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Seduced by The Doctor

It had started, as all my worst and best decisions did, with a pain that had no name. A deep, thrumming ache in my joints and a fatigue so profound it felt like I was moving through water. For months, I’d been a ghost in my own life, drifting from doctor to doctor, collecting diagnoses that never quite fit and prescriptions that did nothing but make me feel worse. I was on the verge of giving up, of accepting that this was just my life now, a grayscale existence lived at half-speed. Then, my new insurance assigned me to a general practitioner named Dr. Emma Hayes.

The first time I walked into her office, I was a bundle of frayed nerves and cynical resignation. The clinic was like all the others: sterile, smelling of antiseptic, filled with the quiet desperation of the unwell. But when the door opened, and she called my name, “Kitty?”, something shifted. She wasn’t the tired, condescending fifty-something man I’d grown accustomed to. Dr. Hayes was maybe a decade older than me, with a cascade of honey-blonde hair pulled back in a professional but slightly messy bun, and eyes the color of a clear summer sky. There was a warmth in her smile that wasn’t just practiced bedside manner; it felt genuine.

“Come on in,” she’d said, and her voice was like warm honey, soothing the raw edges of my anxiety.

Over the next six months, those appointments became the focal point of my calendar. We methodically worked through my symptoms, but our consultations strayed far beyond blood pressure cuffs and symptom charts. She’d lean forward, chin resting on her steepled fingers, and ask about my work as a freelance graphic designer, about the stress, about what brought me joy. I found myself telling her things I hadn’t even told my closest friends, about the loneliness that gnawed at me, about my fear that this illness had stolen my vitality, my desirability.

She listened.

Really listened.

And with each visit, the line between professional concern and personal interest seemed to thin, to blur into a soft, hazy watercolor. I’d notice the way her eyes would linger on my mouth when I spoke, the way she’d find an excuse to touch my arm, a gesture of comfort that felt charged with something more. I started dressing up for my appointments, choosing a slightly lower-cut top, spending extra time on my makeup. I’d walk in, my heart doing a frantic little tap-dance against my ribs, and the way her blue eyes would sweep over me, a quick, almost imperceptible flicker of appreciation, was a more potent medicine than anything she could prescribe.

The undeniable shift happened on a rainy Saturday. I’d sought refuge in a small, independent bookstore downtown, the kind that smelled of old paper and dust motes dancing in the weak afternoon light. I was tracing the spine of a poetry collection when I heard a familiar voice.

“Finding anything good?”

I turned, and my breath caught. It was her. Emma. Dressed not in her white coat and sensible slacks, but in dark-wash jeans that hugged her hips perfectly and a soft, gray cashmere sweater. Her hair was down, falling in soft waves around her shoulders, and without the clinical authority of the office, she looked younger, softer, impossibly beautiful.

“Dr. Hayes,” I stammered, feeling a blush creep up my neck.

“Please, it’s Emma,” she smiled, and that smile, outside the confines of the clinic, was dazzling. “Funny seeing you here.”

We talked for over an hour, nestled in a worn armchair near the back of the store. We talked about books, about the melancholy of rainy days, about our shared love for old movies. The doctor-patient dynamic evaporated, replaced by the simple, thrilling chemistry between two women. When we parted ways on the slick, wet pavement, she hesitated for a moment.

“I know this is… unconventional,” she began, her gaze steady and serious. “But I’d really like to continue this conversation. Maybe over a glass of wine sometime? Away from… all this.” She gestured vaguely, a motion that encompassed not just the street, but the entire professional framework that separated us.

My heart hammered against my ribs. “I’d like that,” I said, my voice barely a whisper.

The next week was a torment of flirtatious texts that felt both thrilling and illicit. Finally, she invited me to her house for dinner on Friday. I spent two hours getting ready, trying on and discarding half my wardrobe before settling on a simple black dress that felt both elegant and seductive.

Her house was a stunning modern craftsman in a quiet, leafy neighborhood, the interior warm and inviting with artfully chosen furniture, shelves overflowing with books, and the scent of roasting garlic and rosemary hanging in the air. We drank a deep, jammy Cabernet Sauvignon on her plush charcoal sofa, the conversation flowing as easily as it had in the bookstore. The wine, the low light, the simmering tension that had been building for months, all conspired to dissolve my last vestiges of restraint.

She told me a story about a disastrous rock-climbing trip, and when she laughed, a full-bodied, genuine sound, I felt an overwhelming urge to close the distance between us. I mentioned, in a moment of wine-fueled boldness, how my ex used to complain that I was too intense, too demanding in bed. “He hated that I liked my hair pulled,” I’d confessed with a small, self-deprecating laugh. Emma hadn’t laughed. Her blue eyes had darkened, a new heat kindling in their depths. “Some men are fools,” she’d murmured, her voice a low thrum that vibrated straight through me.

