

Slowly, carefully, they withdrew from her. She felt empty, used, and utterly, gloriously spent. A towel was gently placed in her hand. She cleaned her face as they handed her her clothes. She dressed silently, her body humming, every movement a reminder.

Nick kissed her cheek, his voice soft again. “That was fucking phenomenal. Hope we can do it again next time we’re in town.”

Adrienne just nodded, unable to form words. She stumbled out of the dressing room and into the quiet hallway, the silence a physical shock. She leaned against the cool concrete wall, her legs trembling. She could still feel them inside her, the phantom fullness, the ache of a perfect stretch. A slow, disbelieving smile spread across her face. She’d just been fucked by her favorite band, Double Helix.

17 - BECOMING A STAR

MMF / BDSM / Celebrity / Group Sex / Threesome / Blowjob / Handjob / PIV Sex

Ronette’s heart pounded as she stood in the middle of the dimly lit studio, her chest rising and falling with each nervous breath. Jasper “Jazz” Redding leaned casually against the soundboard, his fingers tapping rhythmically on the edge. Big D, the towering rapper with a gold chain glinting against his chest, stood beside him, arms crossed, his expression unreadable.

“You’ve got talent, kid,” Jazz said, his voice smooth but edged with something darker. “But talent alone doesn’t sell records. You want this? Really want it?”

Ronette swallowed hard, her hands trembling at her sides. “Yes,” she whispered, barely audible. “I want it.”

Big D chuckled low, a deep rumble that sent a shiver down her spine. “Then you know what’s gotta happen, right? You wanna play with the big boys, you gotta pay the price.”

Her stomach twisted, but she nodded. She’d come too far to back out now.

—

It started with a phone call.

Ronette had been pacing her tiny apartment, the walls closing in around her as she scrolled through yet another rejection email from a label. Her demo tapes weren’t getting her anywhere. She was on the verge of giving up when her phone buzzed. The number was unfamiliar, but the voice on the other end was unmistakable.

“Ronette?” The man’s voice was rich, confident, like honey poured over gravel. “This is Jasper Redding. I heard your demo. You’ve got something. I want you in my studio tomorrow.”

Her breath hitched. Jazz Redding was a legend—a producer who’d launched the careers of some of the biggest names in the industry. This was it. Her shot.

She spent the night rehearsing, her mind racing with possibilities. When she arrived at the studio the next day, she was greeted by Jazz himself. He was tall, with sharp features and a smirk that made her stomach flip. But he wasn’t alone. Leaning against the wall was Big D, his presence imposing, his eyes piercing through her like he could see every secret she’d ever tried to hide.

“Ronette, meet Big D,” Jazz said, clapping a hand on the rapper’s shoulder. “You’re gonna cut a track with him today. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

They spent hours in the booth, her voice blending with Big D’s deep, rhythmic flow. The chemistry was undeniable, the track pulsating with energy. When they finally emerged, Jazz was grinning.

“That,” he said, “was fire. This could be your big break, Ronette. But…” He trailed off, his smile fading into something more calculating. “There’s a catch.”

—

Now, standing in the studio, her dreams dangling just out of reach, Ronette felt the weight of that catch pressing down on her. Jazz stepped closer, his eyes locking onto hers.

“Take it off,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

Her hands shook as she reached for the hem of her shirt, her mind screaming at her to stop. But the thought of walking away, of going back to her empty apartment and her endless rejections, was worse. She pulled the shirt over her head, letting it fall to the floor.

Big D whistled low, his eyes raking over her. “Damn, girl. Jazz wasn’t kidding.”

She unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her legs, leaving her in nothing but her lace bra and panties. Jazz’s smirk widened as he stepped closer, his fingers brushing against her cheek.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin. “But we’re not done yet.”

Her fingers trembled as she unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped out of her panties, standing naked in front of them, her face burning with shame and something else she couldn’t quite name.

Jazz and Big D exchanged a glance before unzipping their pants, their cocks springing free. Ronette’s stomach churned, but she forced herself to step closer. She reached out, taking Jazz in one hand and Big D in the other, her fingers wrapping around their lengths.

Jazz groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she dropped to her knees. His cock was thick, heavy in her hand, and she hesitated for just a moment before leaning forward, her lips parting. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip as he hissed in pleasure.

Big D stroked himself, his eyes fixed on her as she worked Jazz’s cock, her head bobbing up and down. Jazz’s grip on her hair tightened, pulling her closer as he thrust into her mouth.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “Take it all.”

She gagged as he pushed deeper, her throat tightening around him. Big D stepped closer, his cock brushing against her cheek.

“My turn,” he growled, pulling her away from Jazz.

He guided her to the couch, pushing her down onto her hands and knees. She felt his hands on her hips, his cock pressing against her entrance. She braced herself as he thrust into her, his thick length stretching her painfully.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his fingers digging into her hips as he pounded into her.

Jazz stepped in front of her, his cock brushing against her lips. She opened her mouth, taking him in as Big D continued to fuck her from behind. The rhythmic slapping of skin filled the room, punctuated by their groans and the wet sounds of her mouth working Jazz’s cock.

Big D’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more erratic. “I’m close,” he growled, his fingers tightening on her hips.

She felt him surge inside her, his cock pulsing as he came, his cum filling her. He pulled out, leaving her panting and trembling as Jazz moved behind her.

“My turn,” Jazz said, his voice rough with need.

He pushed into her, his cock stretching her already sensitive walls. She cried out, her body trembling as he fucked her hard, his pace relentless.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her.

She could feel the tension building in her own body, her orgasm crashing over her as he pounded into her. He let out a strangled moan as he came, his cum spilling inside her.

Later, as she dressed in silence, Jazz handed her a card. “You’ve got what it takes to be a star,” he said, his voice casual, like the last hour hadn’t happened. “I’ll be in touch.”

She left the studio, her body still aching, her mind a whirlwind of emotions. But as she walked down the street, a small smile tugged at her lips. She’d finally gotten her big break.

—

A few months later, Ronette leaned back in the driver’s seat of her new car, the radio playing softly in the background. The song she’d recorded with Big D filled the air, her voice blending seamlessly with his. She couldn’t help but smile as she turned up the volume, her heart swelling with pride.

She was a star. And she’d do whatever it took to stay that way.

As the chorus swelled, she thought back to that day in the studio, the choices she’d made. The price of fame. It had been worth it. Hadn’t it?

Her fingers tightened on the steering wheel as the song faded out, the DJ’s voice cutting in with the next track. She took a deep breath, the weight of her decision settling over her once again. But before she could dwell on it, her phone buzzed.

A text from Jazz flashed on the screen. “Got another project for you. You in?”

Ronette hesitated, her thumb hovering over the screen. Then, with a determined smile, she typed back. “When and where?”

18 - A POP STAR’S REBELLION

MMF / Celebrity / Group Sex / Threesome / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / Masturbation / PIV Sex

The bass thrummed through Roxy Gold’s chest as she stepped into the neon-lit chaos of the nightclub, her bodyguard, Tony, shadowing her every move. She forced a smile for the cameras, posing with fans who shoved their phones in her face, but inside, she felt like a marionette, strings pulled taut by her manager, her label, the expectations of her carefully curated image.

This isn’t me, she thought, her painted lips curving into something hollow. I’m not this polished, perfect pop princess. She lingered at the edge of the dance floor, scanning the crowd, her heart pounding with a mix of dread and anticipation.

Tony’s low voice cut through the noise. “Ten more minutes, Roxy. Then we’re out of here.”

“Right,” she replied, her tone flat. She could feel his eyes on her, always watching, always controlling.

But Roxy had a plan. She waited for the perfect moment—when Tony turned to intercept an overzealous fan—and slipped into the crowd, her sequined dress catching the light as she disappeared into the sea of bodies.