Later, as a jazz record played softly on a vintage turntable in the corner, the low, mournful sigh of a saxophone filling the space between sounds, she reached out. The air, already thick with the scent of garlic and wine, seemed to grow even heavier, charged with an almost visible energy. I watched her hand move through the dim, golden light, a slow, deliberate motion that felt both fated and shocking. She tucked a stray strand of hair, which had escaped my carefully arranged evening style, behind my ear. Her fingers, so cool and professional in her office, were warm against my skin now, shockingly intimate. They lingered on my cheek, her thumb making a slow, hypnotic circle along my jawline. The touch was feather-light, barely there, yet it sent a tremor straight through my system, a silent, seismic shock that started in my jaw and radiated down my spine, pooling low in my belly.

The world seemed to slow down, the notes from the jazz record stretching into long, languid ribbons of sound. My entire universe narrowed to the space between us, shrinking until it contained only the scent of her skin, a clean, subtle fragrance like expensive soap and woman, the heat emanating from her body, and the inches separating our mouths. My own breath caught in my throat, a stalled thing, as I watched her gaze drop from my eyes to my lips. The blue of her irises seemed to darken, to flood with a deep, oceanic intensity that promised to drown me. And then, there were no inches left.

Her lips met mine.

It began as a question, a soft and tentative pressure, a whisper of skin against skin. The texture was impossibly smooth, tasting faintly of the dark Cabernet we’d been drinking and something else, something uniquely, intoxicatingly her. I responded in kind, a gentle yielding, a silent gasp of assent. But that softness was a fleeting prelude. A low sound, a frustrated groan, rumbled in her chest, a vibration I felt where our bodies were pressed together on the sofa. The kiss deepened with a sudden, consuming hunger that mirrored the desperate craving I’d been suppressing for half a year. It was no longer a question; it was an answer, a declaration.

We were a tangle of limbs on the plush charcoal sofa, mouths devouring, hands exploring with a frantic, greedy energy. The pretense of a simple dinner party, of a casual friendship, burned away like flash paper, incinerated by the ferocious heat of our mutual need. It was raw and desperate and exquisitely real. My hands were in her hair, that perfect blonde silk I’d fantasized about touching, my fingers sinking into its softness, gripping the back of her head to pull her impossibly closer.

Her hands were everywhere: one cradling my face, her thumb stroking my cheek in a soothing counterpoint to the wildness of her mouth, the other sliding down my back, pressing me into her until I could feel the hard, steady beat of her heart against my own. We were a chaotic collision of starved desire, the simmering tension of months finally boiling over into a glorious, messy inferno.

Her hand, the one that had been pressed against the small of my back, began a slow, deliberate journey upwards along my side, her palm a warm, knowing weight against the thin fabric of my dress. It skimmed over my ribs, causing my breath to hitch, before sliding around to the front and then down, down, down across the flat plane of my stomach. The motion was electric, a slow-motion detonation of a thousand nerve endings. Her fingers were long and elegant, and I could feel their heat and pressure even through the material.

When her hand finally settled on my thigh, high up near the juncture of my legs, I thought I might come apart right there. She didn’t grope or grab; her touch was a masterpiece of tantalizing exploration. Her fingers traced the delicate lace edge of my panties through the fabric of the dress, a slow, deliberate outline that set my entire body on fire. A violent shudder wracked me, a full-body tremor of pure, unadulterated pleasure and anticipation.

“Let’s go upstairs,” she whispered, her words a promise breathed directly against my lips between ravenous kisses. Her breath was hot and humid, tasting of wine and our shared want, and the sound of her voice, lowered to a guttural, husky command, vibrated straight through my teeth and into my bones. It wasn’t a suggestion. It was a statement of intent, and my only possible response was a faint, pathetic whimper of acquiescence as I nodded against her mouth.

She pulled back just enough to look at me, her blue eyes blazing in the dim light. She took my hand, her fingers lacing through mine with a firm, confident grip that left no room for doubt. She led me from the sofa, pulling me to my feet. My legs felt unsteady, my body humming with a pleasure so intense it was almost disorienting. She guided me toward a floating wooden staircase I hadn’t noticed before, tucked away in an alcove. The wood was dark and smooth under the soft glow of recessed lighting along the wall. The sound of our bare feet on the steps was a soft, rhythmic padding, a drumbeat marking our ascent into a different realm. With every step upwards, I felt the last vestiges of the world outside, the city, my job, my past, fall away, leaving only the woman holding my hand and the unspoken promise of what waited for us at the top.

Her bedroom was a sanctuary, exactly as I might have imagined it, yet more perfect than any fantasy. The walls were painted a soft, calming gray, and the bedding, the curtains, the rug underfoot were all in shades of deep, moody blues and charcoals. It was a space designed for quiet and rest, yet tonight it felt like the epicenter of a storm. It was dominated by a massive bed with a padded gray headboard and what looked like a literal mountain of pillows.

Moonlight streamed in through a large window, painting silver stripes across the duvet. The air in here was different from downstairs; it was cooler, cleaner, smelling faintly of lavender and clean linen, and thick with an almost tangible anticipation, heavy with the unspoken things we’d wanted to say, to do, for months. The silence was absolute now, the jazz from downstairs a distant memory. All I could hear was the frantic thumping of my own heart and the sound of our mingled, ragged breathing.