In the bathroom, she tore off her signature platinum blonde wig and replaced it with a sleek black one, darkening her features with a few quick swipes of makeup. She stared at her reflection, her brown eyes gleaming with defiance. Katie, she thought, testing the name on her tongue. Tonight, I’m just Katie.

When she re-emerged, the crowd swallowed her whole. No one recognized her. No one cared. She weaved through the dance floor, her body swaying to the music, feeling freer than she had in years.

And then she saw them. Two guys leaning against the bar, laughing over their drinks. One was tall and broad-shouldered, his dark hair falling just so over his brow. The other was slimmer, with an easy grin and a mischievous glint in his eye. Mark and Justin, she overheard the bartender call them.

Roxy approached, her confidence masking the flutter in her chest. “Can I grab that empty seat?” she asked, her voice playful, her tone casual.

Justin looked up, his gaze lingering on her with a flicker of interest. “It’s all yours,” he said, sliding the stool her way.

She perched on the edge, crossing her legs just enough to draw their attention. Mark leaned in, his eyes scanning her face. “You’ve got a great vibe. What’s your name?”

“Katie,” she replied, the lie slipping off her tongue like honey.

Justin reached out to shake her hand, his grip firm. “Justin. And this is my buddy, Mark.”

“Nice to meet you,” she said, her smile widening.

They ordered her a drink, and the conversation flowed effortlessly. Roxy laughed at their jokes, leaned in when they spoke, and let her hand brush against Justin’s arm when she reached for her glass. The minutes ticked by, and with each one, she felt more alive, more real.

Then, Justin’s hand found her thigh, his fingers tracing a slow, deliberate path up her bare skin.

Roxy’s breath hitched, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned closer, her lips brushing his ear. “You’re bold,” she murmured.

“You’re irresistible,” he shot back, his voice low and teasing.

Mark watched with a smirk, his eyes darting between them. “Looks like someone’s having a good night.”

Roxy glanced around, her nerves prickling. Tony was bound to be searching for her by now. She needed to move fast. “This place is getting crowded,” she said, her voice just above a whisper. “Why don’t we go somewhere quieter?”

Mark raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Your place or ours?”

“Yours,” she said, her pulse quickening.

They left the club in a blur, the cool night air hitting Roxy’s skin as they piled into Mark’s car. Justin slid into the backseat beside her, his hand immediately finding her thigh again. She leaned into his touch, her body responding to the heat of his palm.

As the car sped through the streets of Hollywood, Justin tilted his head, studying her. “You know, you look just like Roxy Gold.”

Her heart skipped a beat, but she kept her tone light. “Do I?”

“Yeah,” he persisted, his fingers tightening on her leg. “The hair’s different, but… damn, you could be her twin.”

Mark glanced back from the driver’s seat, his eyes narrowing. “She’s right. Now that you mention it…”

Roxy hesitated, then sighed, knowing the game was up. “Alright,” she admitted, her voice low. “It’s me. But you can’t tell anyone. Promise?”

Justin’s eyes widened, and he let out a low whistle. “Holy shit. Roxy Gold is in the backseat of Mark’s car.”

Mark grinned, glancing at her in the rearview mirror. “This just got a whole lot more interesting.”

By the time they reached the hotel, the tension in the car was electric. Roxy followed them up to their room, her heart pounding with a mix of fear and excitement. The door barely shut behind them before Justin’s lips were on hers, his hands tangling in her wig as he kissed her deeply.

Mark moved behind her, his hands sliding down her sides and pulling her dress up over her hips. She let out a soft moan as Justin’s lips moved to her neck, his teeth grazing her skin. Mark’s fingers found the clasp of her bra, and with a deft flick, it fell away, leaving her bare to their hungry gazes.

“You’re even more stunning in person,” Mark murmured, his hands cupping her breasts as Justin dropped to his knees, his mouth closing around her nipple.

Roxy gasped, her fingers tangling in Justin’s hair as he teased her with his tongue. Mark’s hands moved lower, sliding her panties down her legs, and she stepped out of them, her body trembling with anticipation.

Mark unzipped his jeans, freeing his cock, and Roxy sank to her knees, her lips wrapping around him as Justin watched, stroking himself. She worked Mark with her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper, her fingers gripping his hips as she moaned around him.

Justin stepped closer, his cock brushing her cheek, and she reached for him, taking him into her mouth as well. The two men groaned above her, their hands tangling in her hair as she pleasured them both.

When she finally pulled away, her lips swollen and her breathing heavy, Mark guided her to the bed, pushing her down onto her back. He spread her legs wide, his cock sliding into her with a low groan. Roxy arched her back, her nails digging into his shoulders as he thrust into her, the rhythm driving her closer to the edge.

“You feel so fucking good,” Mark growled, his pace quickening.

Justin watched from the edge of the bed, stroking himself as he waited his turn. When Mark finally came inside her, she let out a cry of pleasure, her body trembling with the force of her orgasm.

Mark pulled out, and Justin took his place, his cock sliding into her still-slick pussy. He fucked her hard and fast, his hands gripping her hips as she moaned beneath him.

“You’re a fucking goddess,” Justin breathed, his thrusts growing erratic as he neared his climax.

Roxy wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper as he came inside her, filling her with his release. She lay there, panting and spent, as the two men collapsed beside her, their chests heaving.

When she finally stood to leave, her legs shaky and her body still humming from the pleasure, she caught sight of herself in the mirror. Her hair was a mess, her makeup smeared, and cum dripped down her thighs—she looked nothing like the polished pop star the world knew. And she couldn’t have been happier.

As she stepped out of the hotel, the flash of cameras blinded her. The paparazzi had been waiting. Their shouts and questions filled the air.

“Roxy! Who were you with tonight?”

“What’s with the wig?”

“Care to comment on your manager’s statement?”

She smirked, smoothing down her dress as she walked past them, her head held high. Let the pictures go viral. Let the world see the real me for once.

“Looks like I’m not the good girl they thought I was,” she murmured to herself, climbing into a waiting cab.

The driver glanced at her in the rearview mirror. “Where to, miss?”

She leaned back, a wicked smile playing on her lips. “Just drive.”

19 - A PUNK ROCKER’S INITIATION

MF / BDSM / Kissing / Blowjob / Fingering / Fisting

The bass reverberated through Holly’s chest, drowning out the chatter of the crowd as she leaned against the sticky wall of the dive bar. Her head bobbed slightly to the muffled cacophony of the punk band on stage, her spiky black hair catching the faint glow of the red stage lights. She adjusted the leather cuff on her wrist, her fingers brushing against the chipped polish on her nails. This was her scene, her escape from the monotony of college life. Tonight, she wasn’t just Holly the student—she was Holly the rebel, the misfit, the girl who didn’t give a fuck.

The band’s set ended with a screech of feedback, and the crowd erupted into applause. Holly clapped half-heartedly, her eyes scanning the room. That’s when she saw him.

Xavier.

He stepped off the stage, his guitar slung over his shoulder, his leather jacket hanging open to reveal a tattered band shirt underneath. His dark hair was a mess, sweat glistening on his forehead as he wiped it away with the back of his hand. He looked like trouble—the kind of trouble Holly couldn’t resist.

Their eyes met, and he flashed her a crooked smile. Her stomach flipped. Before she could second-guess herself, he was striding toward her, his boots clunking against the worn floorboards.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low and rough, like gravel. “You looked like you were into it.”

“I was,” she replied, trying to sound casual, but her pulse quickened as he stepped closer. “You guys weren’t bad.”

“Not bad?” He raised an eyebrow, amused. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

Holly smirked, crossing her arms over her chest. “Take it however you want.”

Xavier chuckled, leaning in slightly. His cologne—if that’s what it was—smelled like leather and cigarettes. “I like your style,” he said, his gaze lingering on her spiked hair and ripped fishnets. “You’re not like the other girls here.”