We stopped in the center of the room, by the foot of the bed. She released my hand and turned me to face her. For a long moment, she just looked at me, her gaze traveling from my eyes, down my throat, over the bodice of my dress, and back up again. Then, her hands went to the nape of my neck, her fingers finding the tiny, hidden zipper of my dress. The sound of it being undone was a sharp, decisive rip through the quiet, a definitive severing of the final thread of decorum. The dress loosened instantly, and she pushed the fabric off my shoulders, letting it slide down my body in a whisper of silk, pooling in a black puddle around my feet.

The cool air of the room kissed my skin, raising a fresh bloom of goosebumps along my arms and back. I stood before her in nothing but my black lace bra and panties, the ones I had chosen with such hopeful, desperate care hours ago. Her eyes raked over me, and the look in them was no longer just desire; it was hot, raw, and possessive. It was the look of a predator finally claiming her prey, and I felt a dizzying, paradoxical thrill of complete vulnerability and absolute power all at once. She was no longer Dr. Emma Sheridan, the brilliant, compassionate physician who had guided me through my darkest days. In this room, under her scorching gaze, she was a woman who was about to undo me completely, to dismantle me piece by piece and then put me back together in her own image.

The thoughts spin and swirl in my head, a dizzying cocktail of expensive wine and raw adrenaline and six months of deeply suppressed, wildly inappropriate fantasy culminating in this very moment, in this very room. My mind flashes back to her office, to the clinical white walls, the smell of antiseptic, the feel of her cool fingers palpating my lymph nodes. The chasm between that reality and this one is so vast it’s almost laughable, a delirious, thrilling vertigo. “Isn’t this breaking about a million codes of ethics?” I breathe out, the words feeling fragile and flimsy in the charged air, a paper shield against the sheer, overwhelming intensity of her gaze.

It’s not a real question, certainly not a protest. It’s a verbalization of the transgression, an acknowledgment of the delicious, dangerous taboo we are gleefully smashing to pieces. It’s a spice sprinkled over the encounter, a whisper of “this is wrong” that only makes it feel so much more profoundly, intoxicatingly right.

Emma’s lips curve into a slow, wicked smile, but she doesn’t answer with words. Not yet. Her hands move from my face, a slow, mesmerizing journey of discovery. Her thumbs trace the high, sharp arcs of my cheekbones with an almost reverent pressure before gliding down the delicate, pulsing column of my throat, leaving a trail of liquid fire on my skin. I feel my pulse leap and hammer against her touch. Her fingers map the fragile curve of my collarbones, dipping into the hollow there with an exquisite gentleness that makes my knees feel weak. Then they continue their unhurried journey south, over the swell of my chest, inch by agonizing inch, towards my breasts. She doesn’t rush. This is not hurried fumbling; it’s artistry. The anticipation she builds is a physical presence in the room, a throbbing, humming thing that lives in the space between her hands and my skin.

She reaches around my back, her movements deft and sure, a practiced confidence that speaks of experience. I hear the faint, metallic click as she unhooks my bra. The straps loosen immediately, and the delicate lace cups sag forward. I instinctively hold my breath, every muscle in my body tensed, as she slides the straps down my arms. The bra falls to the floor, a whisper of black lace joining the black silk of my dress in a heap of discarded inhibitions. The cool air of the room rushes in to kiss my bare skin, a shocking contrast to the heat building inside me, making my nipples pebble into hard, aching, insistent points.

Before I can even fully register the sensation of being bare, her hands are there. They cup my breasts, not tentatively, but with a firm, possessive weight, lifting me, weighing me, claiming me. Her palms are warm and broad, her fingers curling around the undersides, her thumbs stroking the upper swells.

“Mmm, yes,” she hums, a low, husky purr that seems to emanate from the very depths of her chest. The vibration travels through her hands and directly into my flesh, a current of pure pleasure that makes my toes curl into the plush rug. “This is what I’ve been wanting to do.” She looks up, her eyes locking with mine, the blue now turbulent and dark with lust. “But normally,” she adds, her voice dropping even lower, “I don’t have patients as hot as you.”

My heart doesn’t just thud in my chest; it detonates. It’s a wild, frantic, chaotic drumbeat against my ribs, a primal rhythm that pounds out a single, deafening message: yes, finally, more. This is really happening. It’s not a wine-fueled dream. All those clinical appointments where I’d sat on the crinkly paper of the exam table, distracting myself from the probing questions by imagining the feel of those capable, gentle hands on my body in a way that had absolutely nothing to do with a stethoscope or a reflex hammer, it’s all coming true. My doctor, the woman I have been obsessing over in the most inappropriate, unprofessional, and persistent way, is lowering her head. Her blonde hair falls forward like a silken curtain, obscuring her expression for a moment, but there’s no mistaking the raw intent that burns in her eyes.

Her hot breath ghosts over my right breast, a moist, promising puff of air that hits my skin a split second before her mouth does. The anticipation is a silent scream in my mind. Then she closes her mouth over the peak. It’s not a kiss, not a gentle nuzzle; it’s a full-on claiming, an act of possession. Her lips are impossibly soft, but her tongue is a revelation, wet, warm, and just slightly rough as it laves my nipple in a slow, deliberate circle. It swirls around the sensitive, pebbled aureole before she opens her mouth wider and draws the entire peak into its wet heat. She sucks, a firm, rhythmic pressure that sends a bolt of pure, unadulterated pleasure straight from my breast down to the apex of my thighs. A strangled sound, half-sigh, half-moan, is torn from my lips, an involuntary confession of how good it feels.

“Fuck, that feels good,” I sigh out, the words breathy and broken. The immense tension I’ve carried in my shoulders and neck for months, for years, maybe, begins to melt away under the heat of her mouth.

My body, which had been board-stiff with anticipation, starts to relax, to yield. My head falls back as if my neck can no longer support its weight, my hair spilling over my shoulders. I am putty in her hands, on her lips. She doesn’t neglect my other side; she lavishes the same meticulous, maddening attention on my left nipple, sucking and teasing and biting ever so gently, her teeth grazing the hypersensitive tip in a way that makes me cry out. She continues her assault until both are aching, exquisitely sensitive, and beaded with her saliva. My world narrows to the glorious, mind-numbing overload of her mouth on my skin, to the push and pull of her lips, the flick of her tongue.

Emma seems to possess an uncanny, almost psychic sense of my body’s limits. Just as I feel myself nearing a precipice, the pleasure becoming so intense it’s almost unbearable, she pulls back. The sudden absence of her mouth is a shock, leaving my breasts feeling wet, cold, and achingly empty. A small cry of protest escapes my lips before I can stifle it. But she doesn’t leave me wanting for long.

She’s merely changing her point of attack. She begins to kiss her way down my exposed torso, a deliberate, torturous path of open-mouthed kisses that leave damp, hot circles on my skin. With every press of her lips, a fresh wave of goosebumps erupts somewhere else on my body, a testament to her electrifying, maddeningly slow touch. She kisses my solar plexus, lingers over my ribs, and then dips lower. She kisses the dip of my navel, her tongue darting inside for a fleeting, shocking touch that makes my stomach clench. She presses kisses to the sharp, jutting points of my hip bones, lingering there, her breath hot and damp against the sensitive skin just above the elastic waistband of my panties.

Her bright blue eyes, luminous and predatory in the dim light filtering in from the hallway, look up at mine from her position at my waist. The look in them is pure, delicious power. She knows. She knows exactly what she’s doing to me. She can see my parted lips, my heavy-lidded, unfocused eyes, the way my chest rises and falls with ragged, shallow breaths. She holds my gaze as she presses her open mouth against my right hip bone, then my left, moving so slowly, so teasingly. Her lips and tongue get perilously, maddeningly close to the damp black lace of my panties, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her mouth, close enough that I can smell my own arousal mingling with the scent of her.

My body betrays my desperation. I arch my back off the bed, a taut, involuntary bow, my hips pushing forward, trying to bridge the infinitesimal gap, trying to press the center of my frantic need against her mouth. The movement makes her laugh, a low, throaty chuckle that rumbles through her chest and against my skin.

Oh, she definitely likes this.

She likes teasing me.

She likes watching me unravel thread by thread.

Her mouth returns to its sweet torment, this time kissing the supremely sensitive skin of my inner thigh, just to the right of my cunt, then just to the left, tracing the very edge of the gusset of my panties. The fabric is already soaked, clinging to me, a sodden, transparent testament to the ferocious ache she has so skillfully stoked. I am longing for her with a physical agony that is almost painful, a deep, hollow pang in my core. Every nerve ending is screaming for her touch, for the final, definitive press of her mouth on my clit.

I can feel the slick wetness pooling between my legs, a torrent of need she has summoned with nothing more than her lips, her hands, and that wicked, knowing glint in her eyes. It feels like agonizing minutes of this exquisite torture, though it’s likely only been seconds. Time has warped, stretching and bending around her every maddening movement.

Finally, after what feels like a beautiful, terrible eternity, she gives me what I crave. She hooks her thumbs into the waistband of my lace panties, her fingers pressing into my skin. She slides them down my legs with a slow, deliberate pull that feels like the unveiling of a sacred relic. She tosses them aside without a second glance, a small scrap of black lace disappearing into the shadows. The cool room air hits my bare, wet sex, and I shiver, my hips lifting again in a desperate, silent offering. And then, she rewards my strained patience. Emma lowers her head, and I watch, mesmerized, as she slides her tongue, in one long, wet, deliberate stroke, from the base of my cunt all the way up and across the furious, aching tip of my clit.