“Is that supposed to be a line?” she shot back, but there was no bite in her tone.

“Maybe.” His grin widened. “What do you say we get out of here? I’ve got a bottle of whiskey back at my place.”

Holly hesitated for a split second, her mind racing. She barely knew him, but there was something about him—something dangerous and magnetic. She nodded. “Lead the way.”

They stepped out into the cool night air, the neon sign of the bar flickering behind them. The streets were quiet, the hum of the city distant as they walked side by side. Xavier lit a cigarette, the orange glow casting shadows on his sharp features.

“So,” he said, exhaling a plume of smoke, “you come here often?”

“Enough to know the bands,” she replied, her hands tucked into the pockets of her leather jacket. “You’re not from around here, are you?”

“Nah,” he said, shrugging. “Just passing through. Playing some shows, fucking shit up. You know how it is.”

Holly glanced at him, a small smile tugging at her lips. “Sounds fun.”

They turned down a narrow alley, the buildings pressing in on either side. The streetlight above flickered, casting them in alternating light and shadow. Xavier stopped suddenly, turning to face her. His eyes were dark, intense, and Holly felt her breath catch.

“You’re not scared of me, are you?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Should I be?” she countered, her heart pounding.

He didn’t answer. Instead, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a tentative kiss. Holly didn’t pull away. She kissed him back, her hands gripping the front of his jacket as the world around them faded into nothingness. His tongue slid into her mouth, and she moaned softly, her body pressing against his.

When they finally broke apart, Xavier smirked. “Let’s get out of here.”

They arrived at his apartment a few minutes later, the building as rundown as expected. Xavier unlocked the door with a flick of his wrist, pushing it open to reveal a dimly lit room cluttered with instruments, empty beer bottles, and crumpled clothes. He tossed his jacket onto a chair and turned to her.

“Sorry about the mess,” he said, though he didn’t sound sorry at all.

“I don’t care,” Holly replied, her eyes locked on his.

He stepped closer, his hand brushing against her cheek. “You’re different,” he murmured. “I like that.”

She shivered under his touch, her skin tingling. “What now?”

Xavier’s lips curled into a wicked smile. “How about we try something… new?”

Holly’s eyebrows furrowed. “Like what?”

“Trust me,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

She nodded, her curiosity—and something deeper, something darker—overpowering any reservations. Xavier stepped back, his eyes raking over her. “Strip.”

Her breath hitched, but she didn’t hesitate. Slowly, she peeled off her jacket, letting it fall to the floor. She unzipped her skirt, stepping out of it as her bare legs were exposed. Her hands trembled slightly as she reached for the hem of her shirt, pulling it over her head. Soon, she stood before him in nothing but her black lace bra and panties.

Xavier’s gaze was intense, his chest rising and falling with each breath. “Keep going.”

She unhooked her bra, letting it slip from her shoulders. Her nipples hardened in the cool air as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her legs. Now, she was completely naked, her body on display for him.

Xavier stepped closer, his fingers trailing down her arm. “Good girl.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. He reached for his belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease. As he pulled down his jeans, his hard cock sprang free, already fully erect. Holly’s eyes widened slightly, her mouth going dry.

“Kneel,” he commanded.

She sank to her knees, her hands resting on her thighs. Xavier gripped the base of his cock, guiding it toward her lips. “Open.”

She parted her lips, taking the tip into her mouth. The taste of him was salty and musky, and she moaned softly as he pushed deeper. Her tongue swirled around his shaft as she sucked, her hands gripping his hips for support.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his fingers tangling in her hair.

Holly lost herself in the rhythm, her mouth moving up and down his length as he thrust into her. She could feel the tension building in his body, his breathing growing ragged. He held her head in place as he came, his hot release flooding her mouth. She swallowed every drop, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him clean.

When he finally pulled out, his cum still coating her tongue, he leaned down and kissed her deeply. Their tongues tangled, the taste of him shared between them. Holly moaned into the kiss, her body aching with need.