The contact is like a lightning strike. I immediately groan, a deep, guttural sound torn from the very depths of my throat, raw and unrestrained. A rush of pure, white-hot arousal spreads through me like liquid fire, making every muscle in my body seize and then tremble uncontrollably. She is gentle at first, a master of restraint and tension. Her tongue is a feather-light butterfly kiss, a delicate flick, barely grazing the hyper-sensitive nerve endings of my clit. She circles it, teases it, mapping its terrain with an almost clinical precision that is anything but. The light touch is maddening, a whisper of a promise for so much more, pushing me right to the ragged edge of a precipice. My hips begin to twitch, my body begging for more pressure, more friction.

Then, just as I think I might actually scream from the unbearable tension, the game changes. She braces her hands on the mattress on either side of my hips, her blonde hair brushing like silken threads against my inner thighs. She lowers her head again, and this time there is no gentle teasing, no delicate exploration. She splays her tongue out flat and presses it firmly against my clit, beginning to massage me in fast, firm, confident circles. The sudden shift from delicate painter to urgent sculptor of my pleasure completely undoes me. My hands, which had been resting limply at my sides, fly up to clutch the thick, high-thread-count blankets on her bed, my knuckles turning white as I fist the soft, cool fabric, anchoring myself to reality as my senses begin to dissolve.

I’ve had oral sex before. I’ve had good oral sex before. But I have never had anything remotely like this. It’s a revelation, a paradigm shift. She is so impossibly, intuitively good at it, as if she has a direct-access port to my central nervous system and is downloading a schematic of my pleasure centers. It’s like she can read the frantic signals my body is sending, anticipating my needs before I’m even consciously aware of them. She knows exactly what I like, the precise pressure, the perfect rhythm, what my body needs to completely and irrevocably let go. Her hands aren’t idle; they move from the mattress to my thick thighs, her strong fingers gripping my flesh, pushing my legs further apart, holding me open, vulnerable, and completely surrendered to her relentless mouth. She holds me in place, her palms branding my skin, a silent command keeping me from squirming away from the sheer, overwhelming intensity of the pleasure she’s delivering.

“You’re soaked,” she says, the words a muffled, breathy vibration against my most sensitive skin, the sound traveling up through my pelvis like a shockwave. She lifts her mouth from my clit for a torturous, agonizing second, and I whine in protest, a pathetic, needy sound that I don’t recognize as my own.

Her blue eyes find mine again, dark with concentration and a fierce, burning desire. She moves two fingers to my opening, and the first touch there, on skin already slick and swollen, makes me jolt. She doesn’t push inside, not yet. She just touches me there, at the entrance, gathering the slick wetness I’ve produced for her, her fingers swirling, painting me with my own arousal. “So wet for me, Kitty,” she murmurs, and the possessiveness in her voice, the claiming in that one ridiculous, perfect pet name, is the dirtiest, most erotic thing I have ever heard.

When her tongue touches back down to my clit, resuming its hypnotic, circular magic, she simultaneously pushes her fingers inside me. The dual sensations are overwhelming, a sensory detonation that threatens to obliterate my conscious thought. I gasp, my body clenching powerfully around her, throbbing with a pleasure so acute it borders on pain. Her fingers aren’t tentative or exploratory. They are long and sure, sinking deep inside me with a confident purpose, filling me up in a way that feels both foreign and profoundly right.

She moves slowly at first, establishing a devastating rhythm, working in perfect, syncopated time with her tongue. A slow, deep plunge of her fingers as her tongue makes a lazy, firm circle. A slow withdrawal as her tongue flicks and teases the tip of my clit. My thighs begin to shake uncontrollably around her face. My entire pelvis is buzzing, a hive of sensation with her at its center.

“Yes, Emma,” I moan, the name a ragged prayer on my lips. It’s all I can say. “Oh, God, yes.”

My hips try to lift upwards again, seeking purchase, trying to drive myself harder against her mouth, her hand, to chase the pleasure. But her fingers inside my pussy are an anchor, pressing firmly against my G-spot and simultaneously pushing me back down into the mattress, keeping me right where she wants me. It’s a subtle act of dominance, a quiet assertion of control that sends another jolt of lightning through my overloaded system. “Stay with me,” she commands, her voice muffled but clear and firm. “Don’t run away from it. Take it.”

“Fuck.” The word is a sob, a surrender. My orgasm, which had been a distant flicker on the horizon, is now a gathering storm cloud directly overhead, a furious, beautiful tempest brought on entirely by Emma’s devoted, masterful touch. It builds and builds, a terrifying, exquisite pressure in my lower belly, a tide rising so high it threatens to break me.

And she feels it coming.

I can tell by the way her rhythm changes, becoming more frantic, more desperate, as if she’s chasing it with me. She moans a muffled sound against me, a guttural noise of encouragement, of her own rising arousal, urging me on, goading me over the edge. Her fingers and tongue work harder, faster, a dizzying, relentless assault on my senses, pushing me higher and higher and higher, more and more and more until finally, there’s nowhere left to go but over the edge into oblivion.

“Yes, fuck!” I shriek, the sound raw and untamed, ripped from a place deep inside me I didn’t know existed. My body bows off the bed once more, pulling away from the mattress in a great, shuddering arch, completely beyond my control. The climax shatters me. It isn’t a gentle wave; it’s a tectonic event, a cataclysm that pulsates through me from the soles of my feet to the roots of my hair. Flashes and flickers of white and gold light explode behind my closed eyes like a personal meteor shower.

My mind is wiped clean of everything but pure, blinding, all-consuming sensation. I can’t remember my own name. I can’t remember the last time I’d had an orgasm like that, so complete, so total, it feels less like a release and more like a spiritual rebirth.

And Emma, bless her perfect, merciless soul, doesn’t stop. As my body convulses uncontrollably and my pussy clenches around her fingers in throbbing, ecstatic waves, she keeps her mouth on me. Her tongue slows to a gentle, soothing lap, easing me down from the violent peak, stroking and comforting the raw, overstimulated nerve. She continues to work my pussy with her tongue and fingers, patiently and tenderly, until the last violent tremor has subsided, until I am completely and utterly finished, a limp, boneless, quivering heap on her bed.

Only then does she slowly, slickly withdraw her fingers. I watch through heavy, fluttering eyelids, my vision still blurry, as she brings them to her lips. She looks me directly in the eye, a look of profound, primal satisfaction on her beautiful face, and she licks them clean, one by one, savoring the taste of me with an unhurried, deliberate relish. The sight is so incredibly, devastatingly erotic it almost sends me spiraling over the edge again. A fresh wave of pleasure, a deep, rolling aftershock, courses through me.

“Holy… shit,” I groan, my voice a wrecked, breathy thing, barely audible. The words are wholly, comically inadequate to describe the blissful devastation she has wrought upon me. I’m a landscape remade by earthquake and flood, scraped clean and utterly transformed. “How… how are you this hot?”

Emma laughs, a rich, satisfied sound that fills the quiet room like music. She leans over and kisses me softly, a slow, deep, lingering kiss that tastes of me, of her, of our combined, superheated desire. She pulls back, her thumb stroking my tear-damp cheek. She reaches over to her nightstand, and my dazed, heavy-lidded eyes follow her hand as it disappears into the shadows and then returns. She pulls out a tangle of black leather and something else, a thick, realistic silicone dildo, its flesh tone almost shockingly lifelike in the moonlight.

“But Kitty,” she says, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, a wicked, thrilling promise shimmering in her blue eyes. “I’m not nearly finished with you yet. Turn over for me.”

My eyes widen, and a fresh jolt of pure adrenaline cuts through my post-orgasmic haze, sharp and immediate. My pussy gives a reflexive, anticipatory twitch, a phantom clench of deep-seated need. I watch, completely mesmerized, as she gets off the bed and stands in the moonlight. She pulls the harness around her slim hips, her movements efficient and practiced as she buckles it snugly. The flesh-colored dildo bobs in front of her, an extension of her body, an instrument of her will. The sight is primal, powerful, and utterly breathtaking.

There’s no hesitation in my mind, no thought of refusal. I am hers to command, a willing subject in her kingdom of pleasure. Without a word, I roll onto all fours, positioning myself in the center of the vast, cool bed, arching my back instinctively, pushing my ass up high in the air, a blatant, needy, desperate offering.

Emma moans, a low, appreciative sound from behind me that sends a shiver skittering down my spine. “Just like that,” she purrs. “Perfect.” She climbs onto the bed behind me, the mattress dipping significantly under her weight. She doesn’t enter me right away. True to form, she draws out the torture, the anticipation. She caresses me, her hands tracing the long, elegant curve of my spine, from the nape of my neck all the way down to the swell of my buttocks. She takes a moment to admire her handiwork, giving my ass cheeks a deep, possessive squeeze, her fingers digging into the flesh with a strength that belies her slender frame. “You’re so beautiful, Kitty. So responsive for me.”

Then, I feel it.

The blunt, silicone tip of the dildo presses against my slick, swollen, well-loved opening. It’s thick, much thicker than her fingers had been. I gasp, a sharp intake of breath, my hips trying to shy away for a split second from the sheer size of it before I force myself to relax, to soften, to open for her completely. She guides it with one hand, her other hand resting firmly on the small of my back, holding me steady. And then, the dildo is inside me. It happens in one slow, deliberate, magnificent thrust. She fills me completely, stretching me, pressing against that same deep, magic spot her fingers had found before, but with a new, glorious fullness.

The sensation is overwhelming, a tidal wave of pressure and pleasure. I barely have time to groan, a deep, guttural sound of surrender and bliss, before Emma is reaching upwards, her hand moving to the back of my head. She wrenches a thick handful of my hair, not painfully, but firmly, with an undeniable authority, pulling my head back so my neck is exposed and my gaze is forced sideways, toward the moonlit window. The memory of our conversation downstairs, my throwaway comment about my love for having my hair pulled, flashes through my mind with the brilliance of a camera flash.

She’d listened.