“On the bed,” he ordered.

She obeyed, crawling onto the mattress and lying back. Xavier knelt between her legs, his fingers tracing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. He dipped a finger into her wetness, teasing her entrance before sliding it inside. Holly gasped, her hips bucking against his hand.

“So tight,” he murmured, adding a second finger.

Her moans grew louder as he worked her, his fingers curling inside her. A third finger joined the others, stretching her even further. Holly’s back arched as he began to thrust his hand into her, his knuckles brushing against her walls.

“Oh god,” she cried out, her legs trembling. “Xavier—“

He didn’t stop, his hand pistoning in and out of her as she teetered on the edge. Her climax hit her like a freight train, her body convulsing as she came hard, her walls clenching around his fingers. Xavier watched her with a satisfied smirk, his fingers still buried deep inside her.

“Did you like that?” he asked, his voice husky.

Holly could barely form words, her body still shuddering from the aftershocks. “Yes,” she gasped, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

Xavier withdrew his hand, licking her juices from his fingers. “Good.”

Before Holly left Xavier’s apartment, they exchanged numbers. As she walked back to campus late at night, her heart raced with excitement. She couldn’t wait to see Xavier again.

20 - ROCKSTAR REVENGE
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The bass thrummed through Kelly’s chest like a second heartbeat, the crowd pressed tight around her, a sea of bodies swaying and screaming to Red’s band. She stood near the front, her eyes locked on the stage, on him. Red tore across the platform, his guitar slung low, his black shirt clinging to his sweat-drenched chest. His voice, raw and commanding, echoed through the venue, and every word felt like it was meant for her.

He’s looking at me.

Their eyes met. Red’s dark, intense gaze held hers for a beat longer than casual. A smirk tugged at the corner of his lips as he turned back to the crowd, but the moment lingered in Kelly’s mind. She wasn’t just here for the music. This was revenge, and Red was her weapon.

The concert roared on, Red’s energy infectious, his performance magnetic. When it ended, the crowd erupted into cheers, but Kelly was already moving, weaving through the throng toward the backstage area. She spotted a burly security guard blocking the entrance and flashed her most charming smile.

“Hey, I’m his sister-in-law,” she said, her voice smooth and confident. “Red’s expecting me.”

The guard hesitated, but Kelly’s confidence was unshakable. He let her through.

The backstage area was quieter, the noise from the crowd muffled by thick walls. Kelly walked with purpose, her heels clicking against the floor, her heart pounding in her chest. She found Red’s dressing room and knocked lightly.

“Come in,” his voice called from inside.

She pushed the door open, and there he was, lounging on a leather couch, his guitar resting against the wall.

He looked up, his eyes widening in surprise before a slow, knowing smile spread across his face. “Kelly,” he said, his voice low and warm. “I thought that was you out there. You looked... incredible.”

“Thanks,” she replied, leaning against the doorframe, her body language casual but her eyes sharp. “You were amazing tonight.”

“Glad you think so.” He sat up, gesturing for her to join him. “What brings you here? Riley didn’t mention you were coming.”

Kelly’s smile faltered for just a second before she recovered. “Riley and I aren’t exactly on speaking terms right now.”

Red raised an eyebrow. “Oh? Trouble in paradise?”

She stepped closer, her hips swaying with each step. “You could say that. Turns out, he’s been cheating on me.”

Red’s expression darkened. “That asshole.”

Kelly sat down beside him, close enough that their legs brushed. “Yeah. And I’m not exactly the type to take that lying down.”

Red’s eyes searched hers, a flicker of understanding passing between them. “So, what’s the plan, Kelly?”

She leaned in, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I want to make him regret it. I want him to see exactly what he’s lost.”

Red’s lips curved into a wicked grin. “And you came to me because...?”

“Because you’re his brother. Because I know he’ll hate it. And because,” she paused, her hand resting lightly on his thigh, “I think you’ll enjoy it too.”