She’d remembered.

She’d stored that little confession away, cataloged it, to be used on me now. The realization that she cared enough to remember such a detail, to use it to heighten my pleasure, is almost as intense as the physical sensations themselves. Here she is, tugging on my hair, tilting my head back, and claiming me in the most primal way possible.

My body rocks back and forth from the sheer, raw intensity of Emma’s thrusts. She establishes a rhythm that is deep and almost punishingly slow at first, a deliberate, patient tempo that allows me to acclimate to the incredible fullness, to the glorious, stretching pressure inside me. Each inward stroke drives a gasp from my lips; each slow, deliberate withdrawal makes me whine with a desperate, impatient need. My noises come out desperate and stuttering, a breathless litany of “oh gods” and “fucks” and her name, a desperate mantra, over and over again, “Emma, Emma, Emma.”

Then, feeling me straining against her, she picks up the pace, driving into me with a relentless, powerful, hammering rhythm. The room is filled with a symphony of carnality: the soaring chorus of my breathless, broken moans, Emma’s shallow, sharp breaths close to my ear, and the wet, percussive, slapping sound of the dildo using my slick, eager pussy. The air grows thick with the sharp, salty scent of sex, of sweat, of pure exertion.

“God, you are gorgeous, Kitty,” Emma says, her voice tight and strained, coming through what sounds like gritted teeth. The effort of the pleasure she’s giving, and likely feeling herself from the friction and my clenching muscles, is evident in her voice. “You take this cock so well. So tight and wet for me.”

I can only moan in response, my brain short-circuiting, unable to form coherent words. My pussy is so exquisitely, painfully sensitive from having just come, every nerve ending firing at maximum capacity. The friction, the fullness, the deep, internal pressure, it’s all too much, and not nearly enough, all at the same time. And already, impossibly, I can feel the tendrils of another orgasm building inside me. It’s a different creature this time, deeper, heavier, coiling low in my belly like a serpent made of molten heat. My breathing becomes shallow and quick, little pants that match the accelerating rhythm of her thrusts. Emma continues to sink the dildo deep, deep into me with steady, powerful, piston-like strokes, her hand still fisted in my hair, anchoring me, controlling me, riding me like she was born for it.

She feels the change in me instantly, the way my inner muscles begin to flutter and clench pre-emptively, the way my breath hitches and breaks. She feels the approaching wave. She leans in close, her hot, damp lips brushing against my ear, her voice a hot, urgent hiss that cuts through the fog of my pleasure.

“Come for me,” she commands, the words a raw, undeniable order. “I want to feel you come apart on my cock. I want to feel you break for me. Come for me again, Kitty.”

Her words, the raw command in them, the sheer possessiveness, obliterate the last of my control. They send me spiraling over the final edge into a freefall. My eyes flutter and roll back in my head as I finally let go, allowing my second climax to crash through my body with even more force and intensity than the first. It’s a full-body convulsion, a violent, beautiful release that empties me completely, hollowing me out. My arms give out, no longer able to support me, and I fall forward onto the mattress, so I’m face down, ass up, still impaled on her cock, a completely surrendered offering.

As my orgasm ripples through me in wave after powerful wave, Emma slows her thrusts down, changing them into soft, deep, steady pumps that soothe and prolong the peak. I twitch and convulse below her, my pussy tightening around the toy in a series of spastic, involuntary clenches as I come, and come, and come, shouting her name into the pillows.

Finally, when the last shudder has passed through my exhausted body, Emma withdraws from me in one long, slow, slick pull, leaving me a collapsed, exhausted, glistening puddle on the bed. I lie on my stomach, my face buried in a pillow that smells of lavender and my own tears, my body humming with the powerful aftershocks of two massive, body-breaking orgasms. My limbs feel like they’re made of lead, heavy and useless. I hear the rustle of leather as Emma pulls off the harness and dildo, the soft thud as she tosses them to the floor beside the bed. The mattress shifts as she joins me, her body, warm and soft and smelling of sex and her own faint, clean perfume, pressing against my side, a comforting, solid weight.

She brushes the damp, tangled hair back from my neck, her touch infinitely gentle now, a stark contrast to the ferocity of moments before. She begins to stroke me with her fingertips, tracing lazy, meaningless circles on my back, her touch a soothing balm on my overstimulated, quivering skin.

“Mmm, so good,” she hums, the sound a contented, happy vibration against my shoulder blade. She lowers her face, her lips pressing a soft, lingering kiss to the back of my neck, then another on my shoulder. We lie like that, in the quiet aftermath, intertwined and touching, skin to skin, as Emma traces idle patterns over my back and down my arm. There are no words, only the sound of our breathing slowly returning to normal, a matched rhythm in the silent room.

I had never felt like this before in my entire life, so completely sated and taken, so thoroughly, beautifully wrecked and yet so profoundly worshipped all at once. My body is trembling from a combination of exhaustion and lingering pleasure, covered in goosebumps that rise not from cold, but from the residual electricity of Emma’s touch. Every soft, meandering stroke of her fingers on my back sends a fresh, tiny shiver through me. This wasn’t just sex. This was something else entirely, a connection on a cellular level, an intimacy so profound it feels like she’s rewired my entire being, mapping my soul through my skin.