Red’s gaze darkened, his hand covering hers. “You’re not wrong.”

Kelly pulled her phone from her bag, setting it up on a nearby table so the camera was angled perfectly. “I want to make a video. Something he’ll never forget.”

Red’s eyes followed her every move, his breathing already heavier. “You’re serious.”

“Dead serious.” She turned back to him, her fingers brushing against his jaw. “Are you in?”

His answer was immediate. “Fuck yes.”

Kelly leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a slow, teasing kiss. Red’s hands were on her waist in an instant, pulling her closer, his mouth hungry against hers. She deepened the kiss, her tongue sliding against his, her hands tangling in his hair.

When she pulled back, both of them were breathless. Kelly’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she reached for the zipper of his pants. “Let’s give him something to watch, shall we?”

Red groaned, his head tipping back as Kelly’s hand slid into his boxers, her fingers wrapping around his hardening length. She stroked him slowly, her touch firm but teasing, before dropping to her knees in front of him.

Her eyes locked with his as she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she slid him deeper. Red’s hands gripped her shoulders, his hips bucking involuntarily as she sucked him with practiced skill.

The camera captured every moment, Kelly’s lips wrapped around him, her hand working the base, the way Red’s eyes fluttered shut as he lost himself in the sensation.

When she finally pulled back, Red was panting, his chest rising and falling rapidly. “You’re fucking dangerous,” he muttered, pulling her to her feet.

Kelly laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down his spine. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

Red’s hands found the zipper of her dress, pulling it down slowly, the fabric sliding off her shoulders to pool at her feet. She stood before him in nothing but a black lace bra and matching panties, her skin glowing in the dim light.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his hands tracing the curve of her hips.

Kelly’s fingers undid the clasp of her bra, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped closer, her breasts brushing against his chest as she kissed him again, her hands working to remove the rest of his clothes.

They moved to the couch, Red’s hands exploring every inch of her body, his lips leaving a trail of fire across her skin. His fingers slipped beneath the waistband of her panties, finding her wet and ready for him.

“Look at the camera,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear.

Kelly turned her head, her eyes locking with the lens as Red’s fingers slid inside her, his thumb circling her clit. “This is for you, Riley,” she taunted, her voice breathless but dripping with venom. “Watch what you’ve lost.”

Red’s fingers worked her mercilessly, drawing moans and whimpers from her lips until she was trembling on the edge. When he pulled his hand away, she almost growled in frustration, but he didn’t keep her waiting long.

Kelly got on her hands and knees, her back arched, her ass in the air. Red positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed inside her in one smooth thrust.

“Fuck,” Kelly gasped, her head dropping forward as he filled her completely.

Red started slow, his movements deliberate, but it didn’t take long for both of them to lose control. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, their moans mingling as the pleasure built.

Kelly looked back at the camera, her eyes dark with desire. “How does it feel, Riley? Knowing he’s fucking me harder than you ever could?”

Red growled, his hips slapping against hers as he drove into her with relentless force. Kelly’s breathing turned ragged, her hands clutching at the couch as she tipped over the edge, her body convulsing with pleasure.

Red followed her over, his release spilling deep inside her as he buried his face in her neck, his arms wrapped tightly around her.

They stayed like that for a moment, their breathing slowly returning to normal, before Kelly pulled away, her legs shaky as she stood. She grabbed her phone, stopping the recording and quickly reviewing the footage.

“Holy shit,” she muttered, her eyes wide as she watched the video. “This is... perfect.”

Red watched her, a lazy smirk on his face. “You’re not having second thoughts, are you?”

Kelly shook her head, her smile wicked. “Not a chance.” She typed out a quick message to Riley, attaching the video before hitting send.

“Now we wait,” she said, her voice full of anticipation.

Red laughed, pulling her back into his arms. “You’re one hell of a woman, Kelly.”

She grinned up at him, her fingers tracing the outline of his jaw. “You’re not so bad yourself, Red.”
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