I lie there in the warm, fragrant, quiet aftermath, drifting in a tranquil sea of contentment, my mind blissfully blank. But as the minutes stretch on, as her gentle fingers continue their hypnotic, soothing work on my skin, a new energy begins to stir within me. It starts as a flicker, a slow-burning ember of overwhelming gratitude that soon blossoms into a burgeoning, reciprocal desire. She has given me everything. She has focused solely on my pleasure with a selfless, breathtaking, masterful intensity. She has taken me apart and put me back together again, stronger, brighter.

When I can’t stand it another second, when the need to give back, to touch her, to worship her body as she has so thoroughly worshipped mine, becomes an undeniable, clamoring imperative, I roll over. The movement is slow, languid, deliberate. I prop myself up on one elbow and look at her in the soft moonlight. Her blonde hair is a glorious, tangled mess around her face, her blue eyes are soft and hazy with satisfaction, her lips are red and swollen from kissing me. She is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. I lean in and capture her mouth for a kiss. It’s different this time—not the desperate, hungry kiss from downstairs, nor the grateful, breathless kiss from after my first orgasm. This one is full of purpose, of intent. It’s a promise of reciprocation, a vow written on her lips.

I let my hands wander over her body as I kiss her, rediscovering her with my fingertips. They travel up her toned, strong arms and down her sides, learning the elegant curve of her waist, the sharp, lovely jut of her hip. My fingers trail up her ribs to her breasts, which are full and soft and heavy in my palms. I gently squeeze one, and I love the shuddering breath she takes, the small, sharp gasp that escapes her lips into my mouth. I love watching her reactions, hearing the little sounds she makes as I touch her. This power, the ability to make her feel even a fraction of the shattering pleasure she just gave me, is intoxicating, a heady rush of its own.

I pull back from the deep kiss, my eyes holding hers, needing to see every second of what comes next.

“I think it’s your turn now,” I say, my voice low and steady, imbued with a confidence I didn’t possess an hour ago. I sit upright, shifting my weight to straddle her slim hips, my bare knees on either side of her. My hands reach for her legs, parting them gently, opening her for me. In that moment, looking down at the magnificent, powerful woman splayed out on the bed beneath me, her body open and vulnerable and offered, her eyes full of a potent mixture of trust and raw want, I barely remember that she was ever my doctor. That person, that professional construct, has dissolved completely. She is Emma, a beautiful, passionate, insatiable woman. And right now, she is mine, offered up only for me. And I am going to devour her.
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About the Author

I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

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

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

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

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

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

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

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

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

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

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

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Domina Chronicles

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GMLY5WKM

Step into a world where power is a turn-on and desire reigns supreme. The Domina Chronicles invites you to explore the intoxicating allure of women who command their every encounter. These are not damsels in distress; they are sirens of seduction, architects of pleasure, and mistresses of their own exquisite appetites. With a flick of a wrist and a glint in their eyes, they orchestrate symphonies of sensation, leaving their partners breathless and begging for more. From the boardroom to the bedroom, their confidence is their most potent aphrodisiac, their control an irresistible dance of dominance and devotion. Prepare to be captivated by stories that celebrate the unyielding strength and unapologetic sensuality of women who know exactly what they want, and how to get it. Each tale is a tantalizing exploration of the boundaries of pleasure, where submission is a willing surrender to a higher form of ecstasy, guided by the hand of a true Domina. Get ready to lose yourself in the exquisite pleasure of absolute control.
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Taboo Cravings

https://mybook.to/TabooCravings

A Series of Forbidden Intimacies.

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

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

https://mybook.to/TemptationinBloom

Temptation in Bloom is a blistering collection of stand-alone age-gap erotica novellas, where one young lover and one mature lover ignite a fever between the pages. Set in lux, intimate spaces, a sun-washed penthouse, candlelit kitchens, rain-slick balconies, their chemistry burns from the first glance to breathless, almost-denied touches. The heat climbs with every encounter as boundaries blur, control softens, and cravings rise to a delicious, mouth-dampening crescendo. Lust remains the quiet heartbeat, guiding whispered commands and reverent restraint as they explore forbidden fantasies and long-simmering desires. Each story stands alone, yet together they form a garden of temptation, one lush bloom per book, leaving a lasting, sultry afterglow.
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Valentine’s After Dark

https://mybook.to/ValentineAfterDark

The day for sweethearts is over. Now, the real games begin. Valentine’s After Dark plunges you into a world where inhibitions crumble and desires reign supreme. Discover tales of unexpected connections, of passions found in the moonlit hours, and the thrilling exploration of what happens when hearts and bodies collide with fierce, undeniable chemistry. This is where romance meets its wicked, exhilarating counterpart.
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Frost and Flames Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

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

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

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

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

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

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

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

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

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